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  It’s a gorgeous summer, even for the tropical paradise of Oceanis. The temperatures have hovered at 95 degrees all season long with the calm azure waters of the Caribbean blending seamlessly into the cloudless sky. But the sprawling, luxurious resorts that normally serve as the playground for the world’s rich and famous are strangely vacant – only a scattering of vacationers are taking advantage of the breathtaking seascape, sizzling night spots, and the miles of immaculate boardwalk. The series of recent earth tremors have sent the majority of the guests packing, and those that remain are finding it hard to shake the sense of foreboding that haunts the normally carefree tourist Mecca. But even as business is cooling down on the beach, things are just heating up for Lieutenant Erin O’Neal, better known to the rest of the world as that amphibious daredevil Aquagirl. For in an abandoned church near the industrial waterfront, Aquagirl has stumbled upon the very UNNATURAL instigator of the recent natural disasters. Now she is the only one standing between Oceanis and the…


  
    RED HOT SUMMER OF DOOM!


    An Aquagirl Adventure


    

    By


    The Cliffhanger

  


  
    
      WARNING: This story is copyright 2000 by the author. Though based on familiar comic book themes, it is definitely NOT INTENDED FOR CHILDREN. The following contains scenes of bondage, torture, and unsafe surfing practices that may disturb some readers. And some of you are disturbed enough already.

    
  

  “I should have known it was you all along, Halflife,” Aquagirl hissed between clenched teeth. Deep in a subbasement of the abandoned Blood of the Martyr convent, the blonde bombshell found herself chained in a strict hog-tie, lying on her back in the center of a hydraulic press used to stamp steel components from sheet metal. But her captor had not been content to merely tie her hands to her feet. Instead, her ankles and wrists were manacled to steel cables running to pulleys mounted clear of the press, with Aquagirl’s legs pulled up behind her back and her arms bound together and pulled straight down to the level of her buttocks. The relentless downward force on the wrist manacles was matched by the upward force on her ankles, forcing Aquagirl into a delightfully cruel position with her back bent into a high arch like a gymnast. The young vigilante’s abdomen was thrust forward by the bondage until it almost touched the oily 3-ton plate hovering overhead.


  “You knew nothing in life, Aquagirl, and you will know nothing in death. Except pain.”


  From the edge of press the unearthly figure of Halflife halted his adjustments to the pulley mechanisms and turned to regard his contorted captive. The nuclear nightmare was a charred ghoul in an antique radiation suit, with only his skeletal face and glowing red eyes visible behind the yellowish face mask of his cylindrical helmet. The suit wasn’t intended to keep radiation out, but rather to keep his own life-sustaining radioactivity contained within.


  “Why go to all this trouble, Halflife? Why didn’t you just crush my windpipe when you had the chance?”


  Indeed, Halflife’s deathtrap was quite diabolical. The steel cables securing her wrists and ankles ran from the heart of the steel press, through the lower set of pulleys, up through a similar set of pulleys on the ceiling, then down to the top of the hydraulically-controlled crusher plate. Even as the plate descended from its idle position some 3 inches above her arched pelvis, her arms and legs would be drawn in opposite directions, forcing her into an ever-tighter pretzel. She would be snapped in two even as she was slowly being crushed by the massive hydraulic press. Sweat drenched her petite frame despite the oppressive cold of the basement and the light weight of her rubberized Lycra costume.


  “Because my employer will be quite disappointed to learn that you are dead so soon. It will be a small consolidation that you died in extreme pain. It seems you have powerful enemies in Oceanis, my dear.”


  “You think? Well you… should see me on the… volleyball court.”


  “Still, your courage is admirable. Not to mention your flexibility.” Halflife turned to a nearby control panel and flipped the switches to power up the press. The vice-like plate over Aquagirl’s head raised slightly and, as predicted, the young heroine’s hog-tie eased somewhat as the chains slackened. Certainly, the relief would only be temporary.


  “Normally I find no joy in the suffering of others, Aquagirl,” Halflife continued in his haunting monotone, clearly the product of an outdated speech generation system in the suit. “I was cut off from all physical pleasure long ago. But somehow you still… move me.”


  “I hope you’re not asking me out…,” Aquagirl said weakly, straining against the heavy manacles bolted around her slim wrists. “I make it a general rule… not to date… UHHH… the undead.”


  Indeed, the sight of Aquagirl was enough to make even the most hardened villain rethink his commitment to evil. At 5’5” and 110 pounds she was hardly an imposing vigilante, but her body was cut with the rippling muscles of a world-class gymnast and her seductive costume served to accentuate every inch of her hourglass form. She wore a sleek black and yellow long-sleeved turtleneck body suit made of rubberized Lycra, high-cut at the thighs with a narrow crotch. Sheer glossy hose covered her lean, tanned legs down to her low neoprene boots, and her close fitting high-tech utility belt highlighted the gentle flair of her hips. Her pouting blue eyes were framed by a yellow-tinted visor integrated into her cowl. The cowl left the lower portion of her face exposed and terminated at her hairline, allowing her silky blonde hair to frame her face and flow freely down her back. In short, she looked more like a professional cheerleader than a superheroine, and this had worked to her advantage in countless scrapes against her opponents.


  But Halflife seemed impervious to her obvious charms. A high-pitched grating sound emanated from the speaker and it took Aquagirl several long moments to recognize it as laughter. Halflife drew closer, his charred cancerous face drawn tight into a permanent skeletal grin behind the yellow visor. “I fear your parents would not approve of our courtship. Shall I demonstrate?”


  Halflife disappeared for a moment and returned holding a flower, a long-stemmed orchid. Aquagirl could smell the soft scent of the fresh flower even through the overpowering smells of machine oil, ground metal, and her own sweat. “Flowers are one of my few remaining passions,” Halflife explained, “So beautiful, yet so delicate.”


  The trapped Aquagirl watched in amazement, her peril momentarily forgotten, as Halflife slowly removed one of this stained gloves to reveal a steamy, skeletal hand, with the flesh blackened and crispy and bones exposed in many places. He grasped the flower with his exposed hand and the bloom immediately wilted and began to smolder. In less than 30 seconds the once-vibrant orchid was a blackened and mummified husk.


  “You wouldn’t live long in my embrace I can assure you,” Halflife mused as he laid the flower on the iron plate of the press and replaced his glove. “However, all suffering is relative. Perhaps I could grant you a quick death, if you are willing to tell me how you found this place.”


  For a moment heroine and supervillain locked gazes, Aquagirl’s baby blues against Halflife’s gleaming red coals. What could she tell him that would spare her life, or even delay the inevitable? She had stumbled onto his subterranean workshop quite accidentally, while investigating a rash of missing young people who had disappeared since the onset of the earthquakes. She had reasoned that the disappearances were probably linked to the rash of doomsday cults that have recently sprung up in the poorest parts of the city, and Erin had assumed the role of Aquagirl to investigate. She had stumbled upon the lab deep beneath an abandoned church, a lab that incredibly seemed equipped for the fabrication of nuclear weapons. This was Halflife’s specialty, but before she could escape to alert the authorities, she had found herself locked in the grasp of the atomic atrocity with no way to escape. She would have told him all this if it would have done any good, but bargaining with a monster Halflife was hopeless. Aquagirl’s heart raced as she looked into his inhuman eyes, cursing her own horrible luck for falling such easy prey to the undead juggernaut. If she had had any idea that such an infamous fiend had come to Oceanis she would have been much more careful.


  “You’re all heart, Halflife, but you might as well get on with your fun.”


  “On that you are mistaken,” Halflife depressed a large red button on a nearby control panel, activating the press with a loud blaring of claxons and the activation of a dozen rotating red warning lights. “I have no heart, nor stomach, nor appendages that function without mechanical assistance. Even my eyes are but devices of my own invention. “


  The shapely daredevil gasped and renewed her desperate struggles as the deathtrap was set into slow, inexorable motion. Halflife had modified the press to operate at a fraction of its usual speed. The motion was almost imperceptible from Aquagirl’s vantage directly beneath the plate, but the slow retraction of her wrists and ankles gave irrefutable proof of the plate’s descent. The manacles she wore were, like everything about Halflife, of antique design bolted painfully tight, and the cables were thick enough to tow a river barge. The plate overhead seemed to swallow up any light in the room and was made of solid carbon steel, as was the surface beneath her arched back. The only flexible element of the entire trap was the 21-year-old vigilante at its heart. And flex she would, to her limits and far beyond.


  “Farewell Aquagirl,” Halflife said to the sexy sleuth as she moaned softly from the effort of her struggles. “Consider yourself fortunate that you are perishing so early in this unholy affair. My employer had quite… deviant plans for you in his floating temple.”


  “Floating temple?”


  But Aquagirl had no opportunity to question Halflife further about his odd statement, for the madman had moved out of her limited range of vision as he made his exit. She carefully scanned the draft workshop as best she could and finally convinced herself that Halflife had indeed departed. At least he would not be on hand to actively prevent her from escaping. Assuming, of course, she could find some way to escape to begin with. At the moment the trap seemed lethal and foolproof.


  Aquagirl’s hips and shoulders ached with a deep maddening pain that gave her a hint of things to come. Her wrists and ankles burned as they bore the brunt of the force threatening to pull her apart. As she looked up between the twin mounds of her breasts she could now note the slow progress of the upper plate as it descended toward her, first just to kiss her abdomen then to slowly crush her into bloody ruin. The gleam of the red warning lights danced on the glossy surface of her skin-tight uniform as she struggled and the muscles of her silky legs quivered as they rebelled against the cruel restraints. Several red and green LEDs blinked tranquilly on the caplox devices that she wore at either hip on her black brushed-steel utility belt, but even these amazing devices were of little use at the moment. Aquagirl’s pussy tingled madly beneath the thin rubberized fabric of her body suit as a feeling of complete helplessness washed over her. Halflife had devised his deathtrap with fiendish detail — the amphibious avenger would find no easy way out of this one.


  It was then she noticed the sign posted on the wall near the control station, previously obscured by Halflife’s immense bulk. It read, “WARNING! EXTREMELY HAZARDOUS! KEEP HANDS AND FEET AWAY FROM PRESS!”


  Aquagirl burst out into laughter — the shrill, strained laughter of one on the edge of hysteria. Once the press started doing its work, the safety of her arms and legs would be the least of her worries.


  * * *


  Meanwhile, even as Aquagirl contemplated her grisly fate, Halflife was making his second villainous visit of the evening. He stood impassively on the aft deck of a rusting trawler, lurching with the ship as it powered through the ocean swells. His beady red eyes were the only lights that burned on the entire vessel, and the unearthly glow illuminated the large crate beside him that represented the final delivery to his current employer. Further forward, in a partially covered wheelhouse, stood the rusty boat’s lone crewman, a wiry old black man with a prominent gold tooth who guided the craft with the precision of a veteran smuggler. If the man was concerned about his cargo or the nature of his inhuman passenger he gave no indication. He only stared straight ahead at the inky water beyond the bow of the ship, as if some unseen markers in the depths were guiding him to his invisible destination.


  They were still surrounded by water as far as the eye could see when the drone of the ancient diesel engine finally wavered and then went silent. Halflife turned to the regard the old man.


  “Why are we stopping?”


  “We there,” the leathery Negro put a cigar-sized joint in his mouth and fished in his pockets for a lighter. “Dis be di drop site.”


  “But there’s nothing here. What do we do now?”


  “Res’ easy, Devil mon. They be comin’.”


  And they didn’t have to wait long. The boat had been adrift for less than 10 minutes before they came, emerging like ghosts from the waves and swarming aboard from all sides. There were nine all told, eight men and one woman all dressed in gleaming black rubber belted at the waist with bare feet and hands. Even in the dim starlight it was easy to distinguish their pale green complexions, their catlike pupils, and the webbing between their elongated fingers and toes. The men carried long black weapons that appeared to be high-powered harpoon guns.


  “Good evening, Halflife,” The woman said. She was sleek and sexy, with a waspishly thin waist and white, almost translucent hair that flowed down to her waist. “What brings you to the Temple of Lord Triton on such a dark, trackless night.”


  “Early delivery of my final device, Lady Amphitrite. I was visited by a friend of yours this evening.”


  “Aquagirl?” the women brought her hands together with delight. “You brought her here?”


  “No,” Halflife’s response was flat, and Amphitrite’s face immediately registered her disappointment. “I judged her too… resourceful to trifle with. She very nearly shattered my visor with a length of pipe.”


  “So you killed her.” Amphitrite’s tone was as cold and the ocean depths.


  “I had no choice. Surely someone can take her place in the…”


  “Take her place?!” Amphitrite spat. “She alone pretends to protect the sea while whoring with the landsmen. Lord Triton will be most disappointed – he had a most splendid demise arranged for Aquagirl.”


  “Then is seems your chamber of horrors will go unused, sea witch” Halflife cackled. “But here, I have something that might take your mind off your loss.”


  Halflife sank his mechanically actuated fingers into the wood of the crate beside him and pulled away the lid. Within was a bizarre device that resembled a huge box kite made entirely of heavy black piping. The base consisted of a smooth aluminum sphere half a meter in diameter secured within a cube of steel pipes. Six feet above the base was a second smaller pipe cube, hollow but with an aluminum skin covering its vertical walls. Mounted on each wall was a squat cylindrical turbo fan with an electrical servo mounted on the inside of the protective enclosure to control the orientation of the thrust. The upper and lower elements of the sinister device were connected by means of heavy black pipes that tapered from the upper corners of the large base cube to the lower corners of the smaller overhead guidance cube. The array of floodlights mounted on the frame, the high-tech maneuvering jets, and the foam rubber protecting much of the piping gave the impression that the device was some sort of experimental submarine. But the large radiation warning symbols on the aluminum sphere, betrayed its true purpose: it was a powerful deep-water bomb.


  “Impressive,” Amphitrite stared, forgetting for a moment the untimely demise of her master’s prize. “But what is the purpose of the fans?”


  “Guidance system,” Halflife pointed to a heavy aluminum enclosure mounted to the frame just above the spherical bomb. “This control computer uses the jets to regulate the rate of descent and to steer clear of underwater obstacles. The guidance system will steer this final device deep into the heart of Lucifer’s Rift before it finally detonates.”


  “A rift already greatly weakened by your previous devices.”


  “Yes,” Halflife was devoid of emotion. “If detonated at a depth of greater than 4,000 meters, the resulting shockwave should shatter the weakened tectonic fault lines for a thousand miles.”


  “Excellent,” the slithery woman hissed at the thought of the effect such a massive fissure would have on the local geography. “And this achieve our aims?”


  “Most certainly, as long as the guidance system functions properly.“


  “Very good.” Amphitrite turned to the old smuggler. “Antoine, set a course for the TRITON immediately, compass heading 92 degrees. The master will be eager to feast his eyes on the bane of the surface dwellers.”


  “Yea mon.” The diesel engine coughed wearily to life and the old boat again began making way.


  “And you,” Amphitrite turned to her nuclear henchman. “Will you be staying to witness the fruits of your handiwork?”


  “Of course,” Halflife let out a screeched of laughter that startled everyone on board. “It is not every day that I get to witness an entire city plunged into the sea.”


  * * *


  “UGGH!”


  “UGGH!”


  Back in Halflife’s abandoned laboratory, time was quickly running out for Aquagirl. For over 20 minutes the press had slowly descended on the doomed young woman, drawing her legs upward and out to the side in a painfully unnatural version of the splits and her arms down until they were a full foot below her crotch. Her shoulders were driven fast against the lower plate of the press and the upper plate was pressing hard against her breasts and abdomen, forcing her head permanently to one side. Only the slow action of the chains had allowed her to assume such a contorted position, but with barely a foot of room left between the two plates, she was rapidly running out of time.


  Unfortunately, the claustrophobic horror of the trap made it almost impossible to think rationally. Aquagirl’s arms and legs screamed with pain and spasmed constantly from the cramps that would not relent. The blonde bombshell was no stranger to strict bondage, and she even practiced on occasion with her occasional partner Nightcat. But even the most stringent bondage games could never prepare her for the real thing. In less than two minutes, Erin O’Neal’s bones would begin snapping under the force of the press. In four she would be dead… at least if she were lucky.


  “God No!” She moaned as she opened her eyes once more to desperately survey her surroundings. Just before her, not 6 feet away, was the control panel that could save her from her horrible fate. At her waist in her utility belt was a concussive drag line that she could fire at the panel if she could only she could get a hand free. He wrist console had an emergency signaling device so she could signal Nightcat for help, but Halflife had removed it prior to bolting down her wrist manacles and securing his groggy victim into position. Pain and fear and the overwhelming sense of complete helplessness washed over the young dynamo, as she pressed up against the descending plate with her rubber-clad pelvis in a futile attempt to hold off the crushing plate.


  KEEP YOUR HANDS AND FEET AWAY FROM THE PRESS.


  Hands and feet. What would you do if you put your hands and feet into the press? She had assumed that it was just a basic warning, but what if the press actually had a safety device to prevent the operator’s limbs from being inadvertently crushed? Urgently she scanned the perimeter of the press, with intensity born of desperation…


  There! She could see them with the aid of her tinted visor, a line of seeing-eye beams running from the upper plate to the lower plate. If she could just break the beams, it would trigger the security override. And Halflife had given her just the mechanism to do it: the charred flower! But time was running out. The upper plate was pressing hard against her cheek and the pressure on her muscular body was nothing short of torture. She had to act fast.


  Aquagirl stilled her mind, focusing her thoughts to trigger the biofeedback loop that controlled the caplox devices on her belt. The primary purpose of the ingenious devices was to allow her to breathe underwater by extracting oxygen from the water and introducing it into her blood stream through a network of artificial capillaries that ran through the major arteries of her body. The system, however, required a great deal of water to extract enough oxygen to sustain a human being and this contributed to its dual purpose. By vectoring the jets of high-speed water emitted by the caplox units, they could also be used as a personal propulsion system. Aquagirl could precisely control the system using the biofeedback sensors that were integrated with the capillaries, and after extensive training she was capable of amazing feats of underwater gymnastics. Of course, out of the water the caplox devices could produce little more than a stiff breeze. But that was exactly what the blue-eyed dynamo needed at the moment.


  “UHHHH!” Aquagirl cried out in desperate pain as the chains continued to tighten. But even through her pain she was gratified to feel the hockey puck-sized devices at her belt hum powerfully to life. She wanted to move the flower slowly and deliberately, hoping to maximize the chance that it would interrupt the security beams before falling to the floor. But the pain was simply too intense—her arms and legs would be pulled out of their joints at any moment and her head was all but clamped fast between the plates. The biofeedback circuit responded to her surge of panic by generating a powerful jet of air that sent the crispy flower skittering across the lower surface of the plate and out into the room. And as soon as the flower broke the safety beams, the klaxons immediately sounded again and the upper plate raised to full open position. Aquagirl was saved!


  The transition from extreme contortion to normal posture was almost as painful as the initial process had been. Aquagirl could feel her joints settling back into their sockets and for the first time in 20 minutes could take a full breath of air.


  “Damn, but that was close!” The blue-eyed beauty sighed as soon as she had caught her breath.


  Most people would be horrified after such an ordeal, but Aquagirl’s mind was flushed with the sense of victory at having defeated yet another attempt on her life. As a female superheroine she had already faced dozens of perils at the hands of the world’s most diabolical criminals and she had always eventually found some means of escape. She had even come to look on her opponent’s ploys with a sense of dark fascination. She never felt more vibrant, uninhibited, and alive than when she was helpless in the hands of her enemies, with only her wits, strength and courage standing between her and death. And there was no greater triumph than the adrenaline rush that inevitably accompanied an escape from a particularly fiendish trap.


  After savoring the moment, Aquagirl finally reached for the spring wrench in her utility belt to release the heavy manacles. But even as she undid the bolts, her mind was already racing with the implications of her unexpected discovery. If Halflife was indeed at large, than the city was in dire peril.


  And it was up to Aquagirl to stop it.


  * * *


  “Up Drako, UP!”


  Another training session was winding down at the Oceanis Aquatic Institute, but Dr Peggy Lane was trying to prod a few more stunts out of her weary charges, the Institute’s two killer whales Niko and Drako. She was standing on a platform perched some 25 feet above the huge whale pool, dangling a fresh fish over the railing. But Drako, a huge male and one of largest killer whales in captivity, seemed little interested in the treat as he circled near the bottom of the 30 foot pool.


  “DRAKO! UP!” Dr Lane commanded again, tapping her foot with impatience. “Typical pigheaded conceited male.” It was unthinkable that Drako wasn’t hungry – killer whales were always hungry. He was just making statement about who was the REAL star of the show.


  “Fine, be that way. Niko! Up!” Niko, a young female and hopefully a future mate for Drako, broke quickly from her route at the bottom of the tank and shot for the surface. The 2-ton whale sprang from the water effortlessly, rising to the level of the Dr Lane’s hand and snatching the fish before falling earthward with a tremendous splash that was sure to drench everyone in the first 3 rows of the high-tech open-air amphitheater.


  “Bravo! Bravo!” Came cheers from a crowd of one, accompanied by a single pair of clapping hands. It wasn’t hard for Dr Lane to spy Erin O’Neal standing near the top row of bleachers. Erin was dressed in the red tank swimsuit, nylon shorts, and red wind jacket that identified her as an officer of the Oceanis Water Patrol. The patch on her shoulder as well as the gun belt around her waist distinguished her as a member of the Special Crimes Unit, an elite team that worked within the larger body of professional lifeguards to keep the pristine beaches of Oceanis safe from more serious criminal activities. Erin’s eyes were concealed behind Ray-ban Wayfarers and she carried her street clothes in a gym bag slung over her shoulder.


  “Thanks Erin!” Dr Lane smiled as she wiped her hands off with a towel. “I wish you could have caught us at a better time.”


  “A better time?!” Erin walked down the isle toward the Lucite wall of the huge 30-foot deep aquarium. “Niko might be the youngest high jumper in the world! You should publish a paper on your new training regimen.”


  “I could, but then I’d have to explain why Drako, the largest high jumper in the world, is still in love with one of our grad students. I think I’d be drummed out of the Federation of Veterinary Medicine.“


  “Drako and I just have an understanding,” Erin shrugged, ”Too many jumps, flips, and ball tricks makes him feel like a trained monkey. If you want him to perform YOU need to perform with him!”


  Dr Lane looked down at Erin with a smile one might give her small child just before telling them that there was no Santa Clause. “Really, Erin, have you already forgotten all your marine mammal psychology? Drako is an eating machine that responds to patterns of positive and negative reinforcement. He’s just in a state of over reinforcement, and feels no need to perform in order to win his food. In short he’s just gone lazy and I’ve developed a new regimen to snap him out of it… and what ARE you doing.”


  While Dr Lane was talking Erin had quickly stripped down to her bathing suit, leaving her jacket, gun belt and shorts on a first-row seat. After shedding her sandals and Ray-Bans she sprang up onto the wall of the pool, then clapped her hands over her head three times.


  “DRAKO TO ME!”


  “Erin?! You’re interrupting my training! Surely you can’t expect Drako to…”


  But even while Dr Lane chattered angrily, Drako himself had surfaced to take a better look at the newcomer. Erin remained on the wall of the pool with her hands over her head.


  “DRAKO! DIVE!”


  There was a moment of hesitation, but then the huge leviathan responded to the oddly familiar command and disappeared in the depths of the pool. Erin O’Neal followed him in a moment later, diving into the chilly water and kicking gracefully toward the bottom of the pool. Once her feet struck concrete she kicked up a short distance and “assumed the position,” arms at her sides with her back slightly arched and legs locked in preparation for the sudden shock. For a moment she simply hung suspended in the tank, an exquisite statue holding a graceful pose with golden hair waving lazily around her head. But then she felt the light impact of a huge nose against her bare feet. Drako gave his long-lost trainer a moment to establish her balanced in the whale induced gravity, then he accelerated upward with explosive force. Erin’s recently hyperextended joints screamed from the effort of maintaining the strict pose even as the force of the water pushed down on her like a sledgehammer. And just when it seemed she would be forced from her precarious perch by the unyielding force she was suddenly airborne — both whale and trainer shot skyward at nearly 40 miles her hour. Gravity quickly pulled Drako’s 8-ton body back into the pool, but Erin took a final spring off his snout and arched gracefully skyward with her arms straight out from her sides. Gravity finally claimed her as well some 35 feet above the pool, so the blonde daredevil piked and allowed herself to rotate backwards into a vertical swan dive. The force of the impact was again tremendous, but Erin rounded out the dive quickly and kicked contentedly to the surface.


  Even as Erin squeezed her hair out behind her head, Drako rose to the surface nearby, chortling.


  “Drako! You big stud! Lets tan!”


  Drako immediately responded to the commands from their old routine and slipped quietly by Erin, giving her the opportunity to grab his upper dorsal fin for a short ride. Drako built up some speed as he made for the sloping skidway, and his momentum carried him up the slippery ramp and completely out of the water. His trainer dropped down beside him on her stomach as if they were laying out on the beach.


  “Over!”


  As one, the two rolled over on their backs, Erin rolling one way and Drako rolling the other to expose his milky white belly.


  “I… I don’t believe it,” Dr Long had come down from the platform and was now standing over the reclining Erin O’Neal and rubbing Drako’s snout. “No trainer has been able to perform a nose dive off Drako in nearly two years.! Since your last summer as an intern.”


  “And you still miss me, don’t you big fella?” Erin got her feet, reached into the trainers bucket, and threw a handful of sardines into the killer whales open mouth. She then pretended to push him back into the pool and the 8-ton monster responding by wriggling himself back into the water.


  Erin had worked at the Aquatics institute for nearly 8 years, starting in high school and continuing through college and her master degree. She had moved up from cleaning cages, to leading tours, to handling animals, and had finally become one of the Institute’s premier performing trainers. In the process, she had completed her masters degree in marine veterinary science and would have continued on to get her PhD had Oceanis not fallen prey to certain very powerful criminal elements. Events led her to turn away from the study of the aquatic world and instead become its masked protector. But there was one person at the Aquatics Institute that she still dealt with on a regular basis. The man perhaps more responsible than Erin herself for the creation of the Aquagirl legend.


  “So where’s Dr Vargas?”


  “He’s in his private lab, as usual. He’s hardly left for days.”


  No doubt he was trying to sort out the scientific implications of Aquagirl’s recent encounter with Chronus and his experimental temporal disruption machine. Erin had very nearly found herself the first test subject for the vast device which would either have transported her into another dimension or scattered every atom in her body uniformly across the known universe. Either alternative would have been grim. Hopefully, Vargas had at least found time to repair her Aquabike.


  “DRAKO! FLY!”


  With a chuckle Drako bid farewell and disappeared back into the water. Erin picked up a towel and quickly patted herself dry.


  “Of course, your theatrics prove nothing, you know.” Dr Lane had already regained her composure. “Your antics merely demonstrate that Drako has retained a memory of his past performance routines. When prompted unexpectedly with your voice he simply reverted to prior conditioning. Typical Pavlovian response.”


  “Peggy, all I’m saying is suit up and swim with him. You don’t have to pull 5 Gs off Drako’s nose, just let him pull you around the tank. Maybe even a bareback water ski trick. “


  The tall, gaunt professor looked shocked. “That kind of behavior might be acceptable for an 18-year-old intern, my dear, but not for a respected professional. The whales perform for us, not us for them.”


  “Suit yourself.” Erin returned to her small pile of clothing and stepping back into her shorts. “ The swim had actually felt wonderful after a long day in the towers looking for a drug dealer that was posing as an Oceanis lifeguard. “But if you want me to work up some water bits with you, you know where to find me.”


  “I hardly think that will be necessary.”


  Erin slipped her bag back over her shoulder and walked back through the maze of smaller holding tanks toward Dr Vargas’ personal labs. It had been Dr Vargas that had invented the caplox breathing devices and oxygenating artificial capillaries that allowed Aquagirl to remain underwater indefinitely. He also created her liquid filled “deep suit” that allowed her to work at great depths without extensive decompression. He created her custom Aquabike that was equally versatile under water or on the street. In fact, he had created most of the high-tech devices Aquagirl used to carry out her lone battle against the most sinister criminal elements in Oceanis. At times, Erin felt that Vargas was closer to her than a father. But in reality Erin knew that Vargas looked on her not as a daughter but as a soldier, a valuable but ultimately expendable weapon in his high-stakes war on crime. On a number of occasions her “father” had dispatched Aquagirl on missions from which they both knew she would not likely return.


  Erin traveled down two flight of concrete stairs to the subbasements of the research facility and through a heavy blast door controlled by a retinal scanner before entering into the small complex that served both as Dr Vargas’ private lab as well as the base of operations for Aquagirl. Just inside the door was a small landing overlooking a large pool that served as a testing ground for new equipment as well as a subterranean dock for her Aquabike. A doorway on one wall led to the locker room where her costumes and equipment were stored, and another wall opened on a hallway that led to a maze of labs, storage rooms, and vaults. To her right and 10 feet above the concrete floor were series of Plexiglas windows overlooking the pool. Behind the windows was a high-tech control room, unlit but for the comfortable glow of numerous computer monitors and the blinking lights on the bays of electrical equipment lining the walls. A spiral staircase in the corner served as the entrance to the control room, literally the nerve center of Vargas’ operation. The old professor would certainly be up there.


  As Erin made for the spiral staircase, she noted with satisfaction that her Aquabike was once again parked in its cradle, ready for action. It was basically a jet turbine engine wrapped in black fiberglass with tinted glass. The wheels were retractable and at the moment were pulled up inside the hull of the bike not unlike landing gear on an aircraft. The windshield was also a bit like the canopy of a jet fighter, extending completely up and over the riders seat. This cover served little purpose on land, but submerged prevented her from being ripped off the bike by the sheer force of the water resistance when moving at high speeds. Aquagirl’s emblem, the stylized head of a rearing seahorse, blazed in metallic yellow on either side of the menacing black machine.


  Erin sprang up the spiral staircase and entered the control room. As she had expected, Vargas was there bathed in the light of a half dozen cathode ray tubes. The screens were filled with various maps showing the land and sea floor features surrounding Oceanis. The epicenters of the recent rash of earth tremors were marked on the various maps. Clearly, the recent string of ominous quakes were as much on the mind of the great Dr Constantine Vargas as anyone. So great was his concentration that he didn’t even realize Erin had arrived.


  “Making any progress?”


  “Ehhh? Oh, hello, Little Pichayana.” He finally greeted her, with a heavy Slovak accent. ”Is always progress. Mostly in wrong direction.”


  “That looks promising.” Erin knelt down behind him and wrapped her arms around his meaty neck, staring at the array of screens. “All of the quakes originated from the same place.” According to Vargas’ charts all of the quakes had originated at various points along a deep gorge on the ocean floor – Lucifer’s Rift.


  “Would not be my choice of words – promising. Lucifer’s Rift is 10,000 meters deep at places, maybe more. It is what you say a…. “


  “A fault line.”


  “Yes. Fault line. Deepest in a web of faults that form coastline. The tremors, they signal a gradual weakening of the fault due to tremendous subterranean forces.”


  “Do you think these tremors could be man made?”


  Vargas stared at the screen for along time before giving his head a single vigorous shake. “No. Tremors are beginning at shallowest points of rift and proceeding to the deepest, just as expected. Man would require intimate knowledge of the sea floor to replicate such a thing. Then to cause the tremors, would take tremendous power. Something like a… “


  “A nuclear bomb?”


  “Yes. Very powerful.”


  Erin stood up and leaned against the control console so as to better confront her mentor.


  “I ran across an old friend of your last night: Halflife. He had a workshop set up in the basement of one of the new doomsday cults.”


  “Halflife? Here?!” Erin suddenly had Vargas’ full attention. “And you still alive?”


  “Lucky for me he had some important business to attend to. He implied that his employers are headquartered on a ship somewhere off shore.”


  Vargas leaned back and stroked his beard thoughtfully. “Atomic bomb Halflife’s specialty. Fault is greatly weakened. Next deep blast could be big trouble.”


  “I agree. It seems the Cult of Lord Triton has gotten a little tired of waiting for the end to come and is plotting to bring it about themselves. “


  “Floating temple useful for delivering bombs. But where to look? Is big ocean.”


  “I don’t think I’ll need to look anywhere,” Erin smiled, “I’m sure that the Triton cult is also behind the recent rash of disappearances. I spent the morning at central records and I confirmed that all the missing persons were alone and were on the water when they were abducted. The police are keeping this information quite lest we drive off the few remaining guests.”


  “So how you make yourself next target?”


  “Easy. I’m going surfing.”


  * * *


  With the 30-foot breakers off Widows’ Point all to herself, Erin could almost completely overlook the fact that she was serving as human bait to attract a deadly doomsday cult. The monstrous walls of blue-green water presented quite enough danger and excitement in their own right. A nasty wipeout could easily break bones or knock an unwary surfer unconscious and the rip tide that formed near the rocky shoreline could draw an unfortunate victim 50 feet under water in a matter of seconds. But these were the hazards that all surfers had to confront in order to ride the really big waves and Erin had already shot a half dozen tubes so huge that she could stand completely upright within the living cascades of crystalline seawater.


  But if her abductors were going to take the bait they were running out of time. She had been out in the surf for over four hours playing the role of helpless damsel wearing a bright yellow wetsuit that made her hard to miss amidst the backdrop of endless blue. In all that time she had seen no signs of suspicious activity beyond the legions of seagulls squabbling over stolen shellfish and a gang of young teenagers drinking beer on the distant beach. There were no signs of suspicious watercraft, lookouts, or other vehicles that could be used to carry out a kidnapping. As the sun disappeared beneath the western mountains Erin ended another run and dropped onto her surfboard to rest. With the dusk steadily deepening and the wind dying down, she had all but given up on picking up Halflife’s trail for the time being. Still, it had been a hell of a day for surfing and there was time for one last ride.


  WHRRRRRRR


  The hot yellow of her wetsuit made it easy to conceal the belt at her waist that held sleek, stripped-down versions of her Aquagirl caplox devices. The jets of water firing from the compact units drove her quickly and efficiently out to sea as she rested her upper body on the surfboard and kicked along lazily. The devices also flooded Erin’s bloodstream with oxygen extracted from the water, infusing it into her bloodstream through the network of artificial oxygenating capillaries that Dr Vargas and implanted. As long as the caplox devices were functioning properly, conventional breathing became a fully optional exercise. In the airless underwater world where most people struggled with oxygen deprivation even with clunky SCUBA gear, she was perfectly at home. If anyone dared to confront Erin O’Neal in an open ocean abduction attempt, they would be in for one hell of a surprise.


  After powering approximately 1500 meters through the surf, the blonde bombshell finally turned back toward land and slipped up on her board to await the last wave of the day. Unfortunately, all around her the swells seemed to be rapidly losing intensity and it seemed likely that she would eventually have to jet back to shore the same way she had come: on her belly. Regardless, the weather was still spectacular and the surf was as warm as bath water, so Erin was in no hurry to head for home. Given all the day’s exertions it felt wonderful to just drift on her board and allow the sea to rock her gently into a light snooze. Choosing to serve as a masked defender of a tropical resort city instead of a distant snowy metropolis did have its fringe benefits.


  WHOOSH!


  Erin’s peaceful catnap was suddenly interrupted by a powerful jolt from beneath her board that sent her tumbling into the water. She had been caught completely by surprise, but Erin’s combat instincts took over and by the time she checked her downward momentum her caplox jets were charged and ready for action. The fight against a pack of SCUBA punks would inevitably be brief and one-sided so her mind was already reviewing her next steps. She would take her assailant’s prisoner and with the aid of some of Dr Vargas’s “don’t care” juice she would soon have the location of Lord Triton’s floating temple. Locating the nuclear bombs would be easy once she was on board the ship and she would disarm them while the Coast Guard closed in for the kill. The only potential snag could be determining the fate of the abducted women before…


  Erin’s rapid-fire thoughts came to a screaming halt. Despite all of her desire for action, now that the moment had finally come all she could do was hang weightlessly above the white sand dessert that was the sea floor and stare in stunned amazement at the sight that greeted her. Her attackers weren’t human.


  At least they weren’t entirely human. Hovering immediately before and behind Erin were two slim, extremely tall men wearing black wetsuits with exposed hands and feet. At first glance they appeared normal, but their skin was pasty with a greenish tinge and their hair was milky white pulled back in ponytails behind their heads. They didn’t seem to be wearing any breathing apparatus whatsoever, nor were they wearing any sort of mask over their eyes. Erin’s vision was somewhat blurry due to the fact that she had no mask herself, but she could almost swear that their hands and feet were WEBBED.


  The young vigilante’s moment of hesitation was all that the two men required to effect her capture. Smiling wickedly, one of the men raised what looked like a small compressed-air dart gun and fired. The slim but heavy projectile struck her in the center of the abdomen and she felt a sharp prick as a hypodermic needle penetrated her wet suit and buried itself deeply into her body. She managed to remove the dart, but the flesh around the impact wound already felt numb with tingling fingers reaching out in all directions. The fingers rapidly became a hand and then a clutching fist closing in on her with tremendous pressure.


  Erin attempted to take the offensive before the drug could completely sap her strength, but inwardly she knew it was already too late. Her fingers responded only grudgingly to her attempts to manipulate the caplox controls secreted in her gloves and her vision rapidly narrowed down to a long, narrow tunnel. In the end she failed to activate the controls at all and instead found herself in the powerful but oddly chilling embrace of one of the mermen. He flashed her a dangerous grin, but he seemed so far away at the moment that it was impossible to feel threatened. Then her gums began to tingle and the tunnel finally closed in around her, hurling Aquagirl into a dreamworld as dark as the deepest sea.


  * * *


  “Mmmmh,” Erin moaned weakly as consciousness slowly returned. Her mind was still heavily clouded by the drug, but a deep ache in her shoulders and hips had drawn her back to reality with a mounting sense of urgency. Even half-drugged with her eyes closed she knew she was bound to some sort of lab table tilted just short of vertical. Based on the swirling of air currents she knew that she had been stripped naked and the hands that occasionally touched body told her that she wasn’t alone. As her senses slowly coalesced she realized that her visitor was a man and he was humming a haunting tune as he carefully took her various measurements with a tape measure and calipers.


  “Coming around already?” the workman said with a soft, nasal voice. “Amazing constitution, for a land slut.”


  Still feigning unconsciousness, Erin heard the opening of a heavy door nearby. A male newcomer let out a long low whistle of appreciation.


  “I see you are preparing the new initiate for her passage.”


  “Indeed, she will make a most comely mate. Provided, of course, she survives the transmutation process.”


  “Yes, I have some to tell you to proceed with your preparations,” the newcomer continued, “Her physiology is compatible with the process. Though somewhat odd.”


  “How so?” Erin could feel the workman pressing warm rubbery sheet over her breasts. After a few moments he pulled it away apparently making some type of mold of her figure.


  “The test was inconclusive – extremely high red cell count in her bloodstream. I took the matter to Lord Triton and he indicated that she was apparently an athlete using some sort of blood doping. What is this?” The man pointed to a spot high on Erin’s naked hip.


  “Some sort of mole or wart. Common on these land animals.”


  Erin felt a finger playing across her hip. This was the point where the artificial capillaries in her arteries interconnected with the caplox devices to provide her oxygen. Dr Vargas had tried to make them look like a mole or a birthmark, but the stringy consistency made them better resemble large discolored planters warts. Erin had insisted that they be placed high enough that they wouldn’t be visible in French cut swimwear, but they were hard to miss when she was buck-naked.


  “Strange,” the visitor thankfully lost interest in the matter and changed the subject. “On another matter. Amphitrite wishes to speak with you immediately, about Aquagirl.”


  “I heard she was dead, killed by Halflife.”


  “Yes, and with Aquagirl dead Amphitrite wishes to discuss a suitable subject to receive the Encephaline Symbiot.”


  “Very well, though it seems to me to be a cruel waste of perfectly good initiate. I will report to our mistress immediately.”


  Erin continued to hang limply in her bonds as she heard the newcomer leave, followed closely by the man who had been taking her measurements. For nearly a minute she waited in complete silence until she was sure she was alone at last. Only then did the blonde daredevil risk a look around.


  She found herself in a cramped but brightly lit ship’s workshop, secured spread eagle on an articulated table made of stainless steel raised to just short of vertical. She had been stripped naked, cuffed, and secured to the table at the wrists, ankles, waist, and throat. The remains of her yellow wetsuit and the yellow bikini she had worn underneath were piled on the floor at her feet and her surfboard was propped up in one corner. Erin’s wrists and ankles were enclosed in thick leather bondage cuffs that were double-secured by buckles and steel padlocks. Small wonder that her captor was little concerned about leaving her unguarded in the workshop. Indeed, based on what Erin saw around her, it was she that had more cause to be concerned.


  The entire compartment seemed to be some sort of bizarre tailor shop dedicated to rubber bondage. A row of black rubber catsuits, not unlike the suits that her captors had worn, hung on one wall, and the nearby shelves were devoted to rubberized booties, gloves, and bondage helmets. One catsuit had already been selected from the rack and hung near the workbench directly across from the table where Erin was secured. Commanding the workbench itself was a long flat device that resembled a waffle iron: a hot press that could be used to form the glossy rubber of the basic catsuits to fit the precise dimensions of the intended wearer. A number of spools of material hung on one wall for easy dispensing, including rubber fabric, heavy leather strapping, and steel chain. A pegboard above the spools was densely laden with ready-made bondage gear: ball gags, facial harnesses, ring gags, slave collars, and leather manacles similar to the ones that were holding her secured to the steel table. If Erin didn’t escape soon, it appeared she could look forward to an extended stay as a bondage toy for the Triton cult.


  But that was easier said than done. Erin pulled at her restraints with all her formidable strength but to little effect. The cuffs securing her wrists and ankles had no play at all, and the straps around her waist and throat inhibited all but the smallest movements. Her surfboard — along with her Erin costume secreted inside — waited just feet away, if only she could find a way to reach it.


  The young avenger forced herself to relax, laying her head back on the cold table and closing her eyes as she contemplated her predicament. In a way, she was fortunate that she had failed to activate her caplox devices during the abduction attempt. Had the mermen identified her as Aquagirl she would likely have awakened in a much more lethal situation than she currently found herself in. Still, there was no way she was going to get herself free from her restraints. Her best hope to take control of the situation was to “persuade” her jailer to help her out.


  Erin stilled her mind and began breathing deep and slow until her heartbeat leveled out. By the time the craftsman returned some five minutes later, she once again appeared fully sedated. The door opened with a hollow groan, and Erin suppressed a shiver as a cold wind whipped around her naked body.


  “I’m back,” the man croaked as he brushed Erin’s face with the back of his hand. “Did you miss me, my dear?”


  Erin, of course, said nothing, even as the man’s hand dipped to her right breast and teased her nipple. Inwardly, though, her heart leapt. Despite his statement that he had no interest “landsluts,” his actions betrayed his interest in her. That could work to her advantage.


  “Now for the fun part. We want the ovipositor to be nice and snug.” Erin hung limply while she heard the man fumbling for something on the work bench, then she felt his cold hands on her close-cropped pussy. A cold plastic rod was pressed against her nether lips, then slowly slipped inside her.


  Erin seized the moment and let out a gentle coo, rocking her pelvis almost imperceptibly.


  “Oh you like that do you?” The man smiled, foolishly taking the bait.


  The man ran the rod deeper into Erin, prompting her to moan a bit more. Entranced, the man pushed the rod slowly in and out of his prisoner, and was rewarded with a soft shudder of feigned pleasure.


  “You’re a hot little slut aren’t you? How about this one.” The rod disappeared from between her legs, only to be replaced a moment later by a much larger phallus. Erin responded by gradually increasing her apparent enjoyment of the cold shaft, careful to slowly draw the man into the daring table dance for her freedom.


  The man replaced the smooth shaft with a third even larger device, and Erin’s response was even more gratifying, as her hips gyrated and her chest rose and fell with her pronounced breathing. Erin had never known any man that could endure her moves for long and, sure enough, she soon felt his cold wet mouth on her breast. She knew that she was winning at the age-old game of seduction by a landslide, and finally opened her eyes sleepily to regard her “lover.” The sight of him made her a bit sick to her stomach, but the success of her mission depended on a convincing performance so she forced back her feelings of revulsion and instead gave him another soft coo of pleasure.


  He was the same sort of half breed that had captured her off Widow’s Point, and a quick inspection confirmed that he was a stunning mix of man and fish. He had milky white hair and greenish skin like the others, and webbing across his fingers and toes. At first it seemed as if he stared at her without ever blinking, but then Erin realized that the man had a SECOND eyelid like a frog, which was blinking normally but was crystal clear and would allow him to see perfectly underwater. Further he had deep indentations on the side of his neck that could only be partial gills.


  The only way such profound changes would be possible is through massive manipulation of the man’s genetic structure ways that modern scientists could only dream of. This implied that there was almost certainly a criminal genius even more dangerous than Halflife at the center of the Triton cult. But Erin had no time to consider such eventualities at the moment – she had to apply herself to the business of seducing the queer man that held the key to her freedom.


  “You,” Erin whispered at last, “I want to feel you inside me. Pleeasssse.”


  The man suddenly looked down at her with unsettling intensity and for a moment Erin wondered if she hadn’t just pushed her hand too hard. But she put on her best dreamy, half-conscious look and after a moment’s indecision, the man let out an primitive huff of agreement and unzipped his black jump suit. Underneath he was naked, but his entire body showed the effects of unnatural genetic manipulation. He was extremely tall and thin and his flesh had a dull, unhealthy sheen that almost looked as if he were developing scales. His dick was small and underdeveloped, but what there was of it was standing at full attention.


  “Take me now,” Erin bit her lower lip and flashed him her patented bedroom eyes. “I’ll do anything you want.”


  The man was almost 6’5”, and with Erin at 5’8” and still strapped to the table there was somewhat of a mechanical problem with their coupling. Erin did what she could to exacerbate the situation, tilting her pelvis back as far as she could manage and squeezing her thighs together as tightly as she could. Yet all the time she urged the man on and echoed his frustration at being unable to enter her. Soon the man was on the verge of sexual frenzy.


  “My legs,” Erin whimpered, as if she were about to climax herself. “Untie my legs.”


  The man was beyond thinking as his hands groped Erin’s stunning body, and he instantly reached for his key chain while fumbling with her ankle manacles. She was careful to rub her warm, perfumed muff against the side of his head even as the man released the pad locks and removed the chains holding her on the table.


  “Thank god,” Erin whispered with genuine appreciation. With an oily-slick motion she raised her legs as if she were about to clamp them around the disgusting fish-man, but instead she brought both her feet in between herself and her jailer. “Now get the hell off me!”


  Erin uncoiled like a spring, sending the surprised creep flying across the room and against the workbench with explosive force. For a moment he seemed to survive the savage blow unscathed, but even as he tried to take a step forward his legs failed him and he slumped to the floor like a rag doll. Several spurts of semen shot from the man’s diminutive cock, then he was still.


  “I love a man that like to play rough,” Erin smiled as she piked upward with her legs like a gymnast on the rings going into a handstand. She rolled up onto a precarious perch atop the table balanced on her toes with her hands still manacled at her sides. Her wrists were still chained, but now that she was above the restraints reaching down it was a simple matter to grab the screw-locking “O” rings that secured her cuffs to the table and set herself free. She then dropped to the floor like a cat and grabbed several sets of handcuffs from the pegboard, securing the fish-man in a hog tie on the floor.


  “I hope he still respects me in the morning.”


  Erin laid down her surfboard and removed the false bottom, exposing the secret compartment containing her Aquagirl costume and utility belt.


  “Yes!”


  Erin eagerly shed her cover as the hapless victim of the Triton Cult and slipped into the yellow and black body suit and glossy hose that identified her as Aquagirl, beautiful and fearless defender of Oceanis. To the basic outfit she added short rubberized gloves, thigh-length boots, a waist-length cape, and her partial cowl with its integrated visor that also served as a versatile dive mask. Lastly, she buckled her utility belt into place and loaded it with Vargas’ latest crime fighting gear. In less than four minutes her transformation into Aquagirl was complete.


  “Not quite how I had planned it,” Aquagirl admitted as she placed her hands on her hips and looked around. “but at least I’ve infiltrated Lord Triton’s ship. There’s just one small problem: no Coast Guard.”


  Beyond the fact that she was alone without no backup, the situation was much more bizarre and dangerous than Aquagirl had initially thought. She had believed that this was simply a case of a doomsday cult that was trying to bring about a natural disaster to fulfill their egocentric leader’s otherwise pathetic prophesies. That would have been dangerous enough, given that the cult had enlisted the aid of Halflife to carry out the calamity, but the appearance of these strange genetically altered mermen added a new wrinkle to the unfolding drama. They clearly had once been normal humans (as her Romeo could attest) and still wore dive suits for warmth while underwater, but their physiology had been modified to adapt them to the aquatic world. Apparently, the cult of Lord Triton was more than just a doomsday cult. They were involved in some sort of twisted cross-breeding between humans and marine life. And apparently many of the recruits were not volunteers.


  Still, her mission from this point was clear. She had to signal the authorities about her location and then try to find Halflife’s bomb and prevent the cult from setting it off until help could arrive. Based on Vargas’ assessment of the situation, one more deep nuclear detonation within the undersea chasm known as Lucifer’s Rift and Oceanis could be destroyed in a wave of massive earthquakes. Aquagirl was not looking forward to another encounter with Halflife, but she would need to find some way to outsmart him if she hoped to save the city.


  “Time to call in the cavalry.” The young vigilante opened one of the compartments of her utility belt and withdrew a small electronic transmitter. By securing it to a steel beam that comprised part of the ship’s hull, she could use the entire vessel as a huge antenna to send a distress message back to Vargas at the Institute. With any luck Vargas could mobilize the coast guard in a matter of hours.


  “Now to find that bomb.”


  Another dip into her utility belt produced a miniature Geiger counter. She had brought the device along specifically to track down the bomb. It would tell her how far away the device was and in what general direction. As soon as she activated the counter, the small speaker in the ear of her cowl let loose with a stream of soft clicks indicating that the bomb was easy to detect. It was 15 meters north and another 20 meters straight down, somewhere deep in the hold of the ship.


  Making her way through the ship had turned out to be surprisingly easy. The vessel itself was no more than 20 years old and in good repair. From long experience with seagoing vessels, Aquagirl could ascertain that it was likely a packet ship or a tender of some sort and that she was somewhere up in the superstructure, perhaps not far from the bridge. The dimly lit halls were narrow but thankfully unguarded. In fact, she didn’t happen upon a single soul on board, giving her the strange feeling that she was on some of ghost ship. It was more likely, however, that since the ship was actually a floating temple, matters of mystical ritual actually superseded the principals of sound seamanship (not to mention proper care of their drugged prisoners). The amphibious daredevil was tempted to try to locate the bridge of the ship where she learn more about their position, but her destiny lay on a more perilous course. Aquagirl was forced to bypass the bridge in favor of something infinitely more practical: a stairwell.


  As a commercial ship only recently converted for the use of a monomaniacal cult, it was a simple matter to find the stairwell by following the indicator signs over the hatchways. It was separated from the hallway by a watertight door, which Aquagirl worked open as quietly as she could. The stairs beyond were narrow and steep — really more of a ladder than a proper stairway — working over and back down into the darkness. Aquagirl descended quickly but silently, glancing occasionally at the small Geiger counter to note that the distance between her and radiation source. As she neared the bottom, she finally caught the tell-tale signs of another human being. Time to kick some ass.


  Working a bit more recklessly than usual, Aquagirl leapt down the final staircase and caught the lone guard completely by surprise. It was another tall, gaunt man with the same wide reptilian eyes, milky white hair and extremely thin build as the man she had cold cocked in the workshop. He too wore a black jumpsuit but in addition he wore a weapons belt bearing a radio, cuffs, a walkie-talkie, and a baton. He also wore an emblem over his left breast, the head of a grotesque man that was half-man, half-octopus. Aquagirl had seen the disturbing symbol before: on the altar back at the church where she had first encountered Halflife.


  The man stood at attention beside a heavy steel door that was clearly not part of the ship’s original design. Beside the door was a small control panel and beneath it was a clear plate that covered some sort of laser sensor like a grocery store scanner.


  “A landslut!” the man recoiled in surprise.


  “I prefer the name Aquagirl,” the caped cutie noted with a smirk. “And I suppose that fingerprint scanner will work whether you’re conscious on not.”


  “You die!”


  The man went for his gun, but Aquagirl was too quick, knocking it out of his hand even as it cleared the holster. The man then lunged for her, but the young dynamo ducked nimbly to one side and brought her knee up hard into his midsection. He doubled over in pain and Aquagirl took the opportunity to do a double karate chop over the back of his head to end the fight almost as soon as it started. The fish-man slumped to the floor and was still, making it a simple matter for Aquagirl to secure the man with his own handcuffs.


  True to her word, Aquagirl seized the unconscious guard and dragged him to the security door, placing his clammy webbed hand on the scanning panel. To her satisfaction the light over the panel went from red to green and the grinding of steel on steel indicated that the dead bolts securing the hatch were withdrawing. As soon as the door snapped open Aquagirl crept inside, pulling the guard in behind her.


  Beyond the door was what seemed to an auxiliary control deck for the ship – a backup bridge – at the moment unoccupied and dimly lit. However, this room had several distinctive features that made it unique from the other engineering bridges she had seen on commercial vessels. The most obvious was that one wall had been stripped free of its traditional bank of control consoles and replaced with a thick Plexiglas wall that ran from the floor to ceiling, looking into what would have been the main cargo hold. Beyond the wall was what seemed to be an extension of the control room, complete with active control stations. But the room on the other side of the glass was water-filled, with an open breathing space between the surface of the water and the steel deck overhead. This strange arrangement gave both air and water breathers the opportunity to control the ship.


  The second interesting feature was the large circular hatchway that commanded the center of the room, currently closed off by a steel iris. The opening was over a meter in diameter and ringed with a steel lip that protruded 30 centimeters above the tiled deck. Hanging from an overhead crane directly above the iris was what appeared to be a small submersible shaped like a box kite of black steel and foam rubber padding. Based on the radiation warning signs stamped onto the silver sphere at the base of the machine, Aquagirl had undoubtedly found Halflife’s final bomb, complete with a high-tech guidance system to steer it deep into Lucifer’s Rift to ensure a cataclysmic detonation. The hatch below the bomb, therefore, was certainly an ejection portal, like a vertical torpedo tube.


  And the shapely crime fighter noticed one other thing: each entrance to the room was protected by heavy water-tight doors that would be virtually impossible to open once activated. Now, watertight hatches were standard equipment for ships this close to the waterline, but they assumed a special significance in a guarded room that was being used to store nuclear weapons. They could easily be triggered by motion detectors in the room or by pressure plates set into the floor, but once activated the room would be virtually inescapable until the doors were opened from the outside. If Aquagirl wanted to reach the bomb, she would have to voluntarily walk into a solid steel trap.


  Briefly, the young heroine’s mind wandered back to the last of Halflife’s traps she had fallen into. It was difficult to voluntarily put herself in a situation where she would likely get to enjoy his hospitality a second time. But once the cultists learned that she was aboard they would almost certainly move with all haste to drop the bomb. Her best chance to save the city would be to disable the weapon now before it could be deployed. It would be up to fate to determine what happened from there.


  “Why is it always up to me to save the world?” Aquagirl sighed, and she stepped into the room


  WAHHH! WAHHH! W AHHH!


  As expected, the moment Aquagirl entered the room the trap was sprung. An intermittent security buzzer sounded and the flood doors whipped shut behind her. All around the room, the other exits were similarly sealed off behind plates of steel as all of the control consoles went dark and the overhead lights went from white to deep red. Worse yet, as soon as the doors were sealed the sprinkler system began flooding the room with a billowing gas that quickly collected at Aquagirl’s feet like heavy ground fog. The mist was ice cold to the touch and diffused the room with the sickly sweet odor of cheap mouthwash. She was not familiar with the kind of gas flooding the room, but if the dart used in her capture were any indicator, it certainly would not be a pleasant experience.


  “Hope you’re on the way soon Vargas.” Aquagirl took at final deep breath of only slightly tainted air then headed for the bomb.


  Or at least she tried to.


  When Aquagirl attempted to take a step forward she found that her coordination had all but left her. Her legs felt like lead and even as she lurched ponderously forward she lost her balance and fell of the floor. With a growing sense of alarm the sexy avenger regained her feet and willed herself forward. Her muscles responded only grudgingly, allowing her a few Frankenstein steps forward before she toppled again to the shrouded floor. Desperately Aquagirl tried to regain her feet, but the effort required was enormous. It was as if the gravity in the room had quadrupled and she ultimately was forced back to her knees. The bomb, not 4 meters away, suddenly seemed infinitely distant. The deadly fog, now lit bloody red by the overhead lighting, was rapidly sapping her strength even as it left her mental faculties untouched. Regardless, Aquagirl refused to give up, crawling on her hands and knees towards Halflife’s doomsday machine. If she couldn’t reach the bomb, her sacrifice would be for nothing.


  “Why Miss O’Neal, your persistence never ceases to amaze me,” boomed a powerful British voice that sent chills down Aquagirl’s spine like fingernails across a chalkboard. “I have it from VERY reliable testimony that you are dead, yet here you appear in the aft bridge, plotting to make off with my bomb.”


  The voice was unmistakable: it was Dr Simon Halifax, a former professor at Ocean State and Erin’s former undergraduate advisor. It was Dr Halifax’s tampering with the genetics of aquatic life that ultimately led to the destruction of his own humanity. It was Dr Halifax that forced Erin to first don the mask of Aquagirl to thwart his deranged plans for revenge on all humanity for crimes against the sea. The last time she had seen her former teacher had been on the deck of a burning freighter loaded with biotoxins that he had intended to pilot into the Santa Verdes Bay. Aquagirl had just barely managed to avert disaster, sending both ship and man to the bottom of the ocean.


  “Halifax,” Aquagirl spat. There seemed to be no point in holding her breath any longer — the chemical was penetrating directly through her skin. “I never figured you as the type who would hang out with a toxic waste dump like Halflife.”


  “On the contrary, I find his company most reassuring. After all, we monsters need to stick together. Turn around.”


  Aquagirl had assumed that Halifax was addressing her through the ship’s pubic address system, safely outside of the deadly room. She was at least partially right, for Halifax stood regarding her from the safety of the water filled room beyond the Lucite wall. But the corruption of his own genetic code had converted the once-dignified college professor into a ghastly amphibious horror. He now stood over 15 feet tall, with most of his body draped in hairy green moss that waved in the water. His skin had assumed a grayish-brown hue and his huge bloated head was now hairless with wide staring eyes and shriveled ears. Yet the gross distorted features still bore a disturbing resemblance to the man she had once known and his voice was unmistakable. The lovely heroine was suddenly sick to her stomach at the site of what had become of her nemesis.


  “My god! No!” Aquagirl forced herself to her feet and attempted to back away from the Lucite wall. But her legs quickly failed her and she fell on her butt, still attempting to scuttle away.


  “As you can see, the years have not been kind. But they have not been nearly so cruel as your stay with us will be on you.”


  “You… you’re Lord Triton. “


  “Yes,” Halifax croaked, “the Drowned God, the father of the Sea People.”


  “What…. What have you done to these people?” The effect of the gas was now spreading to Aquagirl’s arms. It was growing more and more difficult to even keep her head above the fog covering the ground.


  “You shall find out soon enough. I would worry more about what I am doing to you. Are you enjoying my little gas trap?”


  “Yes its quite… quite… relaxing.” Relaxing to the most maddening extent possible. The bomb was still some 5 feet away, just beyond reach, and her strength was rapidly abandoning her.


  “I’m glad you are enjoying it. It is a distillation of manta ray and man-o-war venom. It completely paralyzes the muscles while leaving the victim perfectly alert. And quite susceptible to pain.”


  With a chill Aquagirl realized that Halifax was telling the truth. Her nerves were still completely in tact – she could feel the floor beneath her butt and the cold breath of the gas on her hose-clad thighs. Her limbs were perfectly functional – they just seemed to weigh a ton! Once the gas completed its work she would be perfectly alert yet totally helpless. Chest heaving from the exertion, the doomed vigilante rolled to her back and planted her feet, lifting her butt off the floor. She was gratified when her slick rubber-clad body slipped easily along the surface of the floor. Another foot closer to the bomb...


  “I knew you would attempt to intervene in my affairs eventually, Erin, so I took the precaution of equipping my floating temple with several anti-Aquagirl traps. My followers have inadvertently set them off on a number of occasions so I can attest that the gas you are absorbing through your skin is quite lethal.”


  “Glad to know you still… think of me… after all these years, doc.”


  Now completely immersed in the sea of blood red fog, Aquagirl’s body was beginning to quiver and convulse as the fiendish chemical permeated her system. Given the complete clarity of her senses the effect was tantamount to the being trapped in the strictest bondage even as she lay sprawled completely unfettered on the floor. The sense of utter vulnerability that accompanies strict bondage washed through her, but it was mixed with the knowledge that she yet had some control over her destiny. Reaching deep into reserves she didn’t know she had, Aquagirl raised her legs and again inched closer.


  “Think of you Miss O’Neal?” Lord Triton reached down to one of the submerged consoles and pressed a button that would summon a security team to the aft bridge. “Why it was you that liberated me from my antisocial ways of thinking. I thought I was outcast and alone, with nothing to gain but vengeance. But you showed me the errors in my ways. Now I realize that I am not alone, merely the first of many.”


  There was no response from Aquagirl, and Triton watched patiently from the safety of the adjacent chamber as the fog continued billowing into the room, forming a toxic sea from which there was no escape. It was impossible to tell just where in the cloud Aquagirl was, but it was enough to know that she was in there somewhere. The gas would completely incapacitate her in less than a minute. In four, her autonomous system would begin to suffer – impacting her breathing, heartbeat, and brain functionality. In five, Aquagirl would be dead of total muscle paralysis and revenge would be his. But that was too merciful.


  After waiting for 4 minutes and 15 seconds, Triton pressed another button on his console that turned off the gas and substituted it with cold seawater. The water-soluble vapor quickly condensed out of the air and took the form of a soapy scum on top of the rivulets of water running quickly down the drains in the floor. The lights went from red to white again and the hellish fantasy world that had been the gas trap was now just the aft bridge again, complete with control consoles, nuclear bomb ejection station ... and a completely paralyzed Aquagirl.


  The amphibious daredevil was laying on her back a short distance from the bomb, with her arms at her sides and her head lolled toward Lord Triton. Her dreamy blue eyes were open and occasional slow blinks betrayed that she was still alive and conscious. But her sleek, athletic body was eerily motionless, as if she were already a corpse. Even her breathing was all but nonexistent.


  “The chamber is clean, my children,” Triton spoke into a com box mounted on the wall. “Please bind our guest and prepare her for the Symbiot.”


  Within the room, the completely powerless Aquagirl could only watch as the swamp monster horror that had once been her undergraduate college advisor drank in the site of his helpless enemy, then reached over to speak something unintelligible into a nearby intercom. A moment later she heard an unseen door open with a loud crash, followed by the thud of boots on tile. The tread of heavy feet grew louder and louder until finally there was silence. Then there was a loud FLOP as a tangle of ropes, cords, straps and steel fittings landed on the floor before her eyes. With a quiver of horror-tinged excitement she recognized it as heavy bondage gear.


  Aquagirl felt a hand grab her shoulder tightly as she was rolled to her back. A ring of men swam into view, all clad in chemical suits with artificial breathing apparatus to ward off any chance exposure to the compound that already coursed through Aquagirl’s slim body. As the men prepared a heavy rubber singleglove and cruel-looking facial harness one thing was clear: Triton wanted to constantly remind Aquagirl that she was completely powerless. Boy, was he in for a surprise.


  FFFFAM!


  The guards flew in all directions as a geyser of sparks and thick black smoke sprang from the bomb. Despite their heavy black chemical suits, high-tech shock weapons, and visored faces they looked comical as they fought each other to get through the door, fearing a radiation leak. Lord Triton bellowed at them from the other side of the wall, ordering them to stay in the room and protect the bomb from any additional damage but he might as well have been shouting orders to the Keystone cops. Only the fire protection system succeeded where Triton’s threats had failed. The smoke gushing from the bomb finally set the sprinklers for real, causing the water-tight doors to again slide shut sealing the last few storm troopers inside the room with Aquagirl.


  The cool water felt wonderful on Aquagirl’s upturned face as she lay peacefully in the midst of the chaos. She would have laughed her ass off except, of course, that she still couldn’t move a muscle.


  * * *


  “That bitch!” Lord Triton spat, beside himself with rage. “How could she have done this?”


  Back in the aft bridge of Triton’s temple-ship, the seaweed-draped villain paced furiously behind his wall of Lucite while Halflife surveyed the damage done to the bomb. At first glance, the device seemed to be completely in tact, other than the thin layer of sooty grime. A closer inspection, however, revealed the true target of Aquagirl’s handiwork: the heavy aluminum circuit box mounted on the fuselage directly behind the spherical bomb.


  “Thermite charge,” Halflife intoned with his characteristic disinterest. “Small and difficult to detect. She must have placed it on the bomb even as you gloated over her capture.”


  “Spare me your insolence, Halflife! I’m not in a tolerant mood. Can you repair it?”


  “The circuit board for the guidance system is destroyed. It would be a simple matter to replace it in my workshop…”


  “If AQUAGIRL hadn’t already turned your workshop over to the police!” Triton bellowed.


  “Yes.”


  Lord Triton resumed his furious pacing, as Halflife returned his attention to the bomb. The metallic casing over the computer was pocked and warped by exposure to the molten metal created by the Thermite reaction. Within the box, the wiring and circuit boards were a charred mess. It didn’t take an evil super-genius to see that the computer was ruined.


  “So what are our options?” Triton said at last, turning his massive head to lock his gaze on Halflife.


  “ I could have new machining equipment shipped from Rotterdam, as before. The process should required eight weeks.”


  “We haven’t got eight weeks! If Aquagirl is here, then Dr Vargas knows about us as well. The authorities could descend on us at any moment.”


  “No one knows she is here.”


  “Ohhh? And how can you be so sure?”


  Halflife reached into a pouch on his belt and drew out a small silver box bearing the rearing seahorse insignia of Aquagirl. Triton recognized it at once.


  “Aquagirl’s long wave radio beacon! How did you find it?”


  “Lets just say my sensitivities extend to realms beyond those of mortal men.”


  “Could Vargas have determined our position prior to your discovering her emergency beacon?”


  “No, Vargas would have to use a triangulation technique similar to mine, and I was considerably closer the beacon. Aquagirl is yours to dispose of as you see fit.”


  “Excellent,” Triton seemed to relax for the first time since Aquagirl’s charge had crippled his nuclear bomb. “It seems my revenge against Erin O’Neal is finally at hand. ”


  “May I ask what you intend to do with her?”


  Triton smiled as he replied. “I’ve recently perfected the Encephaline Symbiot, a highly contagious microscopic organism that attacks the human brain, causing horrific pain and reducing its victims to crazed animals. I plan to inject Aquagirl with a massive dose of the Symbiot, then release her to the world authorities as an example of the price that they will pay if they resist me.”


  “Intriguing. But I have an alternative that might solve both our problems.”


  “BOTH problems?”


  “Yes, I replace the damaged circuit card and you get to damn Aquagirl to a cruel death.”


  “Just what are you proposing?”


  Halflife screeched and screeched, apparently laughing uncontrollably at his own unfathomable jest. And the joke was almost certainly on Aquagirl.


  “Meet me in your workshop amidships. I will show you.”


  * * *


  “Nothing!” Dr Vargas bellowed, as he pounded his meaty fists on the table. “Signal is gone.”


  Vargas had been tracking Aquagirl’s low-power emergency beacon for approximately 15 minutes. The long-wave signal had been weak, so isolating his ward’s location had been quite a problem. Fortunately, he had been able to narrow down his field of search significantly. He knew that her objective had been to find the ship being used by the Triton cultists to deploy Halflife’s nuclear bombs, so he was able to narrow down his field of search to the waters immediately around the fault line know as Lucifer’s Rift. Further, he knew that the next bomb would have to be a deep detonation in order to trigger a cataclysmic earthquake, so he focused his antennas on the parts of the rift that he knew ran deepest. He had been rewarded by a tremendous amplification of the signal, so he knew that he was close. Unfortunately, just as he was homing in on the location of the emergency beacon, the signal went dead, and none of the adjustments he made could coax it back to life. Aquagirl was no longer transmitting.


  “That last time I let that girl go surfing without bazooka.” Vargas leaned back in his chair and folded his hands across his belly, staring absently at the bank of computer monitors running along the ceiling of the control room. They all showed the underwater topology along Lucifer’s rift but at varying levels of resolution and all featured a flashing red blob that showed the best estimate he had of Aquagirl’s last known location. It was too large – hundreds of square miles of open ocean and all in international waters. It could be searched given time, but time is one luxury he didn’t have. And even if they did find the ship, what chance did a crew of 19-year-old Coast Guard sailors have against a primal force like Halflife?


  “Little Pichayana is but twenty and one,” Vargas reminded himself. He almost always referred to Erin by his pet name for her – Little Piranha. “If she is lost, we all better start swimming.”


  Suddenly his eyes lit up. And he leaned forward in his chair. “Swimming! Yes, swimming!”


  The 70-year old Vargas sprang out of his chair, seized one of his specialized Aquagirl emergency kits, and tottered across the control room. It was a long walk to the surface and Vargas, not for the first time, curse his decision to locate his lair in such a secluded part of the Institute. He had to stop several times to rest, but finally the sun broke upon his face as he emerged from a stairwell into the maze of open-air training tanks. With a mounting sense of urgency he approached the huge aquarium that held the Institute’s two prized performers, the killer whales Drako and Niko. As usual, the two whales were circling at the bottom of the tank.


  Vargas set the pillow-sized emergency kit on the low cement wall surrounding the pool and picked up the largest half-frozen fish he could find in the trainer’s bucket, holding it out distastefully to the whale.


  “Drako, to me,” Vargas snapped. The two whales ignored him and continued swimming at the bottom of the tank.


  “DRAKO! HERE!” The whale ignored Vargas, and his huge stiff fish.


  “DRAKO! This instant!” Nothing.


  “Insolent ... blubber butted… pea brained… imbecile!” Vargas fumed and finally threw the fish into the water. Slowly he bent down to pick up his cane. “I should have known better than to ask a bully like to you help find Erin.”


  Vargas turned and began the long hobble back to his lab when he heard the sound like water rushing from the slopes of a mountain as it ascended from the sea. Vargas turned around in time to see Drako, the front portion of his body now fully 10 feet out of the water, snapping his jaws shut around the tasty morsel. He descended only slowly and then let out a deep huff as he awaited what Vargas had to say.


  “Oh, now you want talk? You think you a real tough fish, ehh? How you like bully someone bad for change, ‘stead of those who want help you?”


  “Erin is in trouble,” Vargas turned and laid his cane back on the wall. “Erin! You know…” Vargas placed his hands stiffly at his sides and assumed an approximation of the pose Erin struck when nose diving off Drako’s snout. “She out there, somewhere.” Vargas pointed out to the open sea. “You find her and bring her home. Understand?”


  Drako let out a long rumble from the depths of his huge body. “Good, I take that as ‘yes.’”


  Vargas moved to the trainers control panel and inserted his master key that gave his access to every device and computer system owned by the Oceanic Institute. Then he pressed the large red button that opened the emergency sluice gate that led to the open ocean. It was normally only to be used only when the whale’s lives were in danger, but now if was Erin’s life that hung in the balance. “Now, you find Erin. No go searching of cute single lady whales. You married to Niko.”


  Vargas leaned on his cane and turned to face the enormous whale once more. “Director… Director going to kill me for this. Assuming, of course, there is still Institute left to direct.”


  Wheezing from the unaccustomed effort, Vargas picked up the black nylon emergency bag and armed the implantation charge on one of its interior straps. Then with great effort he threw the heavy bag up on Drako’s enormous back. There was a sharp POP as the charge went off and set a hook firmly into the 2 feet of blubber that lined the leviathan’s back. The procedure was completely painless to Drako, but the hook would ensure that the bag stayed firmly anchored on his back until he reached his destination.


  “Now go, bring back Erin, before I make you lamp oil.”


  With a final low rumble Drako descended into the depths of the aquarium. Then he slipped through the sluice gate and out into the open ocean. The water was clear and blue but in less than a minute Drako had disappeared into the depths.


  It wasn’t much of a cavalry, but it was the best Aquagirl was going to get.


  * * *


  “Mhhhh! MHHHH!”


  Unlike her previous accommodations on Triton’s steel examination table, Aquagirl now found herself in the type of restraints she had grown more accustomed to during her dangerous career as a masked vigilante. Her costume had been removed and replaced with a rubber catsuit similar to the one she was being fitted for shortly before her initial escape from Triton’s workshop. Unlike her earlier generic version, however, her current costume was designed to somewhat resemble her Aquagirl costume with thigh-length high heeled boots and long rubber gloves that were fused permanently to the catsuit material beneath. Her Aquagirl belt was back around her waist, though now devoid of all its equipment except the caplox devices, and for good reason: her cowl had been replaced with a rubber bondage helmet with integrated ball gag that completely enveloped her head.


  Aquagirl was suspended in the midst of a cylindrical tank by means of heavy chains secured to custom-fit steel manacles at her wrists and ankles. The clear tank had no door and was completely filled with what appeared to be bluish water. Several black cables were attached to the vanquished vigilante at the forearm, chest, and inner thigh and medical monitoring equipment flanked her to either side. The fluid was warm and highly oxygenated and the rubber costume fit her like a sensuous second skin, but Aquagirl had no delusions about the true purpose of the elaborate device: it was a torture chamber, pure and simple.


  “So, I see our pretty little guest is ready for her final ordeal,” Amphitrite sneered as she entered the clean, brightly lit biotech lab where Aquagirl hung suspended. “I must admit heavy bondage becomes you Aquagirl.”


  The voice was distorted and far off, but Aquagirl betrayed that she could hear her captors taunt perfectly well by halting her delightful but utterly hopeless struggling and moaning angrily through her gag.


  “Lord Triton designed this chamber specifically for you, Aquagirl. I think you’ll find it completely inescapable, though in only minutes escape will be pointless.” Amphitrite held out a hand towards one of her guards. “The symbiot, please.”


  The man quickly place a large vial in his mistresses hand. “I know you can’t see it Aquagirl, but I hold in my hand Lord Triton’s most fiendish invention, the Encephaline Symbiot. It’s a microbe that attacks the base of the brain, causing blinding pain that quickly erodes all other higher centers of the brain. In only hours you’ll be a mindless animal, responding to only your most primal instincts: hunger, fear, lust. We will deliver you to the United Nations as an example of the fate that awaits the entire world if anyone dares to interfere with the hegemony of the Sea People. ”


  “Mhhhh!” Aquagirl’s muscles danced beneath the thin rubber of her costume as she pulled against the heavy chains with all her might, but to no avail. She had no doubt that Halifax could develop such a microbe and yet was completely powerless to prevent his from using her as a human guinea pig. She could only pray that Vargas would arrive with the Coast Guard in time to save the city, but it looked like he would arrive too late to save Aquagirl. A shiver ran through her body at the thought of her complete helplessness.


  “Now I see you’re getting the idea. Pity I can’t keep you around for my own personal amusement, but business is business. Load the injector.”


  One of the attending technicians took the vial in her hand and screwed it into a socket in one of the medical machines near the chamber containing the shapely avenger. Within her liquid trap, Aquagirl heard the tinkle of glass on steel and pulled with all her strength as she realized that she was only press of a button away from death. Amphitrite savored the sight of her sexy enemies erotic struggles, shuddering inwardly as she imagined herself in Aquagirl’s place, completely sheathed in rubber, chained in custom-fit bondage and floating in a chamber that was precisely calibrated to her body temperature.


  But then the door to the lab opened and a female messenger entered. “Mistress Amphitrite, if I may speak.”


  “Can’t you see I’m BUSY!” Her eyes shot daggers and the fish-girl.


  “Begging your pardon, Mistress, but I have a message from Lord Triton.”


  “Very well,” the demented priestess sighed. “Don’t go away Aquagirl, I’ll be right back!”


  Within the tank, Aquagirl could hear the two conversing, but their voices were too soft and distorted to make out. But their exchange was brief and in a moment Amphitrite returned to address her prisoner.


  “Sorry Aquagirl, change of plans. Lord Triton wants to speak with you immediately.”


  “Mhhhh!” Aquagirl shot back angrily, as the technician injected her with a powerful tranquilizer rather than the Symbiot that would have. She knew that she should be horrified, since if Triton was sparing her life it was only to doom her to an even crueler fate. Still it was one more moment of life and one more moment for Vargas to arrive with the Coast Guard. Then the moment was gone and Aquagirl faded quickly off to oblivion.


  * * *


  It seemed as if only moments before Aquagirl was awakened from peaceful darkness to once again confront the nightmare that had become her real life. She immediately recognized her surroundings – she was back in the aft bridge of Triton’s ship. She still wore the skintight rubber catsuit that Amphitrite had dressed her in before sealing her in the torture chamber, though the bondage hood and ball gag had been removed and replaced with a steel collar bearing locking grooves for a diver’s helmet. The steel manacles were still secured to her wrists and ankles and her arms were locked behind her back.


  “Welcome, Aquagirl. Did you like your new costume?”


  “Very comfy. But the accessories are a bit… snug.”


  The room was not much different from how she remembered it some 12 hours earlier. The bomb still hung in its carriage over the vertical torpedo tube and the grime had been cleaned away. Something looked oddly different about it, but the blonde avenger couldn’t take the time for a thorough inspection. Triton stood before her in his grotesque immensity immediately on the other side of the Lucite wall, and the equally terrible Halflife stood beside the bomb. She also quickly noted that the terminals on both sides of the wall were now manned by Triton’s fishy followers.


  “Indeed, but I feel you look your best when tightly trussed and facing imminent death.”


  “So how many people have you abducted for your sick experiments, Halifax?”


  “Aquagirl, you wound me,” Triton put his hand to his chest. “I have brought no one here against their will, even you. It seems everyone wants to be part of a greater cause.”


  “Greater cause? What greater cause?”


  “Well, isn’t it obvious? I’m creating the next masters of the earth. My genetic merger process produces the ideal mix of man and amphibian. And soon my progeny shall control the world. ”


  “You make me sick Dr Halifax.”


  Triton looked at her for a moment then chuckled. “Dr Halifax if dead my dear, he drowned in the ship that you blew out from under him. Erin O’Neal is dead to me as well. Now it is only Lord Triton and Aquagirl. I prefer it that way. Take her to the bomb.”


  The guards led the struggling young avenger toward the waiting bomb. Aquagirl tried to question Triton further, partially to pry for information and partially to stall for time.


  “You have your offspring, and you have you killer microbe, so why destroy the city?”


  “Now you’re wrong on two counts. I don’t want to destroy Oceanis I want to sink it. After all, what better place to claim as my new capital than the city supposedly protected by the mighty Aquagirl. Unfortunately you’ve done a bit of damage to Halflife’s final bomb, so I have a proposition for you.”


  With that he pressed a button and Aquagirl gasped in surprise as several lights came on within the confines of the bomb. Most of the bombs components had been removed; all that remained in the rectangular frame of the device was the large sphere of the nuclear bomb at the base and the high-tech maneuvering jets on top. The control computers and circuitry had all been replaced by a simple set of black aluminum joysticks mounted on the frame just below the steerable fans. And secured to the frame just above the manual controllers were chains almost identical to the ones that had held Aquagirl securely in the torture chamber. The sexy avenger felt of tingle of hopeless warmth spreading out from her pussy as she got her first glimpse of the fate Triton had in mind for her.


  “You see the guidance computer was completely destroyed by your little bomb. It would take Halflife weeks to build a replacement, but then a thought struck me: who is better at piloting an underwater craft than Aquagirl?”


  “You want ME to help you destroy Oceanis. Never!”


  “I’m afraid you have little choice, my dear. We will drop you into one of the wider parts of Lucifer’s Rift. The controls will be frozen until you are already over 600 meters deep. Even if you could manage to detonate the bomb immediately you would still trigger an earthquake strong enough to destroy the city, even though it might not sink outright. Your only hope to save Oceanis is to outlast the bomb.”


  “Outlast the bomb?” Aquagirl asked stunned.


  “Yes,” Halflife approached the rubber-clad heroine. “The aluminum casing on the bomb is precisely 5.5 centimeters thick and filled with air. Can you estimate at what depth the shell will rupture.”


  Aquagirl thought for a moment. “7800 meters.”


  “Very good, my thought as well. But the rift is actually a full 8,500 meters deep at the point where we will drop you.”


  “But no human can survive at that depth. The pressure would be thousands of pounds per square inch.”


  “Indeed. Your own skull will rupture long before you shatter the casing for the bomb. Your bones will implode and your bloodstream will be a river of liquefied toxic gases. Quite an unpleasant death.”


  “Yes,” Triton continued. “No mortal human could possibly survive long enough to steer the bomb to the bottom on the Rift. But with your unique breathing capabilities, you could theoretically survive for a brief period even at 8,500 meters. And if you can maneuver the bomb to that depth then you will die knowing you saved Oceanis yet again. Gentleman, help our guest aboard.”


  “I don’t think my dive computer goes down to 8500 meters,” Aquagirl quipped as her guards lifted her up into the open cage-like space between the bomb housing and the overhead maneuvering fans. The chains for her manacles were securely bolted to the boxy frame of the device while the soles of her boots rested on the sphere of the bomb itself. “Is this going to require a decompression stop coming up?”


  Halflife cackled like a TV set to a dead channel.


  “You never cease to amuse me, Aquagirl. I wish all my victims were as cocky as you.”


  “There will be no ‘coming up’ for your Aquagirl,” Triton’s smiled disappeared. “ Except as a gust of radioactive vapor. The only question is how are you going to die – quickly in a nuclear fireball, or slowly in the crushing depths of the blackest abyss.”


  “You know me,” Aquagirl said as her manacles were secured to the heavy chains, “I always root for the underdog.”


  Once their shapely prisoner was secured a final guard produced a sleek black helmet with a visor tinted red like Aquagirl’s own cowl. He locked it in place on her steel collar and opened a small valve at her temple that flooded the helmet with optically correcting solution. Where she was going, even the slightest air pocket would cause even the strongest visor to shatter like cheap plastic. Aquagirl allowed the inert fluid to fill her windpipe and lungs while the technician activated several red lamps in the helmet that cast a harsh glare on her youthful, suntanned features. Now that breathing was out of the question she brought the caplox devices on line and felt the familiar rush as the enriched oxygen flooded into her body with twice the efficiency of her mortal lungs.


  “There now,” Triton gloated. “All ready for your final plunge. Are we in position?”


  “Directly over the drop point, my master,” replied a man at the controls.


  “Excellent. Flood the launch tube.”


  Beneath Aquagirl’s feet she could hear the sound of steel on steel and then a rush of incoming seawater. When the water had ceased flowing, another grating sound announced the opening of the metal iris immediately beneath the bomb. The pool of water immediately beneath the iris still churned from the recent influx of water.


  “Oh and one more thing, Aquagirl,” Triton smiled. “If you are holding out any hopes of rescue you can put them aside. Halflife has something to show you.”


  Aquagirl turned to see the nuclear nightmare holding a small gleaming metal device in his filthy outstretched hand. Her heart sank when she recognized it as her own emergency transmitter.


  Triton smiled at the expression of recognition and shock in his doomed prisoner’s strikingly beautiful face. “No one can possibly save you now, Aquagirl. You will save Oceanis from destruction, or you will cause it. And if you are still harboring any delusions of outwitting me, then know that the bomb beneath you will activate at the same time your controls activate. If for any reason the bomb again ascends to a depth of less than 150 meters, it will automatically detonate.”


  Aquagirl struggled against her chains with a new-found sense of desperation, to Lord Tritons great pleasure. Now she knew that no rescue mission was coming, she was completely alone against Triton, Halflife, and the entire cult of the Sea People. Saving herself was out of the question, but if she could maneuver the bomb to the very bottom of Lucifer’s Rift than she could die alone in the crushing depths. The slightest error or lapse in concentration and millions would die along with her, and Triton was clearly betting on this outcome.


  “You may lower the bomb into the launch tube.”


  The winch overhead activated with an electrical purr and the doomsday device was slowly lowered into the chilly water, complete with its sexy human navigator. Aquagirl watched calmly as the water rose to claim her, reducing Halflife, Lord Triton and the rest of the mad cult to distorted shimmering figures beyond the churning surface of the waterline just overhead. Then the iris above her ground slowly closed, leaving her alone at last in the cramped launch tube. Her inhuman adversaries were gone — all that was real now was the steel cage, the heavy manacles, and the nuclear bomb beneath her feet.


  For a moment all was silence, and Aquagirl steeled herself for the deadly ordeal that was to come. Then the bottom suddenly fell out of her world as the waterproof hatch beneath her slid open, ejecting both bomb and terrified heroine into the open ocean. The heavy steel deathtrap plummeted like a rock, sliding from the ejection tube and quickly reaching terminal velocity of approximately 40 kilometers miles per hour. At that speed maneuvering would be impossible, but without the four steering fans she had no means to check her descent. The blue-eyed avenger was on a one way elevator to Lucifer’s Rift. She could only hope that she would have enough time once the controls were activated to check her rate of descent before careening off the jagged rocky walls.


  Then she saw the ocean floor, a flat plain of grayish-white, stark and foreboding in the gathering gloom of the open ocean. But directly beneath her the white mud fields rose to narrow peaks, then gave way altogether to a scar of deepest black: Lucifer’s Rift. A cold chill of mortal horror, made worse by the icy rush of the water, ran through her body as her grim destination rapidly grew larger. Desperately Aquagirl struggled against her restraints, but to no avail. The terrible bomb and the young heroine were inexorably linked for their final icy plunge.


  What was that!? Even as Aquagirl looked down she saw a shadow move across the sea floor. But no ship could cast such a huge shadow from the distant surface — perhaps a submarine? The blonde avenger strained but she could see nothing now but the growing wound of the rift, now yawning wide to accept the doomsday sled. Apparently, her mind was just playing tricks on her, a common side-effect of paralyzing fear but one that she could not afford right at the moment.


  CHAK!


  At 1,000 meters the controls activated, and a series of floodlights mounted at various points on the bomb’s pipe framework burst into life. Immediately Aquagirl could see the two faces of the rift flanking her to either side, still perhaps 50 meters distant. Beneath her was only dark water, so this gave her a brief opportunity to concentrate only on slowing down the break-neck speed of her descent. The rubber-clad adventuress ran all four jet so to full power and vectored them as close to straight down as she could manage. Of course, the jets were by design not fully reversible and not nearly powerful enough to actually halt the sled, but the slower she was moving as she entered the narrower parts of the rift, the better her chances of making it to the bottom. It was as simple as that.


  “My god!” Aquagirl mouthed as a pinnacle of rock suddenly materialized out of nowhere directly beneath her. A careful adjustment of the joystick pitched two of the control fans, sending the sled careening to one side and just barely missing the huge object. But Aquagirl was in for an even greater shock. It wasn’t a pinnacle of rock that she had just missed. It was Drako, the trained killer whale from the Oceanic Institute.


  So stunned was Aquagirl at the unexpected appearance of the killer whale, that she very nearly steered the steel cage directly into one of the walls of the rift. But at the last moment the blonde bombshell altered course, positioning herself back into the middle of the chasm even as her mind struggled with the implications of Drako’s sudden appearance. Clearly, Dr Vargas had locked onto her homing beacon but had lost the signal before he could get a clean fix on her. Realizing that there was no time to organize a search and rescue mission, he must have released Drako, hoping that their close bond would aid the whale in locating her position even without the beacon. It was clearly the work of a desperate man, but at the moment she could have hardly imagined a more able rescuer.


  “Click-click-click-click,” Aquagirl made a clicking noise deep in her throat, which approximated the voice of a porpoise or baby whale. She had introduced the message to Drako years ago as a distress call. They had done a lot of dangerous stunts together and the clacking noise indicated that he was to take his trainer immediately to the surface by whatever means necessary. Now if he would just remember it…


  CRUNCH!


  Aquagirl’s world jolted anew as the huge whale swam up from the side and took the entire cage into his mouth. Drako’s jaws closed around the cage, snapping off the control fans like butterfly wings and causing the entire structure to groan under the strain. The young vigilante winced at the force of the impact, praying that Drako would not inadvertently set off the bomb. But in the end there was nothing to do but roll the dice. This was her only chance to get free from the steel cage and she meant to take full advantage of it.


  “Click-click-click-click,” Aquagirl continued her distress call with mounting urgency. Drako responded by completely checking their downward progress altogether and pulling them back towards the surface.


  SCREEEK! As Aquagirl had hoped, the cage was bending and twisting under the strain of Drako’s powerful jaws. The lack of spars or cross bars in Halflife’s design made it vulnerable to lateral bending, and this was precisely the type of force it was being exposed to while laying horizontal in the mouth of a killer whale! There was no way Aquagirl was going to break free of her manacles without a blowtorch, but if the bars to which they were attached were to come loose….


  SPTANG! From her vantage point almost completely within Drako’s cavernous mouth, she could see the bars giving way, and suddenly her left wrist and ankle were free. She carefully slipped the “O” rings securing her manacles off the bar, then sent the bar hurling into the abyss beyond Drako’s maw. The bar that held her right manacles soon followed, taking with them the tiny joy sticks Halflife had intended for her to use while piloting the bomb into the heart of Lucifer’s Rift.


  Then her heart sank as the bomb itself broke away altogether and began to accelerate into the darkness.


  Set free in the nick of time, Aquagirl slipped out of Drako’s mouth, and immediately dove for the bomb. With the help of her caplox jets the 120-pound heroine easily overtook the tumbling bomb and grasped one of the bars in her gloved hand. The masked heroine quickly slipped under the bomb and powered her jets to full force, hoping to check their rate of descent. Immediately below, an outcropping of rock loomed, the object that was to be ground zero for the detonation that would destroy Oceanis. But Aquagirl managed to slow down the sphere just enough – her boots touched down on the rough surface with punishing force, but she absorbed most of the impact with her body and managed to bring the bomb to a smooth halt.


  Then Drako was beside her once more, curious to know where she had disappeared to in such a hurry, and that’s when Aquagirl saw the emergency pack that Vargas had secured to the whale’s back. For a moment Aquagirl looked at the bomb, then back to the pack, and finally her mouth bent in a cruel grin. Time to take out the trash.


  First, Aquagirl placed a hand on Drako’s snout in the manner of an expert trainer to reassure him that she was all right. Then she made her way to the pack and deftly unzipped the main pouch, drawing out what appeared to a flat Mylar balloon with an attached aluminum gas canister and several long cords extending from its base. The cords she secured to the pipes holding the bomb, then she opened the valve on the canister, slowly filling the Mylar balloon with gas. The strings went taught as the balloon continued to inflate and as soon as the upward force was equal to the downward weight of the bomb, Aquagirl shut off the valve altogether.


  It wasn’t necessary to know precisely where on the ocean’s surface Triton’s ship was. That was one of the benefits of low-yield hydrogen weapons like the one that hovered before her. It was enough to know that they were up there somewhere, bound by the principles of Newtonian mechanics to be no more than a few kilometers away, even at full speed as they attempted to distance themselves from the point where they anticipated that Aquagirl would detonate the bomb. And it was enough to know that Halflife had added a “safety” device such that the bomb, once activated, could not be returned to the ocean surface without setting it off. Most of the force of the detonation would be directed harmlessly upward into the familiar mushroom cloud seen in nuclear propaganda films, but the resulting firestorm would certainly extend for miles around ground zero and generate surface waves powerful enough to swamp any surface vessels that happened to be in the area. Of course, the detonation would also be an ecological disaster for years to come, but at the moment, Aquagirl didn’t give a damn.


  Clinging to one of the Drako’s surfboard-sized flippers, the young dynamo positioned the bomb and its Mylar buoyancy device for its long regal ascent to the surface. Then she gave the balloon a final shot of air from the gas bottle, causing the makeshift contraption to slowly rise toward the surface. Aquagirl waved as the bomb began its reverse journey: in about 15 minutes both Lord Triton and Halflife would be in for one hell of a surprise.


  For a moment both whale and heroine hung suspended in the blue nothingness, watching as the doomsday machine dwindled in the distance, slowly ascending like a boomerang on its wielder. But Aquagirl couldn’t stick around long – even a shallow detonation would generate underwater shockwaves that would be lethal for miles. So after giving the surface a final gorgeous smile, she slipped up on the back of Drako and clicked into his ear. With a surge of his powerful tail, the killer whale descended quickly into the depths, carrying both himself and his mistress back toward the distant city of Oceanis.


  FINIS
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  It had been one hell of a semester for Barbara Gordon, Gotham State University’s 19-year-old whiz kid. The first week she was notified that she had won a Rhodes Scholarship for graduate-level studies at any school in the world. In the second week, the entire city had been rocked by the announcement that a small 3,000-year-old Egyptian tomb had been discovered in the midst of a Indian burial ground just north of Gotham City. In the third week, Barbara’s best friend Erin O’Neal had disappeared from a sorority rush event without a trace. In week four, Barbara had linked her friend’s disappearance to a series of similar incidents that had occurred throughout the city and had assumed the identity of her alter ego Batgirl to investigate. And now just five weeks into the term - still two weeks before midterms — she was about to die.


  Or at least it felt like it. Batgirl was in a strict vertical hog-tie with all her weight resting on bare knees against hard wood. Her arms were pulled behind her back, wrists secured to the opposing elbows and forearms lashed together with tight continuous coils of heavy rope. Her ankles too were bound together at right angles, then bent back and secured to her forearms with more ropes, while a knee spreader bar ensured she could not close her legs. Some sort of facial harness with an integrated blindfold and ball gag tightly encircled her head and a chain ran from the top of the harness to a point directly overhead, ensuring that her posture was held bolt-upright and giving her no opportunity to relieve the pressure on her knees. The slow beads of sweat oozing down her body told her that her costume had been removed leaving the teenage dynamo clad only in some sort of thong bikini supplied by her captors. Her attire was appropriate, however, considering the temperature of the room was at least 125 degrees. The Dark Angel had been in the punishing hog-tie for over six hours and she had been completely unable to budge the knots. It was almost a relief when the turn of a key in a nearby lock finally heralded the end of her long ordeal.


  “The Batgirl!” said a powerful feminine voice that sent shivers up the Dark Angel’s spine. “So there is such a deliciously deviant vigilante after all! And all this time I just considered it wishful thinking on the part of a male-dominated underworld.”


  “Yes, Mistress Nefertiti,” came the voice of another woman, this one much closer. Batgirl felt fingers working the buckles at the back of her sweat-soaked head and the blindfold fell away to reveal Rachael Ward, manager of the Sun Worshippers Tanning Salon where Batgirl had been captured, standing before her. The platinum blonde manager had shed her slinky sun dress and how wore a brief skirted toga of white satin, sandals, a silver belt with dagger, and a silver tiara bearing a blue gem on her forehead. It seemed like a sort of uniform.


  “She defeated your asps but could not overcome the Mist of Isis.”


  Batgirl had been given ample opportunity to ponder the details of her surprise capture. She had noted that many of the missing women, including her friend Erin, were fitness enthusiasts and that most had frequented the Sun Worshippers Tanning Salon. Batgirl had just started questioning Rachael Ward about the disappearances when suddenly she found herself in the center of a circle of angry asps that had emerged from secret panels in the floor. The lithe vigilante remembered defeating the snakes using a sonic concussion grenade, then leaping over the counter to arrest the manager. Then nothing… somehow the slinky criminal had activated a second gas trap without Batgirl spotting it. With her blindfold removed it was clear that Batgirl had been held in a small stylish sauna room until Nefertitii could come attend her infamous prisoner personally.


  “Impressive, she must have the spirit of a mongoose to defeat my royal asps. But her wardrobe seems a bit daring, even for one so skilled.”


  “The costume change was my idea, Mistress Nefertiti. Many of our clients are exotic dancers and I just happened to have one of their ‘Batgirl’ costumes on consignment. Do you approve?”


  “Ohh yes, Sekhmet. She honors it quite well for one so young. Ungag her so we may speak.”


  Bound on her knees, Batgirl’s head came to the level of Rachael’s waist, and she could clearly see her own bound body in the highly reflective silver belt buckle. Except for her mask, her costume had indeed been removed and replaced with a bikini of purple wet-look lycra, complete with a low slung “utility belt” of gold links low on her hips and a small yellow bat on the left cup.


  The manager of the spa - apparently called Sekhmet by her mistress - removed the huge ball gag and stepped aside, giving Batgirl her first look at her mistress Nefertiti. Batgirl was amazed and couldn’t stifle a small gasp. The woman was easily six feet tall with thick dark hair, and a long robe of translucent silk. Her face was that of a runway model, but was heavily made up with white base, dark eye-lining, and deep cheekbones. She wore a crown of gold and jewels over a stylish headdress of gold lame, and also wore a heavy golden amulet that bore a single huge cats-eye. The woman’s appearance was bizarre yet absolutely stunning, like a timeless work of art. If Batgirl had stumbled onto a cult then this was certainly their leader.


  “So this is the infamous Batgirl,” Nefertiti preened as she stepped closer until her translucent gown brushed up against the young daredevil’s face. The mere sound of Nefertiti’s voice washed over the Dark Angel like a narcotic. Despite the fact that Nefertiti was clearly some sort of super criminal, Batgirl found herself wishing to please her. “I expected someone a little more… butch.”


  “Sorry to disappoint you. Then I suppose you wouldn’t mind loosening these restraints a bit.”


  At 5‘6” and 112 pounds Batgirl was far from imposing. Though lean from years of rigorous training, she had managed to maintain her striking feminine assets. Her young breasts strained against the silky fabric of the bikini top, giving way to flat, muscular abdomen. The “V” waist of the bikini trunks plunged to just above the level her close-cropped pussy. Her legs and arms were lean and strong from a decade of ballet and three years of Aikido. Her face still bore the cute vulnerability of youth, with wide green eyes, a pug nose, rounded features, and a pouting mouth. A luscious mane of soft coppery hair flowed down to her shoulder blades like a Barbie doll, glinting even in the subdued light. In short, she looked more like the captain of a high school drill team than a superheroine.


  “In good time,” Nefertiti ran her china-doll hand had across Batgirl’s cheek, and the teenage dynamo could do nothing but stare up like a child. Her will to resist this strange woman was mysteriously melting away. Something about her hypnotic voice was simply irresistible. “You are a brave girl for one so young and alluring. I would invite you to join us but I’m afraid Sekhmet has planned a most brutal death for you. I would hate to discourage her art.”


  A thrill shot through her body at the implications of Nefertiti’s words, and this brought Batgirl briefly out of her deepening trance.


  “Of course not. But I hope she’s a better executioner than kidnapper. It didn’t take me long to realize that all four girls you had abducted from Gotham State used this tanning salon. There will be others who reach the same conclusion.”


  “You have me all wrong, Batgirl,” Nefertiti knelt down until she was face-to-face with her prisoner. Again Nefertiti’s strange spell locked the teenagers gaze. “I haven’t forced anyone to do anything. Yet. Shall we begin?”


  At this point the bondage was pointless —Batgirl was completely entranced by the mysterious Nefertiti. Still, Sekhmet produced a thick leather bondage collar lined with steel bands and locking screws and held it out for Batgirl to inspect.


  “First, I have a little toy for you, just to ensure you behave.”


  The bondage helmet left Batgirl’s throat conveniently exposed for Sekhmet to slip the device on and lock it closed from behind. She adjusted the position of the collar slightly while she whispered wetly in Batgirl’s ear.


  “This is a constriction collar, Batgirl, a very dangerous toy. The trick is to constrict your windpipe until you hover on the verge of unconsciousness. Quite a horrifying experience to endure I understand.”


  The shapely avenger struggled against her bondage with mounting urgency as the satin-clad Sekhmet methodically contracted the steel bands lining the collar. Batgirl’s breaths became wheezy and finally mere hoarse whispers as her trachea was slowly closed. Her pussy began tingling beneath the thin trunks from the onset of panic and autoerotic asphyxiation.


  “You must relax Batgirl,” Sekhmet scolded as she continued to tighten the screws. “Conserve your oxygen and take rapid shallow breaths. Otherwise you’ll start blacking out and that could lead to brain damage.”


  The redheaded daredevil did as she was told, forcing herself to remain calm even as Sekhmet made the final adjustments on the collar. The effort to breathe was tremendous — it was like trying to sustain life while breathing through a thin soda straw. Her vision was swimming and the panic of drowning was just below the surface of her consciousness. Still, Batgirl had to admire the cruel efficiency of this control technique: any significant exertion to save herself and she would almost certainly pass out.


  “There,” Sekhmet ran her hands playfully across Batgirl’s firm breasts. “That’s my little pet. Now you’re ready to travel.” The torturess drew her dagger and cut the ropes securing Batgirl’s ankles, but leaving her arms tightly bound. The effect of releasing her legs was almost as painful as the hog tie had been as the bloodflow slowly returned to long-constricted joints. Sekhmet massaged some life back into her prisoner’s legs before lifting Batgirl slowly to her feet.


  “I can see you are finding it hard to concentrate,” Nefertiti preened as her servant removed the facial harness from their captive and carefully smoothed out Batgirl’s coppery hair. “Its an unfortunate side effect of the collar. It is designed with notches over your major arteries, but some constriction is inevitable. Fortunately your little place in the sun is right down the hall. Shall we go?”


  The dominated damsel was half-led half carried by Sekhmet to the very back of the store and down a flight of narrow stairs to the cellar. The close quarters of the stairs would normally have been an excellent place to attempt an escape, but all of her efforts were focused on just remaining conscious. However, the daring heroine was not so far gone that she could not appreciate the terrible machine that awaited her in the cramped cellar.


  The room was dominated by what looked like a huge tanning bed, over 5 feet wide and 9 feet long. The bed was currently open like a waffle iron to reveal the inner surfaces of heavy glass. Just behind the panes were delicate glass tubes dense with filaments and twice as thick as a conventional tanning bed. Heavy steel manacles on short, thick chains were secured to each corner, and the upper lid was equipped with heavy latches and padlocks so the “tanner” could be sealed inside. Commanding one wall of the cramped chamber was a bank of buzzing electrical transformers and beside them a simple control panel.


  “As you may be aware Batgirl,” Nefertiti explained. “The concept of mummification originated in the desert. Dead bodies left in the desert would be quickly purged of all moisture, leaving a very accurate portrayal of the individual as they had appeared in life. Sekhmet has been working very hard to perfect an artificial version of this process, and you are going to be our first human experimental subject. Sound like fun?”


  The Dark Angel struggled feebly as she was lifted and deposited lightly onto the glass bed of the infernal chamber. Only when her ankles were firmly secured in the steel manacles did Sekhmet remove her arm bondage, and then only long enough to snap Batgirl’s slim wrists into the cuffs at the top of the bed. Overhead, the long serpentine flash tube that would serve as the surrogate for the desert sun twisted like a snake over and back behind thick glass. The bed was large enough that even her outstretched arms and legs would be fully exposed to the powerful rays. Dispite her horror, Batgirl could only struggle weakly as her hourglass body was positioned precisely in the middle of the high-voltage death chamber.


  “I think we can all breathe a little easier now, don’t you Bratgirl,” Nefertiti leaned close. “Sekhmet, please loosen the collar enough so that she can struggle, but not so much that she can scream.”


  “Yes mistress.” Sekhmet carefully adjusted the knobs toward the rear of the collar and the tension eased. Even the small adjustment virtually doubled the flow of oxygen and Batgirl greedily filled her lungs with the precious air. Her feelings of imminent suffocation eased, only to be replaced by a better appreciation for her current peril. Once completed with the adjustments, Sekhmet sat down on the bed beside her young prisoner and teased Batgirl’s moist pussy beneath the silky fabric of the bikini.


  “Your courage in the face of imminent death is admirable Batgirl,” Nefertiti continued, “so we owe it to you to make your demise as slow and painful at possible. This tanning bed is ten times more powerful than a conventional unit, but still not quite as powerful as the desert sun. So we’ve had to make a small allowance.”


  The Batgirl watched with wide eyes as Nefertiti wheeled over a pole bearing a suspended plastic bag. Out of the bag came a rubber tube ending at a plastic-covered needle.


  “The heating elements of the bed will draw off your surface moisture first without properly draining your core. We’ve found that a slight infusion of fluids helps to balance out the dehydration process. It has the additional benefit of keeping you conscious longer, and I’ve added estrogen, adrenaline, sugar and a wonderful South American nerve stimulant to compound your agony!”


  Batgirl felt a prick as the IV needle was inserted in her forearm. Sekhmet pressed her mouth against Batgirl’s ear even as she continued to work on the sexy vigilante’s sopped pussy. “I see you like the rough stuff, ehhh Batslut. Would you like one more climax before we seal your tomb?”


  Sekhmet attacked Batgirl’s engorged clit as Nefertiti tightened up the restraints until their prisoner was painfully stretched. The tight bondage, extreme danger, and sudden infusion of drugs sent the trapped vigilante hurling towards a climax. But at the last moment, Sekhmet withdrew her skilled hand. The trapped heroine moaned in frustration as she found herself face to face again with Sekhmet.


  “There now, just one more thing,” The insane priestess produced a pair of dark sunglasses with thick lenses in the latest style and slid them over Batgirl’s cute face. “I want you looking your best in my mummy display case.”


  Then the lid was lowered until the upper surface just touched the Dark Angels hardened nipples. Batgirl pulled hopelessly at her manacles as three separate padlocks were secured into place, sealing her in the chamber. For a moment there was silence except for Batgirl’s own pained breathing and the buzz of the transformers. But then the lights suddenly came on, filling the young superheroine’s eyes with blinding radiance even through the thick glasses. Just beyond the frame of her sunglasses her body was bathed in white-hot radiation that seemed to penetrate through her like laser beams.


  “We’ll be back in 10 hours to recover your body. Enjoy your tan, Batgirl.”


  Batgirl tried to protest, but the constriction collar allowed nothing more than a hoarse wheeze to escape her lips. Sandwiched between the strangely cool glass plates, the doomed darling pulled desperately at the steel manacles as the footsteps of her captors receded. Finally there was the sound of a heavy steel door slamming shut, then a key in a lock and she knew she was alone. The Dark Angel was beyond hope of rescue, completely disarmed and fiendishly bound. Sweat was beginning to pour from her body, already dehydrated by the long ordeal in the sauna. If she couldn’t find a way out and soon, she could look forward to a new career as a dehydrated super-trophy of the mysterious and hypnotic Nefertiti.


  * * *


  The press corps waited impatiently while Dr Renuka Dagrose, the suddenly famous Gotham State archaeologist, chipped at the dusty stone sarcophagus with chisel. The discovery of an Egyptian-style burial chamber in an ancient Indian burial ground had generated a media explosion. At first Gotham State University officials insisted that the dig remain absolutely private and security was airtight. But passionate appeals by the newspapers and television networks — along with generous donations to the university - persuaded officials to change their minds. A narrow press gallery was set up in the tomb so small groups of reporters could rotate through and report on the latest discoveries. The main chamber contained many priceless relics of obviously Egyptian design but none so tantalizing as the large stone sarcophagus carved in the semblance of a young woman. Amid rumors that an Egyptian princess may have died while visiting the ancient American Indians, reporters jockeyed for position hoping to be present for the actual opening of the tomb.


  But Dr Dagrose was patient and meticulous to the point of exasperation, carefully removing the tar seal without damaging either the lid or the base of the ancient sarcophagus. Six hours and a score of press rotations later, the last of the seal finally fell away. The stout, swarthy doctor from Cypress finally stood up and stretched her aching back.


  “Very good, lets bring in the crane.”


  The reporters whispered excitedly while two research assistants swung a small steel lift into position and unwound several chains from the dual ratchets. Flashbulbs added to the illumination from the electric lamps in the tomb as the men slipped steel “L” brackets into the gap between lid and sarcophagus and pulled the chains taught. The ratchets clicked and clacked as the slack was pulled out of the chains, then forearms bulged as the men carefully applied real force to the lid. The beautifully carved 300-pound slab finally gave way with a hiss like someone opening a large soft drink bottle. As the slab was turned aside, Dr Dagrose promptly came forward to examine the contents amid the flash of the cameras.


  “The sarcophagus contains a mummy,” the doctor said matter-of-factly, “approximately 5 feet 2 inches tall, dimensions consistent with the organs found in the canopic jars in the tomb. The wrapping is consistent with the Egyptian style, strong smell of lotus, frankincense, and reed pollen, spices traditionally associated with Egyptian mummification. Burial mask is solid gold, carved to resemble a young woman. The weight of the mask is appropriate for a lesser member of the royal family.


  “Ladies and gentlemen, it seems we’ve found a young Egyptian princess who died a long way from home.”


  She stepped aside so that the reporters could get a good look at the mummy. To the untrained eyes, the corpse was little more than a shriveled brown cocoon of burlap rags. But the burial mask they could all appreciate - the likeness of a fine-featured Egyptian woman cast in solid gold. For a moment the dim chamber was bright as day as the cameras flashed in a continuous stream.


  “That’s the show for today, ladies and gentlemen. You will all have to leave so we can remove the sarcophagus.”


  “Dr Dagrose, where are you taking the relics?”


  “Nethanial Bohrs, Director of Antiquities at the Gotham Supernormal Research Center has volunteered the use of his maximum security facilities until we know exactly what we’re dealing with.


  “After all,” the normally dry doctor smiled. “We don’t want to take any chances that our globe-trotting princess might slip away in all the excitement.”


  * * *


  Even as Dr Dagrose carefully removed the mummified princess from her tomb, another princess struggled desperately to avoid a similar fate. Within the locked stainless steel tanning bed beneath the Sun Worshippers Tanning Salon, the bikini-clad Batgirl was sweating buckets, but for little gain. The intense radiation within the chamber evaporated every drop of moisture the moment it rose to the surface of her skin. The teenage avenger’s mouth was bone dry and her lips were cracking. Her head swam as she endured what amounted to a slowly escalating heat stroke. Despite the cool touch of the glass, her entire body stung as if deeply sunburned. If the fluid in the IV was having any impact at all, it was only to pump her full of stimulants to prolong her suffering.


  The IV was, however, giving her a slim hope for survival. Even as Batgirl had felt her own self-control slipping away, one of her fingers had brushed up against the thin rubber IV hose. For what seemed like an eternity she probed the white-hot confines of the chamber searching for the line again and at last managed to loop it around her finger. Again demonstrating amazing calm in the face of the cruelest of circumstances, the fearless fatale had managed to draw in all of the slack in the IV. With a strong flick of her bound wrist, she planned to pull the IV stand into contact with the bed. The brilliant coils above and below her were certainly generating a tremendous amount of heat as well as radiation. Since all she was feeling was the radiation, then the heat was certainly being drawn away from the top of the bed. The teenage dynamo mused that if she could draw the IV bag onto the bed - or even very near - the bag would likely melt and douse the high-power electronics with conductive salt water. It was a long shot, but it was her only chance.


  Batgirl drew in on the IV line with all of her failing strength and heard to her satisfaction a clunk on top of the bed as the stand toppled over. The effect was more spectacular than she had hoped. Almost immediately the top panel went dark in a shower of sparks. The lower bed followed a moment later, and from painful radiance Batgirl was suddenly plunged into inky darkness. The sudden power failure had even effected the electric winches. The manacles were designed with an automatic tightening mechanism to keep her painfully stretched even as Batgirl shriveled like a raisin. Now without power, the automatic tightening system failed, returning the restraints to their original size. After enduring over an hour in the chamber, it took only a little twisting to slip free form the loosened cuffs.


  When Nefertiti returned in eight hours she would be very disappointed to find that her Bat-trophy had escaped. Batgirl was tempted to set up an ambush for the hypnotic woman right in the salon, but something told her that the next eight hours could be very dangerous ones for Gotham City. She needed to get to the bottom this madwoman’s scheme and fast.


  * * *


  Barbara Gordon finally stepped out of the cold shower after 45 minutes, and then only reluctantly. She had already consumed over two liters of water and was still very thirsty but for the most part she had come through that tanning bed all right. In fact, the super-illumination had actually given her a dynamite tan and tightened her skin like an all-body face-lift! Looking at herself in the mirror she had to admit the effect was impressive, drawing her golden skin tight over her ripped muscles. And, of course, there was no greater feeling in the world than thwarting yet another sinister deathtrap. The more intricate and inescapable the situation, the greater the rush when she finally got free.


  “Face it Barbara,” she said to herself in the mirror as she tossed her hair, ”you’re a danger slut.”


  The thought of actually dying in the clutches of a master villain rarely entered her mind. She had already survived dozens of perils and was convinced that super criminals were simply too unstable to create foolproof traps, especially given Barbara’s unusually keen intellect and careful training. She considered crime fighting to be the ultimate test of her intellectual and physical capabilities, for the highest of stakes. Even the sexual perversions of many criminals held no particular horror for her. Sex was a weapon that she used all the time — to obtain information, to seize the initiative in a fight, and to buy time when captured. It was only fair that this weapon should be used occasionally against her. In fact, the combination of danger and tight bondage was particularly intoxicating to the redheaded femme fatale. The addition of sexual elements actually appealed to her darker, kinkier side.


  Barbara pulled on a silk bathrobe and went to work drying her hair as her mind wandered back to the mysterious Nefertiti. She had just finished with the blow drier when the phone rang pleasantly. Taking a final long drag on a large bottle of spring water, the plucky teenager picked up the phone.


  “Barbara, dear where have you been? I’ve been trying to call you for hours.”


  “Hi, daddy. I’ve been at the library studying for a… history exam. Had my cell phone turned off so I wouldn’t disturb the other students.”


  “Ahhh. I was just going to ask you if you knew anything about Egyptology?”


  “Just what I’ve learned studying the roots of all world languages. I’ve translated every major work of ancient Egyptian literature from the hieroglyphics into Greek.”


  “I suppose that might do. Do you think it might be possible that the ancient Egyptians could have traveled to North America?”


  “Well, many scholars have tried to link the pyramid-building cultures in Central America with the Egyptians. Thor Hiederdahl tried to cross the Atlantic in reed boats twice, hoping to prove the Egyptians were capable of long sea voyages. They both sank. Why do you ask?”


  “Haven’t you been watching the news? A professor from Gotham State University claims that the tomb in the Old Knob Hill Indian Burial Ground is 100% Egyptian.”


  “An EGYPTIAN tomb?”


  “Yes, complete with the mummy of an Egyptian princess.”


  “A princess? Impossible. Visiting North America is one thing, exporting embalming and burial technology is another. Could it be a hoax?”


  “That’s just what I’m trying to find out. But the chief archaeologist on the dig is Renuka Dagrose, and I understand she has quite a reputation.”


  “I’ll say. From what I’ve heard, Dr Dagrose could recreate most Egyptian sites from memory. And even SHE believes it authentic?”


  “Apparently so. I just wanted to find out if there are any tests that you could run to determine if the mummy was genuine.”


  “Sure, I could tell you in a few hours. If the ‘princess’ really was embalmed in North America then I should be able to identify a hundred different molds and spores indigenous to this area..”


  “I think we should have some answers in a few hours, but I’ll let you know if I need you for a second opinion.”


  “Sure. Where is the official lab work being done?”


  “Dr Dagrose has arranged for the relics from the tomb to be examined at the Gotham Supernormal Research Center.”


  “Pretty high security for a minor archaeological oddity.”


  “Probably only temporary, just to keep it away from prying eyes. Anyway, I must be going. I bet you’re glad to be safe in your ivory tower, away from these nut cases, hugh Barbara?”


  “You said it, Daddy. Bye.”


  As soon as Barbara hung up the phone, she crossed her arms in front of her and chewed on one lip in a classic Batgirl pose. It always implied she was deep in thought.


  “Quite a coincidence that a noted Egyptologist would stumble onto a nearby ancient Egyptian tomb at precisely the same time I come across a cult leader calling herself Nefertiti. I think Batgirl should probably have a look at this so-called tomb in person.”


  A final long drag on the water bottle and Barbara made her way across her apartment to the walk-in closet she had converted to her secret dressing room. The area was crammed with the uniforms and equipment of her daredevil alter-ego, Batgirl. Though she operated independently from the legendary Batman, she had assisted with enough of his cases that he had volunteered to “sponsor” her with the latest in high-tech equipment to carry on her crime fighting activities. At times Batman had considered her requests somewhat odd, but he had given her exactly what she asked for.


  Her costume was not on the acrylic mannequin where it normally hung, but was still draped over the dressing chair where she had left it after escaping from the Sun Worshippers Tanning Salon. It consisted of a long-sleeve turtle neck body suit and tights made of luxurious, densely woven synthetic material called Polysat that stretched like spandex and looked like glossy kid leather. The costume was deep violet-purple, featuring her own variant of the famous bat symbol in bright yellow. Batman questioned her use of Polysat since it clung suggestively to her body and afforded her no protection like his own heavy rubber-Kelvar suit but she had chosen it for exactly these reasons. The slinky, erotic feel served as a persistent reminder of her feminine strengths and weaknesses, while the lack of protection discouraged her from trying to slug it out in tight situations. Batman understood her reasons, though he still rose eyebrow when she asked for high heels on her boots and for an almost thong-width crotch on the form-fitting body suit.


  After dressing in a spandex exercise bra and bikini trunks, Barbara slipped into the oily smooth tights and seamless body suit with rush of guilty pleasure. Both were made of the same material, but the fabric of the body suit was much thicker, folded over many times at the collar to provide bulk. To the sensuous costume she added short gloves of kid leather, calf-length “pixie” boots, a floor-length cape and her low-slung utility belt of subdued platinum. Finally, she added a self-adhering eye mask, which covered her face from cheekbone to hairline with glossy violet-black.


  “Alright, lets go adventuring,” she said with a mock British accent, and opened a trap door that led to her Batcycle in the renovated storm sewer below.


  * * *


  Given all the publicity about the tomb, security was understandably tight around the dig. Batgirl left her bike on the very edge of the Indian burial ground, relying on stealth, silent movement, and patience to get her within sight of the inner watch posts. From there she had to arrange a brief malfunction of the perimeter motion detection systems to allow herself access to the tomb unnoticed by the Gotham State rent-a-cops. Once inside she felt safe enough to turn on her small penlight. With all the security outside, they certainly wouldn’t expect anyone to be poking around the tomb itself.


  The entry passage was low, narrow and steep, plunging some 60 feet below the surface. The floor was made of terraced stones that formed a sort of closely-spaced staircase, while the walls and ceiling were apparently made of massive stone slabs sealed with pitch, completely devoid of the inscriptions or warnings common in Egyptian tombs. The bare design, however, actually supported the authenticity of the site. Egyptian tombs often took decades to complete, so intricately carved walls would be completely inconsistent with Dr Dagrose’s theory of an accidental death abroad.


  The plunging entry passage finally leveled out into a long narrow antechamber and then to the burial chamber itself. This too was entirely consistent with Egyptian design. The antechamber had apparently been cleaned out by the archaeologists, with chalk marks and inventory numbers recording exactly where everything had been found. The burial vault itself, however, was still filled with artifacts, all clearly very old and very Egyptian. On the far wall of the 10 by 10-foot chamber sat a life-size statue of the jackal-headed god Anubis on his throne. The central sarcophagus was still in place, though the mummy and lid had been removed. Near the sarcophagus were a number of canopic jars used to hold the internal organs of the deceased. The tomb also contained an elaborately carved litter chair, a model of a great reed boat, a golden freestanding balance, and the stone bust of an Egyptian man with a long braided beard. Unlike the entry shaft and antechamber, the walls here had been decorated with hieroglyphics and large murals. The tomb was nothing short of eerie in the tiny beam of Batgirl’s flashlight.


  “Amazing,” Batgirl whispered to herself. “No wonder Dr Dagrose was impressed.”


  Batgirl pulled out her mini-camera and snapped infrared pictures of all the artifacts. Then she turned her attention to the inscriptions on the wall, since she knew much more about hieroglyphics than the dating of artifacts.


  “’Unas hath offered incense unto the great and little companies of the gods, and her mouth is pure, and the tongue which is therein is pure. Ye judges, ye have taken Unas unto yourselves, let her eat that which you eat, let her drink that which ye drink, lit her live upon that which ye live upon.’ HMMMM, sounds very authentic. Almost familiar.”


  “And over here: ‘Guard well the path of Unas, Anubis, lord of timeless places, until the full measure of her deeds be weighed in eternity.’”


  Batgirl placed her hands on her hips and surveyed the cramped tomb, chewing on her lower lip as she tested her intellect against the tomb designer. A gloved finger played lightly on the compartment of her utility belt containing her electronic tracking devices.


  “An obscure inscription. Anubis seems to be guarding the entrance to the main chamber, but the entrance is never the path of the dead. Unas’s path would be in another direction. And the weight of her deeds… the Egyptians believed the weight of your deeds could be measured by weighing your brain. ”


  The sleekly-clad teenager knelt down to inspect the canopic jars, moving from one to the next until she found the inscription for the brain.


  Batgirl broke the wax seal on the jar and pulled out the shriveled brown softball-sized mass stuck to the bottom. She made a face of disgust as she took the organ over to the scale.


  “Yuck. Hope you did your homework, Unas.”


  The Dark Angel placed the ancient brain on the scale and for a moment nothing happened. But then the scale gradually began to tip and the subtle motion was accompanied by the deep grinding of stone on stone. Batgirl flashed her penlight around the tomb until she noticed that the statue of Anubis was sliding slowly away from the wall.


  “A secret passage! This must be a false burial chamber, just like in the larger tombs in the Valley of the Kings. Could Nefertiti be after a genuine relic from this tomb?”


  Behind the statue, another low cob web-choked passage sloped down into inky darkness. For the first time Barbara found herself shaking slightly. For some reason, the thought that she could be raiding an actual tomb was far more frightening than the thought of penetrating a villain’s lair. She knew she could out-think any criminal, but many a talented archaeologist had perished in the brutal traps of master tomb-builders.


  “Get a grip Barbara, “ she rebuked herself, “You’re supposed to be superheroine. If Nefertiti wants something down here you need to get to it first. Maybe a little light would help.”


  Abandoning her small penlight, the caped cutie retrieved three halogen lamps from the antechamber and turned them on. The first lamp she set on the lap of Anubis to illuminate the false burial chamber, the second she would take with her, and the third she secured to a drag line to lower into the steep passage ahead of her. The light improved her spirits greatly even if it slightly increased the possibility of being caught. By the time she began dropping the light down the passage she felt like her old self again.


  The passage was steep but mercifully short and ended, just as Batgirl had suspected, in a much larger and lavishly appointed burial chamber. In the center of the chamber was a massive stone sarcophagus over nine feet long, intricately carved with scowling faces and howling mouths. The walls were decorated with huge murals of the underworld and were crusted with precious jewels and inlaid gold. A gilt statue of the sun god Ra stood in an alcove along one wall, holding a crook and flail.


  After carefully inspecting the passage for sliding panels and trip wires, Batgirl half stepped, half slid down the chute to inspect the amazing tomb.


  “Hey, wait a minute,” Barbara stopped when she halfway to the sarcophagus. “What have we here?”


  Batgirl bent down for a closer look at the cobwebs which seemed to run everywhere. In the midst of these ran one strand of nylon filament, straight as an arrow and parallel to the floor at ankle level. A trip wire! Batgirl stood up straight again and with her new perspective could see a dozen other filaments concealed among the webbing.


  “Don’t remember seeing nylon thread among the innovations of the Egyptians. Someone booby-trapped this room, and didn’t want to take a chance with using ancient materials. Just as I suspected, this isn’t a real tomb at all…”


  “I beg to differ Batgirl, it is a tomb: yours.”


  Suddenly, Batgirl heard the sound of a heavy stone drop far off, followed by another one close by. A glance behind her confirmed that one of the massive stone blocks forming the roof of the secret passage was descending to seal her inside. She dashed to the exit and slipped her fingers under the stone but could not even slow the descent of the 2-ton block. The lower lip of the block slipped into a cleverly disguised groove and surged briefly toward her, leaving nothing but a smooth wall with no trace of the original passage. The female fury was sealed in a stone box with no exits. And things were about to get worse.


  “Too bad you stumbled onto my little surprise Batgirl. I had hoped to kill 20 people in the tomb tomorrow, including a dozen leading Egyptologists. But it seems you have heroically volunteered to take their place by yourself.”


  The voice was coming from the sarcophagus, clearly through a small cheap speaker.


  “Clever trick Nefertiti. Too bad your plan has failed.”


  “My plan is going perfectly. Killing the defilers of the Old Kingdom was simply icing on the cake. I’m amazed you escaped from my little Bat trap, but you won’t be getting out of there.”


  “Can’t… budge it!” Batgirl hissed as she pushed on the trick stone with all her strength. Secretly her pussy was already tingling at the realization that she was completely indeed trapped.


  “Of course not, it weighs over two tons. The block sealing the entrance passage weighs over eight tons. It will take weeks for the authorities to chip their way in without collapsing the entire tomb.”


  The masked heroine stopped pushing and stepped warily back toward the sarcophagus. The chamber was well lit by the two electric torches and her muscles glistened beneath the skin-tight violet-black costume. She was trapped over 100 feet underground in a stone chamber with no exits, at the mercy of a psychopathic murderer with an Egyptian fetish. Whatever Nefertiti had in mind for the Dark Angel, it certainly would not be pleasant.


  “Good thing I packed my lunch,” Batgirl surveyed the chamber with renewed interest. “You didn’t happen to stash a TV down here, did you? I hate to miss X Files.”


  “I hope you packed your own oxygen as well, Batgirl. Even alone you will suffocate in less than 10 hours. Fortunately, I’ve brought along a few friends to entertain you while you wait.”


  Batgirl whirled to face the huge sarcophagus as the mouths slowly opened with a wet grinding noise. Out of the holes streamed a swarm of angry SPIDERS, each big as a tarantula and sticky with goo. The sexy avenger let out a gasp of surprise as the endless stream of bulbous white horrors skittered all about the room and up the walls.


  “Necro Spiders.”


  “Very good, Batgirl! I see you know your semi-extinct poisonous vampire insects well. I found them on my first trip to Egypt, lying dormant in a forbidden tomb among the remains of a dozen would-be grave robbers. Each one is 5 time more deadly than an asp.”


  “The Necro Spiders were wiped out by the Pharaohs 3,000 years ago,” Batgirl’s mouth was dry with terror but she tried to sound relaxed, “Just wait until I tell Greenpeace you’ve been holding out on them.”


  Over 100 spiders in all emerged from the sarcophagus and skittered quickly up the walls. But they didn’t attack their lovely victim at once, instead they began madly spinning webs from every wall with fat, sticky silk. Soon, any travel around the room would be treacherous, and if Batgirl got entangled even for an instant they would certainly strike. Batgirl’s only hope to avoid a grisly fate was to escape the chamber immediately. Unfortunately for the crime-fighting cutie, escape seemed out of the question. Her only chance was to fight. Her entire body tingled from the adrenaline rush and the dark arousal of lethal danger as she reached into her utility belt.


  “I think you will find the Necro Spiders most efficient executioners Batgirl. Since you are their only food supply the queen will carefully ration your blood to create the maximum number of offspring, which will be incubated in your abdominal cavity. ”


  “Quiet will ya. I’m trying to concentrate here.”


  SHIIING! The wings of a razor-sharp batarang sprang open in Batgirl’s gloved hand. In her other hand she held a black sphere the size of a large gumball. Quickly, the Dark Angel untied the electric torch and secured the batarang to the thin line. All around her the walls and ceiling seethed with activity as the spiders collectively spun an interlocking mesh of sticky threads to tighten the noose around their sexy prey.


  “Okay bug bomb, do your stuff!”


  Taking careful aim Batgirl pitched the sphere toward the sarcophagus where it erupted in a cloud of oily gas that quickly diffused throughout the room. Much to her disappointment, the gas was not lethal to the ancient spiders, but it did seem to slow them down and that gave her a fighting chance. With a powerful flick of her wrist, the teenage dynamo released the batarang, neatly slicing one huge bug in half, trimming the legs off a second and cutting two to the ground. A second flick of the batarang decapitated another nearby web spinner.


  At first her attacks were brutally effective, and in the first ten minutes she slew over 40 spiders. But as the webs got steadily denser, Batgirl had fewer and fewer clear lanes of fire and the room began to resemble a piece of loosely-packed fiberglass insulation. Finally, on a last fateful throw, the batarang got snagged in a particularly dense patch of webbing. The ever-resourceful vigilante tried to clear the projectile with a concussion-fired grappling hook, but the hook itself snagged almost instantly, where it was quickly pounced on by a dozen hungry spiders. Batgirl’s breath caught as she realized that it was only a matter of time before a similar fate befell her. But her green eyes opened wide with horror at what happened next.


  “My god.”


  Out from the sarcophagus emerged a huge queen Necro Spider, fully the size of a Labrador Retriever, with legs spreading out as far as Batgirl was tall. Now safe behind the net of webbing, the queen spider had come to oversee the final attack personally. All out of options, the Dark Angel pressed her back against the wall, chest heaving from exertion beneath her silky skin-tight costume. Batgirl knew now that the battle was all but over Soon she would be at the mercy of creatures that even the ancient Egyptians considered blasphemies to the gods.


  “How the hell did you get that thing through customs, Nefertiti?”


  Batgirl had no time to hear Nefertiti’s clever reply, for on some inaudible command from their queen, the swarm of lethal spiders surged forward. She met the attack with her own fury, crushing the first wave beneath her boots and against the stone walls. But it was only prolonging the inevitable. She felt powerful twangs all over her body as the slimy white horrors scored bite after bite even as she crushed them to death. The shallow punctures burned like fire, but Batgirl kept rolling and kicking in a stubborn attempt to make them pay. In fact it took several seconds for her to realize when the attack had stopped — the remaining spiders had backed away. The queen seemed to observe Batgirl intently through her eight eyes from the safe zone behind the webbing.


  “Come on, your highness, is that the best you got?” Batgirl spat, her words slurred and footing uncertain. Her body was ablaze with pain as the venom found its way into her circulatory system. After a moment, the room pitched sideways and the caped crusader fell to the ground. She was suddenly horribly nauseous as her vision wavered and she could feel the contents of her stomach surging up through her throat even as the world went black.


  * * *


  The central analysis lab of the Gotham Supernormal Research Center was as high-tech as the newly discovered Egyptian tomb was primitive. The large central chamber gleamed with tables and cabinetry of stainless steel. A bank of networked supercomputers blinked tranquilly on one wall and a spacious elevated observation gallery was hidden by tinted shatterproof glass. A sprawling chem lab divided the open bay in half, with one section devoted to manual inspection and the other half devoted to technical analysis. The wall directly opposite the observation gallery was a matrix of aluminum doors leading to climate-controlled vaults used for the long-term storage of delicate relics. And almost every one of the vaults was occupied by a priceless antiquity, including the now-famous Egyptian mummy of Gotham City.


  Within the vault the small mummy, now devoid of its priceless golden mask, awaited further experimentation. Given the sterile hospital-like environment, the clean white sheets, and the subdued high-tech lighting, you could almost miss the fact that the patient had been dead for millennia. But like so many things in Gotham City, everything was not as it seemed. Less than an hour after the mummy had been sealed in the vault for the evening, the brown husky corpse began to twitch and quiver like a butterfly’s cocoon. Smoke filled the cramped chamber as the ancient bandages slowly dissolved into fine black ash. The ash melted away to reveal the body of a young woman - quite alive — hidden among the false bandages.


  It was none other than Erin O’Neal, the close friend of Barbara Gordon whose sudden disappearance had prompted Batgirl’s involvement in Nefertiti’s nefarious activities. She was dressed in a brown spandex unitard that covered her from head to toe, including a full facial hood. Once free from the false mummy, Erin removed the hood and the breathing regulator that had allowed her to survive a full 15 hours sealed in the carefully faked corpse. The petite girl moaned as she worked the kinks out of her cramped muscles.


  “Ohhhh,” she moaned softly, “the price we women pay for beauty.”


  After working the kinks from her sore muscles, the daring girl unsealed the vault using the interior safety latch and stepped out into the empty lab. Just as she had been told, she kept low to the ground to avoid the security cameras and worked her way over to another of the numbered vaults. This vault had actually been equipped with a lock, but Erin’s mistress had prepared her well and she wasted no time entering the correct sequence and pulling the vault open. From within she drew out what appeared to be a large circular plate of solid gold with a thick, intricately carved lip running around its circumference. The carvings were primarily Egyptian Hieroglyphs mixed with other, much older arcane symbols.


  “The Disk of Aten,” Erin could hardly contain her excitement. “Nefertiti will be pleased. Perhaps she will reward me with another night in the Sarcophagus of Sodom.”


  The disk was far too heavy for her to lift off of its cradle in the vault, but she didn’t have to. Once she had confirmed that the Disk was in place she crept over to a computer console and logged herself in. Barbara Gordon, Erin’s brainy friend and one-time roommate had once done some work for the Center and Erin knew her backdoor access code to help with remote downloads. Once in the main computer it was only a matter of minutes before Erin had deactivated the entire security system.


  “Excellent work, my desert rose,” Nefertiti purred as a steel gate raised to allow her entry with her four powerful male bodyguards. “Did you find the Disk?”


  “Yes mistress!” Erin knelt playfully at Nefertiti’s feet. “Right where you said it would be.”


  “Excellent,” Nefertiti ran her fingers through Erin’s soft hair like a favorite pet. “Men, make ready to transport the Disk of Aten to my secret lair. It seems my victory is now complete.”


  “But my lady,” Erin asked ,”what of Batgirl? She escaped from the dehydration bed.”


  “Yes, but you haven’t heard the latest news. She infiltrated the tomb this evening and discovered my trip wires. Fortunately, I insisted that Dr Dagrose install a remote activation device for just such an emergency.”


  “You mean she’s… “


  “Yes. Buried alive with the Necro Spiders - alone!” Nefertiti laughed.


  “How horrible!” Erin giggled with a delicous shiver. “All the girls at school were just mad about her — so brave and sexy.”


  “I guarantee you wouldn’t want to be in Batgirl’s tights right now. But come, we must get the Disk back to my lair quickly. My triumph is at hand!”


  * * *


  SLUURP! SLUURP!


  Batgirl did her best to focus on the searing pain — it distracted her from the horrifying sight of the melon-sized spider that was slurping blood from her left thigh through its 3-inch fangs. And it was hard not to watch because the Dark Angel was now tightly suspended in the Necro Spiders’ webbing, ankles lashed together and knees pulled wide with her head near the floor as if she were on an inclined sit-up board. Her arms were pulled straight behind her back and away from her body in what amounted to a tight single glove. The spiders had wrapped thick load-bearing loops of webbing around her knees, waist and upper chest, but left the rest of her body exposed for easy feeding.


  And feed they did. The queen directed her brood to the violet heroine in small groups, allowing them to plunge their fangs into her body for a short, noisy drink. Batgirl was conscious for every burning moment of the process, but was powerless to resist due to the very clever self-regulation mechanism instituted by the queen. A dozen young Necro Spiders clung to the webbing all around Batgirl, monitoring a cloud of fine silk strands attached to her body. At the first sign of any struggling, the spiders would instantly attack and inject the Dark Angel with another dose of venom. Their young venom was not as powerful as the adult spiders that had initially overpowered Batgirl, but they would bite her again and again until her struggles ceased. The pain of the feeding was horrible, but it was nothing compared to the agony of being repeatedly injected with the diluted nerve poison.


  The room was now choked white with the webbing, and the unseen electric lights suffused the entire network with an eerie glow. But her pale misty surroundings were almost a comfort to Batgirl’s feverish mind — it helped distract her from the fact she was still sealed in an air-tight stone prison with no route of escape. The masked avenger was sweating profusely, but even her perspiration was eagerly lapped up by the sticky, probing tongues of the bloated nightmares. Batgirl also noted that the spiders were wrapping her arms and legs progressively tighter as the feeding progressed, doubtless to concentrate her remaining blood in her larger arteries for efficient extraction.


  But the fact that that they were squeezing her like a toothpaste tube gave the sexy sleuth her first glimmer of hope that she might actually escape the death web, or at least shorten her suffering through courageous action. After resisting the urge to struggle for a full 30 minutes she had regained sufficient muscle control to withdraw a slim blade from her glove. But her awkward positioning and the tireless vigilance of the guard spiders made it all but impossible to saw through the silk shroud securing her arms. Fortunately, she didn’t have to. As the spiders drew the silk single glove into an ever-tightening tourniquet, it naturally pressed harder and harder against the razor-sharp blade. Even the tough webbing grudgingly parted before the micro polished edge. With the next tightening of the bondage, her arms would be free - at least for a moment. She would have a precious few seconds to act before she was painfully subdued by a flurry of poisonous bites. It would have to suffice.


  Batgirl waited until the large spider feeding on her thigh had finished before making her move. With a subtle outward pressure she sliced completely through the arm restraint and quickly opened the compartment of her utility belt carrying phosphorus flares. Her motion was so smooth and efficient that the sentry spiders were late in responding. She had emptied her entire load of flares before the first bite struck home and her burning muscles went limp.


  The eight small contact-activated flares fell toward the ground, many snagging in the webbing uncomfortably close to Batgirl’s body. All eight ignited with a sizzle and a flash of light and soon things were getting hot for the masked heroine. But the heat was an almost welcome diversion from the torments of the Necro Spiders and they served a very useful if potentially suicidal purpose: they were greedily consuming all the rest of the oxygen in the chamber.


  The taste of ashes was strong in Batgirl’s mouth as the remaining oxygen in the room was rapidly depleted. Despite the mounting feeling of imminent suffocation, she forced herself to breathe slow and steady. Her creepy guards required much less oxygen than a full-grown human and if she were paralyzed again she would be unable to reach the oxygen mask in her utility belt. Only when the sexy redhead was absolutely on the verge of blacking out did she risk moving her hand toward her belt. She watched her arachnid jailers intently, but they remained completely motionless as she shakily dipped her gloved hand to her belt and brought the small black mask to her face. The flow of pure oxygen revived her quickly.


  “Okay Barbara,” she mused to herself as she cut through her other bonds with her with the blade. “You’ve taken care of the spiders, now you just have to escape a hermetically sealed tomb in the next 10 minutes, before your oxygen runs out.”


  Once freed from the death web, the weakened, woozy, and nauseous Dark Angel began slicing her way slowly toward the sarcophagus, pausing only long enough to skewer the queen spider a dozen times with her blade. A plan of action was slowly forming in her mind.


  “I have the sonic detonator in my utility belt, but its too small to fracture a 3-ton block of stone. But as I’ve been ‘hanging around’ I’ve developed a new theory about this tomb. If I’m right, there just might be a way out of here.”


  It took almost the entire 10-minute oxygen supply just to reach the sarcophagus and pry the lid open. The walls and floor were all stone, remarkably smooth and clean for having been recently crammed with slimy wriggling spiders. She also found the small radio unit Nefertiti had used to taunt her, the same device she had used to remotely trigger the trap. The battery was dead, but the very presence of the low-power device told her everything she needed to know. There was no way the radio signal from the radio controller could penetrate 100 feet of rock to reach the surface.


  “You had better look out Nefertiti, ‘cause I’m coming to get you.” the Dark Angel muttered as she secured the sonic detonator to the floor of the sarcophagus. Once activated the device flooded the stone slab with high-power sonic waves of varying frequency, searching for the unique harmonic that would generate sympathetic vibrations. After a few moments the entire slab shattered like glass and the pieces disappeared into inky darkness beneath. Just as the masked avenger had suspected, the tomb was accessible through a secret cavern system running underneath the old Indian burial ground. The entire complex had been constructed from below.


  * * *


  “The entire thing? A phony? Barbara, what makes you so sure?”


  “I’ve done a little research on the relics found in the tomb —- mhhh. All of them are from private collections seized by the Nazi’s before World War II. I have the —- ouch — references if you’d like to review them yourself.”


  “No I trust you. Say, are you alright, dear?”


  Barbara was now dressed only in a tank top and panties, dabbing the tiny puncture wounds covering her body with anti-biotic lotion. The effects of the venom had worn off in a few hours, but she had lost a lot of blood to the Necro Spiders. The plasma her body would replace rapidly, but she would be missing the red blood cells for at least a week. Unfortunately, Nefertiti was still at large.


  “Its nothing, Daddy. I gave blood today, and you know the sight of blood makes me whoosy.”


  “Ohhhh, I see. So what about the tomb itself? It looks pretty convincing.”


  “Built up from underneath. I’ve recently discovered that a series of caves runs beneath Knob Hill. Someone modified several existing chambers in the cave to be the tomb, then dug the long entry corridor until they were just below the surface. Probably only took a few months.”


  “I suppose, dear, but if it is a forgery is seems to have even fooled Renuka Dagrose. Who could pull off such a thing?”


  “That’s actually why I called. There are only a few people in the world that could have recreated that chamber, and one of them is Renuka Dagrose. I would watch her very carefully.”


  “Very well, but no one will be taking anything from the tomb for some time. The entryway seems to have mysteriously collapsed last night. It will take weeks to reopen it.”


  “How terrible.”


  “Indeed. So Barbara, do you have any theories just what the motive could be behind all this counterfeit tomb business?”


  “I’m not a cop, Daddy. You figure it out.”


  With that Barbara hung up the phone and dabbed the last of her bites.


  “Sorry, Daddy. I’m not a cop… but Batgirl is.”


  Directly in front of her on the bed was the morning news. A sidebar article on the front page told of a mysterious break-in at the Gotham Supernormal Research Center the previous night. Officials at the Center confirmed that the recently discovered mummy was missing, but would not comment on what else might have been stolen. Barbara could make a good guess.


  “Nefertiti was called the most beautiful woman in the world, and established the worship of Aten the Sun Disk, in ancient Egypt. Very convenient that all the missing girls were obsessed with physical beauty and all frequented the chain of Sun Worshipper tanning salons. According to the Chamber of Commerce, Sun Worshippers is owned by Sylvia Korbel, the health-care magnate who also owns Gotham’s largest most stylish health club: The Oasis.”


  “To the Batcave,” croaked Charlie, her African Gray parrot.


  “I hate to say it, but I think you’re right, Charlie. I’m sure Nefertiti is very pleased with herself now that she’s completed her heist at the Supernormal Research Center and thinks Batgirl is dead. I doubt if the police could touch her now, even if I told them everything.” Barbara gently probed one of the deeper wounds. “I’ll bet anything her hideout is at the Oasis, but just what is her master scheme?”


  Barbara had done some work for the Gotham Supernormal Research Center as a sophomore and knew their collection fairly well. They certainly had many priceless Egyptian relics, but which one was Nefertiti after? And for what evil purpose?


  “Well, there’s only one way to find out.” The redheaded vigilante dragged herself heavily off her bed and started packing her largest athletic bag. It was time to take advantage of the free trial Tai Bo class offered at the Oasis.


  * * *


  The ladies locker room at the Oasis was state-of-the-art, with padded benches, finger-print activated lockers, private showers, and a full-time massage therapist to help their affluent members relax after a hard work out. The Egyptian appointments of the club were subdued and high-tech: pyramid-shaped lampshades, palm trees growing in the numerous indoor gardens, and hieroglyphics carved in black marble along the ceilings. The touches were subtle but clear to Barbara Gordon as she emerged from a janitor’s closet just before midnight. Gone was the ponytail, spandex singlet, and nylon warm-ups of an aerobics student, replaced by the sleek violet-black fighting togs of Batgirl, the Dark Angel of Gotham City.


  She virtually blended into the shadows as Batgirl made her way down the darkened halls of the posh facility toward the private elevators she had noted during her earlier reconnaissance.


  “Now that I’m ‘out of the closet,’ lets see just what Sylvia Korbel is hiding up in the ‘members-only’ lounge.”


  The Dark Angel arrived at the gleaming stainless steel doors and examined the single cylindrical keyhole in a nearby panel on the wall.


  “The door is key-activated. Too bad my dues aren’t paid up. Fortunately…” Batgirl pulled a small rod from her belt — a ratchet screwdriver. “Robin has shown me a thing or two about overriding security systems.”


  The sleek heroine quickly removed the panel and ran a jumper between two integrated circuits. There was an electrical “snap” and a puff of smoke, then the doors slid open to reveal an elevator beyond. Grinning to herself, she reached back into her athletic bag and pulled out her special surprise or Nefertiti.


  “First a little diversion. Then its time to bust some heads.”


  * * *


  “Excuse me, Your Highness,” a young, toga-clad cultist bowed to her mistress. They stood in the open-air courtyard at the center of Nefertiti’s lair over the Oasis Health Club where the madwoman was overseeing the work of a dozen other female followers as they installed the Disk of Aten on a tower directly over a regal crystal pyramid. Nefertiti’s male bodyguards watched over the prostrate servant suspiciously.


  “What is it?” Nefertiti asked crossly. “Can’t you see we’re at the most delicate part of the entire operation?”


  “A thousand pardons, Majesty, but someone has activated the private elevator without authorization.”


  “Hmmm, that’s odd. I thought Batgirl the only vigilante in Gotham capable of unraveling my scheme so quickly. Very well, activate the sleeping gas and come with me. I will oversee the capture personally.”


  The elevator lobby was inconspicuously located in one corner of the courtyard, flanked to either side by gurgling waterfalls. Fifteen cultists formed a semi-circle around the elevator, with Nefertiti’s bodyguards training their MAC-10 machine pistols on the door. The elevator opened with a soft ”Ding,” followed by a billowing cloud of escaping gas. After waiting a moment for the potent gas to dissipate one of the armed bodyguards came forward to investigate, gun at the ready.


  “No one inside, your highness!” The man reported at last. “Perhaps it was a malfunction.”


  “It was a malfunction alright!” Suddenly a dark figure swooped down from above with a flying kick that knocked the bodyguards over like bowling pins. She followed with a few gas pellets of her own that put the men and several women instantly to sleep. “A malfunction in your security system!”


  Batgirl landed gracefully and released her rope, instantly flinging two batarangs trailing thin lines into the mass of Nefertiti’s followers. The lines tripped up another ten would-be attackers and Batgirl dealt the rest swift but non-lethal blows that sent them squealing for safety. In a matter of seconds all of the fighting spirit had been sucked out of the Villainess’s followers. Now only Nefertiti stood against the Dark Angel.


  “Very impressive, Batgirl,” Nefertiti smiled calmly as Batgirl withdrew a pair of handcuffs from her low-slung utility belt. “I’ve never seen anyone with such combat prowess.”


  “You haven’t met Rampage yet,” Batgirl said, “I sent him to death row last year — I’ll see if you two can be cellmates. Hands behind your back.”


  Nefertiti did as she was told, offering her wrists for the shapely heroine to secure. “But you can’t just arrest me, Batgirl. I’m so close fulfilling every woman’s dream…”


  “Tell it to the judge Nefertiti. I’m taking you… in.” Odd. Nefertiti’s hypnotic voice again blew through her like a cold wind. Suddenly the thought of actually cuffing the beautiful creature before her seemed .. unthinkable.


  “Of course you are my dear. Now, please place your handcuffs on your own ankles instead of my wrists.” A thrill shot through the Dark Angel’s body as she stared down at her cuffs. Until that moment she hadn’t fully appreciated the hypnotic power Nefertiti maintained over other women. She simply HAD to comply, though her entire body quivered from the effort of resisting the simple command.


  “Hurry now, you don’t want to anger your mistress. Bind yourself. So how did you escape the tomb?”


  “I realized… that hieroglyphics on the walls… were copied from other tombs,” Batgirl explained haltingly as she slowly secured the Batcuffs to her own ankles. The effort to resist was exhausting and the masked vigilante felt her willpower draining away. She gritted her teeth, trying not to talk. “That led me to believe… that the entire tomb was fabricated by Renuka Dagrose. To escape… please… I only needed to find your secret entrance. Nefertiti, please…”


  “Sorry Batgirl. You were very clever in deducing my plan, and now you’re going to pay. And considering your passion for deadly bondage, I have a new collar for you.” The intoxicating madwoman handed Batgirl a heavy wicked-looking leather collar. It was custom-fit to her dimensions, lined on the outside with capacitors and batteries and on the inside with flat gold electrodes. It was a high voltage shock collar. “So tell me, why would I go about creating a false tomb?”


  The Dark Angel was silent for a moment as she fought a hopeless battle for control. Then with a sigh akin to a sob she continued. “You built the tomb so close to Gotham so you could gain access to the Supernormal Research Center.” Batgirl’s heart was racing, but she put her head down and pulled her mane of silky red hair forward so she could slip the collar on. The torture device snapped snugly around her throat.


  “Very good Batgirl. Now get one more pair of cuffs and slip off your utility belt - you won’t be needing it again. Do you have any idea what I was after at the Center?”


  Batgirl removed her spare cuffs, then fumbled with the buckle to her utility belt. All thoughts of resistance were now gone, replaced by the desire to serve Nefertiti without question. “I think you were after the Disk of Aten, since it is tied to the rein of the actual Nefertiti in ancient Egypt.” Batgirl let her utility belt fall to the ground.


  “Ingenious!” Nefertiti smiled. “Cuff your hands behind your back please. Now tell me, do you have any idea what the Disk of Aten was used for?”


  “No… mistress.” The Dark Angel did not even hesitate, as she put her arms behind her back and cuffed them in place.


  “Then perhaps I should show you.” Nefertiti clipped a short leash to the shock collar and led Batgirl the short distance to the glass pyramid at the center of the courtyard.


  The pyramid itself was entirely constructed of clear Lucite, 15 feet by 15 feet and some 25 feet tall. To one side of the pyramid was a steel tower like a small radio transmitter and secured to the tower was a long arm extending to a point just over the very apex of the pyramid. On the end of the arm and some 6 feet above the pyramid was the Disk of Aten, or at least it looked like the Disk of Aten, but rather than being a disk of solid gold, it was actually a clear crystal lens.


  “The Disk is actually a lens, mistress?” Batgirl asked, pulling at her bonds experimentally.


  “Yes, covered with thin gold leaf to conceal its true purpose. The Disk has the ability to convert the rays of the sun into an entirely new form of energy. Energy that gives life and conveys eternal beauty.”


  “It is convex-concave, it seems to focus the light.”


  “Yes. It must be positioned precisely 8 rods above the pyramid. The light focuses to a point at the very top of the pyramid and fills the entire structure with restoring energy. If the lens is not positioned at exactly 8 rods then the resulting energy causes agonizing death.”


  “But mistress, the translations are unclear as to the exact length of an Egyptian rod.”


  “Yes, and that’s where you come in. In order to protect your mistress, you will be our first test subject in the chamber. The lens is mounted on a track. Starting with you I will place my servants in the chamber one by one, gradually adjusting the lens until it is precisely calibrated.”


  On one level the Dark Angel understood that Nefertiti planned to use her as a human guinea pig. But that part of Batgirl was prisoner in her own mind, captive to the slave she had just become. “As you wish, Nefertiti.”


  “I wish. But you’re hardly dressed for a proper burial, Batgirl. Girls, please help our guest freshen up, then bring her to the mummification chamber.”


  * * *


  * * *


  “Stay away from me, you sadistic bitches!” A half dozen female cultists surrounded Batgirl, smiling at her futile taunts as they adjusted the implements arrayed on the heavy crotch strap for the bondage belt already wrapped tightly around the struggling firebrand’s waist. Batgirl was now naked except for her mask, the bondage belt, and a chest harness of black straps that held tight-fitting cups of black rubber over her firm breasts. The customized harness resembled a heavy rubber exercise bra, and it was easy to miss the fact that that it held in place powerful vibrating suction cups that completely enveloped Batgirl’s rock-hard nipples.


  “Now Batslut, I’d be a little more polite if I were you,” one of the toga-clad girls preened, as she carefully applied lubricant to one of the two monstrous vibrators attached to the crotch strap. A third device - a flat ridged box resembling a squat pyramid — was also attached to the belt directly in front of the larger dildo. At the apex of the pyramid was a triangular suction cup, precisely aligned with Dark Angel’s engorged clitoris. “Considering what we’re about to do to you.”


  Batgirl pulled desperately against her bonds, but it only served to prove her helplessness. The masked cutie was currently in what was certainly Nefertiti’s “mummification chamber,” a heavily reinforced, windowless room in the basement of the club. She was securely bound standing upright on a raised platform in the center of the room, held to a slim pole by steel hoops at the back of her shock collar, bondage belt, and at the center of the spreader bar running between her ankles. Rubber wrist cuffs attached to the bondage belt held her arms fast at her sides and the spreader bar ensured that the sexy heroine maintained the correct posture for the application of the crotch strap. Directly in front of her was another pole that stretched from floor to ceiling, and on this pole was a thick spool of what appeared to be heavy purple plastic wrap, clearly the twisted variant of the linen bandages used for ancient mummification. The spool itself was some 2 feet tall and was mounted on a small platform, which could be raised and lowered by means of a hydraulic piston set in the floor. The brilliant redhead could easily envision the operation of the device: the purple wrap would be drawn from the spool and attached to the pole to which Batgirl was bound and then her platform would begin to slowly rotate. Her rotating body would be wrapped in layer after layer of the rubbery wrapping as the spool worked its way up and down the pole to completely envelop her body. The spool was quite thick and the air-tight cocoon could well be lethal in itself, but the presence of the elaborate chastity belt and the warm mouths tugging at her nipples indicated that she would soon have more to worry about than simple asphyxiation.


  “It seems I’m just in time for the fun part!” Nefertiti said as she strode into the room with her bodyguards. The villainess, dressed in a catsuit of gold lame with a white silk headdress and priceless golden Egyptian jewelry, stood before her sexy prisoner. She looked utterly stunning except for the malicious look in her eye. Nefertity tried her best to conceal the hypnotic quality in her voice, so that Batgirl could better appreciate her predicament.


  “Your girls were just… putting the hard sell on me to join the club. But I don’t think its in my budget right now.”


  “Still showing some spunk, are you?” Nefertiti ran her fingers through Batgirl’s red hair, now heavy with a perfumed oil and slicked down against her head. “Well, we’ll soon take care of that. Please secure Batgirl’s crotch strap.”


  The vaginal dildo was by far the largest of the trio of appliances on the belt so it came first. It was a monster by any account, perhaps 15 inches long, wickedly curving to match the natural contour of Batgirl’s vagina and knobbed with rubber balls capable of spinning in their sockets. The fit was deviously snug for maximum stimulation and the young heroine gasped as her most private recesses were slowly invaded. Her feminine gasps turned to stifled moans, however, as the anal dildo parted her heart-shaped ass cheeks and was forced skillfully into her anus. The shapely heroine desperately raised her pelvis as if to lift herself off the twin implements but it only made for delightful sport she was progressively impaled to limits only dared by villains with little concern for the safety of the female enemies. When the futile battle was over at last the thoroughly violated Batgirl went slack in her restraints. With a final shiver she felt her clit being drawn slightly forward into a small gooey suction cup, ensuring the soundwaves of the sonic vibrator would be precisely focused despite her struggles. Every erogenous zone on her body was now wired for stimulation.


  “Beginning to get the ‘point.’ Batgirl?” Nefertiti asked, as the belt was drawn up across the flat plain of the Dark Angel’s abdomen and secured at the front and back of the bondage belt with dual titanium locks. Batgirl winced with each solid click - without the key it would take a week to remove the cruel belt.


  “What kind of sick game is this, Nefertititi?”


  “Oh its sick perhaps, but definitely not a game. A game would imply you had some chance of winning.” Nefertititi drew out a remote control unit as her assistants removed Batgirl’s ankle spreader and resecured her ankles together against the bar in classic mummification position. “You will make a most sexy mummy Batgirl, and as you can see I’ve prepared a special roll of bondage film just for you. If you think that dildo is a tight squeeze wait until you feel your burial shroud.”


  “You evil bitch!” The torture devices were inactive at the moment, but already Batgirl’s pussy tingled with sexual tension. Muscles deeply within her pelvis spasmodically gripped the shaft of the dildo like miniature contractions; her nipples and clit were held in warm wet traction like an eternal kiss. All eyes were on her, drinking in the sight of the young daredevil as she struggled hopelessly in her sinister new “costume.”


  “Your courage is remarkable, Batgirl, but such language. I’m afraid you’ll need to be gagged.” At that Nefertiti drew out a ball gag of wet-looking purple rubber.


  “You’ll pay for this Nefertiti,” Batgirl’s voice waivered. But she opened her mouth to accept the gag. Resistance was pointless.


  “Perhaps,” Nefertiti cooed in Batgirl’s ear as she strapped the gag in place. “but not half as dearly as you are about to pay, Batslut. The sonic disruptor alone is capable of stunning a man at 30 yards. Unfortunately for you, its precisely focused on your perky clit, less than half an inch away.”


  Nefertiti’s words stung like lashes as the villainess finished her gag work while her brainwashed assistants unrolled the first of the bondage wrap and secured the free end to the pole just behind Batgirl’s right calf. Batgirl shivered as Nefertiti and her cohorts stepped slowly away, leaving the young vigilante alone in the center of the mummification machine.


  Batgirl struggled delightfully as the platform on which she stood began to rotate and the bondage film began wrapping itself around her legs and working its way slowly up. The sickening material was warm, stretchy, and oily as it slowly enveloped her like a condom. And TIGHT - Batgirl could feel her legs pulled snugly together as a powerful unseen motor rotated her body against the stiff resistance of the bondage film. With each full rotation of the platform the spool raised approximately 4 inches, and the top line of the wrapping inched up to her thighs, then to her pelvis, then to her abdomen. Batgirl was numb with horror as she watched the wet purple sheath advance up her muscular body.


  “Ready for a little passion, Batgirl?” Nefertiti held up a control and pressed a button. The suction cups on her breasts suddenly came to life, lapping and sucking at her engorged nipples like ravenous children. Then the twin rods sprang to life, stimulating the full length of Batgirl’s love canal with a powerful oily caress that was clearly intended to drive the daring redhead to her sexual limits and beyond. Batgirl’s eyes were glassy and pleading as the bondage wrap crept up to envelop her breasts. Nefertiti held off on the sonic clit stimulator until the wrap had reached the level of the lovely heroine’s neck. Any danger of escape was now long since past — Batgirl was hers to toy with as Nefertiti saw fit.


  “Take a last look around Batgirl,” Nefertiti locked eyes with the doomed teenager. “It will be a long dark night.”


  Just as the wrap covered the Dark Angel’s nose and mouth, Nefertiti activated the sonic clit stimulator on its lowest setting. Batgirl threw her head back in a scream that was completely consumed by the gag and the bondage wrap. Only her eyes told the tale of her suffering until they too were lost beneath a layer of glossy purple. A rotation later and the roll had completed its journey up the masked avenger’s body, completely sealing her in a cocoon of purple. Batgirl twitched and twisted wildly from passion and asphyxiation as the roll started its way down again to tighten the mummy further.


  “Add a breathing tube, Sekhmet, 100% oxygen.”


  “Yes mistress.”


  “And please lace it with a steady infusion of the dust of Isis. That should ensure Batgirl can properly embrace her ordeal.”


  “Of course, mistress.” Sekhmet grinned. Her own pussy tingled at the thought of Batgirl breathing a steady supply of the ancient aphrodisiac while trapped in the embrace of the sexual torture suit. “But her heart could well burst before morning.”


  “Perhaps,” Nefertiti turned her attention of the shapely mummy statue madly struggling in the center of the room. “But she is a strong one.”


  “I’ve never seen anyone so calm in the face of certain death,” Sekhmet agreed.


  “Yes, its as if she knew something we do not. Perhaps I will interrogate her at dawn before the first rays strike the pyramid. In the mean time I must oversee the final preparations of my triumph. I want everyone out of this room, the door sealed, and guards posted in the hallway.”


  “Yes mistress.”


  “And no playing with my Batmummy while I’m away. The motion detection device in this room is linked to Batgirl’s shock collar. If anyone should attempt a last-minute rescue and trigger the security system, then our little heroine will be instantly executed.”


  With that Nefertiti strode from the chamber of death, even as the spool returned to ground level and started its path once more up the feminine mummy that was once the Batgirl.


  “Poor Batgirl!” Sekhmet said with mock concern, as her hand strayed to her own moist pussy. “Who could possibly save you now?”


  * * *


  Nefertiti’s torture device lived up to Batgirl’s worst fears. Now alone in the death chamber, the Dark Angel writhed in sexual overload as the turning arm worked its way slowly up and down her body, depositing layer after layer of stretchy bondage wrap. Of course she couldn’t breath in the slimy cocoon, but just before her attendants departed they had inserted a tube in her nose that delivered life-sustaining oxygen tainted with a sweet tasting chemical. The Dark Angel was no stranger to powerful erotic stimulants and she noticed the effects almost immediately. Her nipples seemed to tickle and throb even in the midst of the powerful suction cups, and her pussy began to ache with a desire that even the monster dildo’s couldn’t quite sate. Her own mounting state of chemically-induced arousal had amplified the sensitivity of her erogenous zones until her mechanical rape took on aspects of excruciating torture. The pleasure-pain was simply beyond human endurance, and Batgirl knew that at any moment her heart would simply burst. She had to escape immediately, but the tight bondage wrap and the flood of erotic stimulation made any coordinated movement impossible.


  Time lost all meaning as the unrelenting stimulation drove Batgirl into a twilight world of semi-consciousness. But even there, she could not completely escape the sensory onslaught as her feverish mind wandered back to the other similar ordeals she had endured during her perilous tenure as Batgirl: Catwoman’s sex slave training, Mindbender’s psytrap where she was forced to confront the Dark Batgirl in the arena of dreams, Nightshade’s possessed leather catsuit, the Inquisitor’s trial of the Kama Sutra. The heights of pleasure and pain inflicted on her by the world’s most maniacal villains were simply unimaginable to other women. But to 19-year-old Barbara Gordon they had become her greatest fear and deepest desire. Nefertiti had done well to create a deathtrap that put her among such elite company of other spectacular super-criminals. And at the moment it seemed unlikely that Batgirl would survive to encounter another.


  Again and again, Batgirl had convinced herself that she was dying at long last as unconsciousness took her. Yet each period of peaceful oblivion was eventually shattered by her reawakening to the continuing horrors of her endless mummified rape. Her heart thundered in her ears accompanied by the rushing of her own blood. Her body screamed for oxygen, but each breath brought with it more of the potent aphrodisiac that would eventually kill her. She was completely helpless, preserved only by the whim of Nefertiti, and then only to experience a world of mind-shattering arousal. And somewhere in the back of Batgirl’s mind she knew that Nefertiti could keep her in this state indefinitely. Unlike most tortures, the Dark Angel’s mummification had caused no permanent physical damage. The thought that Batgirl could spend the next months or even years as Nefertiti’s shrink-wrapped fuck-toy constantly threatened to drive her over the edge to bottomless madness.


  * * *


  “Good morning, Batgirl. Did you find your brush with erotic death stimulating?”


  In amazement, the Dark Angel opened her eyes to blinding light. She was hanging from an overhead bar in the midst of a powerful overhead spotlight, with her wrists chained over her head and ankles chained to the floor. The mummy wrappings were gone, though she still wore the locking chastity belt and breast harness. The suction cup, dildos, and sonic stimulator continued working her over but at a very low settings, as if just to remind her of her vulnerability. The figure beyond the beam she instantly knew was Nefertiti, though it took her a moment to recognize her surroundings. She was in the center of the crystal pyramid standing directly beneath the Disk of Aten. It was still dark outside, but the lens was still apparently able to amplify the ambient starlight into blinding radiance. It was hard to fathom just what the Disk would do with the first rays of the sun.


  “Mhhhh,” the Dark Angel attempted a reply, but her words were dissipated by the ball gag. Though she dearly wanted to despise Nefertiti her heart was already swelling with adoration at the first sound of her voice. There was no sense in fighting — the ravishing criminal simply had too many powerful weapons at her disposal.


  “I almost regret that it is now time for the real thing. I must say strict bondage becomes you, Batgirl, and given your amazing sexual stamina I just couldn’t force myself to remove your little toys. Care to give us a demonstration while we wait for dawn?”


  “MHHHH,” Batgirl moaned as Nefertiti again produced her remote control unit. Slowly the motion of the dildos picked up and the tickling of the clit stimulator rose to a delicious steady pulse. Despite all that she had been through, the tight bondage and eminent danger again ignited her young body, and she threw her head back in erotic pleasure. But then her eyes opened wide.


  What was that? Motion near the apex of the pyramid — something lurking in the shadows. Batgirl knew instantly what it was and for a moment her heart soared with hope that she just might escape this mess. But a moment later another opposing thought struck her - her escape would put Nefertiti in danger, and Batgirl soon discovered to her chagrin that her desire to serve her executioner overpowered her own will to live. Though the rational portion of Batgirl’s mind screamed for her to remain silent, she could feel herself opening her mouth to warn her mistress.


  “Mghhhh. Nhhhhh Mhhhh.”


  “Are you trying to tell me something Batslave?”


  “Mghhhh! Mghhh!” Batgirl nodded her head emphatically, then shuddered as a delicous orgasm washed over her.


  “Surely you’re not going to beg for your life, are you? I’ve grown quite fond of your unshakable courage.”


  This time Batgirl shook her head. The shadow overhead drifted away from the apex of the pyramid. With a thrill Batgirl realized that the gag was actually working to her advantage. The longer Nefertiti hesitated in removing the gag, the greater the danger to all of them. This was actually a great improvement to her previous situation where the only one in grave danger was Batgirl herself.


  “Mhhh! MHHHH!” the enslaved part of Batgirl urged through her gag. With a nod from Nefertiti, one of the servants slowly undid the buckles holding the ball gag tightly in place. No one else in the cramped pyramid shared the desperation of the red-headed heroine as she tried earnestly to warn Nefertiti and thus doom herself.


  “Uhhh, please… mistress,” Batgirl forced out through her stiff jaw as soon as the gag slipped free. “There’s something I must tell you.”


  “And what is that dear girl? Remember you can keep no secrets from Nefertiti.”


  “There’s… mhhhh…. there’s a Necro Spider above you.”


  “Really Batgirl, I’m surprised at you. Surely you can’t expect me to believe —- AHHHHH!”


  The huge white spider suddenly dropped onto Nefertiti’s shoulder and sank its fangs into her throat. Batgirl, of course, had brought the nightmare with her from the tomb and had put it in the elevator hoping to create a more spectacular diversion for her attack. Things hadn’t worked out exactly as planned, but its retreat to the comforting apex of the pyramid was well-timed. The villainess’s cry became a gurgle as she began to stagger, then fell lifelessly to the ground.


  “My god, its loose!” one young servant yelled hysterically. ”It’ll kill us all!”


  What followed was absolute mayhem as Nefertiti’s girls screamed and ran for the narrow pyramid door, desperate to avoid the 20-pound spider. One of Nefertiti’s body guards fought through the crowd to aid his mistress only to become the next victim. The ravenous arachnid paralyzed a third victim even as Batgirl struggled desperately to remove her restraints. By the time the teenage avenger slipped her wrists free from the stout cuffs the pyramid was empty. Except of course for Batgirl, the three unconscious cultists, and the Necro spider.


  The creeping horror returned to feeding on Nefertiti as Batgirl slowly removed her leg bondage. It was tempting to rush through her chore, but Batgirl knew from recent experience that the spiders were drawn to warmth and movement. If she drew its attention while still partially bound she was a good as dead. Slowly, slowly, she slipped free from the cuffs that had held her ankles against the pole, senses still reeling from the stimulation of the chastity belt. Batgirl could not allow herself to climax again or it would almost certainly be her last.


  The Necro spider had turned pinkish by the time Batgirl was free. The young daredevil would need to time her attack perfectly — she was completely disarmed and weakened by countless hours of mummification, so there would be no second chances. With a muted sigh Batgirl swung herself from the center of the pyramid and landed near the downed guard with a graceful tuck and roll. The spider responded instantly to her leap, skittering toward her and springing for her throat.


  But the Dark Angel was not easy prey. Even as the spider closed in for the kill, Batgirl dove for the unconscious bodyguard and scooped up his MAC-10 machine pistol. She rolled onto her back and squeezed the trigger even as the spider approached.


  Nothing.


  With a gasp Batgirl fumbled at the safety while the spider leapt for her throat. She could almost feel the sensation of the poison entering her bloodstream, bringing with it burning paralysis and doom. Then there was a click and the pistol thundered to life. It was an arc of deadly fire in her hand that brought down an rain of lucite fragments even as she steered the weapon toward her horrifying attacker. When the arc intersected the Necro spider it disintegrated in a spray of bloody gore, and an instant later the clip was empty. The thundering gunfire was replaced by the clamor of falling Lucite - the pyramid was beginning to collapse. Thinking quickly, the Dark Angel leapt for the door, pausing only long enough to pick Nefertiti’s pocket for the keys that would free her from her punishment suit.


  Batgirl stood wide-eyed ,still clasping the smoking gun in both hands, scanning the glistening debris for any sign of movement. Her breath came in ragged gasps as she slowly regained her composure after yet another razor-thin brush with death. Nefertiti’s mind control powers still reverberated through her mind, despite the fact the villain was now sliced to ribbons beneath the mound of crystal shards. The other cultists had apparently fled the horrors of the Necro Spider and subsequent gunfire - one had even dropped her Batgirl costume in the haste of her retreat. Nefertiti’s reign of terror was over.


  With shaking hands Batgirl removed the locks securing the chastity belt and gingerly removed the twin dildo’s, shuddering anew at the depth she had been impaled. Her whole body ached from the ordeals she had endured at the hands of Nefertiti, but the pain was minor compared to the rush of having defeated yet another viscous super-villain. Triumphantly Batgirl slipped back into her fighting togs, just as the sound of sirens emerged in the distance.


  “At least you thought to bring me a change of clothes,” Batgirl quipped to the unconscious Nefertiti as she buckled her utility belt. “I’d hate to sneak back home naked.”


  Batgirl vaulted from the ceiling into open space just as two police cars converged on the front of the building. Good old GCPD, always ten minutes too late to do any good. As the Dark Angel rode her repelling line into the treetops near the club is was clear to her that it was only a matter of time before Gotham City was again threatened by super-evil. The police would again be too slow to respond and only Batgirl would stand between the great city and disaster.


  She only hoped that next time they would wait until AFTER midterms.
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  (I)


  Batgirl pulled desperately at her bonds, knowing full well that escape was impossible. Heavy nylon straps secured her wrists, elbows, and knees. Overhead, a fragmentation grenade hung from the ceiling, secured to a light fixture by electrical wire. A second thin wire ran from the pin of the grenade to the collar around Batgirl’s throat. The wires were cinched so tight that she was forced to stand on her tiptoes to keep from pulling the pin from the grenade. Bound as she was, her balance was precarious and she frequently had to shift on her aching feet to remain upright. A “Mi Cong ballet,” her captors had called it.


  Batgirl stood in the midst of a high-security vault, stacked floor-to-ceiling with gold bars. The only portion of the vault not lined with gold was the massive door, now locked airtight with its electronic combination completely scrambled. The walls surrounding the young vigilante glowed red from the light of a flare which burned in one corner. Other than shedding eerie light on her final moments, Batgirl knew the flare served a second, more sinister purpose: to quickly consume all of the oxygen in the vault. As the light from the flare grew ever dimmer, so too did the life of the Dark Angel of Gotham City.


  And already oxygen deprivation was beginning to take its toll. Batgirl breathed as deeply and quickly as the deadly bondage would allow, but each breath drew less and less oxygen into her body. Her chest heaved beneath her skin-tight costume as every fiber of her 5 foot 7 inch frame screamed for air. Her lovely face was drenched in sweat and, behind the vinyl mask, her large green eyes were glazed and distant. The lack of oxygen made it impossible to focus and Batgirl found her mind drifting back over the events of that fateful evening which led her to this deathtrap.


  * * *


  Just hours before, Barbara Gordon was driving slowly through the blinding snow of Gotham City’s first winter storm of the year. The city was eerily desolate; not even snow plows braved the roads. The Darkwar, waged by the Brotherhood of Night and financed by billionaire madman Simon LaMonde had shut down most city services. Thanks to Batgirl, LaMonde was now in jail but the Brotherhood, his creation, was still very much alive. No, no snow plows tonight. Only Brothers — and vigilantes — would be out on a night like this.


  As she navigated the treacherous streets, Barbara reviewed the facts of her current case. With LaMonde in jail, Ramón “Commander” Careeko, the leader of the paramilitary sect known as the 10th Street Syndicate, had taken control of all Brotherhood fragments between Fulbrite Street and the Gotham East River. Apparently, the cost of this alliance was more than the Syndicate could afford because Barbara learned that Careeko had masterminded a break-in at the headquarters of Magnacorp to help settle his debts. Magnacorp was primarily a bulk metals distributor but also dealt in precious metals, primarily gold. The headquarters building itself was outside of Syndicate territory, but the potential take was big enough that Careeko himself would likely be in on the heist…


  Time blurred and she was standing on the roof of a tall apartment building wearing a long trench coat and carrying a heavy metal suitcase. Snow swirled around her as she surveyed Magnacorp headquarters, 300 meters away. Barbara opened the case and withdrew what looked like a small rocket launcher. She dropped to one knee and took careful aim through the telescopic site. A gentle squeeze of the trigger sent the smokeless projectile on its way, dragging a thin high tension line behind it. Barbara watched through the scope as the grapple struck a cement window ledge, exactly where the scope indicated.


  “Nice craftsmanship, Bruce,” Barbara muttered as she tied the other end of the line off to a metal fixture on the roof. When Barbara had agreed to serve as Batman’s “guardian angel” he had given her access to much of his crime fighting gear. Though Barbara thought Bruce often placed too much faith in gadgets, she had to admit that his obsession with quality was reassuring when nothing else stood between her and a 200 foot drop to the pavement.


  Once the line was secured, Barbara shed her coat and prepared for the perilous slide to Magnacorp. Beneath the topcoat she wore a sleek midnight blue costume which covered her like a second skin. Her long-sleeve turtle neck body suit and tights were made of a revolutionary self-healing material called “slitex.” The glossy, stretchy material closely followed the contours of her body and allowed Batgirl complete freedom of movement. Unlike her original uniform, which was black and featureless, the slitex body suit was adorned with the bright yellow symbol of a bat across her chest. She also wore long gloves and knee-high boots made of a material similar to slitex, but heavier and water-tight. A sturdy utility belt lined with compartments rode low on her hips and a thigh-length cape of shimmery blue fluttered softly behind her in the winter air.


  The costume had actually been a “gift” from the treacherous Lady Tarachis, who wanted Barbara dressed in character before being turned over to the demon-machine Bael. Despite its sinister origins Barbara had to admit the style, fit, and function of the new outfit was in every way superior to her original design. Since Barbara had destroyed all her original costumes after Batman’s disappearance, it was fortunate that her first would-be assassin was also a leading fashion designer.


  Barbara took a moment to put on her mask. Lady Tarachis had replaced the bulky cowl from her original costume with a light, detachable mask that could be easily stowed in her utility belt when she didn’t want to be identified as the Dark Angel of Gotham City. The mask covered the upper portion of her face from her hairline to the bridge of her nose with wet-looking blue vinyl. Sly eye holes framed her calm green eyes, and thin spikes of hardened vinyl jutted up from the top of the mask and just peeked above her red forelocks. In truth, almost anyone that knew Barbara Gordon would instantly recognize her behind the mask, but these days who had she to fool?


  Her transformation complete, Batgirl pulled a small hand wheel from the metal case and attached it to the line. She seized the hand car with both hands and launched herself into space, hurling towards Magnacorp at breakneck speed…


  Batgirl’s mind blurred into fast-forward again and she was inside Magnacorp, descending a long flight of stairs, deep into the sub-basement. In Barbara’s research, she learned that Magnacorp stored a fortune in gold bouillon on the premises. Apparently, gold had been an obsession of Magnacorp’s founder, Anson Greely. Greely had stepped down years ago as chairman, and had passed away only recently. As a service to him, Magnacorp maintained his old vault to protect his precious gold. So where would a rich eccentric want to store the object of his obsession?


  “Directly beneath the executive suites,” Batgirl whispered in satisfaction. “And it looks like I’m just in time for the party.”


  Just ahead the faded paint, water-stained concrete, and rusting pipes gave way to a shining steel security door. An access panel in the wall to one side of the door had been removed and several by-pass wires had been soldered in place. Someone had hot-wired the door, and very recently. As she drew near, she could hear male voices speaking excitedly in technical jargon. It could only be the secret language of computer hackers. Wary now, Batgirl edged closer and peeked around the corner.


  The open security door led to a small antechamber, commanded by a heavy vault door, now open. Opposite the vault door was an old-fashioned steel-frame elevator which led, presumably, to the executive suites. The room was occupied by seven men: four thugs, two techs, and Careeko. Careeko and his men were all heavily armed with machine pistols at the ready, but their attention was on the two techs who still knelt before an array of sophisticated computer equipment. The computers were interfaced to an electronic access panel near the vault door. The men seemed flushed with victory, as the safe finally yielded to their high-tech wizardry.


  Seven against one, Batgirl thought to herself as the adrenaline began to flow. Not good odds. I’ll need a little cover.


  Batgirl pulled a handful of pellets from her belt and tested their heft. With practiced grace she threw the pellets into the room, then charged in immediately behind. The small room was suddenly engulfed in greenish stun gas, and before any of the men could react Batgirl was upon them. As the gas took its toll, Batgirl pressed her advantage to disarm them and zip strip their wrists behind their backs. But just as she finished with the fifth man she heard the tell-tale sounds of movement. She ducked low just as a heavy machete whipped over her head.


  “Very clever with the stun gas, Batbitch,” Careeko loomed out of the dissipating green mist in a combat stance. “Almost even worked on me.”


  “Give it up Careeko!” Batgirl leapt to her feet. “I’m taking you in, with or without your cooperation!”


  “I would normally have just shot you,” Careeko smiled evily. “But that’d be bad business. They want you alive.”


  At six-four with rippling muscles, Careeko towered over his slender, shapely opponent. Still, Batgirl circled with her opponent casually, unconcerned with the apparent mismatch. “Whose they?”


  “You’ll find out soon enough!” Careeko shot forward like lightening and lashed out at Batgirl with the long blade. Batgirl slipped back to avoid the machete then nimbly leapt up, grabbed one of the overhead pipes and blasted Careeko with both feet. Careeko staggered backward then lunged again. Batgirl turned and let Careeko’s arm slip neatly between her elbow and body, then clamped down. Grabbing his fingers, she snapped his wrist back and the knife went flying. Then her elbow shot back and caught him square under the chin. Careeko dropped to his knees.


  Working her way around him, Batgirl glanced into the vault and smiled sweetly. “What I don’t understand is how you ever hoped to get all this gold out of Magnacorp.”


  “Gold? Hahhh!” Hatred seethed in Careeko’s eyes as he unleashed a flurry of punches at the red-headed vigilante. Batgirl fully avoided most of them, and deflected the rest. But Careeko used the onslaught as an opportunity to close with Batgirl and seize her arm. Jerking her suddenly into him, he enfolded the Dark Angel in a smothering bear hug, lifting the much smaller woman off the ground.


  “Who needs a knife,” Careeko hissed into Batgirl’s ear, “when I could just squeeze the life out of you with my bare hands. Much more intimate.”


  Batgirl barred her teeth as she pushed with all her might to break the crime lord’s vice-like grip.


  “Is this…any…way…to treat a lady?” Batgirl flung her head backwards, striking Careeko square in the nose. He relaxed his hands and Batgirl pressed the advantage to break his grip. Rather than jump free, however, she lunged back into the mobster with a viscous blow to the throat. Careeko landed heavy, clutching at this wind pipe.


  “Ohh, you’re going to live,” Batgirl knelt over him to check his breathing. “Live for a long time in Gotham Penitentiary, Careeko. But in the mean time, maybe we could talk. Unless, of course, you’d like to go another couple of rounds?” Careeko’s eyes were crazy as he wheezed for air. He was trying to say something but couldn’t muster the wind to form the words. He was pointing to his chest, as if to show her something. Thinking it could be some kind of trick Batgirl carefully patted his chest and felt a round, flat piece of metal beneath Careeko’s shirt. It felt like military dog tags.


  “I hope this isn’t your father’s purple heart or some other hard luck story. I’m not interested in your troubled childhood.”


  She felt for the chain around Careeko’s neck and pulled the medal out. But it wasn’t a medal, it was a thin blue crystal, with fine silver carvings around its perimeter. Batgirl’s heart lurched and she tried to look away, but it was too late. Blue light mmediately seized her attention and prevented her from looking away. She knew she was in grave danger, but the blue light held her transfixed, powerless. Careeko’s crushing blow came quickly, lifting her cleanly off her feet and hurling her across the room. Her last conscious thought as she slid across the floor, chilled her to the bone: Careeko wore the Talisman of Pandora.


  * * *


  When Batgirl regained consciousness, she found herself Careeko’s prisoner. Her arms had been pulled behind her back and secured with nylon straps. A strap also held her knees tightly together and a collar had been wrapped snugly around her throat. She was laying in the center of the vault, presided over by Careeko. His face was a mask of anger and frustration. When he saw that she was awake he just stared at her, as if he wanted to lash out but was invisibly restrained.


  “That was a Talisman,” Batgirl said at last. “You work for Pandora?” Batgirl’s mind raced. If she had any idea meta humans were involved she would have been infinitely more careful in taking on Careeko.


  “Not right now I don’t. This is personal, between you and me.”


  “But Pandora knows I’m here,” Batgirl sensed the tension between Careeko and his mistress. “Anyone who looks into a Talisman looks upon Pandora.”


  “I don’t care what Pandora knows!” Careeko bellowed. “She can’t save you now. No one can.”


  Save her? Batgirl had no idea what Careeko was talking about. The battle between Pandora and Batman was legendary. Why would Pandora want to spare Batgirl? But she had to bargain for her life.


  “So Pandora wants me alive, doesn’t she.”


  “Shut up! No one ever beats me! Do you understand? Nobody!” The sound of his own fierce voice seemed to strengthen his resolve. “String her up!”


  The two guards grabbed their captive by the shoulders and lifted her roughly. The vault was about 8 feet across and 15 feet deep. The walls were lined floor-to-ceiling with display cases full of gold bouillon. Immediately inside the door was a gate made of steel bars. Though the outer lock had been stealthily cracked, the inner door had been crudely ripped from its hinges. Fluorescent lights were set into the ceiling behind metal grillwork.


  “So how will you die, Batgirl? Fast like a bullet to the head, or slow like boiling in oil? I leave the choice to you.” He pulled a fragmentation grenade from his belt and held it up so Batgirl could see. Then Careeko produced two lengths of long black wire. One wire he wrapped around the metal hoop used to secure the grenade to his belt. The other, he twisted around the pin. The wire fastened to the pin, he wrapped around a metal hoop on Batgirl’s collar.


  “What are you doing?” Batgirl asked.


  “Its called a Mi Cong ballet, Batgirl,” Careeko smiled, running the wire attached to the base of the grenade through the grill covering the overhead lights, leaving the grenade hanging in mid air. Very carefully he began pulling up the slack, until the grenade hung tautly between the light fixture and Batgirl’s collar. Careeko continued to slowly tighten the wire. “Up on your toes, little ballerina.”


  Batgirl raised stubbornly up on her toes, and Careeko tied off the wire. Since the beautiful crime fighter was bound at the knees, wrists and elbows, maintaining her balance was difficult. To avoid falling over, she had to frequently reposition her feet. Careeko ran his hands down Batgirl’s firm but very feminine body. He came to rest on her full breasts, which were pushed painfully forward by the tight bondage.


  “Its unfortunate that I never mix business and pleasure, ” he kneaded Batgirl’s breasts through her skin-tight body suit. “But here’s a little something to keep you warm.”


  With a grin Careeko lit a large, pinkish flare and dropped it just inside the vault. He then began backing towards the door. “Just 18 inches of stainless steel between you and your next breath of fresh air, Batgirl.”


  The heavy door began sliding shut, and Batgirl pulled desperately at her bonds. “Careeko, don’t do this! Please!”


  “No one humiliates me, Batgirl. Nobody. Too bad I can’t be here personally, but I’ll enjoy the ballet on closed circuit TV.” He motioned up to a TV camera in one corner of the vault. “So try not to do anything — compromising.”


  Batgirl pulled at her bonds as the door inched closed. Careeko drank in the sight of the bound heroine, clearly enjoying her struggles. But his view was quickly blocked by the heavy door and seconds later, the vault ground shut with a heavy clang that sent ice water coursing through Batgirl’s veins. The flourescent lights went dark and Batgirl’s tomb was lit only by the flare. Her final dance had begun…


  * * *


  Batgirl snapped back to the present, almost disappointed to find that she was still on her feet. Her arches blazed like fire within her boots as she continued shuffling on her toes, fighting to maintain balance. She pulled at the straps again with all the strength her numbed arms could produce, even risking a forceful tug on the line around her throat. At any moment she expected to hear the ‘snick’ as the pin pulled free. The mental and physical torture was exquisite, just as Careeko had surely intended.


  The rush of the blood through Batgirl’s own ears was now almost deafening. Her own racing heart sounded like thunder. The walls themselves seemed to pulsate, as if the light in the stifling vault were wavering. The floor began to sway slowly, and she seemed to be floating. Batgirl’s green eyes lost focus again and she slipped away again, this time into delirium.


  …Pandora wants me alive…She heard herself saying to Careeko.


  Why? Of what use would Barbara have been to a being like Pandora.


  Even she can’t save you now. No one can.


  Pandora was running the Brotherhood now. For some reason she wanted Batgirl. Perhaps she wanted revenge for Tightrope’s death. Or perhaps she was trying to complete some work that the arch-fiend had started? Tightrope appeared to consider Batgirl a significant threat, but Batgirl had always assumed that it was simply because of what she represented: the last of Gotham’s pre-Darkwar vigilantes. Maybe there was something more.


  *They know you’ve been training at the Shaolin temple,* a voice, not hers, replied in her head. *They know your secret, and mean to use it to their advantage. Use you or destroy you.*


  What secret?she asked of the voice, startled by the apparent telepathic intrusion.


  Her small flinch of surprise was too much. The floor suddenly pitched up, and Batgirl’s rubbery legs slipped out from underneath her. The cord around her neck went briefly taut.


  Snick.


  The pin dropped to the floor near Batgirl where she lay on her back beneath the grenade. The Dark Angel’s oxygen-starved mind was pulled back to reality a final time as she grimly counted down the seconds until the swaying grenade went off. She closed her eyes and stopped her desperate breathing, trying to still herself for the end.


  After long seconds had passed, Batgirl opened her eyes. The grenade hung in mid-air just above her. Inert.


  The fuse!she suddenly realized, renewing her panting despite its negligible effect.The magnesium fuse needs oxygen to ignite!


  Unsure if her body would respond, Batgirl urged her legs to propel her towards the twisted frame of the inner door. Mercifully, her legs responded, inching her towards the line of jagged bars. Her head spun even from this minimal exertion, but tortuously she slipped across the steel floor and turned her back to the bars. Awkwardly she worked her ropes against the sharp metal. The process seemed to require an eternity, but finally her wrists and elbows parted. Summoning the last of her strength, she managed to remove a rubber mask from its compartment in her utility belt. Her arms shook from the effort, but she slowly lifted the mask to her mouth.


  The flow of pure oxygen was like the breath of God pouring into her half-dead body. Batgirl lay for a full minute breathing deeply as the life flowed back into her limbs. Her thoughts during that minute, however, were far from triumphant. By surviving the grenade she had only gained herself a few more minutes. Unless she could escape from the vault she as dead.


  “Four minutes,” she reminded herself, strapping the lightweight mask to her face to free her hands. “Then the oxygen is gone. Not much time to bore through 18 inches of steel.”


  The Dark Angel rolled up onto all fours and surveyed the small vault. The door took up one entire wall. The other three were all made of clear Plexiglas protecting floor-to-ceiling stacks of gold bars. But one section of the vault was different. The Plexiglas case had been removed and replaced with what seemed to be a locker made of stainless steel. It had a key lock that had been forced open and the locker was partially ajar.


  “Whatever Pandora wanted,” Batgirl spoke softly to herself, “Must have been stored in that locker.” Batgirl stepped over the dimly sputtering flare and opened the locker door.


  The locker was a sort of a time capsule, filled with relics from the life of Anson Greely, Magnacorp’s founder. It contained newspaper clippings, clothing, files, ore samples, blueprints, and even a bottle of his favorite whisky. Nothing, however, that could help her get out of a high security safe in the next two minutes. One item, however, did catch the beautiful vigilante’s eye: a folder which contained an empty optical data disk sleeve on its cover. She snapped the file open and leafed through its contents.


  “Medical file, ” Batgirl whispered, rapidly assimilating the information before her. “Greely was cryogenically frozen before his cancer entered the final stages. Apparently, the procedure went well. He’s not dead.” Her attention was drawn to the flare, which sputtered a final time then went out. “But I will be, if I can’t find a way out of here.”


  Inwardly Batgirl knew it was hopeless, but still she groped for any slim chance of survival. The grenade! Batgirl inspected it closely and a desperate plan began to formulate in her mind.


  If she could only attach the grenade to the door it might just blow away the inner skin, so she could reach the lock mechanism. She might be able to open the door from the inside. She’d have to save the last oxygen in the mask to fuse the grenade, and build a wall of gold bars to hide behind, to avoid shrapnel. Of course, it would be a long-shot, but…


  The Dark Angel worked out the details of the ludicrous plan that would at least occupy her until the oxygen ran out. Then she noticed something. The gold bars just to her right, didn’t rest on the floor. For a span of about a meter, the bars rested on a heavy steel shelf supported by vertical steel supports. Slowly it dawned on her, it must be a door!


  Not daring to hope, Batgirl flung open the Plexiglas covering the wall of gold bouillon. Very delicately, she ran her gloved hands over the surface of the bars, and along the shelving infrastructure supporting them. Her hand came to rest on a bar which wiggled slightly. She pressed the bar in and the door easily swung open. Lights promptly came on in the room beyond.


  Batgirl stepped in, awestruck. The outer vault was only a ruse, like antechambers in Egyptian tombs. Greely’s true treasures were here. The room resembled an immaculately decorated study or trophy room, but every piece of artwork was laden with gold and gems. The walls were lined with medieval pictures heavy with gold filigree and tapestries woven with gold thread. Many pieces Batgirl recognized as having been stolen decades ago.


  Several long glass cases ran the length of the room, full of jewelry, ornamental weapons, and holy relics. A pedestal in each corner bore a statue, plated with thin gold sheets and decorated with precious stones. Many of these items too Batgirl recognized as being the subject of past infamous robberies. Dominating the room was a large table arrayed with precision instruments for weighing precious metals and for fashioning gold work. The ceiling was lined with black pipes which hissed as air flowed into the room.


  “The Gold Bug!” Batgirl wondered, slipping off her mask. “Anson Greely was the Gold Bug!” The Gold Bug had been a notorious thief from Barbara’s youth, even before the days of the Batman. The crimes of Gold Bug had never been solved, very few could be positively linked to the same person. Apparently, Greely used Magnacorp to cover all his world-wide crimes and stored the booty in Magnacorp’s vault. Unlike most criminals, who were captured while trying to turn their loot into fast cash, Greely hoarded his booty for his own private collection.


  Batgirl giggled as she leapt into the room and ran her hands along the trophy cases. If Greely could get in here to fondle his loot, then he also had to have a way out! Batgirl felt along the cases, the display pedestals and the work table until she found a trip mechanism. With a push of the button, she could hear the bolts securing the vault door withdraw. Exhilarated, she sprang to the door and laid into it with all her weight. It swung ponderously open. Batgirl was free!


  (II)


  After her ordeal in the vault, Barbara wanted nothing more than to sleep for 12 hours. But she had stumbled onto something much bigger than she had anticipated, and with Pandora at large she had no time to lose. The police were certainly no match for the White Witch of Gotham City. Secretly, Barbara wondered if she was herself, and wished for the thousandth time that she could pick up the phone and dial the secret number to the Bat Cave.


  Barbara stood unmoving under the shower nozzle, thinking of Bruce and wondering where he was now. She felt a new sense of urgency to return to the Shaolin Temple in Thailand, where she had been training for the three years since Batman’s disappearance. Tightrope had whispered to her — just before dropping her chained into the center of Gotham harbor — that only at the Temple of the Sky could she hope to save Batman from his fate. She narrowly escaped Tightrope’s watery deathtrap, and before finally defeating the Master Showman of Crime at his Circus of Destiny, Barbara had asked him if Batman were truly alive. Tightrope just laughed and said that the Temple would perish long before she could answer that question. Then he was gone, consumed in flames.


  Tightrope’s words gave her a slim hope that Bruce could still be alive, and if so she would find him. She had trained in the shadow of the Temple ever since, hoping to earn admittance as one of its Protectors. She would be there even now if it weren’t for the Darkwar waged by the Brotherhood. True, the words of a madman were small solace, but the alternative was no hope and all.


  She had to get back to the Temple, but first she had to rid Gotham of the Brotherhood, and that meant defeating Pandora. Stepping out of the shower and into a silk dressing robe, Barbara made herself a cup of tea before sitting down to examine the material she had taken from the Magnacorp time capsule. Fortunately, Careeko had fled the scene rather than watching Batgirl’s entire ordeal so she had the opportunity to photograph most of the documents in Greely’s time capsule before leaving. As Barbara paged through the documents she spoke dictation into a small microphone plugged into her computer. Her words were automatically transcribed on the computer screen.


  “New file. Title: Trail of the Gold Bug. Item. Perps: Ramone “Commander” Careeko, paramilitary mercenary, affiliated with the Brotherhood of Night and Pandora, the White Witch of Gotham City. Item. Current objectives: unknown. Item. Case history: Led to Careeko on a tip from Jarish Grimes, a strong arm from Zulu Mob, a Brotherhood-affiliated street gang. Grimes reported that Careeko controlled the entire textile district from Fulbrite Street to the Gotham East river, but was cash poor. Understood that Careeko was personally leading a B&E against Magnacorp to steal large gold reserve held in a private basement vault. Would only exchange additional information for immunity from prosecution. Forget that. End paragraph.


  “Investigated Magnacorp vault, and interrupted crime in progress. Crime involved five armed men, Careeko himself, plus two safe crackers, probably mercenary and non-aligned with Careeko. Subsequently stunned with a Talisman of Pandora, which allowed all perps to escape. They took none of the gold. Only missing item was a data crystal regarding the current medical condition of Anson Greely, founder of Magnacorp. Grimes’ info was in error: money was not the motive for the crime. End paragraph.


  “In a related matter, discovered a secret room in the Magnacorp safe filled with golden objects and artifacts. Recognized several as being stolen in well-documented robberies over the last 20 years. Evidence suggests that Greely may have been the international burglar known in the media as the Gold Bug. End Paragraph.”


  Barbara was silent, sipping her tea and reading through the file. Every page was sealed into her nearly picture perfect memory.


  “Item: Discovered a file associated with the missing data crystal. The file documents extensive medical procedure performed on Greely prior to word of his death being published in the media. Greely was cryogenically frozen using a highly experimental procedure involving drugs distilled from arctic sea life and a progressive freezing process.


  “Item: A company called Dipole Technologies is frequently mentioned in relation to this procedure. Search on Dipole Technology.” A window popped up with a company synopsis on Dipole. It was apparently a legitimate company, performing cryogenic and biomedical research. Their largest research facility was in Gotham City, but no mention was made of experiments in suspended animation.


  “Pandora,” Barbara whispered to herself. “What do you want with a dead, freeze-dried has-been cat burglar?”


  In the microphone: “Item: Frequent references are made to the data crystal in the file. The crystal apparently contains the entire lattice mapping of Greely’s central nervous system, as well as the codes necessary to access Greely’s storage facility. Facility was a special unit constructed for Greely by Dipole … in the basement of his Gotham Heights mansion. Close file.”


  Barbara sat back again, building up her courage. “Damn. They’ll be there tonight.”


  A windowless room at the back of her apartment served as Barbara’s modest equivalent to the Batcave. She pulled her costume from the black metal wardrobe cabinet and suited up as Batgirl. The transformation was both mental as well as physical: the deep-thinking, meticulous Barbara Gordon was slowly replaced by the deadly, quick-thinking Dark Angel of Gotham City. The familiar mixed feelings of trepidation and confidence battled within her as slipped the utility belt around her waist and surveyed her dark, lithe form in the mirror.


  With no time to lose and almost impassable streets, Batgirl decided to take her cycle, a 700 CC Japanese model with spiked ice racing tires. Shooting through the dark, snowy streets of Gotham, Batgirl arrived at the Greely mansion in less than 20 minutes. Slipping out of her biking leathers and leaving her motorcycle in a tree line, she made her way carefully to the seven foot wrought iron fence that surrounded the estate.


  Fortunately, one of the sets of blue prints left in the time capsule was a set of plans to the house. She knew precisely the location of each surveillance camera and guard post. Several heavy weapon positions had been erected to protect the house during the Darkwar, but these covered only major avenues of approach. It was easy for a lone intruder to drift up to the house, lost among the shadows.


  Batgirl noticed a new outbuilding which contained storage tanks for cryogenic fluids. Trenches had been dug to lay feeder pipes and the raised earth left visible trails despite the mounting snow. They led directly to one corner of the basement of the main house. Grimy windows sunk in rusted, leaf-filled window wells gave her easy access. Once in the house, she followed the feeder pipes right to the lab.


  The laboratory area itself was protected by a heavy door which was slightly ajar. She could hear voices coming from behind the door, and Batgirl was struck with a sense of deja vu. One of the voices she positively identified as Careeko’s, so she knew exactly who to take out first. Pulling a number of smoke pellets and bolas from her belt, the Dark Angel leapt into the room.


  To her surprise, the room was empty and nothing was apparently disturbed. Control panels blinked serenely encircling three Plexiglas tubes raised up on a metal diaz. Two were clean and empty, but the third was filled with fluid and crusted with frost. Batgirl could dimly make out the outline of a body floating in the center of the tube. The ceiling was lowered just above the tubes and there was a slight rushing noise as fluids circulated through the tank. A LED display on the base of the tube read 2 degrees Kelvin. In the far corner of the lab was a medical treatment facility, dense with advanced equipment centered on a medical gurney.


  This time it was Careeko who had the jump on Batgirl. She couldn’t understand it: one moment she was standing in an empty room, and the next moment she stood in the midst of four armed men. Her reaction was almost instantaneous, dropping a flurry of smoke grenades and flinging the weighted bola lines with precision aim. Even with complete surprise, the two men directly in front of her found themselves swept off their feet and disarmed.


  But the men to either side of her were almost as fast as Batgirl herself. They lowered cannon-like devices on the Caped Crusader and fired. She was struck simultaneously by two expanding masses of black cables. The cables were weighted at each end and, upon striking the Dark Angel, wrapped themselves around her with great force. Batgirl dropped to her knees, bound and stunned from the impact.


  She was only vaguely aware of the hands upon her. Her cape was removed while her wrists and ankles were bound with rope. Her captors removed all of the compartments from her utility belt, leaving only the golden mesh of the belt itself and the bat-shaped buckle. As Batgirl’s senses returned, she found herself tightly bound and on her knees at the feet of Pandora.


  Pandora was tall and menacing, with black hair, milky white skin, and cold blue eyes. She was clothed in long white robes with a golden chain around her waist. She wore a huge amulet of azure blue around her neck. When she spoke, her voice seemed to fill the room with hypnotic waves. The power of her voice was legendary.


  “Batgirl, you have no idea how I glad I am to see that you’re alive. Its very fortunate for Commander Careeko that you managed to escape the vault,” she smiled. “Of course, I expected nothing less.”


  Batgirl felt immediately like giving in to Pandora’s enchanting voice, but she knew that it meant eternal slavery. Instead, she was defiant. “Quite an illusion you pulled to protect this room, Pandora.”


  “Child’s play, really, dear Batgirl. As with many facets of life, the true art is using peoples’ own minds against them. You’re very visual, Batgirl. I just showed you what you expected to see.”


  “You mean this entire thing was a set up?”


  “Oh, don’t flatter yourself, my dear. But your intrusion does present me with a timely opportunity.”


  “So what do you want with Greely?” Now that the illusion had fully dissolved, Batgirl could see that Greely’s body was not in the tube, but was actually on the gurney. Three technicians monitored him closely while six guards monitored the beautiful vigilante.


  “Nothing you need concern yourself with. Now, as for the plans I have for you, you may be very concerned.”


  Batgirl was pulled to her feet. Pandora drew close and eyed her captive up and down.


  “I had planned to break you on my Wheel of Decision, Batgirl. But the Greely Foundation has presented me with a more efficient alternative.”


  “Spare me your compassion, Pandora. I’m not one of your adoring worshipers.”


  “But you will be, Batgirl. My servant and plaything.” Pandora gently pulled back Batgirl’s thick red hair and fastened it behind her head with a large jeweled hairpiece. “After, of course, I completely erase your mind. Put her in the tube.”


  Pandora gestured and her thugs led Batgirl towards one of the empty tubes at the center of the room. The tube slid upward into the ceiling and Batgirl was positioned struggling beneath it. Careeko’s men held their captive firm as the tube was again lowered, sealing the Dark Angel inside.


  “This is a fascinating procedure, Batgirl,” Pandora said. “You might think the freezing process would be quick, virtually instantaneous. But that’s too traumatic. The water in your cells expands as it freezes and ruptures the cell walls. Dipole’s new procedure is slow and insidious. Your bodily processes grow ever more sluggish, until you just stop. Fully conscious but literally frozen in time.”


  “You’ll never break me, Pandora,” Batgirl was defiant even from within the tube.


  “I’m afraid the procedure plays havoc with the nervous system, Batgirl. The synapses in your brain and nervous system will be virtually erased. Which is fortunate since, without sedation the freezing process is unimaginably painful. I’m certain that the next hour of your life is best forgotten.”


  Batgirl probed her crystal prison, seeking a means of escape. She pulled at her bonds, but the ropes held tight around her ankles and wrists. The floor and ceiling were both black metal grillwork, lined with holes. No escape there. Her ears were popping as pressure built up in the tube. She could do nothing to prevent Pandora from subjecting her to the ghastly procedure. Batgirl locked eyes again with Pandora.


  “To restore the patient after recessitation, the original lattice structure must be recorded and reloaded into the brain and nervous system. Without this information, I’m afraid you’ll be as helpless and malleable as a newborn babe. Batgirl will be no more and I will recreate you as I see fit.”


  “I’ll never give in to you, Pandora,” Batgirl hissed. “You had better kill me now, or I’ll eventually destroy you.”


  “Perhaps. But dangerous toys are always the most desirable, don’t you think? Please begin the procedure.”


  The Dark Angel’s muscles stood out beneath the thin slitex costume as fluid started slowly filling the tube from the bottom. It was icy blue and thick like syrup, about the same temperature as cold tap water. Batgirl braced her back against the wall of the tube and kicked outward with her bound feet. Each kick caused the fluid to fizzle like soda water and give off a white mist, but had no other effect. Batgirl watched grimly as the water level slowly topped her boots. The blue gel felt slimy against her calves and was already getting colder.


  “What do you want with Greely?” Batgirl asked, courageously fighting down her mounting fear.


  “Does this constitute your last request? Very well, its the least I could do for all the pleasure you soon will bring me. You are probably aware that Greely was a thief and a liar. Quite accomplished at both, so he grew very rich. But he also had a more philosophical side, a side that longed to travel to the stars. Getting uncomfortable Batgirl?”


  Batgirl WAS getting uncomfortable. The fluid was now up to her knees and getting colder as it rose. Batgirl was shivering, and the white mist made her cough. Still, the Dark Angel kept her attention focused on Pandora.


  “Soon it will be much worse, I assure you.” Pandora pointed to the gurney where Anson Greely’s body lay, partially frozen. “Greely has invested his considerable fortune in the Phoenix project, the first interstellar launch system. I plan to use Phoenix for a more practical purpose.”


  “But what good does …. ahh ….. Greely’s body …… ahhh … do you?” Batgirl forced out the question despite the advance of the fluid, which had risen to her crotch. The solution was ice cold and getting colder as it rose, and Batgirl renewed her struggles against the tight bondage.


  “Just think of Greely as my Trojan horse. But enough business, Batgirl,” Pandora walked right up to the glass resting her fingers on the frigid surface. “It seems you have other things on your mind.”


  “Oh God, ” The Dark Angel whispered shivering. “So cold!”


  Batgirl was the center of attention as frozen fingers crept slowing up the bat symbol on her chest. Her slitex costume provided no protection against the steadily dropping temperature of the thick solution and already hypothermia was setting in. Batgirl’s eyes were getting heavy and her struggles less strenuous. Pandora and her evil entourage watched gleefully as the life was quickly drawn from their beautiful arch enemy.


  Batgirl just managed to raise up on her tiptoes as the fluid crested her chin. This pointless act of self-preservation struck Pandora as very funny. She threw her head back and laughed. “A fighter to the very end! I find that petty resistance makes torture all the more rewarding!”


  (III)


  Pandora and her henchman watched the progression of the frigid blue solution up the helpless heroine’s shapely body. As the water level reached Batgirl’s chin, the Dark Angel raised on her tiptoes, continuing to tug at the straps. Soon, however, the battle was lost and the young crime fighter was submerged. Though she was now suspended within the tank of fluid, Batgirl still locked gazes with Pandora. Undefeated.


  Batgirl continued to work at the ropes hoping the fluid would help lubricate her arms. The cold, however, had quite the opposite effect. As the temperature dropped, the ropes contracted, biting deeply into her wrists and ankles. Pandora rubbed her hands together gleefully.


  “Yes, that’s it Batgirl, fight for your life! I’ve looked forward to this for a long time.”


  Her struggles grew more desperate as the numbing fluid and lack of oxygen took their toll. Long minutes passed and Batgirl held her breath, refusing to breath in the clear blue gel. Soon the guards began to murmur: who could possibly hold their breath so long? But finally, on the verge of unconsciousness, Batgirl reflexively inhaled. She gasped and convulsed wildly as the fluid filled her lungs. But then she slowly relaxed and looked about the room wide eyed. To her amazement she found that she could actually breath the fluid!


  “Yes, Batgirl. The fluid is full of oxygen in solution. Its completely breathable, in some ways more so than Gotham’s polluted air. Soon, however, you’ll wish it wasn’t.” Pandora walked slowly around the tube, admiring her prisoner. “The chemicals in the fluid will permeate your body, saving you from hypothermia but dooming you to slow, painful petrification.”


  True to Pandora’s word, Batgirl’s groggy head was rapidly clearing as she continued to breathe in the fluid. Her clearing consciousness, however, only served to amplify the deadly cold. A strong upward current tore through the chamber suspending Batgirl above the floor. Her nerves, which had been almost completely numbed, were rapidly reviving. They burned with raw fire that grew steadily worse. Pandora caught onto the growing look of understanding and horror on Batgirl’s face.


  “Yes its getting quite uncomfortable now, isn’t it? I can see it in your gorgeous green eyes. But its just beginning I’m afraid. Feel free to scream when the pain gets to be too much.”


  Batgirl looked down at her body with wide eyes, as if unable to fathom her transformation. Just as Pandora had promised, her entire body burned as if she were being immolated inside and out. The pain was getting steadily worse, horribly so. Her attempts to free her arms were forgotten as she writhed in searing pain. Yet the more she moved, the greater the agony.


  “You are feeling your own body’s electrical signals, Batgirl, sizzling their way through your cooling nervous system. The more you move, the greater the pain. Don’t bother trying to remain still, though. The torture will grow steadily worse regardless. Soon you will lose control of your lovely body altogether. The you will be mine.”


  The men stared rapt as their beautiful enemy endured the unimaginable agony of being slowly frozen into suspended animation. Suspended in the midst of the tank, Dark Angel’s struggles were reduced to ineffective but sensuous thrusts of her body. With her hair pulled tightly behind her head, the audience was privy to the full spectrum of emotions suffered by one sentenced to living death. Behind the thin mask, Batgirl was a vision of agony and beauty.


  For 30 minutes the brave vigilante writhed and twisted within the cylinder. Death would have been a welcome release from the insidious process which slowly consumed her. Batgirl’s once defiant eyes now pleaded with the onlookers who stood only feet away watching as she was cruelly broken by the unrelenting cold. But Pandora knew no mercy, and Batgirl felt control inexorably slipping away.


  After 40 minutes, her struggles had greatly abated. Not because the pain had subsided - quite the opposite — but because her neurons had begun misfiring, translating her agonized struggles into uncoordinated convulsions. Her young body shook and quivered, still suspended in the blue fluid, which now read at 50 degrees Kelvin.


  “Her lattice recording is complete, Pandora, and her vitals are at minimal levels. Neural erasure is imminent.”


  “Ohhhh, poor Batgirl,” Pandora chided the Dark Angel, pressing her hands up against the glass. Batgirl made weak eye contact with her tormentor. “The pain must be unimaginable. But the birthing process always is isn’t it? In only minutes, you will be no more. You will be a blank slate, ready to accept my training.”


  Even as Pandora spoke, a realization struck Batgirl. Though her mind blazed with sheets the pain and horror, a tiny rational voice observed that her hands were contracting as they froze. The rope hung loosely around her wrists. Seizing on this thought, the Caped Crusader fought down the pain and willed her arms to move. Slowly, agonizingly, they responded, slipping free of the bonds, which sunk to the bottom of the tank.


  “Look Pandora, she’s got her arms free!”


  Pandora smiled. “Amazing! She’s even more of a fighter than I had imagined. Perhaps I should reload some of her existing lattice after all.”


  Pandora didn’t realize how right she was, but she was about to find out. She watched amused as Batgirl’s hand slowly went to her belt buckle. The heroine locked eyes again with Pandora as she lifted the belt buckle free from her waist and depressed a button. A razor sharp projectile shot out from the buckle, shattering the cylinder, and sending cryogenic fluid shooting throughout the room.


  Once the super chilled fluid came into contact with the warm air, it exploded into dense white vapor. Pandora screamed with inhuman rage as the room descended into chaos. Men shouted and weapons were drawn. Though the voices were jumbled, they all rang out with a common theme: get Batgirl.


  It was all Batgirl could do to cling to her belt buckle for dear life. Her pain had only slightly subsided with the shattering of the cylindrical chamber. Fortunately, there was a small drag line attached to the projectile she had fired into Pandora. An instant after the White Witch was hit she took off like a wild animal, dragging the half-frozen heroine across the room.


  When the belt buckle finally slipped from Batgirl’s hands, she found herself just outside the door. Pandora was nowhere to be found and her goons still searched for her in the lab. For a moment she laid quietly on the floor, listening to Careeko’s urgent shouts. Then, massing her strength, she kicked the lab door closed, sealing her enemies in. She tried to rise to her knees to search for Pandora, but the effort was too much. Batgirl slumped to the floor unconscious.


  * * *


  Barbara slowly opened her eyes, and found that she was in bed. Her costume had been removed and replaced with a hospital gown. An IV tube had been inserted in her arm. Dipole technicians were monitoring her condition at several computer terminals, and a woman stood near her bed, dressed in a conservative business suit.


  “Welcome back to the land of the living. How do you feel?”


  “Owwww,” Batgirl groaned, “Like a truck just ran over me.”


  “The Dipole techs tell me you’ll be fine. You’re chock full of fish enzymes, though. It’ll take some time to work through Batgirl.”


  “Please, call me Barbara.”


  “Very well, then you can call me Erica. Erica Lane, Gotham PD, Organized Crime Unit. Do you mind if we speak privately for a few moments?”


  “Not at all. Just stop the room from spinning first.”


  Erica waved the Dipole techs out of the room and closed the door.


  “Impressive bust, Barbara. You’ve outdone yourself.”


  “So you got them?”


  “Yea. Careeko, one of his lieutenants, three guns, and two techs. They shot up lab and were just getting out when we showed up.”


  “All men?”


  “Yes, why do you ask?”


  “Its nothing,” Barbara looked lost in thought.


  “Nothing the police should get involved with, ” Erica finished her sentence. “Yes, well, I’ve consulted with our legal team and it seems you complied with the terms of Article 51, so there won’t be any repercussions from the incident.” Article 51 was the unusual statute in the Gotham Civil Code which specifically addressed bounty hunters and allowed them legal protection from criminal prosecution as long as they followed police procedures and wore a “clear badge of authority.” The often maligned law was the banner under which all Gotham City’s vigilantes practiced.


  “I’m glad I could be of service. Is that all then, Detective Lane?”


  “I suppose so, ” She handed Barbara a card and stood up. “My number in case you need to get in touch with me. I’ll call you to arrange for your testimony at the arraignment. We wouldn’t need to trouble you if the surveillance system had been operational in the lab. Seems the security guard forgot to load it with tape.”


  Evidence or not, Barbara was glad her ordeal in the tank wasn’t recorded for posterity. Erica made her way to the door, then stopped with her hand on the knob.


  “Is there something else?” Barbara smiled innocently.


  Erica turned around and walked back towards the bed. “I know I shouldn’t admit to this, but I just wanted to let you know that myself and a few other officers have begun practicing under Article 51. You don’t have to be alone in these things, if you don’t want to.”


  “You could lose your shield for that kind of thing, you know. It’s awfully tempting to work both sides of the fence.”


  “True, but the Police force is flat on its back right now. We need to take perps off the streets, one way or another. And who knows, if things go well we could wind up with a few vigilantes actually sponsored by the city. Like the Batman.”


  “I appreciate the offer, Lieutenant. It never hurts knowing where I can get a little back up. What’s your operative name?”


  “Melee,” she smiled. “It was a nickname given to me by my first judo instructor. I decided to keep it.”


  “At least until you get your first bust and the press tags you with a flattering name like Batgirl,” Barbara grinned.


  “I suppose so,” she stood up. “Anyway, I wanted to drop off this.” She handed Barbara a small metal tube, the size of a lip stick. “If you need me just press the button. I can track the signal anywhere within a 30 mile radius.”


  As Barbara watched the tall police lieutenant walk out the door, she thought of the other similar offers of assistance she had received in the past. Almost all were dead now, or permanently crippled. Barbara couldn’t help but wonder if Erica Lane knew what she was getting herself into.


  Barbara closed her eyes and relaxed. She must have drifted off, because the next thing she remembered, there was another knock at the door.


  “Come in,” Barbara welcomed.


  The door opened and in walked three people. The first was a fat, well-dressed man in his forties. His expensive suit and serious demeanor suggested he considered himself quite important. Behind him came a beautiful blonde teenager, perhaps 18. She wore an exquisite dark green suit which closely followed the contours of her body. Behind her was a very tall man with a grim face and balding head. He reminded Barbara vaguely of a huge condor. He wore a baggy exercise suit.


  “Ahh, Ms Gordon, I’m so pleased you’re all right.” The fat man took her hand. “They told me what had happened and I came right over. I’m Richard Greely, director of the Greely Estate. My sister, Claudia.” Richard struck Barbara as professional and honest. Claudia seemed to be watching Barbara with admiration, perhaps even envy. Barbara was sure she had seen the striking young woman before, though she couldn’t put her finger on where. The tall man in the warm up seemed completely impassive. Bodyguard?


  “I appreciate your concern, Mr Greely. I’m glad I could help. How is your father?”


  “He was only partially recessitated by the intruders. My team promptly put him back in the chamber, so there seems to be no harm done. Your arrival was well timed.”


  “Did you examine his body?”


  “Certainly, during the recryonizing process. He was fine.”


  “Did you check for any types of invasive procedures?”


  Richard smiled. “Ms Gordon, those thugs didn’t strike me as the types to perform any type of surgery on a partially frozen man.”


  Suddenly the wheels in Barbara’s mind clicked, she pointed at Claudia. “I remember you. Claudia Debusey! You were the silver medalist in the 9 meter platform at the Port Royal summer Olympics!”


  The teenage flashed a radiant grin. “Wow. I never thought anyone remembered aquatic events.”


  “Of course I do! You were fifth going into your last two dives, and won the silver. How could I forget that kind of comeback?” Barbara also had to admit privately that Claudia was one of the most striking female athletes she had even seen.


  “Well it helps having a rich father to build you a complete aquatics facility. But I’m not exactly in the same league as Batgirl, fighting master criminals.” Barbara could now see that the look in Claudia’s eyes was something more than admiration. It was the same look Erica Lane had when announcing she was becoming a vigilante.


  “Regarding your father, I know about his past.”


  “His past?” Richard did a poor job of feigning surprise.


  “Relax, Mr Greely. I’m not interested in going after his estate, only those who might try to subvert it.”


  “And you’ve already done that,” Richard seemed flustered. “The men are going to jail, and we’ve decided to transport our father to Dipole’s maximum security facility, outside the city. That should prevent any such incidents in the future.”


  “I also know about the Phoenix project.” Barbara’s bombshell silenced the room. Richard was clearly taken aback.


  “Who told you?” Richard suddenly looked dangerous.


  “I didn’t say anything to the police. But Carreko wasn’t acting alone. They know all about what you’re doing and have other plans for Phoenix.”


  “What kind of other plans?”


  “I don’t know, Mr Greely, but I’m confident they’re very dire. I’d like to help you safe-guard Pheonix against another attack.”


  “I assure you, that’s completely unnecessary, Batgirl. I’ve taken painstaking safeguards.”


  “Like you did with your father’s body, and knowledge about Phoenix in the first place?”


  “There must be a leak in my organization,” Richard was frusterated. “Phoenix has grown too large.”


  “All the more reason for me to be there. You can’t go to the police, or they’d start asking questions about where the money came from to pay for your own personal space program. And I’m afraid the vigilante population has fallen on hard times.”


  “Yes,” Richard looked defeated. “Yes I suppose you’re right. Very well, I’ll add you to the team from Dipole. If you can secure the facility long enough to get Phoenix away, I’ll be greatly in your debt. We’ll discuss this matter further after you’ve recovered. You need your rest.”


  Richard turned to leave but Claudia’s gaze remained focused on Barbara. There was a curious gleam in her eye that Barbara couldn’t quite figure out. It was almost as if they shared some intimate secret, but Barbara couldn’t make the connection. Then it was gone, and the entire Greely family left the room.


  (IV)


  Deep inside the cavernous Greely training facility, Claudia stared defiantly up at Slim Jim as he prepared her for her evenings ordeal. The heiress stood dressed only in a black nylon bikini and high-heeled pumps with her back up against the surface of a high tech massage table, its padded surface raised to vertical. Her young body, sculpted by years of strenuous workouts and competitive swimming, glistened with oil. Her face was unreadable as if she were preparing for her next dive.


  Without a word, slim took up Claudia’s wrists and secured them in padded leather cuffs. Then he pulled her arms overhead and secured the cuffs to chains that ran to a winch mechanism installed at the top of the table. With the push of a button Claudia’s arms were lifted high over her head. Slim Jim repeated the procedure on her ankles, firmly cuffing them and chaining her to a winch at the base of the table.


  Claudia wriggled to get a feel for the restraints, and found them inescapably snug. Slim allowed the young woman a moment to squirm, then turned her head to face him and forced a black ball gag into her small mouth. Powerless to resist, she accepted the gag without protest. Then Jim held before her eyes a large black dildo, covered with rubbery knobs and dripping with lubricant. Claudia moaned softly behind the gag. She watched between her firm breasts as the huge man pulled aside her silky trunks and slowly forced the device into her.


  Now that the beautiful Olympian was bound to the table, Slim Jim moved to a control console and flipped several switches. The first activated the dildo, which began to vibrate pleasantly. The second activated the autowinches at the top and bottom of the massage table. The third activated a VCR which played out to a floor-to-ceiling screen directly in front of Claudia.


  Claudia had managed to nab the tape for the laboratory surveillance camera before the Gotham police. She assumed correctly that it might contain information on Pandora’s plans for Phoenix. But when she played the tape in her rooms she discovered that it also recorded Batgirl’s ordeal in the tube in intimate detail. Since then, Claudia had been fantasizing every night about being a superheroine.


  The tape opened with a panorama of the lab, populated by some of the most fearsome criminals Claudia had ever seen. While the criminals joked gruffly, three men in white lab coats attended to Claudia’s father in the treatment area. They had partially thawed him and were carefully inserting a metal cylinder into his throat. The device, Pandora had told her, would take control of the Phoenix’s navigation systems shortly after launch then steer the rocket like a ballistic missile at one of Pandora’s enemies.


  Though the tape had no sound, Claudia could see Pandora gesture for the men to be silent. The men stood rock still while Pandora’s lips mumbled and she made motions in the air. A moment later, Batgirl sprang into the room, then looked around in confusion. Claudia had already watched the tape countless times, and could never understand why Batgirl stood by casually when armed thugs were standing all around her. Still, the ambush was dramatic, and Claudia couldn’t help but flinch when the men fired their capture devices at the Caped Crusader.


  A thrill shot through Claudia’s body as Batgirl was explosively cocooned in heavy black cords. Another thrill shot through her when she felt her own bonds tighten. Just as Slim had promised, the more she moved the tighter she would be stretched. This immediately got her hot, wondering just how tight Slim had set the controls. Claudia would almost certainly find out: she would climax many times during Batgirl’s long ordeal in the tube.


  Laughing like jackals, Pandora’s men extracted Batgirl from the coils of rope, groping her lustily as they stripped away her cape and utility compartments. Claudia imagined rough hands on her as Batgirl was turned onto her stomach and bound at the wrists and ankles with layer after layer of heavy rope. The men took their time, ensuring they had ample opportunity to probe their voluptuous captive. Despite the shock of the blasters, the young vigilante grimaced prettily as her bonds got tighter and tighter.


  Now helpless, Batgirl was lightly lifted and forced to her knees before Pandora. In this position Claudia got a perfect view of Batgirl’s face. She looked almost feline, with delicate features, a fine neckline and huge green eyes. Her mask was somehow adhered to her face, and looked almost painted on. Batgirl’s thick mane of red hair flowed luxuriously from behind her mask and down to her shoulder blades. It shimmered in the light as she shook her head to shake off the blow.


  Pandora and Batgirl had a brief exchange, then Batgirl was lifted to her feet. Almost lovingly, Pandora pulled Batgirl’s hair tightly behind her head and fastened it into place. Then Batgirl was pulled struggling to the tubes. Claudia’s hips began gyrating as she vicariously lived out Batgirl’s plight. The anticipation was almost more than she could bear.


  Claudia mimicked Batgirl’s wide eyes as the tube descended, sealing the ebon-clad crime fighter in the chamber. Standing in profile to the camera, Batgirl was amazingly sexy. Her body suit shimmered beneath the soft lights in the tube, highlighting her sinewy arms, full, firm breasts, and taught stomach. With the utility compartments removed from her belt, Claudia could better admire Batgirl’s small waist as well as the delicate curve of her pelvis as it disappeared between her thighs. The back of the Dark Angel’s body suit sunk slightly into her buttocks and, as Batgirl struggled, Claudia could see the outline of her close-cropped pussy beneath the tight material of her costume.


  Claudia fantasized about Batgirl’s thoughts as the small cylinder locked into place. The suffocating walls, the strict bondage, imminent torture, and the jeering audience - the scene was almost too terrifying even to watch. This was no bondage game. Batgirl would soon be writhing in terrible agony. Claudia would have been paralyzed with fear, but the beautiful green-eyed crime fighter did the unimaginable: She began questioning her captors.


  Claudia gyrated her hips in passion as Batgirl questioned Pandora even as the deadly blue fluid began to fill the chamber. Through dreamy eyes Claudia followed the progress of the creeping solution up Batgirl’s high-heeled boots. The Dark Angel’s muscles danced beneath the rubbery costume as she fought both the tight bondage and mounting fear. Inch by inch, the Caped Crusader’s body was consumed by the icy tide. Batgirl’s nipples grew rock hard beneath the lustrous body suit as her breasts were engulfed. Soon, Batgirl began to shiver uncontrollably and Pandora terminated the short discussion.


  As the fluid filled the tube Batgirl was lifted until she was suspended in the middle of the chamber. Claudia’s first climax coincided with Batgirl’s first breath of the blue agent. The look of dawning horror in the doomed redhead’s face sent Claudia hopelessly over the edge of passion. Fully engaged in the fantasy, Claudia and Batgirl struggled as one. Batgirl’s chest heaved delightfully as she labored to breath in the thick fluid. Clearly the torture was growing rapidly more intense as Batgirl’s struggles for freedom degenerated into desperate flailing.


  The brave heroine’s struggles were so erotic that Claudia was oblivious to the ever tightening rack which held her. Lost in her own agony, Batgirl’s struggles turned into a sort of erotic dance before a leering audience. She threw her head sensously back and forth, one moment slumping over as if unconscious, then throwing back her head in a silent scream. Fortunately, Pandora had pulled back the Dark Angel’s hair, giving the audience unobstructed view of her countenance. The sight of Batgirl’s lovely face twisted in pain sent Claudia again into climax. In fact, the men watching could not avoid slipping their hands into their pockets as their beautiful enemy convulsed gorgeously in the crystal chamber.


  Suddenly Claudia’s fantasy was interrupted as the room flooded with bright blue light. Claudia had to close her eyes against the blinding blue. By the time she had recovered, Pandora stood before her, smiling approvingly.


  “You’re becoming quite the superheroine, Claudia. You certainly have the perfect physique for it.”


  “Hmmm, Hmmmm, ” Claudia tried to talk through the ball gag. She seemed surprised but not the least embarrassed.


  “Oh, of course. Forgive me,” Pandora gently released the strap holding the ball gag and pulled it from Claudia’s mouth.


  “Pandora! Do you really think so? Slim has been instructing me in judo for years, and now he’s making me a utility belt. Perhaps I could fight for you some day.”


  “Of course, my dear. In fact, I’ve brought you a little present.” She laid a box at Claudia’s feet.


  “Shall I get Jim to …?” Claudia looked at her cuffs.


  “Oh no, no, no, I see you’re in training. A superheroine must learn to be unyielding in the midst of interrogation, and I’ll only be minute.” Pandora looked over at the video screen, where Batgirl struggled in the tube. “I just wanted to take care of a little unfinished business.”


  Claudia’s eyes lit up. “Are you going to kill Batgirl? She’s convinced my idiot brother to let her protect the Phoenix launch next week.”


  “I’m not going to kill her, Claudia. You are.”


  Claudia was exasperated. “Oh Pandora, I don’t know. I’m not sure if I can beat her…. yet,” she hastily added.


  “Fear not, my dear. I have taken care of every eventuality. I will lay the trap. You need only to spring it and take care of some details.”


  “Oh, I don’t know…”


  “If you want to fight for Pandora someday, you’ll have to start proving yourself now. And just think of it, the Dark Angel under your control, vulnerable to any type of interrogation you deem fit.”


  Claudia’s eyes glowed at the thought, but she was still hesitant. Pandora patted her gently on the thigh and stood up. “I realize these decisions are sometimes difficult. Please think it over, and enjoy your present. If you decide to do it, you know how to contact me.”


  With that, Pandora vanished in an explosion of blue light. As quickly as she could, Claudia signaled for Slim Jim, who promptly appeared.


  “Get me down, ” she ordered. “Pandora left me a present!”


  Jim promptly complied, removing the dildo and easing Claudia to the floor. Stiff from the stretching, Claudia picked up the box and opened it. It contained her own superheroine costume! It was deep blue like the color of Pandora’s blue aura, made of a thin silky material that gleamed like wet latex. She ran her fingers down the suit lovingly, starting at the turtle neck collar and ending at the thong crotch. From deep within the box Claudia produced a thin silver tiara. Dreamily she slipped it on. It was perfectly formed for her head.


  “Oh yes, Pandora!! The answer is yes!”


  (V)


  After Barbara’s meeting with the Greely Estate, Dipole Technologies, and Manticore Aerospace she was amazed that the project could have progressed so far in secret. The Greely Estate had spent hundreds of millions of dollars purchasing rocket components, including a French Arriane and an Energia heavy lift booster from the defunct Russian space shuttle. They had spent millions for integration and testing at Manticore Aerospace and yet more to fund university research into navigational techniques for interstellar travel. Given the extent of their activities, it was amazing every supercriminal in the world wasn’t vying for a cut of the action.


  Richard Greely had reluctantly trusted her with the story behind the Phoenix project. With his ill-got fortune Anson Greely had arranged a complex and very expensive form of interplanetary immortality for himself. He had persuaded Dipole Technologies to preserve his body in suspended animation, and had hired Manticore Aerospace to launch his body towards Landis Sol, the Gold Star. Since Dipole’s equipment would certainly fail before reaching his destination he designed the spacecraft so that after leaving the orbit of Pluto he would be exposed to deep space and his body would be perfectly preserved at only a few degrees Kelvin. Anson was convinced that he would be revived at Landis Sol upon his arrival a million years in the future — the only interstellar ambassador from a long extinct race.


  With such an imaginative if far-fetched “retirement” planned, Anson was almost gleeful when he was diagnosed with terminal cancer. He eagerly set about executing the Phoenix Project. Dipole built a lab in the basement of the Greely Estate and used it preserve Greely’s body. Since Anson was legally killed by the procedure, he trusted the launch phase of his plan to his most reliable child, Richard. The launching of Phoenix would bankrupt the Greely Estate, but Richard faithfully carried out his part of the bargain and initiated the launch contract with Manticore Aerospace. Richard knew, however, that not everyone associated with the Greely Estate was in favor of spending all their money on an interstellar space launch, so he had the critical information regarding Anson’s preservation stored at the Magnacorp vault.


  Anson Greely’s capsule had been loaded into the payload bay of the Arriane rocket just after the incident at the Greely Estate. If anyone wanted to get at Greely, they would somehow have to get to the huge rocket, hidden deep in Manticore Aerospace’s subterranean launch complex. Since the complex was once a top secret weapons facility, security was virtually air-tight. If anyone planned to interfere with the launch, it had to be an inside job.


  This made Batgirl’s job easier. She dedicated her first days at Manticore to studying every possible access route to the rocket. The fact that it would remain in its underground bunker until launch limited the number of access points to a handful: maintenance hatches, electrical conduits, exhaust vents, and fueling facilities. She planted Bat sensors at all of these locations. If anyone tried to get to the rocket she would know about it.


  The rest of her time she spent observing the staff. Posing as a researcher with the Dipole team, she closely monitored all the people she came into contact with, storing their psychological profiles in her photographic memory. She obviously had extensive experience with super criminals and could often spot the type of individual vulnerable to recruitment or blackmail. But on the eve of the launch she still had no leads. No one acted even remotely suspicious. They all seemed to be dedicated, hard-working, talented scientists and engineers almost giddy at the prospect of participating in the first interstellar launch project, no matter how outlandish its purpose. Barbara was beginning to doubt if there would be another attempt on Greely after all. And the implication of this was simple: whatever Pandora was after, she got it the first time.


  Barbara finally resolved to sneak onboard the rocket herself and have a look at Greely. With the launch only 12 hours away, the titanic fuel tanks were already filling with dangerous propellants. Entering the launch tube itself would be treacherous, but she had identified a catwalk near the top of the rocket that would remain connected until almost the moment of launch. With any luck , she could get across the catwalk and sneak into the payload bay without being detected.


  That night, she slipped into her Batgirl costume. Running her hands down her curving flanks made her tingle with excitement. During her three years in Thailand she had forgotten how addictive her Batgirl personae could be. The danger, the adrenaline, the hypnotic mixture of fear and power, the knowledge that there was no one to save her if she stumbled - it was almost like a drug. She doubted if she could turn her back on Batgirl again, whether or not she rescued Batman from Tightrope’s trap.


  Reluctantly she concealed her costume beneath a rag wool sweater, slacks, and her trusty Dipole lab coat. Barbara had just picked up a clipboard and was heading for the launch tube when she noticed a note under her door. It was from Claudia Greely, the young Olympian whom Barbara had occasionally seen with Richard. The note read:


  
    Barbara,


    I think I may know why criminals want my Father’s body. I know more about Father’s past than Richard, and I’d like to keep it secret from the family. I need to tell you, however, so you can protect the Phoenix mission until the launch. It’s too dangerous to write anything down on paper, so I must meet with you in person. I will be in the pump room beneath the liquid oxygen tanks at midnight tonight. If you don’t show, I will understand.


    Regards,


    Claudia Greely

  


  Barbara read the note carefully. Claudia in danger? Who could Barbara have missed that could threaten Claudia into silence? Perhaps Pandora had “agents” in the compound that weren’t human. Could Claudia be trying to lure her into a trap? Too many questions and not enough information to go on. Still, it was Batgirl’s first break in the case. Claudia might be able to spare Batgirl the dangerous journey to the cargo bay and, if not, there would still be enough time for the Dark Angel to check out Greely’s body and get off the rocket before launch.


  At the appointed hour she made her way down to the small room beneath the massive liquid oxygen tanks. The sound of the pressurized fluid churning through the huge pipes in the frigid room was almost deafening. It was a good place for a secret meeting —- or an ambush.


  “Batgirl, thank God you’ve come!” Claudia seemed absolutely exasperated. “You’ve got to stop him! You’ve got to stop him!”


  “Who?”


  “Him!” She pointed behind Barbara. She ducked instinctively just as a heavy pipe whizzed over her head. In the same motion she swept with a leg and caught her assailant off-guard, dropping him to the ground. The pipe swept back and Barbara nimbly jumped over it, moving out of the man’s range.


  It was the condor man who Barbara had taken for Claudia’s body guard. He got up quickly swinging the pipe like a home run hitter. At the end of one of these swings, however, Barbara suddenly sprang in at him, catching him off balance. This time Barbara clamped down on the huge man’s wrist and dug into sensitive nerve endings. The bar dropped from his hands as Barbara swept his legs out from under him again. She delivered a staggering knee to his chin even as he dropped. The huge man completed his journey to the floor and was still.


  “Who was he…” Barbara turned to regard Claudia, but the words caught in her throat. She could tell that the ball point pen in Claudia’s hand was actually a small needle gun. In a flash a Batarang appeared in Batgirl’s hand and she hurled it at Claudia. With uncanny accuracy, the Batarang knocked the pen from the shocked young woman’s hand. But it was an instant too late. A small cloud of needles shot from the pen. Two on the periphery of the cloud struck Barbara.


  “What is this?” Barbara pulled one of the needle from her throat. Claudia edged toward the door, fearing that the needles might not have worked. But she got bolder when she saw Barbara starting to stagger.


  “A little present, Batgirl, compliments of the White Witch.”


  The room was spinning and Batgirl sank to her knees. She had fallen into Pandora’s trap again.


  * * *


  When Batgirl woke up, she found that she was tightly bound in the midst of a huge, squat hexagonal room made entirely of rusted iron grillwork. Her costume had been removed and replaced with another, much more erotic superheroine costume! She now wore a tight high-neck body suit made of a black, rubbery material with an almost metallic sheen. Her arms and legs were clad in tight fitting gloves and high-heeled boots of the same material. Ultra-sheer hose covered her long legs between the top of the thigh-length boots and the high-cut body suit. A scarlet sash was wrapped snugly around her thin waist, and a short silky cape ran from her shoulders to just below her buttocks. Her face was partially concealed behind a small black mask and around her throat was choker of black ribbon bearing a deep red stone. Batgirl’s luxurious dark red hair was pulled behind her head in a thick rope and she had been sprayed heavily with an exotic perfume.


  Her arms were tied behind her back at the elbows and wrists. A wooden trapeze ran behind her back and through her arm pits holding her suspended in a standing position with her feet resting on the floor. A rope was coiled several times around her waist and pulled tight beneath the sash. A crotch rope ran from her bound wrists between her legs and up to the waist rope, preventing her from slipping off the trapeze. Heavy steel manacles were secured around her ankles. Thick chains attached to the manacles disappeared through the grillwork of the floor and pulled down on her legs with considerable force. She could lift her legs but only with great effort.


  Batgirl’s attention, however, was drawn not to her own predicament but to Claudia. The young heiress stood before her dressed in a similar costume, except that her’s was deep blue with long sleeves. Her stiletto boots, gauntlets and tight belt were gray, as was the bandoleer-like strap that ran from her left hip, between her breasts, and over her right shoulder. Her silky blonde hair was pulled back in a French braid and sprinkled with glitter. She wore a thin silver tiara at her forehead and a small mask which concealed nothing.


  As Claudia walked slowly around her prisoner, Batgirl was awed by her grace and beauty. Beneath the glossy, skin tight costume Claudia was in immaculate physical condition. She was long and lean with graceful arms and firm breasts. Muscles stood out on her legs and taut abdomen. The thong back of Claudia’s body suit sunk deeply into her buttocks, highlighting her shapely buns beneath the shimmery hose. The mask framing her huge blue eyes only served to accentuate her striking face. Under other circumstances, Claudia could easily pass for a vigilante. One of the most beautiful Batgirl had ever seen.


  “I knew I would have to eliminate you the moment I laid eyes on you, Batgirl.” Claudia grinned. “Nothing my simpleton brother could say would keep you from the truth. My father was a fool for wanting to throw away our entire fortune, but my brother was an even bigger fool for thinking you wouldn’t catch on.”


  “You sold out to Pandora?”


  “I merely dealt with the highest bidder. I’ve managed to salvage just enough to keep up my training, while the rest of the Greely Estate goes up in smoke!”


  “Claudia, you don’t know the kind of people you’re dealing with…”


  “Nor do you, Batgirl. Actually, I’ve been looking forward to this all week. Watching you suffer in the cryogenic chamber got me so excited. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about being a superheroine, so I got a costume of my own.” She motioned to her body. “It really does feel dangerously sexy, but there’s always been something missing: you. When I learned that you would be joining the Dipole team, I had Pandora design a second uniform for you. If I may say, you look even better in it than I had imagined.” Batgirl looked down at the costume. The thin fabric highlighted every detail of her feminine body. The sight of the


  taught crotch rope biting deeply into her pussy sent an unexpected chill down her spine. She couldn’t understand it, but it excited her.


  “I don’t know what kind of game you’re playing, but…”


  “That’s exactly it! You and I are going to play a game. We’re going to act out my fantasy,” Claudia’s beautiful face glowed. “I knew I’d never be able to smuggle you out of the Manticore complex, so I had Slim Jim bring the fantasy to us. Of course, I had to find a place where we wouldn’t be disturbed…”


  “Where are we?” Batgirl looked around. The chains which supported the trapeze ran up to a spider web lattice of rusted grillwork some 15 feet overhead. Perhaps 20 feet in front of Batgirl hung another trapeze with a matching set of leg chains issuing up from the floor. Directly in the center of the room between the two trapezes there was a pulley system secured to the ceiling. A heavy chain ran down from the pulley and attached to the midpoint of a heavy wooden beam reinforced with iron. The chain was slack and the beam rested on the floor, running the full length between Batgirl and the far trapeze. The chamber smelled of rust and carbon, as if they were in a giant barbecue grill.


  “We’re in the exhaust chamber at the bottom of the launch tube. No one ever comes down here, because its so hard to get to. We’re a hundred feet deeper than the rest of the building, so no one will hear us. Plus, in 3 hours the rocket will launch and vaporize anything in this room. No evidence of our little games will be left behind for the police.”


  “So what game are we playing?” Batgirl bit her lip watching Claudia run her gloved hands down the flanks of her own costumed body.


  “I call it ‘Shadow Woman and Nightcat,’ ” Claudia’s voice trembled with anticipation, “You’re Shadow Woman, and I’m your partner Nightcat. We’ve been captured by our arch enemy, Dr Sadista,” she motioned to Jim, who bowed, “while carrying secret information. We’re going to be tortured — tit to tit so to speak — until one of us breaks.”


  Batgirl had never noticed Jim until that moment. She wrenched her gaze off Claudia’s hypnotic visage to see the same man she defeated beneath the oxygen tanks; Claudia’s trainer from the estate. He had a hard gleam in his eye of the sort she had seen in many hard-core criminals she had taken down. He smiled at her coldly, and the Dark Angel wondered just what kind of training he did.


  “And if we both keep quiet?”


  “Then in three hours we truss you up nice and tight and leave you here for the rocket. But don’t worry about that now, think about surviving the next three hours!” Nightcat came forward and began running her hands down Batgirl-Shadow Woman’s curvaceous flanks, then nestled her lips against Batgirl’s ear. Both women had been heavily perfumed and Nightcat’s odor was intoxicating. “We need a secret to keep from Slim. The secret code is 15-45-13-69. Got it?” Batgirl nodded uncertainly, her body tingling from the soft kisses.


  Claudia lingered. “I asked Slim to invent a new torture for us, to test my limits. I’ve told him to keep up the interrogation no matter how much I beg him to stop. Honestly, I’m a little nervous.”


  “Claudia … don’t do this,” was all Batgirl-Shadow Woman could say. Despite her best efforts to remain calm, her body was slowly coming erotically alive.


  Nightcat backed away and put her hands on her hips. Her silky blue cape lazily waved behind her body. Batgirl looked on Claudia longingly. “Okay, Sadista, we’re ready.”


  No amateur to sexual role-playing, Slim Jim suddenly underwent a dramatic transformation and seized Nightcat in a bear hug. The deadly gleam Batgirl had spotted earlier was now concealed.


  “There you are, Nightcat!” he boomed, “thought you could save your partner, hugh? Well, maybe you should just join her, instead.”


  “Let me go Sadista! ” Nightcat squealed and struggled as Slim-Sadista tied her arms behind her back in the same fashion as Batgirl and carried her to the far trapeze. “You’ll never get away with this!”


  “Nor will either of you be getting away!” Sadista slipped Nightcat’s slim ankles into the heavy manacles and snapped them shut. By releasing two pins, the short length of slack chain was pulled through the iron grillwork of the floor, transferring the full force of the weights below to the superheroine’s ankles. Nightcat tried to move her booted feet but it was almost as if she were cemented to the floor.


  “You two are far from the Capital City,” Sadista wrapped a rope several times around Nightcat’s waist then pulled it tight. Slim Jim was clearly, if nothing else, a bondage expert. “You have no hope of rescue. Perhaps you would tell me the secret code you are carrying and spare yourselves a great deal of discomfort?”


  “Never, Sadista! ” Nightcat said with perfect, melodramatic inflection. “We’ll never give in to your twisted schemes!”


  “Just as I hoped you would say,” Sadista smiled crookedly, producing an additional rope and securing it to Nightcat’s wrists. “Gives me an opportunity to share with you my latest invention.” Sadista ran Nightcat’s arms over the trapeze, then ran the rope from her wrists down between her legs and threaded it into the waist rope. Nightcat winced as he slowly pulled the rope taught then gave it a final tug before tying it off. Nightcat and Shadow Woman now stood facing each other similarly bound with arms pulled behind their backs, chests thrust forward, and crotch ropes pulled deeply into their pussies.


  “I’d be insulting your courage if I asked you to talk again now. I’m sure you would accept nothing less than the harshest punishment before surrendering any information.” Sadista pulled out two black ball gags and forced one into Nightcat’s mouth. He secured it in place with a leather strap behind her head. “I’ll even help you keep your silence.”


  After similarly gagging Shadow Woman, Sadista set to work preparing the rest of his “invention.” First he went to the chain in the center of the room and took up the slack. The heavy beam raised awkwardly off the floor and came to rest up against the each superheroine’s outer thigh, with the sharp edge up. Near each woman, the beam had three features. Right at the point where the heavy shaft rested against their legs, there was a vertical hole drilled in the wood, threaded like a screw hole. About two feet in front of the hole was a stout metal ring protruding from the top of the beam. A second ring was mounted some two feet behind the hole, near the very end of the bar.


  All of this detail, however, was lost on Shadow Woman. She could only stare at her beautiful new partner whose muscles danced as she fought against her bondage. Her attention was only torn away from Claudia-Nightcat when Sadista came to stand before her holding a monstrous dildo of stainless steel, dripping with lubricant. She looked away while her captor screwed the dildo into its hole along the beam. With dawning realization of the horror they were about to endure, Shadow Woman watched while Sadista screwed a second somewhat smaller dildo into the beam before Nightcat.


  “There,” Sadista laughed. “A comfortable perch for each of you.”


  The young heiress shook her head in disbelief as Sadista repositioned the beam between her legs. The huge man released the crotch rope securing Nightcat’s wrists and quickly retied the rope to the steel ring at the back of the beam. Nightcat arched her pelvis to avoid the steel dildo as Sadista produced a second rope and ran this cord from the vigilante’s waist rope to the ring in front of her. Despite her struggles, he positioned the lubricated shaft just in front of Nightcat with its cold tip rubbing against her silken body suit. Lovingly, Sadista pulled the thin fabric aside to expose the Olympian’s close-cropped vagina. By pulling in


  the slack of both ropes simultaneously, the madman drew the device up until 3 inches of its 10 inch length was inside Nightcat. With the flip of a switch the dildo began to vibrate. Nightcat pulled at her bonds madly as the stimulation shot through her body.


  Fear and mounting passion filled Shadow Woman as she watched her “partner” prepared for their ordeal. Though Claudia was too absorbed by her fantasy to notice, it was obvious to Batgirl that Slim Jim planned to kill them both. This was not a trap designed for a simple bondage fantasy. It would be cruel and possibly fatal. Batgirl and Claudia would have to work together if they were going to survive, and the Dark Angel grimly wondered if her beautiful but gullible ally would be up to the challenge.


  Despite her insight into Slim Jim’s true motives, she could do nothing except watch as Pandora’s henchman secured her to the beam as well. As with Nightcat, he removed her crotch rope and retied it to the ring behind her, forcing her arms straight back at a 45 degree angle. Then he threaded an additional cord through her waist rope and ran it to the front ring. He tied a slip knot at the front ring and began pulling in both ropes. Carefully, he positioned the dildo.


  “Pandora asked me to make yours extra large, ” Slim Jim whispered. “to thank you for the little stinger you gave her back in the lab.”


  With wide eyes Batgirl-Shadowoman stared at the monster now rubbing against her crotch. Despite her fear, Batgirl actually ached to feel the cold shaft inside her. Nightcat’s sensuous gyrations were driving the young red-head crazy. Slim Jim pulled the crotch of Batgirl’s new costume aside to reveal her wet pussy. She struggled erotically as she was slowly impaled on the stainless steel shaft. The vibrating rod sent shivers of pleasure through her body.


  “Of course the game is simple, its a teeter-totter,” Sadista rested his hand on the beam. “You’re comfortable now, but when I raise the chain, only one person can be on her feet at a time. The other will be suspended on the beam. The weights attached to your feet are 40 pounds each, which means 80 pounds plus your body weight will be pulling the bar into your pussies. Who must take the punishment and for how long I leave up to you.”


  Shadow Woman and Nightcat eyed each other with sex-clouded sympathy as Sadista pulled up on the chain at the center of the beam. Both woman sighed as the dildos buried themselves in their pussies. The wonderful sensation of the dildos, however, was soon mixed with pain as the bar split each woman’s labia and bit deep. By the time their high heels left the floor both were moaning through their gags, completely impaled on the huge dildos with their full weight plus resting directly on their sex.


  The two doomed heroines hung suspended for a time, balanced by their nearly equal body weights. As fate would have it, it was Shadow Woman who won the game with inertia first, and her feet began dropping to the floor even as Nightcat accelerated upward. As the pressure eased off, Shadowoman got to watch Nightcat endure the suffering that soon would be hers. Tears streamed down the cheeks of the lithe blonde as she threw her head from side to side. The weights around her ankles pulled straight down, ensuring that young woman’s legs and pelvis remained centered over the sharp beam despite her struggles. She could move her legs slowly forward and backward but this caused the weights to sway, increasing the pain. Batgirl could tell from Claudia’s eyes that she was in shock. She never expected Slim Jim’s “new torture” would be anything so terrible.


  Batgirl-Shadowoman fought furiously at the ropes, trying to use the short respite to her advantage. With her feet on the ground she had good leverage and could work at the knots. Once suspended in the air, any motion would be extremely painful and probably unproductive. But Shadow Woman could see that Nightcat’s suffering got progressively worse the longer she rode the rail. Batgirl realized in frustration that freeing herself from the ropes would take time and time was something they would have to share to survive. She could only hope that Claudia would reciprocate.


  A gentle push of her legs was all it took to send the finely balanced bar upward. The feeling of being completely impaled on the dildo was almost indescribably delicious but was closely followed by the bite of the sharp rail is it crushed against her most sensitive flesh. As she ascended, her pleasure rapidly mixed with pain. By the time she came to a stop some 9 feet in the air, agony and ecstasy waged a war within her. Nightcat thanked Shadow Woman with her eyes as she descended, finally touching the floor.


  Sadista smiled. “I see you two understand the nature of your new relationship, so I’ll leave you to enjoy my little toy.” He walked over to Claudia-Nightcat and turned her head towards him in his familiar style. “The White Witch wishes to thank you for your support, but your services are no longer necessary. I have strict instructions to destroy all the evidence, including you.”


  Claudia looked up at Slim Jim like a trapped animal. He smiled and held her face tightly, allowing the full weight of her betrayal to sink in. “Relax, it will only be for three hours.” He inclined his head toward Batgirl-Shadow Woman, who writhed beautifully at the far end of the teeter-totter. “If I were you I’d just leave her up there, and spare yourself the pain. Enjoy your last few hours romping on your friend there and watching Batgirl suffer. That’s what you really wanted anyway, wasn’t it?”


  “HMMMMMM,” Claudia tried to protest against Slim Jim’s stinging words but he had already turned away. Despite herself, she thrusted her pelvis against the vibrating dildo. Her whole body was alive.


  “Oh yes, one more thing. Those dildos are loaded with explosives. If you try to remove them…. BOOM! So don’t even think about trying to escape.” With that, he disappeared into the maintenance hatch and was gone.


  Claudia’s attention turned back to Batgirl, who’s green eyes were fixed upon her. The tight bondage, which had seemed so erotic, was suddenly deadly and suffocating. The huge rocket nozzles just overhead were now terrifying. The woman on the other end of the teeter totter was suffering because of her … for her. Batgirl had even voluntarily traded places with Claudia to give her a break from the rail. Batgirl’s eyes were intense, but not pleading. Still Claudia could see the Dark Angel’s mounting pain. The young Olympian suddenly felt horrible, used, and helpless. Yet, she could not bear to face another ride on the rail. She turned away from Batgirl.


  Batgirl struggled to remain calm as she confronted the likelihood that she would ride the rail for the full three hours until the rocket ignited. Like many times in the past, she quickly made peace with her situation and pressed forward. Since pain would increasingly cloud her judgment she had to work quickly to find some means of escape. To have any chance at all she had to free her hands. And with no help from Claudia, she would have to do it while riding the beam. Forcing the pain from her mind she started working the ropes…


  Claudia noted in her misery that Batgirl wasn’t even looking at her any more. It was is if she had already written the teenager off as incapable of providing any help. Tears flowed down Batgirl’s cheeks as she rolled her pelvis painfully across the rail while trying to work her wrists free. And yet the Dark Angel struggled with grim concentration, unbroken by the hopelessness of their situation. Claudia was impressed by her red-headed idol anew, even more so now that Claudia could fully appreciated what Batgirl was going through.


  Claudia’s resolve slowly hardened. She was being played for a fool by Pandora, and she was doing just what Pandora wanted her to do: ensuring that Batgirl suffered until the moment of both their deaths. Even if it was a futile effort she would not sentence Batgirl to all the pain meant to be shared between them. For the first time in her life she did the non-selfish thing. She pushed up with her legs. The dildo buried itself deeply in her pussy and she felt the now familiar burning as her weight settled on the rail.


  The amazement was clear on Batgirl’s face as she felt the teeter-totter lowering. She looked up and saw Claudia with something akin to genuine remorse in her eyes. As the Dark Angel’s boots touched the ground her pain rapidly subsided, even as the young blonde stiffened in misery. Claudia-Nightcat’s unexpected act of courage - not to mention her sculpted form writhing on the rail — gave Batgirl a jolt of pleasure as the monstrous dildo partially withdrew and vibrated life back into her vagina. In the back of her mind, Batgirl wondered if Claudia didn’t have the makings of a superheroine after all.


  Unfortunately, Claudia’s act of heroism did little to alleviate their dire predicament. Far from sport bondage, Slim Jim had clearly bound the two young women for death. He had tied Batgirl’s wrists with eight coils of tight rope. The circulation in her gloved hands was all but cut off. Her waist rope involved six coils and was also punishingly tight. The rope securing her to the front ring was doubled over so there was no knot at all at her waist. The only appendages the Dark Angel could move were her feet, and only with great effort. She tried swinging the heavy weights attached to her ankles chains towards Claudia’s in hopes that the impact would knock the weights free. Each attempt, however, only met with failure and additional pain.


  The next two hours was a marathon of passion, self-sacrifice and pain. While fighting to get free, the two heroines fell into a rhythm of rapidly teeter-tottering back and forth. This minimized the period of time each was forced to ride the rail without a break, but it forced each woman to perpetuate her own mechanical rape or leave her partner to suffer on the rail. As each beautiful vigilante landed on her feet the dildo withdrew until only its tip remained inserted. As they accelerated upward the phallus once again buried itself completely, filling each woman with maddening sensations of pleasure. Just as the pain of the rail grew truly excruciating, they would be back on their feet again. Batgirl lost track of the number of orgasms she had experienced while suffering in Slim Jim’s deathtrap at 15.


  One hour from launch time the lonely chamber echoed with the doomed heroines stifled moans. Endorphins coursed through Batgirl’s veins and each thrust of the dildo seemed to raise her to even greater heights of arousal. But immediately after each peak of pleasure she would be plummeted into horrific depths of pain as the rail ascended. In fact, after two hours the two sensations of unbearable pleasure and intense pain were virtually inseparable. The two women were paralyzed by the tide of sensations surging through their young bodies. Unable to endure the torrent for long, they both drifted in and out of consciousness.


  Batgirl was drawn back to consciousness a final time by the raw pain emanating from her crotch. Claudia was slumped over at the bottom of the teeter totter leaving Batgirl suspended in the air. The chamber was now filled with white mist. It was as if a dense fog had settled over everything. Batgirl’s head ached and throbbed as she pulled pitifully at the straps. Exhausted and beyond hope, she fell slack in her bonds. Violated, tortured, and humiliated, her will was all but broken.


  “It was the perfume you know.”


  Batgirl’s eyes snapped open. At the foot of the teeter totter, shrouded in fog, stood a beautiful, frightening, woman in long flowing robes. Pandora. Batgirl felt the strap holding her gag go slack. With great effort she forced the ball free. She tried to say something but her jaw was almost locked open. Besides, her pussy blazed like fire.


  “The perfume you and Claudia are wearing is a strong aphrodisiac.” Pandora looked concerned. ” Ohhh, poor dear, let me help you. “She raised her hand and teeter totter started its way down. With a sigh of relief, the rail separated from Batgirl’s body and the dildo slipped partially out. Pandora waited patiently for Batgirl to find her breath.


  “So … you’re here in astral form to watch me die?”


  “On the contrary Batgirl, I’m here to give you a new lease on life.”


  “Whatever it is I don’t want it, Pandora. I’d rather be vaporized by the rocket.”


  “Such rash words, Batgirl, when you don’t even know the rocket’s destination.”


  Looking deeply into Pandora’s eyes, Batgirl suddenly knew the answer and it sickened her. “The Shaolin Temple!”


  Pandora was obviously impressed. “Very good Batgirl! Just as I would have expected. The implant we lodged in Greely’s throat will attach itself to the cabling for the guidance system shortly after lift-off and retarget the Phoenix directly at the Shaolin temple. All your new-found friends will perish.”


  Batgirl looked sickened. “But… why?”


  “Surely, you already know. Otherwise why would have spent two years of your life on the Temple steps taking their silly fighting classes hoping to learn the secret that will gain you admittance to the Temple Master.”


  “So Tightrope was right,” Batgirl’s green eyes shone. “The Master of the Temple does know of the Darkling. He can bring Batman back!”


  “We always seem to learn the truly important things far too late for them to be of any use. For example had you just told the Temple guard the password, “Ellesium” they would have granted you audience. Now, within the hour, the temple itself will be cinders. But you don’t have to suffer the same fate…”


  “What do you want, Pandora?”


  “I’ll gladly release you from your bonds, if only you grant me one small favor.” She produced a small glass vial which contained a small golden insect. Pandora withdrew the object and held it before Batgirl’s face. On closer inspection it looked like a perfectly rendered golden beetle.


  “A gold bug!” Batgirl whispered.


  “Very poetic, don’t you think. I designed it just for you, Batgirl but it can only be activated of your own free will. Just say the word, ‘Hamospha’ and I’ll set you free.”


  “CLEAR THE LAUNCH FACILITY,” an amplified voice blared as if on cue. “SEVEN MINUTES TO MAIN ENGINE IGNITION!” Batgirl looked behind Pandora, the chamber was now dense with choking fumes.


  “What will it do?” she asked, hopeless.


  “Why, it will bring us closer together.”


  “So I die free or live on as your slave.”


  “Just as you must say the word of your free will, you must also come to me of your free will, Batgirl. I can be immensely persuasive, but the choice is yours.”


  Batgirl stared at the beetle for a long time. The room was quaking with slight tremors. Pandora looked at her smiling pleasantly. “Better hurry Batgirl. Its almost time.”


  Finally, Batgirl’s lips parted. “Hamospha.”


  Lightly the wings of the gold bug spread and it lifted from Pandora’s hand. It floated for a moment before Batgirl’s beautiful face, then suddenly shot into her nose like a dart. The Dark Angel of Gotham City screamed in agony as the enchanted insect began tunneling into her sinuses and into her brain. She writhed helplessly in the tight straps as the gold bug dug its agonizing tunnel. Her vision grayed and she went slack again.


  * * *


  When Batgirl regained consciousness, her body seemed light as a feather. The chains fastened to her ankle manacles were gone. The ropes around her wrists were all but cut, and a stiff pull freed her hands from the rail. At first she thought perhaps her encounter with Pandora had been an illusion, but then she felt her upper lip. Blood still eased liberally from her nostril. Pandora, or at least the image of Pandora, was nowhere to be found.


  Quickly Batgirl untied the rope around her waist and removed the rest of her bonds. She carefully eased herself off the madly vibrating dildo. It suddenly stopped vibrating with a click, and Batgirl froze in sudden fear. She had forgotten that the dildos were filled with explosives. But then she relaxed and went about her business with grim confidence. Surely Pandora wouldn’t have saved her from the rocket only to be killed by a back-up booby trap.


  As the rocket rumbled ominously overhead Batgirl went to work freeing Claudia from her bonds. The blonde teenager regained consciousness just as Batgirl released her ankle chains. She looked on her rescuer with bottomless appreciation while Batgirl finished the job. It took only about a minute before Claudia was free but during that time both women became acutely aware of the groaning titan above them.


  “FIVE MINUTES TO MAIN ENGINE IGNITION,” the voice thundered, “CLEAR THE AREA IMMEDIATELY!”


  “Which way out?” Batgirl asked over the rising dim of the Phoenix rocket.


  Claudia still couldn’t speak, but led the way with awkward steps towards one of the walls. They came upon a heavy iron blast door which apparently covered some sort of service entrance. Batgirl turned the wheel on the door and pulled outward with all her might. Grudgingly, the door swung open.


  Batgirl helped Claudia into the small escape tunnel. Then she looked up at the rocket above her and started closing the door.


  Claudia’s eyes were wide with amazement. “You’re not coming?!”


  “I’ve got to try to stop this rocket. You should be able to make it topside before ignition. If you wait in that tunnel, you’ll fry.”


  “Batgirl?” Batgirl halted the slow progress of the door. The two woman eyed each other, both knowing that Batgirl would most likely not survive the rocket blast. “I’m sorry.”


  Batgirl nodded and pushed the door shut.


  With the blast door sealed, Batgirl was left alone to her impossible task. There was no time to make it back to mission control, and no communication system she could access to talk to the control room. Her only chance was to force the launch system into automatic shutdown. The good news was she knew the location of the electrical gantry that connected mission control to the on-board central computer. If disconnected before main engine ignition it would most likely halt the countdown. The bad news was that it was 300 feet above her head.


  Trotting back the center of the launch tube, Batgirl seized the chain secured to the center of the sinister teeter-totter and shimmied up to the main launch level. Slipping her lithe body through the rusted grating she emerged just below the center engine. Blasts of ice cold smoky air shot out of the nozzle.


  “FOUR MINUTES TO MAIN ENGINE IGNITION!”


  A number of titanium ladders ran up the walls of the launch tube. Batgirl oriented herself with the rockets design and selected the ladder closest to the electrical gantry. Then she began to climb.


  After the ordeal on the teeter totter, climbing was extremely painful as her abused pelvic bone got a work out. But the climb would have to be the fastest of her life, for in only minutes the rocket would ignite filling the chamber with heat, fire, and poisonous fumes. There was no turning back: she would stop the rocket or die.


  After more than a minutes and half, the exhausted vigilante caught site of the gantry. As she expected it was still connected to the rocket, though the catwalk that once allowed workers access to the panel had been swung away and stowed. Batgirl’s legs burned and she simply couldn’t catch her breath.


  “ONE MINUTE TO MAIN ENGINE IGNITION. OPENING LAUNCH DOORS.”


  Overhead, huge steel doors began swinging away to reveal the cold but clear blue sky. Icy wind shot down the tube, chilling Batgirl to the bone. Despite her shivers, she forced her body onward until she at last came level with the electrical gantry.


  The gantry seemed slim and impossibly long as it spanned the 25 feet from the wall of the tube to the rocket. It basically consisted of a hollow steel tube that carried several thick cables to the side of the rocket. At the far end, the cables plugged into an access panel with a spring loaded hatch. The leap from the ladder to the gantry was some 8 feet.


  With no time to lose, Batgirl began swinging from the ladder. She would only get one chance to seize the gantry. If she failed, the metal grill work waited for her hundreds of feet below.


  “One… two … THREE!” She sprang from the ladder and caught the bar with both hands. It bowed under her weight but it held. Batgirl wriggled as she positioned her hands for a better grip then swung a leg up onto the bar and began shimmying toward the rocket.


  “THIRTY SECONDS TO MAIN ENGINE IGNITION!”


  Directly in front of Batgirl’s face were four lines leading into the rocket. Three were thick black cables and one was for compressed air. Despite her study of the rocket systems she had no idea which cable, if disconnected, would override the launch. Perhaps any of them would. Perhaps none.


  “15 SECONDS TO MAIN ENGINE IGNITION.”


  “10 … 9 … 8 …” With time running out the Dark Angel hooked her legs over the gantry and dropped down like a catcher from a trapeze act. This freed up both her hands. With no time for hesitation, she went to work on the line that would determine her life or death. She disconnected the pneumatic line.


  The line leapt out of her hand and soon as she got it free. The gush of compressed air caused it whip around like a mad snake. Still the countdown continued. Her heart sank as she was forced to confront for the first time that she might die.


  “5 … 4 … 3 … 2 … PNEUMATIC RELEASE FAILURE IN CPU GANTRY. LAUNCH SEQUENCE AUTOMATICALLY ABORTED.”


  Batgirl let out a deep sigh of relief as the engines started winding down, then started to giggle. She had beaten Pandora. The White Witch had told her the password to the Shaolin temple, confident that it would be destroyed by the Phoenix rocket. Her next stop was Thailand, where she would confront the Doorman of the Temple. If Pandora’s password was correct, she may have the answer to Batman’s mysterious disappearance within a week.


  That is, if she had a week. Batgirl’s head throbbed and blood still oozed from her nose. She had cheated Pandora out of her prey, but only at a terrible cost. The Dark Angel could only guess at the sinister purpose of the golden scarab, but knew it would almost certainly kill her eventually. She only hoped to live long enough to see her love one final time, before Pandora had the last laugh.


  THE END
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  (I)


  The mid-morning sun blazed steamily through the clear walls of Batgirl’s prison as she pulled feebly at her creaking leather restraints. The Dark Angel was tied spread-eagle on the sandy floor of the Sun King’s crystal pyramid, and already the temperature neared 130 degrees. She had been tied down shortly before dawn, and her captors assured her that the leather thongs had been stretched and soaked in water for days awaiting use. As the leather dried it contracted, drawing cruelly tight. Each shallow breath was slow and painful. Her frequent coughs ignited fiery pain in her joints.


  Batgirl was still dressed in the black dive costume she had worn for her ill-fated amphibious rescue mission into the Sun King’s stronghold. The catsuit covered her entire body with thin rubberized Lycra and bore the yellow symbol of the bat on her chest. Her hood had been pulled back by her captors, freeing her thick red hair which was bunched in a loose ponytail. They had also left on her mask that covered her face from hairline to cheekbones with wet looking vinyl. Slim spikes of hardened vinyl protruded from the top of the mask and just peeked up above her bangs. Batgirl’s utility belt was gone, and an empty knife scabbard was strapped to her right calf.


  Batgirl raised her head weakly to check the progress of the intense light beam that inched towards her body. At the apex of the pyramid was a huge lens that focused a beam of sunlight on the sandy floor. The beam migrated with the sun, and by noon it would be at the center of the pyramid—directly over the abdomen of the trapped vigilante. The beam was still several feet away, but already the heat it radiated was withering. Batgirl’s face was wet with sweat and her stretched body swam in a pool of hot perspiration within the seamless, watertight jump suit. The Dark Angel’s mouth was dry and sticky, her lips were cracking from the long hours she had endured in the terrible heat. She wondered if she wouldn’t die of heat stroke long before being fried by the beam.


  But her sadistic captors weren’t about to let that happen. Just as Batgirl was slipping into delirium, the door to the temple grated open. In strode Lord Malkin, the Sun King’s second in command, wearing a velvet suit of ancient design over his bony, angular frame. Three children trailed behind him dressed like English choirboys. One waved a large palm frond to cool the insane anachronism and the other two carried metal buckets.


  “Good morning, dear Batgirl,” Malkin smiled. “Enjoying your stay in the Crystal Pyramid? I must say you look parched. Louis, give the woman a drink.”


  One of the boys withdrew a ladle from his canister and held it out to Batgirl. Though she was barely able to move, the red headed vigilante lifted her head enough to drink in the cool, sweet water. She drank greedily and Louis refilled the ladle. When Batgirl finished the second ladle, he reached in again.


  “Just a little more Louis,” Malkin warned. “We don’t want her getting sick. I have good news, dear girl! I’ve been in touch with the captain of the Minataur. The Sun King is devoting his full attention to the interrogation of your friend off Montross Island. He is not to be disturbed, so your fate is in my hands. One more long drink, Hansel, that’s a boy.”


  Batgirl sucked down the sweetish water, and even tried to lick the ladle despite herself.


  “Such a beautiful woman,” Malkin mused. “It grieves me to see you suffering so cruelly. Its a pity the Sun King sees you as a threat. Perhaps you and I could reach some sort of accord.”


  “Shut up, Malkin,” Batgirl panted. “We both know your deals are worth nothing.”


  Lord Malkin stared at her stonily. At last he used his walking stick to steer Batgirl’s beautiful face towards him.


  “Neither, dear, is your life.” He ran the cane down between her breasts across her flat abdomen and down between her legs. “Antoine, please release the lady’s little friends.”


  The other servant removed the lid from his canister and threw it into one corner of the temple. Small black scorpions began scurrying out of the container and across the hot sand.


  “The fluid you drank was laced with a scorpion astringent, normally exuded by females seeking mates. Soon it will be seeping through the pores of your body. All of the scorpions in that pail are females, but sterile. Still, they will defend their territory to the death against any other mating female. Unfortunately, the only female exuding the mating scent will be you. The sterilization process weakens the venom significantly, so you may still be alive when the light reaches you.”


  “Sadistic bastards,” Batgirl’s voice quivered.


  “This is your last chance, Batgirl,” Malkin loomed over his captive. “Submit to me or die.”


  The young vigilante locked eyes with Malkin, then up at the lens, supported by an elaborate system of brackets for precise focusing.


  “Getting breezy in here. You’d better close the door.”


  Lord Malkin gave Batgirl’s crotch a final rub. “Goodbye Batgirl. We must make haste to avoid any chance encounters with your friends. I want to reserve all the encounters for you.”


  “Arrrrhhh!” Batgirl strained against her bonds while Lord Malkin and his entourage left the pyramid. Then the door ground shut again, leaving Batgirl alone in the sweltering death trap, now literally crawling with poisonous insects.


  “Oh God, no,” the young heroine moaned to the blistering walls. The infusion of fluids had revived her just enough to enjoy ever minute of the wait for the deadly scorpions. She looked about nervously, trying to spy their approach. The fifteen minutes wait seemed an eternity to the trapped heroine.


  She had come in response to a distress call from Detective Erica Lane, who was starting her fledgling career as the superheroine Melee. Erica had given Batgirl a signaling device with the understanding that Melee could help Batgirl in her war against crime. Lucky for Melee, the tracker was two-way so Batgirl could receive as well as transmit. The Dark Angel instantly recognized the signal as a distress call, since Melee’s coordinates put her right in the center of Falconers Island, owned by the super-criminal the Sun King. If Detective Lane had fallen into the hands of the Sun King, Batgirl knew she was the only one with any chance of getting her out alive.


  But the Dark Angel herself was in no condition to take on such a deadly enemy. Though the rest of her body had completely recovered from Pandora’s deathtrap at the Manticore complex, she still suffered frequent and terrible headaches. She knew it was the work of the “gold bug”—the small golden scarab that Batgirl had allowed Pandora to implant in her brain in exchange for release from the fiery death that awaited her beneath the main engines of the Phoenix rocket. At the time it seemed like a bargain. Now Batgirl wasn’t so sure.


  “Ahhhhh!” Batgirl moaned, and raised her head weakly. “Ahhhh! Ahhhhh!” The stabs came again, one at her right hip and another on her abdomen.


  She never saw them coming, but now she could feel the tickle of half a dozen insects scurrying across her 5‘7” frame. At irregular intervals the frenzied scorpions would stop and bury their stingers into her defenseless body. Each sting was slow and unrelenting, starting with a sharp prick then burning as the poison was slowly injected. It was all she could do to fight down the screams of pain.


  “Hmmm! HMMMM! God, no!”


  She could just barely handle of onslaught of the scorpions, but then her headache returned with explosive force. It was the same blinding pain that caused her to fall from the ledge of the Sun King’s palace. She knew exactly where the headaches were coming from, and this filled her with even more dread than her easy capture by the Sun King’s men. It was golden scarab moving in her skull.


  “Arrrrhhhhhh!” The pressure seemed to build behind her temples and her head throbbed. Then the pain rapidly subsided to be replaced by a buzzing in her ears.


  *Such a noble display of masochism. And so pointless.* The voice echoed in the Batgirl’s head. *Just vaporize those bugs and shatter the ropes.*


  “Get out of my head Pandora!” Batgirl panted.


  *Look at the beam dear. Time’s running out.* Batgirl looked dejectedly over at the beam. It was now less than a foot away.


  “I…don’t care. I don’t want your help.”


  *Soon the scorpions will cover your body. You will be awash in their poison. If you don’t destroy them your final hour will be living hell.*


  “I won’t be your slave Pandora.”


  *Ahh, but you will be—my servant and mightiest champion. You made your choice beneath the rocket, to die free or become my slave. You chose life and slavery. It is inevitable.*


  More scorpions were finding their way to Batgirl’s stretched body. The stings were landing with agonizing frequency, as Batgirl writhed helplessly. Her whole body tingled from the skittering feet. At last Batgirl lost her composure.


  “Arghh! Noooo! AHHHHH!”


  The voice in Batgirl’s head pressed its advantage. *In minutes you’ll be dead, and all your suffering will have been for nothing. Batman, your true love, will be lost forever. Such a pity.*


  “I will find him,” Batgirl hissed through clenched teeth. “AHHH! I will.”


  *Tightrope was wise in trusting the truth about Batman’s fate to a pretty little fool like you. Even with all the power in the world at your fingertips, still you lay there squirming like a cat in heat. All the while Batman swims lost in the void.*


  Dehydrated as Batgirl was, tears were rolling down her dusty cheeks. Pandora was right: if she died in the pyramid, then Batman was truly lost forever. If she gave in to Pandora, she would be dragged inexorably toward slavery. Her only hope was to escape on her own, but the Sun King’s deathtrap was fiendishly inescapable.


  “No!” She bellowed as she began pulling at the leather thongs with all her waning strength and more. “You’ll…never…have me.”


  Batgirl was literally lost in herself, resolved to break free from the bonds or burst her own heart in the attempt. She pulled so hard and with such concentration that it seemed as if she pulled her very soul in two. And from the rent came power—power she never knew existed. Even as she strained, her body began to glow faintly violet.


  *Yes, Batgirl, channel your frustration at the ropes. At the skittering insects. They stand between you and your true love. Without you Batman is lost.*


  Focusing on her image of Batman floating in Tightrope’s endless void, her mind continued to draw on reserves she had no idea she had. The leather began stretching even as the unnatural violet glow brightened.


  *You know the password to the Shaolin Temple, Batgirl. Knowledge that many will labor their entire lives in vain to obtain. You only have to get there to learn its secrets!*


  It was the gold bug! Somehow Batgirl was tapping into its power and Pandora was using her love for Batman to rob her of self-control! But power was not all that Batgirl felt. Also from the schism in her soul came bubbling up another essence that flooded her subconscious. It was almost a completely different personality, with different passions and motives than Batgirl herself. And that new part of her reveled at the release of raw power, of destruction, even of the strict bondage.


  “Nooooooo!” Batgirl struggled to force the power back into herself, like fighting down an orgasm of unimaginable power. For long moments she hung on the brink, half Batgirl and half Pandora’s monster. The aura around her crackled with power, then finally subsided.


  *Amazing, Batgirl!* Pandora was impressed, as if praising her child. *I didn’t think it was possible to resist the power of the scarab. You even turned it to your advantage.*


  Indeed she had. The scorpions were all gone, consumed by the energy field. Likewise, her leather restraints were deeply singed. A gentle tug freed her from the heavy wooden posts. The field also seemed to have completely restored her body to its original condition. Actually, she felt better than ever.


  *But don’t think you’ve escaped me. It is your destiny to become Nightvision, my champion and plaything. I see in your eyes that you even met her during your struggles.*


  “You’ll have nothing on me once I get this thing bug out of my head!” The Dark Angel panted. “And gold bug or no, I’ll see you brought to justice. If were you I’d prefer Batgirl’s justice over Nightvision’s.”


  *Perhaps, but I think Nightvision would stand a much better chance against one of Dr Maelstrom’s hunter-killers, don’t you?*


  “Maelstrom? What’s he got to do with…” Batgirl turned just as a huge robot dropped from the sky outside the pyramid. “My God!”


  Its jet engines were loud even outside the pyramid, but Batgirl had completely missed its approach during her struggle with Nightvision. She rolled to the side even as the robot raised an arm and cut loose with its magnetic cannon. The wall of the pyramid shuddered as the hail of slugs shattered it. Jet engines continued to wind down as the mechanical nightmare entered the pyramid.


  Batgirl backed up, cornered. The hunter-killer completely filled the massive hole in the wall of the pyramid. It bristled with weapons and sensors mounted atop a heavily armored chassis. Its hot breath smelled of jet fuel and ozone. Even with her utility belt she was hopelessly outgunned. Without it she was powerless.


  The hunter killer leveled an arm at its dark-clad prey and fired. Rather than being instantly vaporized, however, Batgirl was struck by a burst of compressed air that threw her violently back against the wall of the pyramid. Even as she dropped to her knees, the robot hit her again, forcing her against the wall with great force. Almost unconscious, Batgirl slipped to the sandy floor. At least it was trying to take her alive, and that meant there was hope.


  She managed to roll up onto all fours when the lead of a taser line embedded itself in the small of her back. Suddenly her body was awash in high voltage, high frequency electricity. Batgirl dropped again the floor, writhing as the signals overrode her own nervous system.


  “Ahhhhhh! Ahhhhhh1” The Dark Angel moaned as she desperately willed her body to move. She could see the mechanical monster now moving in. A small hatch opened near its belly and several long steel tendrils were snaking their way toward the powerless heroine to drag her inside. Apparently the hunter-killer intended to take her with it.


  Looking up at the high-tech monster, Batgirl seized on a desperate plan. By shear force of will she raised her arm to the taser line and pulled it off her back. Then with a graceful leap she was able to evade the initial groping of the steel tentacles, and raise shakily to her feet. The green-eyed vigilante faced off with the towering robot as she was slowly backed into a corner. Then she did the only thing she could do.


  Batgirl sprang at her invincible attacker.


  Instinctively, the robot electrified its skin to fend off the meager assault. The contact was jarring, but one foothold was all the Dark Angel needed. She leapt up and seized the powerful lens near the roof of the pyramid in her gloved hands. Careful to keep her own body away from the beam she focused its light instead on the hunter-killer at the point that seemed to be the most laden with sensors.


  The steel tendrils suddenly stopped. Motors whirled as protective irises closed over its sensitive “eyes.” Hoping that the beast was at least temporarily blinded, Batgirl dropped from the lens assembly and landed lightly on the sand. Then she was gone like a shot, squeezing between the shattered wall and the hunter killer and out into the cold noontime sun. She expected to feel the blast of a weapon to her back at any moment, but it was not to be. By the time the hunter killer had reactivated its sensors and turned around, Batgirl had plunged into the water and disappeared from sight.


  Batgirl was lost in thought while she donned her scuba equipment, which she had hidden in ten feet of water just off the island. She now understood Pandora’s plan. The tremendous power of the Gold Bug was now at her disposal but if she ever called upon it, the personality of Nightvision would take control. Even if she never used the power, the disturbing personae of Nightvision was already present, in the depths of her mind. Those suppressed thoughts would certainly get stronger like a creeping mental illness. It was only a matter of time before Batgirl was no more, converted into a powerful assassin at the beck and call of the White Witch of Gotham City. The Dark Angel only hoped that she could save Batman before the transformation was complete and somehow remove the golden scarab from her brain.


  But first, she had a little unfinished business with the Sun King.


  (II)


  The 150-foot luxury yachtMinataursat at anchor just off the small, rocky crag that was Mariposa island. The day was cold and bright, and flocks of birds chattered among themselves as they feasted on the teeming sea life of the scenic bay. The water was so clear that the ocean floor was clearly visible. That is, except for a small patch directly beneath theMinataur. A sinkhole perhaps 200 feet across disappeared into unfathomable depths.


  In the infirmary of the ship, Erica Lane slowly regained consciousness to find herself lying naked on an examining table. A woman dressed like a nurse stood close by, monitoring her condition. An oxygen mask was strapped to Erica’s face and beside the table was a stand supporting an inverted bag filled with blood. It was a standard hospital transfusion kit, with two red tubes running from the bag to her arm. She would almost have thought she was in good hands except for the straps holding her to the examining table and the armed guard standing at the door.


  “Where am I?” She asked groggily. The woman pushed a button on the wall.


  “You’re on theMinataur,” The nurse smiled. “But I think you’ll be leaving very soon.” Her words were innocent but Erica didn’t like the tone in the nurse’s voice.


  As Erica watched the blood dripping through the bags and slowly, the events of the last day came seeping back. She had been on a mission as the vigilante Melee to infiltrate the Sun King’s lair. In her job as an investigator for Gotham’s Organized Crime Unit, she had learned that most of the criminal figures in the city were funneling large amounts of money to the Sun King. A snitch had told her that almost all were planning to leave the country at the same time to attend a mysterious event or ceremony. Apparently, the money and the event were related, but Erica had been unable to learn any more within the law. She had stepped outside the law as Melee to find out what was going on.


  She had been captured in Sun King’s mansion on Falconer Island. She was walking carefully down a hallway in the servant’s area when Plexiglas walls fell before and behind her. The small area quickly filled with a heavy mist and in moments she was asleep.


  She had endured the next twelve hours as the Sun King’s “guest,” spending the majority of that time strapped to a chair undergoing a chemically aided interrogation. After answering far too many questions, the drugs had overcome her and she passed out.


  Just before her capture, however, she had managed to activate the distress signal on her utility belt. Two other police-turned-vigilantes—Slammer and Hip Hop—had similar signaling devices. She was confident they would come save her with guns a blazing. That hope had carried her through the long and degrading interrogation. But now she was forced to confront the fact that no one would come to her rescue. Any rescue attempt—if indeed there was one—had failed. She was the Sun King’s to use as he saw fit.


  With new appreciation for her predicament, she looked again at the stand next to her. Even through the remains of the drugs from the interrogation the answer came to her: blood doping. The bag contained a high density of red blood cells. As her blood circulated through the bag her red cell count would be increased. The pure oxygen would saturate the red blood cells, giving her dramatically enhanced endurance. But endurance for what?


  Three, she suddenly interrupted her own train of thought,Three people have my beacon. She had given one to the legendary and enigmatic Batgirl who she had met by chance at the infirmary of the Greely Institute. What prompted her to reveal her secret identity to Barbara Gordon she could only guess—hero worship perhaps? Still, Barbara seemed little interested in working with rookies. A daring rescue by the Dark Angel of Gotham City was certainly beyond hope.


  The guard snapped to attention as the Sun King whisked into the room with his bevy of beautiful “assistants.” All of the women looked very similar with dark complexions, brown eyes, short hair, and athletic physiques. Each was costumed, however, according to her function. The Sun King’s secretaries wore exquisitely tailored business suits with short skirts and hose. His advisors wore blouses of white starched linen and tulip skirts. His bodyguards wore black leather body suits with holstered machine pistols at their belts and oriental fighting swords sheathed on their backs.


  The Sun King himself was garishly dressed in a white silk suit encrusted with precious gems. He wore a small golden crown over his powdered wig and a velvet robe of royal purple. In short, he would have looked ridiculous if he didn’t hold the power of life or death over the young police investigator.


  “Ahh, dear Melee. It’s good to see you again. I enjoyed our conversation last night immensely. I trust you have nothing else to tell me. No, you couldn’t possibly.” Melee said nothing, but her cheeks flushed with humiliation. “As a superheroine, I’m sure your heart-felt desire is to die for the cause of justice, so I will give you your way. Since you’ve cooperated so splendidly, I’ve decided to allow you to die in costume.” The madman held up Melee’s black latex body suit. “With, of course, one small modification.”


  From a jeweled mahogany metal box, the Sun king produced a long, thick black rod apparently made of rubber covered with round knobs and many small openings. Small holes formed a ring around the base of the rod, and another, larger hole topped its tip. The young vigilante’s eyes widened with understanding and revulsion. It was a phallus.


  “I’m confident it will make your final struggles much more enjoyable.” Sun King activated the device and the phallus began to vibrate. Some of the knobs spun in their sockets, others agitated, entire sections of the insidious rod rotated about its axis of symmetry. Several ports oozed a clear lubricant.


  The murderous madman held his hands up and an assistant crisply pulled rubber gloves over his hands. Melee stared straight ahead as he ran his hands down her sex and pried open her soft lips. She closed her eyes and bit her lip as the Sun King slowly forcing the monstrous black dildo into her vagina. The device filled the lithe brunette to her limit, but her canal completely accepted the phallus so that only the slight spread of her legs betrayed its presence. Delicately, the Sun King pulled a telescoping arm from the very base of the phallus. He slipped the arm up between the helpless crime fighter’s labia and precisely positioned the rubber knob at the end of the arm over Erica’s clitoris.


  “What do you want from me?” Erica whispered, tears flowing down her cheeks and over the oxygen mask.


  “Why nothing. I know everything about you I care to. I know why you’re here, and what you know about my operations. I even know who your informants are, who your partners are, and even that you secretly love bondage games prior to sex. Now I plan to use you as bait for a little fishing expedition.”


  Erica was wide-eyed, while the Sun King withdrew a small remote control unit from the box that contained the dildo.


  “Yes, you see for years I’ve believed that a strange creature lives deep in the sinkholes which surround this island. So I’ve constructed a capture device, and occasionally I go trolling for the creature using young women as bait. It’s a long descent but I still want your struggles will help attract its attention. Therefore, I’ve more than doubled the number of red blood cells in your circulatory system and you are currently breathing pure oxygen. You should be able to hold your breath for at least ten minutes before drowning.”


  He pushed a button on the remote control.


  Melee tried to say something, but her words were converted to a tight-jawed hiss as the dildo sprang to life. She went taught in her bonds, shocked by the onslaught of stimulation. She tried to remain relaxed, but it was simply impossible. Soft moans were pulled from the raven-hared beauty’s throat as the dildo went to work on her most sensitive flesh.


  Two guards then stepped forward to help the doomed woman into her combat uniform a final time. The rubbery body suit stretched liberally as it enfolded Melee in a sheath of glistening black. The material sank deeply between her breasts and the crack of her buttocks as the men ran the zipper up her back and to the turtle neck collar. Then they slipped on long latex gauntlets and thigh-length rubber boots. Lastly, they fastened a tight-fitting weapons belt, now devoid of its gadgets, around Erica’s waist. Now dressed for sacrifice, the latex-clad crime fighter was chained hand and foot and escorted to the audience hall.


  Erica was led into the long, low gallery flanked on all sides by sexy assassins. There stood the Sun King beside the implement of her execution, a steel frame with heavy metal jaws like a bear trap. The frame itself was some seven feet tall with chains and manacles set into each corner. A heavy spring was secured to the bottom of the frame, and attached to the spring were the four-foot jaws of the monster trap. The monstrosity was connected to the boat via a long coil of chain.


  The Sun King drank her in with his eyes, then smiled as he saw her subtle hip gyrations.


  “A warrior even to the end, but not without passion, no? But we’ve no time to lose—our prey awaits. Please prepare the monster trap.”


  Erica watched in horror as strong men inserted cranks into the spring mechanism and slowly pulled the jaws apart. The spring groaned as the teeth were pulled until they were open wide like a deadly flower, the frame and its steel manacles waiting at the point where the two jaws would close.


  “No! No!” Melee begged as she was escorted to the frame. She was lifted lightly by her captors and positioned in the frame, directly between the two heavy jaws. Her wrists and ankles were chained while the wide-eyed superheroine struggled. If and when the jaws snapped shut, they would meet right at her abdomen, probably cutting her in half.


  Once Melee was secured the assistants backed gratefully away from the dangerous contraption. Though her latex costume would provide little protection against the frigid depths and crushing jaws it did exquisitely showcase her feminine physique—taut muscles, firm breasts, and now engorged nipples. The thrusts of her hips were now quite noticeable as she hung in the midst of the monster trap.


  The Sun King addressed his victim.


  “Thanks to your free sharing of information, your disappearance will never be traced to me. I will erase every shred of evidence that led you here. And speaking of information, let me tell you what you came to learn. All of Gotham’s underworld is heading to the Isle of Nod where Dr. Maelstrom is putting on a very special show. He has rounded up four of the most renowned heroines in the world to compete in the Tournament of Death. It will be the social event of the season, and fortunately, I’m the only person in the country who actually knows how to get to the Isle of Nod. Naturally my transportation services go at a premium.”


  Melee looked on the evil genius almost not comprehending. Fear and rising passion all but consumed her attention. A tournament of death?


  “I would invite you to participate in the tournament, but I’m afraid Maelstrom has already selected a champion for this part of the world: Batgirl. So I get to go fishing.”


  He tapped on the teeth of the terrible bear trap with his walking stick. “You’ll forgive me if I don’t kiss you goodbye. Throw her overboard.”


  A winch suddenly jerked the trap skyward, bearing its tightly bound victim. Melee was positioned directly over the small pool in the middle of the room. Beneath her feet she could see the dark maw of the abyss framed on all sides by the brightly lit ocean floor. The Sun King let her hang for a moment, as the terror built in his captive.


  “Please no!” Melee pleaded with the Sun King. “I’ll do anything!”


  “Of course you will, my dear. Good bye.”


  “Nooooo!”


  Melee screamed as the chain was suddenly released and the deathtrap plummeted into the water. She half expected the jaws to close with the sudden impact, but they remained spread wide. The crowd gathered around the pool to watch the beautiful heroine’s descent into the depths. The chain unwounded quickly as the frame grew smaller and smaller in the distance.


  The Sun King laughed evilly as yet another of his enemies was sent to a terrible death.


  (III)


  Batgirl saw the cross drop in an explosion of bubbles as she swam along the ocean floor towards theMinataur.


  My God, she gasped inwardly as she spied the dark-haired police inspector lashed to the frame in the midst of the deadly spring trap. With all the power her recently rejuvenated body could muster, Batgirl swam to intercept the frame. Under normal circumstances she never would have made it, but residue of the energy aura must still have run through Batgirl’s veins. With a final burst of speed she swam over the mouth of the aquatic chasm and reached the struggling vigilante.


  Melee was understandably hysterical, even more so when Batgirl suddenly burst on the scene. At first she thought Batgirl’s appearance was yet another dimension to the Sun King’s death trap. But when she saw the yellow bat on the Dark Angel’s dive suit her eyes went wide with joy and relief. Batgirl winked and offered Melee her regulator for buddy breathing, but Melee refused. Unaffected by Melee’s apparent immunity to drowning, the Dark Angel grabbed the still descending frame and began pulling it to one side, away from the maw of the chasm.


  * * *


  “Somethings wrong!” one of the Sun King’s advisors exclaimed far above. “The monster trap is diverting towards the edge of the grotto!”


  “Diverting? Impossible!” The Sun King pulled an antique brass instrument from the wall. It looked like a squat telescope from an H.G. Wells novel. He put the large primary lens of the instrument into the water and looked through the eyepiece. For long seconds he adjusted various knobs on the device.


  “BATGIRL!” The odd telescope clearly showed the Dark Angel of Gotham City pulling the frame to the side of the abyss. Once the cross touched down she started removing Melee’s chains. “How could this be? The tournament is in two days—Maelstrom should have her by now! After Batgirl at once, my assassins! I want her alive!”


  Instantly the team of female assassins complied, pulling scuba gear and harpoon guns out of a nearby storage locker. Even as they shouldered the scuba tanks and strapped on weight belts they were in the water. If the chilly water bothered them through their thin combat uniforms, they gave no indication.


  Even as Batgirl worked to free Melee, the assassins descended menacingly towards them. Both heroines looked up and saw the company of some eight divers fanning out in an inescapable human net. They exchanged troubled glances but Batgirl continued unwinding the chains. Once the last loop was removed, Batgirl gestured for the exhausted Melee to swim for the island where she would at least have a fighting chance. Then, taking a final deep breath, the young vigilante slipped out of her scuba gear and handed it over to Melee. At first Melee tried to protest, but there was no time to argue. Batgirl forced the regulator into her friend’s mouth and shoved her toward the island. Realizing that Batgirl was right about her inability to defend herself, Melee reluctantly began to swim. Batgirl was left to face death alone.


  Though limited to only the oxygen she had in her bloodstream, at least Batgirl was much more agile than her attackers without the bulky scuba gear. She swam for the first assassin with a sudden burst of speed arching her body just in time to avoid a flashing harpoon. The lead assassin pulled a long dagger and prepared for a lethal strike at her seemingly defenseless prey. But Batgirl timed her movements carefully and, just as the blow was about to strike, flipped off her enemy’s mask. The assassin lost her composure briefly and an instant later found her own dagger buried between her ribs.


  Even as the dying woman struggled, Batgirl pulled two pellets from her utility belt and broke their cases. A dense cloud of black ink enveloped the Dark Angel. Two other assassins braved the murk, but the others stopped short. With such limited visibility there was too much chance of the assassins attacking each other. They waited and watched anxiously.


  As the small dense cloud dissipated into a huge cloud of hazy water, the gathered divers were greeted with a joyful sight. Batgirl floated lifelessly, oozing blood from several points on her chest. Two dead assassins also drifted slowly towards the chasm, but the third loomed over Batgirl’s corpse brandishing her knife triumphantly. With a mighty heave the assassin pushed Batgirl’s corpse towards the other divers then motioned to the remaining four assassins to follow her. Melee was still at large.


  The five women kicked madly, rapidly gaining on the exhausted vigilante. Soon they caught site of her, working her way carefully along the ocean floor. The assassin in the lead—the same one who had defeated Batgirl—pointed out the fleeing heroine to her comrades. All smiled in their masks at their doomed prey. The master would be pleased indeed. Tonight they would be rewarded…


  The smile was still on the face of one lovely assassin when a harpoon buried itself in her chest. The other three looked up from Melee just in time to see their “leader” calmly reload her gun with a deadly projectile. For the first time, they got a good look at their guide and saw they she looked unlike any of their sisters. The ink had begun rinsing from her hair and it now looked deep red. Her skin was much fairer than theirs and she had striking green eyes. Those eyes showed only malice as she lowered the harpoon gun and fired. The bolt struck no one but instead pulled the Dark Angel like a bullet into their midst. With three graceful swipes Batgirl severed the air hose of each woman. Left with no choice, the assassins made for the surface. Batgirl watched them ascend, then hurried to join her friend.


  * * *


  After the long swim to the mainland, the two exhausted heroines gratefully trudged up onto the beach.


  “That was the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen!” Melee gushed as she caught her breath. “The odds were eight to one against you, and you didn’t have so much as a pocketknife to defend yourself!”


  “Numbers don’t always work to your advantage,” Batgirl shrugged. She led the way to her car, which was hidden near the beach. Melee continued talking excitedly as she processed the experience.”


  “I can’t believe it. I was good as dead. I’ve never been so scared in my entire life—or so exhilarated!”


  “There’s nothing quite so exhilarating as being shot at and missed.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Just quoting Winston Churchill.” Batgirl unlocked the car and pulled out a towel and a huge Gotham University sweatshirt. She threw them over to Erica.


  “I don’t know how to thank you. I sent the distress signals to my partners just before I was captured, but I guess they couldn’t find me. How did you know where I was?”


  “I had a little talk with Lord Malkin, one of the Sun King’s lieutenants. He told me where you were.”


  Jet engines whined in the distance. Barbara glanced nervously at the sky and slipped quickly into her spare set of sweats. She noticed that she still wore the costume of the dead assassin and forced down a shameful rush of pleasure. “Look, Erica, I really need to go. You going to be alright?”


  “Yeah, I’ll be fine as soon as I come down off this adrenaline rush. But what are we going to do about the Sun King?”


  “Nothing, right now. And I’d suggest you keep away from him as well, until you’re…”


  “But I know about his plan now! He’s serving as some sort of middle man for a supercriminal called Lord Maelstrom.”


  “Maelstrom?!” Barbara’s attention was suddenly focused on Erica. Her encounter with the hunter-killer still loomed fresh in the redheaded heroine’s mind.


  “Yes, the Sun king said he was holding some sort of event called the Tournament of Death at his stronghold, called the…” Erica trailed off, trying to remember the brief exchange.


  “Isle of Nod.”


  “Exactly! The Sun King said it would be the underworld event of the decade and he was the only one in Gotham who could transport people to the Isle of Nod. Millions and millions of dollars are flowing into the Sun King’s Swiss bank accounts, from all over the country.”


  “Did he say anything about the tournament?”


  “Only that it would involve some of the most famous superheroines in the world. I wonder why you’re not involved?”


  Barbara was silent for a moment, admiring Erica’s understatement. The sound of jet engines had faded, as some innocuous airliner cleared the Gotham airport. But if Erica’s report was true, then the hunter-killer would be back, and soon.


  “When is the Tournament of Death? Did the Sun King tell you?”


  “In two days.”


  “Erica, I don’t want you getting involved in this. Stay away from the Sun King until after the tournament. After that, do as you see fit. Understand?”


  Erica nodded. “So what’s it all about?”


  “I don’t know,” Barbara lied as she climbed into the car. “But Maelstrom makes the Sun King look like Howdy Doody.”


  The car roared to life when Barbara turned the key.


  “One more thing!” Erica pulled the sweatshirt close around her. “I didn’t think Batgirl ever killed anybody.”


  Barbara hadn’t considered it, but Erica was right. Those assassins were the first people Batgirl had ever deliberately killed, and Barbara hadn’t given it a second thought. She closed her eyes, thinking of Nightvision. “I guess I haven’t been myself lately.”


  Then Barbara was gone, leaving Erica Lane to the relative safety of obscurity.


  * * *


  “Gotham tower, Starjet November 477 Foxtrot, number one for takeoff, 63 left.” Barbara spoke into the thin microphone attached to her lightweight headset.


  “Roger, Starjet 477 Foxtrot, cleared for immediately, takeoff, no delay. Landing traffic at 4 miles.”


  “Starjet November 477, cleared for takeoff.”


  Barbara nudged the throttle and the sleek business jet slipped forward, crossing the hold-short line and onto the active runway. Starjet 477 was one of Bruce Wayne’s three commuter aircraft, one of which he made available to Batgirl in case of emergencies. Barbara wished she had use of the heavily armed and armored Batjet. As it was, the plush twin-engine liner would have to do.


  Barbara centered the jet over the huge “63L” painted on the runway, ran through the last few items on the pre-takeoff checklist, and pushed the twin throttles all the way down. The two jet engines quickly wound up to full thrust and the young redhead was pushed into the black leather seat as the plane rapidly accelerated.


  It was dusk in Gotham, and the sunlight leaking through the high patchy clouds was glorious even through Barbara’s aviator sunglasses. Under any other circumstances, she would have loved to be flying on an evening like this. But with the hunter-killer still at large she had the creeping feeling that she was taking a knife to a gunfight.


  The Starjet lifted smoothly in to the sky and Barbara raised the nose until the appropriate climbing speed was reached. Once clear of the Gotham Airport traffic area she throttled back and continued her slow climb to 26,000 feet. After activating her flight plan with the flight service station, the exhausted vigilante activated the autopilot and leaned back in the leather chair.


  It would take over 30 hours to reach Thailand, with two stops for refueling. It anyone would try to intercept her it would likely be at the refueling points or between the airport and the temple in Thailand. Still, she couldn’t rule out the possibility of a mid-air intercept, so she would have to keep sharp for the entire trip.


  With Pandora’s warnings still fresh in her ears, Barbara had decided to dress for action. Beneath her loose-fitting black nylon flight suit she wore her Batgirl costume of midnight blue slitex. The stretchy, self-healing slitex snugly encased Batgirl’s shapely body in a second skin that was infinitely more comfortable than any costume she had ever owned. Her back-up utility belt was fastened around the outside of the flight suit in case she needed it promptly. And now, clear of the airport, the young vigilante pressed her mask up against her face and held it for a moment until the facial adhesive was firmly set. She had once again left Barbara Gordon behind to become Batgirl.


  In her exhaustion, Batgirl’s mind whirled with facts. Lord Maelstrom’s hunter-killer had almost certainly come to take Batgirl back to the Isle of Nod for the Tournament of Death. The nature of the tournament wasn’t clear, but given the host and the targeted participants, it was certainly some kind of lethal blood sport. The huge amounts of money Erica mentioned couldn’t possibly all be transit fees to the party, so there must also be a lot of wagering taking place.


  The real question in Batgirl’s mind was whether the Tournament was the real danger Pandora had warned her of or was it just a diversion to hold Batgirl’s attention. Perhaps Pandora had expected her to fall to the hunter-killer. If so, then she might have beaten Pandora already.


  And there was the temple. Pandora had told her a password, but Batgirl had no idea if it was correct. She could be running a gauntlet based on misinformation or even information that could lead to her persecution by the Shaolin monks. Still, Batgirl didn’t think the monks would ever do harm to those sworn to protect law and order. But would they be able to detect traces of her internal battle with Nightvision?


  And if she had the right password, and was admitted to the Temple of the Sky, what would she ask for first, the removal of the gold bug or the location of Batman? Perhaps the Temple master—certainly a meta human—would only assist her with one or two matters. If she saved Batman she could be dooming herself. If she saved herself, then Batman may be lost forever…


  With a troubled mind, Batgirl drifted off to sleep and found herself in the Temple foyer. Clouds filled the sky overhead and they boiled with unnatural fury. She approached the Temple Watcher, who lowered a huge cudgel to bar her path as she approached.


  “Who seeks entrance to the Temple of the Sky,” the Golem creaked in an incredibly low voice.


  “It is Batgirl, Champion of Gotham City.”


  “What is the key to heaven, Champion?”


  “The key is but a word, elemental. It is Gruum.”


  The doors creaked open and to reveal a long grand hall, lined with towering granite pillars. Torches burned like stars in the sky, reflecting off the polished marble floor. The sounds of her own footsteps were almost deafening as she swept past the Temple Watcher and into the hall. Though awed by the grandeur of the chamber, Batgirl continued resolutely to the raised stone dais directly in the center.


  On the dais stood a robbed man with his back to Batgirl, warming his hands over a brazier of coal. He seemed not to notice her approach, and continue warming his hands even as she stopped at the foot of the raised platform.


  “Why have you come, Champion of Gotham City? Your city burns while you pine for lost love.”


  “I seek only what I always seek. Justice. Justice for the true Champion of Gotham City: Batman. An honorable death fighting crime is exactly what he would have wanted. Eternal life as the plaything of a madman, I cannot accept.”


  “You have it all wrong, Batgirl,” The man slowly turned. Batgirl’s eyes opened wide with horror when she saw the face of Tightrope, the villain she had left burning in the flames of the Circus of Destiny. His was charred and misshapen, but still characteristic of the Master Showman of Crime. “Batman is dead. We saved the eternal torment for you!”


  “Nooo!” Chains suddenly appeared at Batgirl’s wrists and ankles. Her arms were pulled straight out from her body, and her legs were held tightly to the floor. The floor before her crumbled away and a coffin rose to take its place. The door to the coffin opened to reveal Batman, long dead, with an iron torture mask still secured to his face.


  “Stay away from me!’ Batgirl gasped in horror as the charred Tightrope slowly descended the steps of the dais.


  “Now Batgirl, you didn’t really think you had defeated me.” He went to Batman and began loosening the screws holding the iron mask on the corpse’s rotted head. “You’ve been our plaything all along.”


  After loosening the screws, Tightrope withdrew several long spikes from the helmet, perfectly aligned eyes, ears, and nose. With the spikes withdrawn Tightrope easily peeled the helm open and lifted it from Batman’s virtually mummified countenance.


  “My God no!” Batgirl begged as Tightrope stepped towards her with the murderous helm.


  “It was really quite an equitable arrangement.” Tightrope smiled as he slipped the helm over the Dark Angel’s head and bolted it into place. “Pandora gets your body; I get your soul.”


  For a moment all was terrifying darkness and silence as the helm descended over her head. The dark, stifling terror was suddenly magnified by the screech of ancient metal on metal as the spikes were pushed suddenly inward. Then exploding pain and darkness and silence…


  Batgirl’s shot upright in the pilot’s chair just as the bulky shape shot past her plane. The Starliner shuddered as it was peppered with slugs from the hunter-killers magnetic cannon. Acting on pure instinct, Batgirl dove down, seeking speed and the natural radar jamming effects of the sea.


  For long minutes there was nothing but the whistling of the air and the whine of the engines as they approached their maximum RPM tolerances. All the dials still read in the green, so the first pass didn’t seem to damage anything vital. Batgirl desperately searched the skies for some sign of the hunter killer but found only dark sky and silvery water.


  Then Batgirl was thrown into her seat belt as the plane suddenly decelerated and pitched downward. The airframe above and behind her crumbled like paper as long steel talons dug into the plane. The decompression of the cabin was explosive and Batgirl had to suck in air for all she was worth to remain conscious. The thrust generated by the engines of the small jet now forced both the plane and hunter-killer into a sickening spin. Batgirl could do nothing except struggle for every breath until the hunker-killer at last disabled the aircraft’s engines using machine gun fire.


  They were flying level again. Panting wildly, Batgirl fought free of her harness and made her way across the wildly tilting deck of the Starliner. The young vigilante managed to unlatch the hatch in the floor leading to the small cargo bay of the plane. Once in the cargo bay she opened the external luggage hatch and slipped out of the captured plane.


  As she dropped Batgirl was astounded at the sight above her. The hunter-killer that had crippled her plane was much larger than the unit that had cornered her in the crystal pyramid. This monster seemed optimized for flight with huge jet engines, aerodynamic lines and swing-wind airfoils. The huge claws that held the plane could easily have crushed her to death, but the machine apparently still wanted to capture her alive.


  The Dark Angel waited until she was nearly at sea level before daring to deploy her chute, and used the free fall to survey the area. It seemed that she was surrounded by nothing but water. She did see, perhaps, a small dot of land on the horizon, but she couldn’t be sure. She noted the direction to the tiny dot on her wrist compass/chronograph. If she evaded the hunter-killer she would head for that dot.


  At 5,000 feet Batgirl pulled the ripcord and paraglided down into the water. Without ever resurfacing, the young superheroine slipped out of the parachute harness and began swimming, breathing using the small oxygen mask in her utility belt. If she could get far enough away from her drop point, maybe the hunter-killer would be unable to track her…


  THUMP!


  There was the sound of something heavy hitting the water. Batgirl thought it might be her plane until she heard the faint sound of pings reverberating through the water. It was a sonobouy! Batgirl now knew the race was hopeless, but still she kicked madly, hoping beyond hope to out distance the hunter-killer.


  THRAAAAAAAM!


  Batgirl heard the sound of an angry bee hitting the water and knew it was meant for her. Suddenly the steel line struck her with tremendous force and wrapped itself tightly around her abdomen. Nothing could have prepared her for the impact. The breathing mask flew off her face and Batgirl was knocked all but unconscious. The next thing she knew, the Dark Angel was being pulled skyward amid the scream of jet engines. She clutched at the coils of cable binding her, but she could barely breath much less escape.


  The water churned madly under the down wash of the jet engines and the redheaded vigilante was blasted with the super-heated exhaust. But the steel tentacle was tight to within a fraction of an inch of crushing her ribcage, so the Dark Angel could only watch through squinted eyes as a hatch on the belly of the flying monstrosity opened like a maw to accept her for transport. With grim certainty she knew her next stop was the Tournament of Death.


  (IV)


  One thing about Lord Maelstrom, he certainly took no chances with his contestants. For the entire two hours since Batgirl had regained consciousness she had been held in a small stainless steel vault, stripped naked except for her mask and strapped to a black contour-hugging couch resembling a high-tech dentist’s chair. The soft, leather-covered couch would have been wonderfully comfortable except for the custom-fitted steel bands securing her ankles, thighs, waist, throat, wrists and biceps. The chair was the only major piece of furniture in the dimly lit vault shared by Batgirl and her two black uniformed guards. To her right was a massive pressure door that could only be opened from the outside. To her left, the wall was lined with electronic equipment. Wires from one blinking panel connected to a snug headband that seemed to all but completely paralyze the young heroine from the neck down, while a rubber hose from a second panel slowly dripped some kind of powerful muscle relaxant into her system through an IV needle. Behind her hung her luxurious slitex Batgirl costume, or at least a virtually flawless replica, apparently waiting the proper time to suit up. Before the Dark Angel was a bank of television monitors showing three other women in virtually identical restraints but in other inescapable vaults–clearly the other contestants for the Tournament of Death.


  Her treatment had been cordial since becoming a prisoner of Lord Maelstrom, if intimately intrusive. Even while she was still in the belly of the hunter-killer, the Dark Angel had been stripped and finely scanned for any kind of hidden devices that might betray the location of the Isle of Nod–Maelstrom’s stronghold. Then she had been securely chained, blindfolded, gagged and sedated for her trip to the island. Batgirl had awakened once only briefly to find herself strapped spread eagle on a stainless steel examining table while half a dozen white-coated women attended to her, cleaning her body with warm soapy water and carefully shaving her legs with straight razors. Their work was gentle and almost relaxing but the Dark Angel could see that other technicians were drawing long black suction hoses out of slots in the wall, foretelling of less pleasant internal cleaning procedures to come. Fortunately, the attendants quickly realized she was conscious and promptly sent her back to oblivion with a simple adjustment to her IV. The next time she awakened she was in the vault secured to the black couch, feeling quite refreshed. Her entire body was perfumed and silky smooth—they had even given her a custom hair and facial makeover that would rival the greatest Beverly Hills beauty salon. Apparently Maelstrom liked his heroines comic-book perfect for the Tournament of Death. Batgirl couldn’t remember a time when she felt cleaner, stronger, more attractive, or more utterly doomed.


  Despite her internal despair, she dared not display any outward emotions because her image was almost undoubtedly being displayed on the video consoles of the other three contestants. Barbara recognized them all on first glance, by reputation if not by personal contact. The first woman was Olympia, the famous Greek vigilante. She was a legacy, following the tradition of famous Greek women stretching back into distant history. Of all the heroines, Batgirl knew the least about her, except that she was universally hated and, with Batman, was one of the few mortals that had dared to intervene in the affairs of the world’s almost universally villainous metahumans. The Olympia Barbara read about as a child had been killed by the Reaver, and this new Olympia had only been in the position for some four years. She was tall and striking with long raven-black hair, dazzling gray eyes, and the physique of a body builder. Barbara would have expected her to be more amazon-like but Olympia’s large pouting eyes, lush lightly glittered hair, and soft features better resembled a concerned counselor than a warrior princess. Unlike the other heroines she was already wearing her two trademark pieces of jewelry–an ornate silver tiara bearing the sign of Athena and a silver filigreed arm band over her powerful left bicep. Next to her hung her short-sleeve white body suit, trimmed in silver with a short integrated Trojan skirt, sandals, hose, and belt.


  The second contestant was known as Monsoon, a young oriental superheroine who Batgirl knew both by reputation and through mutual acquaintances at the Shaolin Temple. Monsoon was the youngest of the group–perhaps 18–and was well known across the world as a prodigy at hand-to-hand combat. It was said that she was able to knock aside even bullets with a titanium blade. She had been the star pupil of Master Jung, the man who later became Barbara’s teacher at the Temple. He had called her Little Wind and he had thought it inevitable that she would one day take her place as one of the few female Defenders at the Temple of the Sky. His brilliant student had left the service of the Temple unexpectedly, however, when the Ho San triad invaded the land of her family, and Master Jung never fully recovered from the loss. He spoke of her often, his Little Wind who was now Monsoon.


  In appearance you would hardly guess that she was one of the most hated and feared champions in the Orient. In contrast to the shapely Olympia, she was slim and girlish, with long dark hair and lovely almond eyes. She was a member of one of the most elite families in Siam; her surprisingly light complexion and angular features betrayed her ancestors’ intermarriage with officers from the army of Alexander the Great. Her costume was a crimson body suit of opulent noble silk, sleeveless with a halter-top and a silk scarf at the waist. Beside the suit hung arm and leg wraps of black leather and low soft boots. Barbara knew that Monsoon also usually carried a number of edged weapons in black sheathes, including her simple training katana which had already tasted the blood of countless triad henchmen. For obvious reasons, these details were missing. On her china doll face Maelstrom’s remarkable makeup artists had drawn her stylistic mask in red the same color as her costume. Batgirl knew that the objective of the mask was not to conceal Monsoon’s identity, rather it was a sexy modern interpretation of the ancient Siamese Mask of Vendetta. According to ancient oriental law, killings were not punishable as murder as long as they were committed by someone clearly displaying the Mask of Vendetta as fair warning. Apparently, Maelstrom didn’t much respect ancient Siamese traditions, though he did a meticulous job reproducing Monsoon’s fiercely erotic war paint.


  The last woman was the infamous Gray Mouser, hard-fighting and quick-witted vigilante from Great Britain. In real life she was Katherine Sterling, youngest daughter of the Duke of Kensington and an ally of the Batman. As the Gray Mouser she had actually been made a Knight of the Bath; only the second time such an honor had been bestowed upon a masked vigilante. Katherine was a unique but thoroughly British noblewoman: rapier-quick, highly educated, utterly fearless, and stunningly beautiful. She was about Barbara’s height and build, though with a noble carriage Batgirl could never hope to emulate. Her face and neck were long and lean, with fathomless blue eyes and high cheekbones. Her hair was a luxurious blonde cut chin length. In her duties as the daughter of a Duke, Katherine wore her hair in a neat professional bob, but as the Gray Mouser she styled it into a wild animated mop, held off her head with a black leather headband. Somehow Maelstrom’s makeover wizards had managed to duplicate Katherine’s gorgeously animated hairstyle without her participation. Beside her chair hung her costume, a sexy, form-fitting gray catsuit with a broad black belt, thigh-length high-heeled boots, and long leather fencing gloves. Her famous, sly-looking black eye mask waited on a plastic wig head beside the stoic guards. Nina would have been especially sorry that the Mouser was in this predicament except she knew Katherine Sterling all too well: the Gray Mouser would have gladly changed places with any of the contestants had she been passed over for the tournament. And the Mouser was going to have to have all the danger she could stand tonight, and more.


  Suddenly, the door slid open and a graying stranger walked into Barbara’s cozy little cell. He was distinguished and ruthlessly self-confident in a manner that reminded her of a CEO from an international conglomerate. He wore a dress coat and slacks but no tie, as if trying to dress casual after just negotiating a deal to purchase the Panama Canal. The clothes, stature, and few pieces of magnificent jewelry he wore indicated that he was from the world’s elite. In such distinguished company is was hard to overlook the fact that she was secured naked to a chair looking like a spoiled princess with her legs spread jauntily open.


  “Good evening, Batgirl. If I may say you’re much more beautiful in person than I had anticipated.”


  “Well, you know what they say, the camera adds ten pounds. I’m afraid you have me at a bit of a… disadvantage,” Batgirl inclined her head toward her bondage. “I don’t believe we’ve ever been formally introduced.”


  “I’m Nels Praxton, I’ll be your Player for the Tournament this evening. I must say I’ve been looking forward to this moment since the moment I learned of Maelstrom’s operation.”


  “My Player? I thought it was my butt on the line here.”


  “Oh that’s right, Dr Maelstrom informed me that you had only recently been brought in. You have every right to be a bit confused. Think of the Tournament as a game, the ultimate decadent game of life and death, and we are a team: I am the Player and you are my Proxy in the arena. My function is to protect you as best I can while destroying the other three Proxies. Likewise, the other Players will attempt to kill you while protecting their Proxies. We both have a lot riding on this night: me, my entire fortune; and you, your life.”


  “So I’m to be your pawn in some kind of twisted board game so the idle rich can get their perverted thrills.”


  “You’re not exactly a pawn. Though the Players determine your environment, it is up to you to overcome the inevitable perils that await you. The game is only over when you die, but the harder you fight, the better our chances to win. “


  “Why should I do anything to help a sick bastard like you?”


  “Because only one heroine will leave the arena alive. The cards can be quite harsh even to the survivor, but I promise you the best of medical attention after we win.”


  “Cards?” Batgirl raised an eyebrow.


  “Yes,” Praxton smiled wryly, “The Tournament of Death is essentially a card game, with the results of the cards acted out in the arena. They’re a bit like Tarot cards–fiends, fates and fortunes–except that the event indicated by the card is immediately carried out in the arena.”


  “And if I welcome my fate without complaint?”


  “Then you will be killed–eventually–and your highly-trained body used for spare parts in Maelstrom’s cybernetics lab. I on the other hand will be penniless, and will be unable to help you find the Batman.”


  Barbara’s eye flew open wide. How could he possibly know?


  “Nels Praxton! You own Praxton Biotech.”


  “And Praxton Genetics, and Praxton Syntech, and the Praxton Orbital Research Centers, and a chain of fried chicken stands, if I’m not mistaken.”


  “And Manticore Aerospace.”


  “Yes, that is another profitless backwater of my holdings. Though the details are sketchy, I know you’re hoping to rescue the Batman and that you’ve recently crossed swords with Pandora, the White Witch. You win the tournament and I can help you locate Batman, though I must admit that I will have to leave Pandora up to you.”


  “Why should I trust you?”


  “Because you don’t have a choice. And because I know you’ll fight–I have a video tape of you climbing a 350-foot ladder and disabling the electrical gantry on a rocket within ten seconds of ignition. You don’t see that kind of pluck every day.”


  “It seems my options are extremely limited right at the moment,” Barbara sighed. She glanced up to the monitors at the other three women who would be joining her in the Tournament. Katherine looked calm, collected, and gorgeous as she awaited her fate—Pandora’s cold wisdom of manipulating Praxton to bring Batgirl to the Tournament was impressive. Batgirl would likely be killed or forced to watch her friends die unless she invoked the power of the gold bug. Unless, of course, she could think of another way out. “Tell me more about the tarot deck.”


  “Well, the cards fall into two categories: black and white. The black cards are offensive used to attack your opponents Proxy–they summon creatures, introduce hobbling equipment, invoke unpleasant environmental effects, or create punishment apparatus. Every creature is programmed to kill, though the most lethal foes will only appear later in the game. In the early stages the Players will work together occasionally to play combinations of opponents with complementary abilities to overcome you early in the Tournament. The white cards are protective and used only in your own quadrant–they allow me to introduce equipment for your use and undo some of the effects created by the black cards of the other Players. There are also black and white karma cards that are required to invoke the other fates. The most powerful effects require a great deal of karma to invoke and the Players can only introduce one additional karma card per round, so this regulates the Tournament.”


  “So the more powerful cards can only be played later in the game.”


  “Exactly.”


  “I don’t suppose there’s a get out of jail free card in there?”


  “No, but any creature or effect you can overcome without my assistance greatly aids our cause. The precise cards are kept secret until the Tournament, but I understand Lord Maelstrom has added some particularly grueling cards for this tournament. He has a deep antipathy towards your profession, and the crowd has paid handsomely to witness your intricate and protracted deaths.”


  “Its reassuring to be hated by men such as Maelstrom.”


  At this point the doors opened and four attendants wearing white lab coats entered the small room.


  “I see its time for you to dress for the tournament,” Praxton continued. “So I must be off. Good luck, Batgirl. I hope the we will be meeting again soon.”


  * * *


  “Wish we could be meeting again under better circumstances, Katherine.” The four heroines, now dressed in their costumes and bound at the wrists, elbows, and ankles waited in a small stainless-steel room for their formal introductions. Short chains connecting their leg manacles ensured they could only walk in small steps. They had been ushered into the small room through a heavy steel door. The second door in front of them presumably led into the arena. Outside, the crowd noise was thunderous.


  “It’s a tight spot,” Katherine Sterling–the Gray Mouser–agreed with classic understatement in her sultry British accent. She was an inch taller than Barbara and looked marvelous in her skin-tight catsuit with black leather accessories. As always, her black headband held her blonde hair off her regal face. “I prefer to watch my sport from the stand with the other hooligans.”


  “Maelstrom is getting reckless in his antiquity. I never would have thought he would have given us the opportunity to talk before being subjected to one of his blood sports.”


  It was Olympia who answered. Barbara had never met the famous Greek heroine, but her voice was surprisingly calm and soothing. “I am certain the walls in here have ears. Perhaps he is just hoping to learn if we have any hopeful words to share in our moment of need. He would be pleased to learn if any of us had any surprises in store.”


  “My Player met with me just before dressing. It sounds like all the surprises are waiting for us.”


  “It matters not.” Olympia smiled. “A cruel death fighting a man like Maelstrom is infinitely better than dying in bed fearing him. His arena is complex and complexity leads to weakness. He may well rue the day he asked four of the world’s most resourceful champions to play his little game.”


  “Still, I wouldn’t mind a drop right now,” the Mouser grinned. “And perhaps a grenade launcher.”


  The women chortled, taking comfort from the fact that one of them could make light of their situation. Barbara had to admit she was in elite company.


  “I understand you trained at the Shaolin Monastery, Batgirl, after the disappearance of the Batman,” Monsoon said, her voice sweet and young. She looked absolutely stunning in her crimson costume, both infinitely dangerous and obsessively desirable at the same time.


  “Yes, with Master Jung. But don’t worry, you are still his favorite student. He still calls you his Little Wind.”


  “How is my teacher?”


  “He’s still saddened that his most advanced combatant is not now the Temple’s youngest Defender.”


  “The Temple needs no defenders, the Temple Master has great power. Only I could challenge Scythe, maser assassin of the Yo Han.” She spoke it as a statement of fact, with no hint of arrogance. The death of Scythe at the hands of Monsoon—then only a 16-year old girl–was a terrible blow to the power of the triads. No other mortal could possibly have achieved such a feat against the mystically enhanced mass-murderer who was the lynchpin of organized crime in Southeast Asia.


  “Perhaps you will return one day, when Monsoon is no longer needed.”


  “When Monsoon is no longer needed, the Temple will be superfluous as well. Patience is required of the Defenders. And I daresay we are both short of it, much to Master Jung’s discontent.”


  At that moment, the bolts securing the door before them suddenly shot open and the vault swung slowly open. The lights beyond were blinding as the door opened into what appeared to me a large open area with a padded white floor. Two robotic guards stationed on either side of the door quickly drew Olympia out into the open area. The crowd burst out into cheers at the site of the first heroine as a glass panel slid over the doorway, preventing the other women from following Olympia into the arena. Then the glass slid open again, and two ponderous guards drew Monsoon out into the arena to be met with renewed howls. Then the glass slid over the doorway again, and Batgirl blinked as she noticed that the floor color had changed from white to red.


  “The arena is a huge circle, like a covered glass pie plate divided into four segments,” the Mouser explained. “They are rotating the arena to put us in our appropriate sections. We must have two identical sentries each, in case we cause any trouble. “


  “This must be my stop,” Batgirl said as the Plexiglas wall again slid away, to reveal an open area with a black padded floor. “Good luck, Katherine.”


  “And you, Barbara.”


  A sentry seized Batgirl by either arm and pulled her unceremoniously out into the arena, accompanied by an appropriate roar from the crowd. The Dark Angel was drawn struggling to a point immediately adjacent to the door through which she had emerged, turned so that her back was against the wall, and secured into place with metal bands set into the wall. Her original bonds were only off for a moment before she was again bound at the ankles, wrists, waist and throat, with her legs spread shoulder-width and arms out and to her sides. Once finished securing their charge, the robots withdrew from the arena, giving the redheaded dynamo a clear view of the Tournament of Death.


  The Tournament facility was an amazing cross between a high-tech arena and a merry-go-round. As the Mouser had explained, it was a large circular area divided into four quadrants by the color of the floor. The quadrants were perhaps 40 feet wide at the outer perimeter of the arena tapering to 10 feet at the central hub. At the center of the wheel, directly before Batgirl and some 50 feet away, was a round tower with doorways opening into each quadrant. The tower continued up beyond the Plexiglas ceiling of the arena and up to some kind of control tower. Above the level of the 360-degree control room were huge monitors showing the status of each heroine. At the moment Barbara could only see one screen showing a radiant Olympia secured just as Batgirl to the outside wall of her white quadrant. The other two girls–Monsoon and the Mouser–Batgirl could see just by looking to either side; they were no more than 70 feet away from her.


  Just above each heroine’s quadrant, on the roof of the arena, was a Player’s station—a plush black leather chair sitting before a huge desk resembling a high-tech drafting table. The Players were close enough to their Proxies that they could experience every detail of what was happening though suffer none of the ill effects. Beyond the colorfully lit circumference of the arena and the perches of the Players was a huge crowd of perhaps 10,000. The bright lights and slowly rotating arena made it impossible for Batgirl to get an exact count. Huge monitors were distributed throughout the audience, some showing the status of each Player’s board and others slowly panning the sexy Proxies. Batgirl’s quadrant, like the others, was currently nothing more than an open expanse with a black rubber floor. There didn’t seem to be any mechanism to prevent the Proxies from moving freely about the arena once released.


  The crowd stomped and jeered for a full ten minutes, with all four heroines enduring the verbal hazing with forced indifference. The crowd was so enthusiastic that it was several minutes before Barbara realized that loud, sinister sounding music was playing in the background. Despite her cool demeanor, Batgirl was absolutely terrified. The name of Lord Maelstrom was synonymous with cruelty and torturous genetic experimentation on human subjects. Despite Olympia’s brave words, no hero had ever been captured by Maelstrom and survived. Batgirl, Olympia, Monsoon, and the Gray Mouser were almost certainly about to die in the most degrading and painful manners possible, merely for the enjoyment of the world’s criminal elite. If Praxton thought that he could somehow leave with her still alive, he was sadly mistaken. Barbara grimly knew there was only one way to save herself and her colleagues from the Tournament; she only hoped that she had to strength to endure whatever tortures awaited her without invoking it. Since activating the Gold Bug would certainly destroy her, it seemed inevitable that the Tournament of Death would one way or another mark the end of Batgirl.


  Batgirl’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted when the lights of the complex went dark, and the rotating arena came to a slow stop. A hush fell over the crowd as red lights came on in the control tower, backlighting a huge man sitting on a vast swiveling control chair. It could only be Lord Maelstrom himself. The crowd waited in reverent silence while the man in the chair surveyed them, light from some unseen electronics on his chair occasionally causing a flicker like lightening to dance across his face. When he spoke his voice was deep resonant, powerful, and utterly evil. Hair raised on the necks of 10,000 spectators as he made his pronouncement:


  “Fate–monstrous and empty,


  You whirling wheel,


  You are malevolent,


  Well-being is in vain


  And always fades to nothing


  Shadowed


  And veiled you plague me too;


  Now, through the game


  I bring my bare back


  To your villainy.

  

  


  The wheel of fortune turns;


  You go down demeaned;


  Another is raised up;


  Far too high up


  Sits the king at the summit–


  Let him fear ruin!


  For under the axis is written


  Hecubam reginam.

  

  


  Welcome, my dear friends, TO THE TOURNAMENT OF DEATH!!”


  The crowd cheered but with manic enthusiasm as sinister, pulsating music filled the stadium and millions of dollars of dancing high tech lights came to life. The stage began to slowly rotate again until a dozen spotlights came to rest on Olympia, who now stood bound directly before the throne of Lord Maelstrom as if in judgement. She looked radiant and stunningly beautiful in her high-cut white body suit with short skirt, hose, sandals, and short white cape. Her bracers, left arm band, and tiara bearing the symbol of the goddess Athena were dazzling in the intense light, despite the fact that the silver jewelry was thousands of years old. Her gray eyes smoldered beneath her luxurious black hair.


  “Olympia, descendent of Cresia, heiress to the guiles of Athena, you come before us tainted by a lifetime of crimes against individual initiative, defending the tyrants and oppressors of this world with ferocity born of centuries of deceit. You have opposed the state-sponsored terrorist movements of my allies Libya, Syria, and North Korea. You have recovered stolen nuclear materials from my agents and imprisoned my servants across the world. Recently you disrupted by cloning organization and stolen the children of several world leaders from my safekeeping and returned them to their venomous, corrupt families. For these crimes you have been summoned to the Tournament of Death.”


  The crowd cheered as the lights went out and the arena rotated again. When the light came on, the Gray Mouser stood before Lord Maelstrom bound in the same manner as Olympia. Her gray catsuit covered her like a second skin, and her broad black belt highlighted her hour glass form. Her trademark mask and headband did little to conceal her identity, but added to her feline appearance.


  “Ahhh, the Gray Mouser, youngest noble of Kensington, and Knight of the Bath. Toady for the most oppressive regime the world has ever known. You come before me as the perpetrator of a hundred crimes against free men, including the death of the Creeper, the banishment of the Lord Dred, the destruction of my banshee insurgency, the imprisonment of the Countess of Cruelty, and the destruction of Toth’s Citadel of Suffering in the remote Alps. Your unraveling of my carefully orchestrated schedule of assassinations within the high courts of Europe displeases me to no end. It gives me great pleasure to finally welcome you to the Tournament of Death.”


  The wheel of fate rotated again and the lights came up on Monsoon. Her scarlet body suit glittered in the harsh light, giving her a sleek lightening fast appearance. Her long ponytail hung over her left shoulder, bound at regular intervals with elastic bands that matched her costume. The short, silky V-shaped skirt added a touch of girlish modesty to the otherwise highly sensuous Monsoon.


  “Ah, Monsoon, dedicant to the Temple, dupe who has brought destruction on your people, young prodigy who dared to battle even Scythe the Reaver, costing me billions by interrupting the world-wide opium trade. You have destroyed Lord Ching’s slave enterprise, and interrupted the Raven’s popular gladiatorial games. You somehow evaded Fong’s Phantom Slasher, escaped my own conditioning program to make you my servant, and delivered Singapore from the Legion of Night. Your enemies are many, and it is by special request that you meet your fate in the Tournament of Death.”


  The crowd seemed especially encourage by this announcement. Apparently, Lord Maelstrom’s words were true– Monsoon had created many enemies during her short but brilliant career standing alone against evil on the Pacific Rim. But the crowd turned strangely silent when the stage shuffled a final time and the lights came to rest on the bound form of Batgirl. Her green eyes were distant and oddly menacing behind her eye mask and her magnificent body rippled beneath her skin-tight slitex costume. Her black cape flowed down in silky folds almost to the ground. The crowd knew all too well the legacy of the bat, no criminal enterprise on earth was untouched by dark wings. Batgirl had long been a disturbing element of the legend–rarely seen, infinitely resourceful, rumored to be the force that kept the Batman one step ahead of his opponents. The Oracle, she was sometimes called Batman’s Dark Angel who could peer into the souls of men. By its silence the crowd betrayed that they felt her an unsettling addition to the Tournament.


  “Batgirl,” Maelstrom almost spat. “Common peasant girl grown to infamy on the shoulders and perhaps in the bedroom of a power-crazed billionaire. With Batman and Robin slain on the Plateau of Mirrors, a grim chapter of Earth’s history —Batman’s reign of terror—was at an end. Yet somehow their dying bodies were spirited away from the plateau, their wounds tended, and their lives saved. Though Robin would never interfere in my affairs again the Batman returned with vengeance, sparing no expense to crush all who did not bow to the world order. And he brought with him to the battle a new ally, saddled by the empty-minded media with the depreciating name Batgirl. I hold you, Batgirl, responsible for all losses I have incurred due to Batman’s presence since the Plateau of Mirrors–the unraveling of the Paradox maxim, the destruction of my Steel Rain, the loss of my Darklight Portal, seizure of nearly all of my Gotham operations. You have imprisoned dozens, driven others out of my service, and dared to overcome three metahumans, including my dear associate Tightrope. You have inhibited the efficiency of my operations world-wide, Batgirl, so you I welcome to the Tournament of Death.”


  The crowd cheered again, reassured by the stern words of Lord Maelstrom and the apparent helplessness of their feared enemy. Then the evil Lord held up his arms a final time and the crowd immediately fell silent as if it were a recorded sound track. He held up a large, intricately designed playing card with its back to the audience.


  “It is customary that I should open the tournament with the first card. I choose to play a Dark Karma multiplier card on the black quadrant.” He dropped the card onto the table before him and a holographic image of the card immediately appeared on the Players’ tables within the confines of the black square indicating the cards effecting Batgirl’s quadrant. “All cards played against the Dark Angel of Gotham City will have double effect. Players you may release your Proxies.”


  With that the throaty music started again and the Players all pushed a button of their consoles. The four vigilantes were released as one, their restraints withdrawing quickly into the wall. Unbound for the first time in days, Batgirl moved to the middle of her quadrant and surveyed the arena for any signs of weakness. The outer wall and ceiling were crystal clear but undoubtedly thick and quite strong. The ceiling was perhaps 20 feet overhead and lined with holes approximately the size of a basketball. The central tower was lined with wide hatches, and as the arena turned any hatchways could be aligned with any quadrant. Presumably these openings would be used to introduce various horrors into the arena based on the play of the unseen cards. There was also the single hatchway on the outer perimeter of the quadrant through which the contestants had entered but it was now little more than discolored outline of a door on an otherwise smooth surface.


  “Players, draw your cards,” came a slick feminine voice over the intercom. “Mr Hafaz, you will begin, white karma must be played first. Mr Hafaz plays white karma, 2-point card.” The card showing a white pyramid appeared within the white portion of the huge scoreboard and a small but bright light appeared over Olympia’s quadrant. Apparently, Hafaz was Olympia’s Player. “Hafaz plays a white card, create fighting staff for one point. Hafaz plays another white card, create shield, one point.” On the monitor Batgirl could see Olympia bend down to pick up her weapons. “Hafaz plays a black card against the black quadrant, summon sparring droids. This card will have double effect.”


  The door at the hub of Batgirl’s quadrant suddenly slid open to admit two robots. They were much smaller than the sentries that secured her in the arena, with padded black vinyl exoskeletons and glowing red eyes. Each carried a fighting stick of weighted black plastic.


  “Guess its game time,” the Dark Angel muttered, assuming her most efficient defensive posture as the robots approached. “Wouldn’t mind having Olympia’s fighting stick about right now.”


  “Hafaz done, Lady Tong plays white Karma, two points. Tong plays a white card, create nunchuks. Tong done.”


  Barbara looked briefly over into Monsoon’s chamber. The crimson-clad girl knelt down to pick up the two shafts of wood, connected with a short length of chain. In her hands the simple weapon seemed to take on a life of its own, transformed into a blurring menace around the martial arts savant. Barbara smiled at herself wondering if Lord Maelstrom could possibly have enough robots to wear down Monsoon.


  But the time for thinking was over, the two sparring robots were closing in. Batgirl dashed in at one, leapt out to allow the staff to pass just grazing her abdomen then seized the staff when the droid was at full extension. Instantly she leapt up into a quick handstand on the staff, raising her body out of the way just as the second sparring droid came through with a powerful blow. Instead of hitting Batgirl, the droid struck its partner just below the knees. The lightweight robot immediately lost balance and began toppling to the ground, loosening its grip just enough for the Dark Angel to relieve it of the staff. Immediately Batgirl came around hard and low with the staff and swept the other unit to the ground. A vicious axe-like chop to the head of the fallen droid shattered its plastic faceplate and smashed one of its visual circuits. The crowd cheered her on, pleased to see that these contestants would be much more entertaining than those in past Tournaments.


  The announcer was speaking and Batgirl glanced over to see the Mouser picking up a slim sword. With characteristic moxie, she gave Batgirl the high sign of approval then sprinted in towards the inner door to try to take any attackers by surprise the moment they emerged from the door. But there was something else … the way the saber had been introduced into the arena. It happened very quickly, but one of the rubber tiles had seemed to open briefly jut long enough to spit the sword out. The sword had flown a good distance from its ejection point but if Barbara’s quadrant was equipped with a hatch in the same relative location, she could make a good guess at its location …


  Then the sparring droids were upon her again. Now they were easier to tell apart, since one was dangling circuitry from its smashed faceplate. In the moment of passion she decided to call the cracked one Ying and the intact unit Yong. Yong went low and Batgirl leapt, while Ying attempted to seize her but found only empty air. Batgirl feigned a counter attack, then parried the blow by Yong. With weapons locked the droid forced the lithe heroine back toward the Plexiglas wall.


  “… Praxton plays a white card, create vibrosaw.”


  Good old Praxton! The unarmed Ying came in to seize Batgirl even while she was locked up with Yong. But again Batgirl was just trying to draw the damaged robot in. Once her target was in range, Batgirl just melted away from her contact with Yong, and caught Ying again on the faceplate. The robot seemed almost stunned at the force of the blow, giving Batgirl time to step through and push Ying again to the ground. Yong swung now in attack and forced Batgirl away from the downed robot, but after parrying another blow, she returned to find Ying rising up on its arms. The Dark Angel almost shook her head in disbelief at her inept foe, but then promptly took advantage of the situation by striking Ying’s arm at the elbow in the opposite direction of the bending joint. The joint shattered with a snap of breaking plastic and sizzled as its circuits fried. Clearly, the droids were just the warm-up act for the real opponents to follow.


  Then she saw it, right near where she had anticipated. A meter-square section of the black rubbery floor opened like a hatch, ejected a long sword-like weapon, and promptly closed again. The entire transaction took only a fraction of a second but the hatch seemed to be the only hope of disrupting the Tournament. Batgirl was so pleased by her discovery that she very nearly got brained by Yong’s wild swings. But at the last moment, she leapt away and rolled, uprighting herself right beside the stout, sword-like object resting on the ground.


  “Oh yeah!” Batgirl seized the vibrosaw with glee and prepared to finish off her playmates. The vibrosaw was a cross between stout sword and chain saw. The blade was slim but flat, not tapered like a conventional weapon. Around the circumference of the blade was a shallow groove and a thin filament caked with diamond dust slid rapidly through the groove like the chain of a chain saw. Praxton must have paid dearly to get such a powerful weapon introduced so early in the game.


  The undamaged Yong bought it first. Upon its next strike, Batgirl neatly sliced off one arm, then just as efficiently sliced its head off its shoulders. Ying Batgirl tripped to the floor with a crouching sweep of her leg. Then the blade of the vibrosaw sliced his head in two at eye level.


  “Chance plays a black card, summon cyberwolves, on the black quadrant. This card will have double effect.”


  While the entire arena spun to align Batgirl’s quadrant with the appropriate door on the hub, the red-haired avenger glanced to either side. Both Monsoon and the Mouser were engaged in battles of their own, the slim oriental girl fighting what looked like large mechanical hummingbirds and the Mouser fighting a black robot approximately the same size as those Batgirl had dispatched, but coated with tar-like goo that made it very difficult to disengage her sword. Both heroines seemed to be holding their own though Batgirl couldn’t help but wonder how long they could hold out against an endless stream of even such average opponents.


  The arena spun to a halt and Batgirl dashed to the center of her quadrant to arrive at the side of the door just as it opened. From her position of partial concealment, she held the blade of the vibrosaw out into the doorway at knee level. The four howling, robotically enhanced wolves surged recklessly toward the doorway as soon as the sliding door opened. The first was cut neatly in half and a second lost both front legs to the vibrosaw. Only two of the four survived their first two seconds in the arena.


  “Tong plays a black card, introduce sling chain, on the black quadrant. This card will have double effect.”


  Batgirl could have easily dispatched the remaining two wolves, but with the imminent activation of the secret door she had no time to press her advantage. The Dark Angel hurried back toward the approximate location of the hatch, and was at first bitterly disappointed to see it open while she was still some 3 meters away. The hatch flicked like the tongue of a snake, ejecting a long chain with a manacle on one end, then snapped shut. She was a few steps too slow. But even as she reached the hatchway it remarkably opened again. Of course, it was ejecting a second chain to comply with Maelstrom’s double jeopardy card! With a flush of victory Batgirl thrust the stout blade of the vibrosaw into the rapidly closing hatchway and felt the satisfying vibration of cutting steel. But the hatch continued to close, drawing downward with the powerful force of whining electric servos. The blade of the vibrosaw slowly buckled and the sliding chain jammed. To her dismay, Batgirl watched as the servos forced the rubber to warp until the hatch was pulled within an inch of its invisible closed position, despite the intervening blade. She had sacrificed her excellent weapon and quite possibly jammed the hatchway that supplied her with weapons, and the Dark Angel had nothing to show for it except a short 1-inch gap in the rubber floor with a sharp fragment of protruding saw blade.


  “Praxton plays a black card, iron cuffs, on red quadrant. Praxton plays a black card, cytowarrior, on white quadrant.”


  “Chance plays a black card, ninjack, on the black quadrant. This card has double effect. Chance plays a black card, mantis hybrid, on the red quadrant. Hafaz plays a black card, sparring phalanx on green…”


  Batgirl was caught in a squeeze. The mangy wolves stood between Batgirl and the fighting stick, and from the arena core were charging two new combatants, pasty white humanoids in black rubber coveralls carrying knobbed fighting staffs. Though plainly artificial, their faces looked disturbingly human, and Batgirl couldn’t help but wonder if the DNA of the Tournament losers would find its way into similar unnatural horrors in later competitions. With a graceful leap she sprang for the discarded fighting stick, using the upturned nose of a cyberwolf as an extra spring point. Whipping around with the sturdy weapon, she caught a snarling animal in mid-pounce, sending it sprawling with a surprised whimper. She recovered just in the nick of time to meet the dual attack of the artificial assassins, and could vaguely hear the deceptively soothing female voice announcing that she soon would have other visitors – saberskites (whatever those were). Her brief opportunity to innovate had evaporated and she was drawn quickly into a grueling and steadily intensifying fight for her very life.


  The pace of the tournament rapidly reached fever pitch, with all four quadrants rapidly flooding with a nauseating array of Maelstrom’s unnatural creations in response to the rapid play of the cards. Some creatures were clearly modified wild animals, humans, and even enlarged insects. Others were entirely robotic, or living creatures so dramatically altered that they appeared as robots. Some of the more formidable and disturbing creatures were the “designer life forms” created by Maelstrom in the nightmare vats deep beneath the lush island of Nod. The battles were intense but all four heroines put on awesome displays of fighting prowess. Despite the bizarre appearances, unpredictable weapons, and sheer numbers of Maelstrom’s attackers each quadrant was soon piled high with lifeless, twitching creatures and was awash with a dozen variants of blood. But the sexy vigilante’s were rapidly tiring, and the unavoidable blows they were receiving were taking their toll. At one point a blood-soaked Olympia slipped on the slick floor and had been instantly buried under a wave of mechanized human skeletons. Only a desperate and exhausting last-ditch defense had prevented her from being torn to shreds by a score of bony hands. The crowd grew giddy with anticipation as they felt that the first fatality of the Tournament was imminent. The Players, however, had other ideas.


  “Hafaz plays a black card, inhibitor field, on red.”


  Batgirl could feel the ground near her starting to vibrate, and she glanced over at Monsoon’s chamber. The fierce warrior had reduced the number of grisly opponents in her quadrant to only a handful, and they were keeping a cautious distance. Monsoon seemed to glide about the body-littered floor, her posture relaxed and her eyes calm as if she were teaching a Sunday karate class. But as the rumbling increased Monsoon slowed her movement. The speed of the double-bladed razor sword she had just been given slowed its steady circling and then stopped; her muscles quivered from exertion just trying to keep it in a defensive position. The “inhibitor field” apparently had the effect of increasing the gravity in the red quadrant. For the moment the other creatures were effected as well, greatly weakened by the punishing field. But against some kind of high-gravity hybrid creatures (which were almost certainly coming), Monsoon would be virtually defenseless.


  With one Proxy operating under a significant disadvantage, the other Players quickly followed suit, playing powerful environmental cards that equally hampered the other heroines.


  “Praxton plays a black card, aquis, on green.”


  The Mouser seemed almost untouched by the battle, despite the piles of vanquished foes all around her. The repulsor field belt that her Player had supplied her with early on had kept her costume clean and her body relatively uncut. But even as she placed her foot on the chest of yet another opponent to draw her heavy saber out of its chest cavity, heavy Plexiglas walls descended from above, trapping the daring Brit in a rectangular tank that dominated much of the red quadrant. The good news was that she was now separated from the other five creatures still queued up to take her on. The bad news was the tank was rapidly filling with greenish water. Now she too was far out of her element.


  “Chance plays a black card, aria, on white.”


  Though the white quadrant was on the other side of the tower from Batgirl’s perspective, she could none the less see the intense glow and feel the even more intense heat as blinding lights suddenly activated over the Greek beauty. If Olympia was to vanquish any more foes in the Tournament she would have to accomplish it almost totally blinded and under punishing heat.


  “Tong plays a black card, orbius, on black.”


  Batgirl suddenly fell to the ground immobile, now at the mercy of 14 deadly opponents. But they didn’t attack. Instead they seemed to obey some unspoken command to remain in place as a large spherical cage made of generously spaced steel bars was rolled into her quadrant. A hatch opened on the side of the sphere and two of her more powerful opponents – minitaur-like anthromorphs wielding huge axes – laid down their weapons, scooped up their foe and dropped her in the cage, then closed the door with a heavy clang. Still paralyzed and unable to break her fall, Batgirl landed face-first against the matrix of bars forming the bottom of the cage and grayed out. When she regained her senses the paralysis had passed, but she was now trapped in a spherical cage some seven feet in diameter, protected somewhat from direct contact with her opponents, but quite exposed to any type of indirect attack through the bars. Further, a manacle was secured to her left ankle and attached to the wall of the cage by a two-foot chain. This significantly limited her ability to dodge attacks coming at her from the outside.


  “Hafaz plays a black card, swamp constrictor, on green. Tong plays a black card, desert strider, on white. Hafaz plays a white card, polarized goggles. Chance plays a black card, morbus lancer on black, this card will have double effect.”


  The Players were now playing their “designer creature” cards, introducing opponents with the ability to exploit the weaknesses of the Proxies. At least the designer creatures were relatively expensive to invoke so would be introduced at a slower rate.


  Outside of Batgirl’s sphere the minotaurs were enraged when they found that they could no longer reach their prey. Hands, talons, and tentacles reached in for her from all sides and the Dark Angel made them pay by seizing their offered members with both hands, and kicking with her one free leg at the point where their limbs entered her prison. Only when she had shattered a sickening number of appendages did the vicious creatures finally relent, contenting themselves to rolling the sphere around the quadrant instead, crushing to a bloody pulp all the injured creatures that were unfortunate enough to be in the heavy ball’s path. This turned out to be a very effective tactic, however, since the chain did not allow the captive Batgirl much room to maneuver. Every time the attachment point of the chain rolled to the top of the sphere the Dark Angel was pulled off her feet and left dangling briefly upside down within her inescapable prison. Given the erratic motion of her tormentors, it was only a matter of before she battered herself senseless against the steel walls.


  It was a pure stroke of luck that the shapely heroine spotted one of the two sling chains just ahead, directly in the path of the sphere. It was tricky business – she had to reach her hand through the bars and grab the chain even as the sphere was settling in against the floor with a thousand pounds of pressure. The slightest timing error and her fingers would be crushed to paste. The Dark Angel dipped her hand beneath a rapidly descending bars and snatched the chain, pulling a dozen links into the cage before the sphere came to rest on it, freezing all movement. Batgirl was pulled upward by the leg manacle even as she struggled to maintain her grip on the chain. For a horrible moment she was pulled taut between the sling chain and ankle bondage and she could feel the weapon slipping from her grip. But then the weight of the sphere eased, and the green-eyed avenger pulled the balance of the 6-foot chain into her prison. Now if she could wrap it around the point of the sphere furthest away from the attachment point of the leg manacle she could easily control her tumbling as the trap rolled…


  But Batgirl’s concern for the sling chain very nearly cost her life. Even as she regained her feet in the constantly tumbling ball, she saw a huge shape loom up with a glint of razor sharp death. The “morbus lancer” – an 8-foot insectoid nightmare that appeared to be part grasshopper and part television tower, stabbed its long, slim and razor sharp center talon cleanly through the entire sphere, aimed precisely for Batgirl’s abdomen. Her instincts saved her, just barely. She dropped the chain and twisted frantically to avoid the skewer, reducing agonizing impalement to a deep gash just above her left pelvis bone.


  Now the peril of Tournament had reached the breaking point. The other creatures in the black quadrant backed away as the huge abominations with their three-fingered sword-like talons took up station to either side of the sphere. They bleated like castrated pigs as they focused on their gorgeous prey, separated from them by paltry steel that they could surely rend like paper. They leveled their central talons on Batgirl like a medieval pole arm before stabbing in at her as if they were skewering a particularly stubborn clam in its shell. Against one of them Batgirl might have had a chance, the huge talons were difficult for the creatures to maneuver and once in-coming, relatively easy to avoid, but against two her eventual impalement was ensured.


  But still she fought on, carefully judging the location of the next strike and moving only at the last moment, when the beasts had already committed to their attack. After a dozen attempts they had only achieved one additional hit, on her calf just above the manacle. The escalating tone of the haunting cries gave evidence that they were growing frustrated. Then one seemed to have a terrible and quite lethal idea. It ceased its attacking and began to roll the sphere, experimentally at first but then with increasing precision and growing confidence. In horror, Batgirl realized what it was doing – it was moving the leg chain to the very top of the sphere. Once hanging upside down, her quickness and defensive skills would be negated. Batgirl would just be a piece of meat to be skewered, stabbed and bled at their leisure. The feeling of absolute helplessness was horrifying as the morbus lances slowly repositioned the sphere, lifting her left leg higher and higher, threatening at any moment to pull her of her feet. The she was swinging free, hanging by her firmly chained left ankle, torn and blood-soaked cape hanging to the ground. A feeling of unpleasant warmth began working its way up her left side as blood oozed from her nasty gash.


  One chance left,Batgirl admitted to herself coldly, but in all likelihood the Tournament of Death ended for her right here. She wrapped her free right leg around the leg chain, then pulled herself up into a tight ball near the top of the sphere, seizing the very top of the chain in her hands. Then she waited. It was only a moment before the lancers attacked simultaneously from both sides, aiming for the small red-headed bullseye. But at the last moment the Dark Angel went limp, falling away from the position she had been a moment ago and leaving only…the heavy steel chain.


  Two razor-sharp talons rubbed across the chain from either direction and it melted like butter, dropping the Dark Angel to the floor of the cage. Thinking quickly, Batgirl scooped up the sling chain which was still partially threaded among the bars of the sphere, and wrapped it quickly around the two inserted talons. The chain pulled the two sharpest edges of the talons together and held them together fast, seating in the many ridges lining the dull face of each. In the space of a moment, the two lancer-horrors found themselves joined together by their central talons. After trying for a moment to free themselves from the monster equivalent of Chinese thumb cuffs, both creatures became enraged, and their reaction was horrible but predictable: they reached up with their opposing sets of talons and tore the sphere to pieces.


  Batgirl leapt at the first breach, knowing full well that to remain in the sphere meant instant death. She had to act and act now. Unless she could come up with a desperate strategy, or Praxton could equip her with a powerful weapon, she had done nothing but prolong her dismemberment at the hands of Maelstrom’s blasphemies.


  Her first survey of the arena in many minutes, however, was not encouraging. Monsoon had been overcome by a nightmare creature that resembled a truck-size high gravity spider that was part machine and part arachnid. She was now suspended from what seemed to be a thick sticky web, while miniature spider creatures busied themselves wrapping her in a tight cocoon of sticky webbing. The Thai daredevil was deathly still as the spiders worked their way over her thighs, so Batgirl couldn’t positively determine if she was even still alive. Her heavy twin-bladed sword rested just on the boundary between the red and black zones as if hurled with great force.


  The Mouser, by contrast was definitely still alive. The tank had filled to about 8 feet with water and was now populated with snake-like horrors with the body of huge constrictor snakes and the toothy circular mouths of lampreys. The Mouser was completely submerged and struggling madly in the crushing embrace of her mindless attackers. Her Player had apparently managed to give her some sort of water breathing apparatus to prevent her from drowning, but the fight was completely one-sided and the crowd seemed to be enjoying it immensely. The tank was approximately three-quarters full, surely at least 5,000 cubic feet of water – a lot of stress even for the thick walls surrounding the Mouser. It certainly wouldn’t take much damage before one of the walls would simply burst. The floor was apparently waterproof since the walls for water trap had descended around the Mouser from above. The entire floor, that is, except perhaps for the gap Batgirl had created earlier in the black quadrant, exposing the electric servos of the hatch!


  Suddenly, Batgirl grabbed at a last desperate hope. She limped to the boundary of the red zone and snatched up the Monsoon’s heavy sword getting a taste in the process of the crushing weight of the inhibitor field. Then she headed with as much speed as she could muster toward the green zone. She was intercepted by one creature and then two, which she dispatched with cold precision. Then a third joined in and it too quickly lost an arm, then a leg and finally its head. Batgirl plunged into a new world of focus and desperation, and fought with strength and ferocity that was virtually beyond her. And, disturbingly, she found that she was beginning to enjoy the carnage, the sight of their spurting blood, and the moans of her opponents. It was almost as if she were invincible, completely in charge of the outcome of the Tournament of Death. Then she reached the green zone.


  The moment her boots touched green rubber her body tingled and her nervous system immediately lost coordination. Her heart began fluttering and her muscles instantly weakened and she realized with horror that some force was jamming her autonomic system – the penalty for violating the zone boundaries of the arena. In only a few moments within the green quadrant she would be dead but her only hope now was to reach the water tank so she willed her feet to continue moving. She took one step, then another, then … another. But her muscles were twitching and the sword was growing infinitely heavy in her hands. With an inward moan of defeat, the weapon dropped, and Batgirl pitched sideways to the ground beside it, quickly dying.


  “No!” Batgirl hissed between clinched teeth. She tried to roll up onto all fours but her supreme effort produced nothing more than a lazy flop onto her stomach, her head all but lost in a riot of lush coppery hair. Her vision was swimming and fading, and her heart was fluttering randomly in her chest. “Can’t…” Her cry was tortured as her muscles convulsed and her hands contracted into uncontrollable claws. Her breathing was reduced from exhausting rasps to sob-like heaves and even the heaves grew less and less frequent. “Die…”


  “NO!” Batgirl’s last word was as forceful as her previous words had been weak. The Dark Angel suddenly rolled easily up on all fours like a cat, and snapped her hair back to reveal cold eyes glowing faintly violet. Inside Barbara’s mind, she was ablaze with warring emotions, but none of it managed to penetrate her suddenly icy-cool demeanor. Only the few spectators who were still watching the uninteresting death of Batgirl were fortunate enough to witness her dramatic and inexplicable recovery.


  The blood-spattered, abused, and exhausted vigilante picked up the heavy fighting sword beside her as if it were a toothpick and trotted lightly to the sloshing tank where the Gray Mouser had at last all but given up her hopeless struggles. For a moment Batgirl worked the two-handed sword end-over-end, the blades losing definition as the rate of the rotation quickly increased. Then she raised the sword briefly overhead and brought one blade down against the wall of the tank with superhuman force. The blade dug deep into the Plexiglas, then shattered in a cloud of shredded metal. And the wall of the tank quickly followed suit, buckling at the point where Batgirl had inflicted a foot-deep gouge and sending a bow wave of fetid water flooding into the arena. Batgirl managed to remain on her feet by clamping one vice-like hand onto the out-thrust lip of the breached tank and lurched forward as soon as the waters had drained sufficiently. Inside the lamprey-horrors had physically attached themselves to the Mouser, slowly draining her body of its life fluids and accounting for her mounting weakness. Using the remaining blade, Batgirl hacked off the heads of the 20-foot creatures and freed her friend. The blonde dervish was alive but on the verge of shock but there was no time for recovery; Batgirl scooped her up as if she weighed nothing and carried her from the blasted ruin of the tank.


  The arena, understandably, was in chaos. The water had shorted out many of the combatants and the surviving creatures milled about ineffectively as armored combat droids advanced into the arena to restore order. But it wasn’t time to fight…not yet. Instead Batgirl located the partially opened hatchway in the black quadrant and pried the door open using the broken vibrosaw blade as a lever. As she had anticipated, the salt water dunking had taken out the electrical servos so opening the hatch was a trivial exercise. Controlling the enraged lancers, however, was not but after sheering off their talons with ferocious swipes of the heavy blade they were much less threatening.


  “Knew you’d get us out of here…” The Mouser had regained her senses even as Batgirl was dispensing with the monsters. But she was shocked when her friend turned to regard her. Something was wrong; very, very wrong. Perhaps the Mouser’s eyes were deceiving her, but Batgirl seemed to almost…well glow. The radiance was a deep, sinister violet that was infinitely disturbing. Then the effect was gone, leaving Katherine to wonder if she had imagined the whole thing.


  “Barbara, what’s happened to you?”


  “Nothing that wasn’t inevitable. Go on down the hatch, you don’t have much time.”


  Batgirl could feel herself slipping. The transformation wasn’t immediate or violent, instead she could feel the essence of Nightvision spreading slowly to overtake her like the black dye she had hidden herself within beneath the Sun King’s boat. For the moment, the fading presence of Batgirl still held some sway, but she was clinging to a greased pole. The best she could hope for was to accomplish a last few acts of good before the darkness descended, perhaps permanently. But there was no time to explain all this to the Gray Mouser, and perhaps no point. The next time Nightvision encountered the daring Brit they would certainly be mortal enemies.


  “On the highest point of the island Maelstrom maintains a satcom station. That’s where he controls his hunter-killers. Radio the SAS, the RAF, the queen, anyone who can take this island apart at the seams.”


  “What about you?” Though Mouser slipped into the hole.


  “I’m going back up to create a diversion, try to help the other girls. Should give you at least a 20 minute jump on the shock troopers.”


  “Batgirl, they’ll kill you.”


  The Dark Angel smiled and the Mouser almost instinctively recoiled. She had never seen such an expression on anyone that she wasn’t trying to kill. “I think they will find that quite a challenge.”


  After a moment of uneasy eye contact, the Mouser disappeared into the darkness beneath the arena. Batgirl closed the hatch to conceal her avenue of escape and picked up the sword. Yet even as she prepared to take on Lord Maelstrom she couldn’t help but look forward to the time when she would get the pleasure of rending the Gray Mouser limb from limb. What could have possibly possessed her to let such a succulent victim escape?


  But for now she had a much more dangerous opponent to contend with. She would have to be very careful with Lord Maelstrom; he was a very powerful and very evil man. He mustn’t know the truth about the dual nature of Batgirl and Nightvision…until of course it was too late. Only after Nightvision had managed to completely suppress her telltale aura and had practiced wearing the foolishly noble facial expressions of the Batgirl did she finally set out to find her next victim.


  Batgirl had never felt so used and humiliated in all her life. It was worse than the most intimate physical invasion she could possibly imagine. The power of the Gold Bug had manifested itself in a bizarre sort of schizophrenia, except that both of poles of Barbara’s personality sprung from the same source and, consequently were fully aware of each other’s hateful existence. The scarab had seized upon even the slightest of her natural tendencies toward chaos and evil and multiplied them far out of proportion to her normally dominant heroic side. The portion of Barbara Gordon that was Batgirl was still fully intact, but she was trapped in a psychic bondage far more compelling than the strongest of Maelstrom’s chains. The inputs of her own senses were reduced to an evil dream, a nightmare that would never end and that she could never fully awaken from. And now Batgirl learned of an even more horrifying aspect of her foolish surrender to the seduction of the scarab: Nightvision was apparently able to thrust Batgirl fully back into her own sensorium at will, donning and removing her heroic personality like a cheap Halloween costume. So great was the power mismatch between Barbara-Gordon-the-heroine and Barbara-Gordon-the-supervillain that Batgirl was nothing more than a puppet. Even when Batgirl seemed to be in control, all of her actions and words were virtually dictated by the icy thoughts of her merciless twin. The Dark Angel’s thoughts were still hers, but they only served to help her realize the horrors Nightvision could inflict on her by strategically thrusting Batgirl back into her former senses to absorb the brunt of their enemies’ wrath.


  The internal turmoil and horror of the redheaded vigilante was completely lost on her impassive exterior. Though Batgirl resisted with every step, the power of Nightvision ensured that she walked quickly and confidently in search of Maelstrom. The house lights were now turned on and the crowd noise had changed character from a sporting event to a medical conference. The huge body of people was now sealed inside the stadium by heavy blast doors designed to keep the contestants contained. Now they could only watch and grumble while Maelstrom’s heavy combat droids sorted out the mess Batgirl had made of the arena. As soon as Batgirl straightened up from closing the hatchway she found herself in the sites of a dozen particle cannons. The brief confusion, however, apparently had concealed the Mouser’s escape, at least for the moment.


  Batgirl quickly gained an entourage of bulbous 25-ton gray-black killing machines. The Dark Angel, however, ignored the powerful robots and walked confidently toward the white quadrant, cape drifting lazily off her squared shoulders. There she found Lord Maelstrom who had come down from his perch to oversee the binding of a struggling but exhausted Olympia to high-tech torture frame. Additional torture frames waited for the other heroines and the announcer was declaring that the cards for the next round of the Tournament would dictate the various tortures to be applied to the proxies. Clearly, he hadn’t given up hope on a successful conclusion to the tournament.


  Nightvision forced Batgirl to whip up some tears.


  “Please, let her go.”


  Even Lord Maelstrom seemed surprised to find Batgirl suddenly standing before him. The super villain was a seven-foot giant in black leather and thick fur that might have been from a huge black bear. His massive arm rested on his belt while the other stroked the long black goatees adorning his cruel, chiseled face. His wild clothing, long cape and heavy brow invoked images of a Mongolian prince, but his eyes reflected cold malevolence that transcended his appearance. Maelstrom was an archfiend with the power to crush armies and the influence to turn entire nations to his will. Every fiber of Batgirl’s being yearned to flee, to disappear into the shadows she knew so well and stab at Maelstrom from behind. But, of course, Nightvision would not allow that: she preferred that Batgirl deliver herself into the clutches of her most hated enemy.


  “Ahhh Batgirl, I’m glad you’ve chosen to return to the tournament. I’m afraid you’ve made a mess of the second round, so we’re proceeding directly to round three.” He motioned to the complex frame that held Olympia in a web of stout restraints. The endless variety of clamps, pumps, blades, probes, cups, domes and needles gave mute testimony to the sinister tortures that awaited. “Bind her to a frame, and bring the other two.”


  “No Please!” Batgirl squealed in sudden, pathetic, girlish horror. “I beg you, no more!” She threw herself at Maelstrom’s feet and blubbered.


  “Really, Batgirl, I expected more from you. I didn’t expect to hear your blubbering until well into the third round.”


  “Mercy, Lord Maelstrom,” Batgirl sounded almost hysterical. “Please have mercy!”


  Maelstrom walked closer until Batgirl was just at his feet, “I have waited years to break you, mortal fool. But I think you will find that your suffering has only just begun.”


  Batgirl looked white with fear but her youthful face hardened even as she spoke. “Oh…that…sounds…so HORRIBLE!” She reached out with her hands and seized Maelstrom’s ankles. Suddenly, the air around them crackled with a deep violet aura.


  “AHHHHHHHHH!” Maelstrom screamed, even as the robot sentries vaporized all around him. Now Batgirl was gone, returned to her psychic prison, and Barbara Gordon’s face was completely controlled by Nightvision. She beamed with delight as Maelstrom screamed and quivered, even as he was roasted alive. Her aural radiance steadily gained in intensity until Maelstrom was a blackened corpse, finally bursting like a fetid boil spilling its gory contents. Only then did Nightvision relent. Then she looked about with a look of mock surprise at what she had just done.


  The complex, understandably, was in complete chaos. People were scrambling for the exits and hurling themselves against the heavy blast doors. There was no telling how many had been crushed to death in the mad dash to escape. The arena was now littered with half-consumed combat droids. Apparently in their zeal to save their master they had ventured too close to Nightvision until their components had simply melted and fused in the intense heat. She was all alone in the charred wasteland that had been the arena. Smiling mischievously, Nightvision rose slowly in the air, red hair crackling with power and body slightly glowing.


  “What is the matter, dear friends?! Didn’t they tell you that this is the Tournament of DEATH?!!” With that she leveled a finger and out shot a bolt of blinding violet that cut through the crowd like a laser, taking a horizontal slice through everything it touched. Nightvision rotated as she slowly ascended, cutting a corkscrew pattern through steel, cement, glass and flesh. Now the crowd was REALLY desperate, but they had absolutely nowhere to go. They were trapped in a steel and class cylinder with a being of incredible power. And she was pissed.


  But suddenly Nightvision jerked to a halt. A collar and had mysteriously caught her around her throat, heavy steel that surged with some kind of strange and horrifying power. Her aura was just…gone, as was her ability to fly. Now inexplicably powerless, Nightvision plummeted to the ground grasping at the painful, smothering collar. Even as she fell she tried to bring Batgirl back to the fore, so that she could absorb the punishment for them both, but Batgirl seemed hopelessly out of reach. And Nightvision was horribly exposed.


  She crashed to the ground and the impact all but knocked her unconscious. Through bleary eyes she saw a man loom over her, of average height and average build, with long dark hair, a spindly goatees and violet eyes. He wore a business suit of fine oriental silk, with a red carnation for a boutonniere. He wore a stick pin in his tie bearing a huge ruby, and the top of his walking cane seemed to be tipped with a huge diamond that glowed with its own unholy light.


  Lord Maelstrom.


  “Foolish girl, didn’t it ever occur to you thatIwould have a Proxy for the Tournament as well?


  “Place her in an execution suit, then bring her to the Nexus Chamber. After extracting a bit of retribution I think its time to hurl our…surprising…little friend Batgirl into the Trackless Void to join her dear Batman.”


  (V)


  Five heavy containment structures separated the Nexus Chamber from the rest of the world, and even Maelstrom was carefully scanned before being allowed through the series of depleted uranium vault doors. Each containment vessel had unique properties that would in theory protect the living world from some of the godlike horrors of the Trackless Void. The five-fold security provided protection from all entities that Maelstrom was aware of, but even his knowledge was far from complete – every time the portal was opened there was a very real chance that a horror unknown to even the greatest of metahuman sorcerers could notice the breach and take up residence on the earth to feast on all life. That was just part of the charm of inter-dimensional travel!


  Upon gaining admittance through the last of the five seals, Maelstrom and his entourage of military cyborgs emerged onto a narrow balcony overlooking a dimly-lit dome resembling a spacious planetarium. Indeed, the stars of the cosmos were clearly visible all around, except that they were not being projected by any kind of machine. In this room the earth, the sky, the sea and the ether were as one – the nexus. The room vibrated with tremendous power and the distant sounds of a million non-human voices. Strange forces tugged, vapors collected briefly into nightmarish forms only to reluctantly dissipate, and the weight of a thousand eyes pressed down physically. This was a dangerous place even for a metahuman even with the protective fields fully activated. Maelstrom grinned to himself at the horrors that awaited Batgirl when the breach was fully opened.


  Batgirl was now chained hand and foot to a heavy titanium T-frame on an isolated steel platform at the center of the sphere. Her black titanium alloy restraints were capable of towing a battleship and terminated at heavy seamless manacles completely enveloping her calves and forearms. She was dressed for execution in a catsuit of glossy black rubber that caught the bright blue light of a nearby worker droid that was doing a final reinforcement on the welds holding her chains to the forlorn platform. The suit was seamless and skintight, with integrated gloves and high-heel soles. A bondage belt of black rubber highlighted Batgirl’s narrow waist and Maelstrom’s technicians had thoughtfully added a yellow bat over her left breast. Only Batgirl’s head was still uncovered, though the high turtleneck rose almost to her jaw line, covering the energy collar which she still wore. He hair had been cut off at chin length and had been slicked back behind her head with oil. Though the face was definitely Batgirl’s the expression certainly was not: her glare was cold a cruel, though even her harsh exterior could not hide the fear of being triple welded spread-eagle to a frame of foot-thick titanium bars in the midst of an inter-dimensional nexus.


  “Ahhhh, dear Batgirl, I have long suspected that you have powers you kept carefully concealed. But even I never suspected that you possessed the powers of a lesser fury.”


  “Release this collar, Maelstrom, and I have a few other talents I’d like to share with you.”


  “Plucky words, considering were you are. Do you know what this place is?”


  At this even Nightvision softened, her bravado collapsing. “In a nexus portal.”


  “Excellent. We are currently protected by the most advanced spectral absorption field known to man, but still you can feel their hunger, can you not? I can almost feel the icy embrace of the Lurkers in the Void when I deactivate the field. To them, your life essence will burn like a candle in the endless night, at least for a bit.”


  Nightvision had to admit that it was true, she could already feel the caress of the mindless entities as they tried to feed on her life. They lapped at her crotch and whispered in her ear even as they sank icy hangs into her heart. This would not be pleasant or quick.


  “What do you want, Maelstrom? As you saw, I could make a valuable assassin.”


  “I’m afraid its too late for that now. You’ve prostituted yourself out to the Batman and have made a mockery of my Tournament. For that I must commit your warm, delicious body to the pleasures of the demons beyond. But fear not, after a few weeks you yourself will be reduced to a wandering vapor, cursed to float forever in the Trackless Void – the very incarnation of hell.”


  “You don’t understand, I’m no longer Batgirl. I’m no longer your enemy.”


  “I considered that as well, but whoever you are, you and Batgirl stem from the same core personality. By letting you live I also let my enemy live. I can only destroy her by destroying you. My, but it is chilly in here. Ready to meet your new playmates?”


  “Maelstrom you can’t do this!” Nightvision pulled at the chains. She was only just strong enough to budge them, breaking them was out of the question. “I’ve waited so long to escape!”


  “Good bye, Batgirl. Now if you please open wide for your executioners hood.”


  The support droid had come up behind Batgirl and pulled a full hood over her head, complete with a built an inflatable gag.”


  “Maelstrom, no you can’t do this, I won’t be cheated like hmmmmmmgh!” the hood was as skin tight and the rest of Batgirl’s suit, forming a perfect representation of her face. The gag was huge and once inflated filled her mouth painfully tight. When the hood was secured to the rest of the suit she was ready to die.


  “I mustn’t tarry, Batgirl. Even with the shields up its very unsafe in here. I must say you are very beautiful on your the platform. And very, very alone.”


  Nightvision tried to struggle but the chains held her fast. She tried to scream but the gag kept her mute. She tried to change places with Batgirl but her pathetic twin remained safely ensconced in the dark recesses of their shared consciousness. Nightvision could do nothing but wait until her nameless executioners came to suck her slowly down into the nether realms of madness.


  She didn’t have to wait long. There was a loud CLANG like the slamming of a huge door, and a crackling in the air. The chilly air in the chamber suddenly turned icy and flew at her with gale force. But this was no ordinary wind. These were the fingers of creatures that had no form, creatures that thirsted for her warmth, for her sanity, and for her soul. The muffled screams of Nightvision were loud in her head, but were less then nothing in the immensity of the Trackless Void.


  * * *


  The wind continued to whip, often with enough force that Nightvision feared her limbs would be pulled free from their sockets. Her body was numb from the intense cold but it failed to reduce the pain. It seemed that Maelstrom had designed her permanent bondage very well. Despite the fierce buffeting, the creatures were unable to carry Nightvision off altogether. But after countless hours in the agonizing embrace of ghostly tormentors listening to their whispered secrets of madness and suffering, even Nightvision was being reduced to a pathetic, screaming wretch. And things were about to get worse.


  *Hello Nightvision,* an unspoken voice whispered into her ear.


  *Stay away from me please. No more.*


  *You have no idea how long I’ve been waiting for this moment, when even the haughty Nightvisoin would find herself a plaything in hell.*


  *MY GOD MY GOD MY GOD. No more, please!* Nightvision’s mind was cracking, and with it her hold on Batgirl.


  *Your retreat into the scarab could only delay the inevitable. The powers of hell command the wages of hell, my dear and now I have such sights to show you.*


  *PLEASE, NO. PLEASE!!!!!*


  Clammy tendrils of hate sank into Nightvision’s mind and wrapped themselves around her soul. The winds threw her body against the heavy chains like a rag doll, but the cold teeth were lost as Nightvision screamed into the nothingness. The essence of Nightvision that had been contained in the scarab for a thousand years was now being drawn from her new host. Hell, at last, had come to collect.


  But suddenly Nightvision’s ethereal extraction halted. She was being held somehow within the confines of her fragile human host.


  *Your tricks won’t save you this time, Nightvision,* the Voice hissed. *You’re my plaything now.*


  *No she isn’t,* a calm voice replied firmly. *She’s mine.*


  *So Nightvision isn’t alone in there after all! You have made a poor choice in associates mortal.*


  *That’s an odd statement, coming from a demon.*


  *Agreed. Now let her go.*


  *Of course, but only on one condition.*


  *Which is?*


  *The Batman. I want you to free him from the Trackless Void.*


  *Perhaps I could locate him. But you realize that are no pardons, only trades.*


  *I give you Nightvision and you return Batman. That’s the deal.*


  *But you aren’t exactly bargaining from a position of strength, mortal. That’s not exactly what I had in mind.*


  *You’re here for Nightvision only, otherwise your tendrils would have found me as well. I’m confident that I can hold onto her until she is fully consumed by the Lurker’s leaving you with nothing. And I imagine your masters would be very disappointed.*


  *And what do you know of the hierarchies of hell, slutling!? Trifle with me and I will destroy you.*


  *No one is braver then one with nothing left to lose, demon. I am a ghost in my own body.*


  *NO, PLEASE, THE PAIN! CAN’T STAND ANY MORE PAIN!*


  *Very well, Barbara Gordon is it? Batman is not ours, so I will guide him back to the material plane. But I never forget a wrong, zealot. I will yet feast on your soul in eternity.*


  *Perhaps, but you feast on Nightvision right now.*


  With that Barbara let go and Nightvision was pulled free from her body, scarab and all.


  *NOOOOOOOOO, GOD NOOOOOOOO!*


  The hellish screams of the metabeing known as Nightvision filled Batgirl’s ears as she found herself again thrust into the her own realm of senses. Now it was once again her limbs being torn from their sockets, and her mind being assailed by the icy winds, her ears hearing the whispers of madness, and her screams lost in the gag. She could only pray to God that Maelstrom would come for her shattered fragments soon.


  * * *


  “I think she’s coming around,” came a voice from far away. Slowly, Barbara opened her eyes, then squinted under the bright lights.


  “She is? Thank god!” A hand took Barbara’s; a warm, human hand. A face hovered over her, with blonde hair, delicate features, and a icy blue eyes. It was Katherine Sterling, looking none the worse for having just survived the Tournament of Death. The smell of her perfume was light and full of pleasant memories.


  “Barbara, can you hear me?”


  “Course I can,” Barbara opened her green eyes and croaked. “You’re two inches from my face. And you’re shouting.”


  “Oh, so I am,” Katherine grinned. “The doctors told me not to expect too much when you woke up. You’ve had quite a bout.”


  “How long have I been out?”


  “Three days since the SAS brought you in from Nod. They found you in a cybernetics tank, marked up for cutting– spare parts.”


  “I feel like spare parts.” Every part of her body ached, and nightmarish memories of being endlessly hurled against the chains in the Trackless Void tugged at the edges of her subconscious. “The others?”


  “Olympia’s dead, killed in the Tournament. Not sure about Monsoon, but I suspect Maelstrom took her to try and break her again, or at least copy her neural patterns before he kills her. Maelstrom cleaned most of his operation off the island before the marines hit. But there’s something else.”


  “Batman.”


  “Yes,” Elizabeth sounded surprised. “They found him on the banks of the Gotham East River, half frozen and quite mad I’m afraid.”


  “My God.”


  “News isn’t all bad, he’s been taken to Arkham for treatment and the doctors say he’s improving. He’s certainly no worse off than you.”


  Batgirl looked down at her hands; it seemed as if she were one huge bruise. Her hands were also shot through with white necrotic tissue. Her wounds were unearthly, and the sight of her own body made her shudder.


  “Don’t worry love, you’re still pretty, in a Dawn of the Dead sort of way. The Docs assure me it’s all superficial. You’ll be back on your feet breaking hearts in a few weeks.”


  “Knew I could count on you to pull us through, Katherine.”


  “It’s I who should thank you. I must admit you gave me quite a scare there for a moment. You didn’t seem to be yourself.”


  “I wasn’t, but its over now. And Lady Katherine?”


  “Yes?”


  “When I get out of here, Pandora’s dead.” With that Barbara closed her eyes and drifted off into her first peaceful sleep she could remember.


  THE END
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  Alexa liked almost everything about being a superheroine. She loved the sense of high adventure and the adrenaline rush that always came when she knew she was dashing into harms way. She loved the challenge of pitting her talent, skills, and courage against bizarre and dangerous criminals, knowing full well that one slip could spell disaster. She loved the feel of her tight high-tech costume, the heightened sense of vulnerability she felt while wearing it, and the erotic power she could wield against friend and foe alike. She even loved the media coverage -- the tabloid headlines that accompanied each defeated super criminal, the grainy pictures of her snapped at a distance, and the banter in the gossip column about who she really was. She was a defender, a celebrity, and a sex kitten all at the same time. It was a wonderful life.


  Except, of course, for all the people trying to kill her.


  “Seize her ladies! Quickly!”


  A murmur rippled through the crowd of over 2000 people as two women clad in black bustiers and fishnet stockings took hold of the stunned heroine and pulled her to her knees. The trio stood in the midst of the main stage of the Ansonia Metropolitan Theater, with props, curtains, and unconscious bodies littered all about them. The set had been originally intended to resemble an Egyptian throne room complete with massive standing columns, palm trees, slave girls waving giant fans, and a backdrop matte showing the great Pyramids rising over darkened sand dunes. But now the stage actors had all fled, the lightweight prop columns had been scattered like bowling pins, and the podium used by the master of ceremonies had been hurled into the front row. A banner reading, “Welcome to the 20th Annual MASTERS OF MAGIC Awards!” still hung over the now-jumbled stage. The artificial suspense of the obscure awards show had been suddenly interrupted by the very real suspense of violent crime.


  “A dramatic entrance, Nightvision. But once again, I steal the show.”


  Looming over the trio of ladies stood a tall, dashingly handsome man dressed in a stylish tuxedo and carrying a black lacquered cane. He was somewhere past middle age but his icy blue eyes, cleft chin, and chiseled features were timeless. His calm demeanor and winning smile betrayed him as a man who had grown up on the stage, a man who was used to receiving the praise and admiration of others. His name was a household word -- Mandrake the Magnificent -- perhaps the greatest stage illusionist who had ever lived. Unfortunately pride, greed, and fading popularity had finally driven him to a life of crime. The once beloved name of Mandrake the Magnificent was now synonymous with larceny, blackmail, and murder. Mandrake’s huge black panther, Laertes, paced slowly beside his master, barring his teeth and snarling at the crowd.


  “I was hoping my latest caper would draw the attention of Ansonia’s most celebrated lady of the evening. Though I must say, I was expecting someone somewhat more… imposing.”


  Indeed, in many ways Alexa looked more like a cheerleader than a daredevil vigilante. She stood no more than 5’ 6,” with a classic hourglass figure, firm athletic breasts, and toned muscles from years of physical conditioning. Her hazel-green eyes, pouting lips, and lush dark hair gave her the look of Teen Beat cover girl. The sleek rubber eye mask, violet eye makeup, and pompadour bangs only served to reinforce her youthful vulnerability. Her costume consisted of a violet-black halter top body suit of rubberized Lycra, with matching thigh-high boots, opera gloves and cape. A black silk sash was tied tightly around her narrow waist and a black leather weapons belt traversed her pelvis from right hip to the slim holster strapped to her left thigh. Given her Barbie doll appearance, sultry costume, and her reputation as a powerful psychic, it was easy to see why Nightvision was a preoccupation of both the press and the criminal underworld alike.


  “What… what did you do with Hemelman?”


  Jeff Hemelman had just walked onto the stage to accept his award for “Best Stage Magician” when Mandrake struck, appearing in a puff of smoke even as his female assistants applied a strange glue to the auditorium doors, sealing them shut from outside. Fortunately, Alexa had been in the balcony with her date when Mandrake made his appearance. While he made a production out of stuffing Hemelman into a magic cabinet and making him disappear, Alexa had done a disappearing act of her own, just long enough to change into her Nightvision costume and swoop down on Mandrake as he was taking his final bows. She made quick work of Mandrake’s female assistants but even as she turned to deal with Mandrake’s feline body guard the magician himself had sprayed her with some sort of drug from the fangs of his snakehead cane. The next thing she knew she was Mandrake’s captive.


  “Imagine the nerve of the Magician’s Guild, awarding him best magician over me. I’ve spirited him away of course, to teach him a lesson. But at the moment I’d be more concerned with what I’m about to do with you.”


  Mandrake’s upright cabinet was about the size of a squat coffin, broad at the top and rapidly tapering to a narrow floor. Its black lacquered surface was adorned with swirling Oriental dragons in silver filigree. He tipped the box over backward until it settled horizontally onto a concealed wheel carriage that held the cabinet at waist level like a hospital gurney. He opened the black lid and motioned to his assistants.


  “My nightshade venom is powerful but its effects are mercifully temporary. Put her inside and ensure she is securely shackled. ”


  Nightvision tried to resist, but the venom from Mandrake’s cane had drained her strength. She felt thick and sluggish as if she were drunk -- the overhead stage lights were blinding and Mandrake’s words sounded distant and indistinct. The darling heroine could only struggle weakly as the two assistants lifted her by the ankles and armpits and lowered her into the coffin. Her feet and hands were forced through round holes in the walls and floor of the cabinet, then secured with steel cuffs on the outside to ensure that she could not draw them back inside. After securing the cuffs with pad locks to eye bolts set in the outer walls of the cabinet, they repeated the process on the teenage dynamo’s head, securing a steel collar to her throat then sliding it into wide slot at the top of the box. The cob webs were rapidly clearing from Nightvision’s normally quick-thinking mind, but it was too late for any purpose other than to better appreciate her current predicament. The assistants secured the collar to the cabinet in a manner similar to the cuffs, padlocking it to additional eye bolts at the top of the coffin. Nightvision pulled futilely at her restraints as the assistants backed away and Mandrake tilted the coffin back to vertical to give the audience a closer look.


  “Ladies and gentlemen! I’m saddened to announce that Jeff Hemelman will be unable to perform for you tonight. But in his absence, I’ve arranged for a much more spectacular substitute. Ansonia’s own psychic superheroine, Nightvision!”


  A few in the audience actually clapped, uncertain if this could possibly be part of the act.


  “Tonight, for your entertainment, the lovely Nightvision will face torture, humiliation, and slow death as she confronts the most harrowing escape ever attempted on any stage. I call it simply the Kiss of Steel.”


  The crowd murmured again as Mandrakes assistants wheeled out an insidious device – a circular masonry saw equipped with a blade a full three feet in diameter, mounted on a long hydraulic arm. The arm was at the moment vertical but once activated could be lowered down toward a steel cutting surface that formed the wheeled base of the machine.


  “I’ve borrowed Madeline Marvel’s lovely stage saw for this feat. It’s an authentic industrial saw, though I’ve taken the liberty of adding an industrial tungsten blade and I’ve removed the governer that prevents the saw from reaching actual cutting speed. I’ve also removed the mirrors Miss Marvel uses to make it appear as though she is chained beneath the descending blade, and will replace it with this cabinet of my own design.”


  The demented magician stepped dramatically to where the now-alert Nightvision struggled within the box; feet suspended a foot above the stage with her full weight supported by the collar. The bright stage lights danced across the surface of her tightly-clad body as she labored for breath.


  “I can assure you that Nightvision is every bit as helpless as she appears. The box itself is solid oak with steel reinforcements throughout. The shackles you see on her wrists and ankles are solid steel, and the collar is squeezed painfully around her throat. The box is virtually inescapable, though alas it will provide precious little protection against the force of the descending blade.”


  “Mandrake, this… is… old hat,” Nightvision interjected. “Surely you can think of something more original than… than the old ‘Saw the Lady in Half’ trick. Let Hemelman go, and I’ll go with you willingly.”


  Mandrake turned and gave her a chilling smile. “Your self-sacrifice is most noble. However, I can assure you, my dear, this trick has a new and most clever twist. Behold.”


  Nightvision’s eyes opened wide as Mandrake waved one empty hand over the other and produced a long black rod with a second smaller device attached to the base by a short wire. With a gasp the dark-eyed vigilante saw what it was: a dildo.


  “You fiend!” Nightvision spat as she twisted in her bonds. It didn’t take much imagination to guess what he intended to do with that. He held it up for the crowd to see.


  “Indeed ladies and gentlemen, not only will the lovely Nightvision soon be positioned in harms way beneath the arc of the saw, she will be controlling its descent with her own lovely body. This device will not only provide relentless stimulation to her most sensitive regions, it will also measure her level of arousal. The closer she gets to climax, the closer the blade will drop and the faster it will spin. For the youngsters in the crowd I will spare you the sight of my inserting this device into Nightvision’s womanhood. Suffice it so say, ladies, that you should not try this at home.”


  The crowd watched in stunned horror as Mandrake once again lowered the cabinet to horizontal. One of his assistants pulled the crotch of Nightvision’s body suit aside and opened the discrete seam in her high-gloss hose to reveal her neatly trimmed pussy.


  “Ahh, I see your costume is well designed for erotic peril,” Mandrake smiled. “Must be part of the job, ehh Nightslut? Allow me.”


  Alexa twisted her pelvis in a futile attempt to keep Mandrake from finding his target, but of course it was futile. She let out an almost girlish gasp as the dildo parted her nether lips and gasped as Mandrake drove the vibrator deeply into her. She yelped as Mandrake attached the secondary vibrator to her swollen clit, but then it was done. The assistant neatly rearranged the rubbery crotch of Nightvision’s costume and stepped away so that once more the trapped heroine was in full view of the crowd.


  “Our brave heroine will need every ounce of her concentration to hold off the kiss blade, ladies and gentlemen, but I’m afraid it won’t be that simple. She will also have some other kisses to contend with as well.”


  One moment Mandrake’s hands were empty, but with and twist of his cane he produced a jar full of scorpions. The crowd gasped anew. “Desert scorpions, small but each with a sting capable of paralyzing a horse. Nightvision will share her tomb with a colony of the deadly insects.”


  ‘Mandrake, this is insane!” Alexa gasped as own body tingled in submissive arousal. Her fascination for danger and strict bondage washed over like a drug, but the site of the deadly insects added a new dimension of horror.


  “Indeed, and since the bites of the scorpion invariably causes agonizing muscular pain, I’ve brought along a little something to help you cope.”


  Mandrake produced a rubber ball gag, equipped with both a chin and head strap, thoughtfully color-coordinated with Nightvision’s costume. “Now, open wide.”


  Nightvision’s body was already soaked with sweat beneath the withering lights, and she could feel the even hotter weight of thousands of pairs of eyes riveted on her, both from the audience and from the eye of the television cameras positioned near the foot of the stage. She didn’t want it to appear that she was in any way cooperating with Mandrake, but the humiliation of having her mouth pried open before an audience of thousands was more than she could bear. With a heavy sigh she opened her mouth.


  “Good girl,” Mandrake patronized as he pulled the gag firmly in place and secured the straps. Then he turned to the crowd. “She’s all set ladies and gentlemen, so let the show begin!”


  Mandrake reached in a flipped a switch on the base of the concealed dildo, bringing it to sudden life. Even as Nightvision shuddered from the sudden stimulation, Mandrake upended the jar and showered deadly brownish 2-inch scorpions all over her body. Several women in the audience screamed, but then the lid was closed and three more padlocks were added before the cabinet was wheeled beneath the saw and clamped into place. Mandrake flipped a switch on the saw and the device promptly roared into action, descending half way to the cabinet before halting and wavering back and forth.


  “And now I must be leaving you,” Mandrake saluted the crowd, “But I insist you stay and enjoy the show. I will leave Laertes here as master of ceremonies, just in case any of you entertain thoughts of attempting to rescue our damsel in distress.”


  Mandrake removed his hat and blew a kiss to the audience. Then his hat dropped to the ground, and in a puff of smoke, Mandrake was gone.


  For a minute all was quite -- the crowd watched obediently as the saw wavered unsteadily over the gleaming surface of Mandrakes box and its youthful prisoner. The silken-haired vigilante looked up almost calmly at the giant blade, fighting desperately to master her emotions as her only defense against both blade and sting. Yet the inexorable descent of blade and its ever-increasing speed was proof that Nightvision was locked in a battle she could not win. Still, the crowd seemed content to remain in their seats while the drama played out to its grisly conclusion. That is, until Laertes strode up the edge of the stage and gave off a fierce roar.


  “That panther! Its loose! Run!”


  The crowd quickly degenerated in to a mob, as everyone all at once made a break for the doors. The leaders of the crowd found the doors still bonded shut, of course, and they were crushed violently against the unyielding aluminum as the mass of humanity continued surging toward the exits. None even considered rescuing Nightvision from Mandrake’s sinister trap. Despite her repeated services to the city of Ansonia, she was already written off as the first victim of the magician’s madness.


  ALEXA… ALEXA… I’M HERE. I’M COMING TO HELP YOU.


  The voice ran through Alexa’s mind like a daydream, discernable to her alone. It was a voice she had known all her life; possibly even before. The voice itself was as soothing as its offer of aid, perhaps her only hope of escaping from Mandrake’s trap. Still, the master criminal had a head start and with every passing second it was more and more likely that he would get away with his kidnapped magician. Despite the danger’s she couldn’t live with herself if she traded Jeff Hemelman’s life for her own. In a matter of seconds she made her fateful decision.


  MANDRAKE’S… GETTING… AWAY. Alexa mentally replied, though the force of her own thoughts were so diluted that she wasn’t sure if she could actually be heard. HAS HEMELMAN. WILL KILL HIM.


  NO. I CAN’T LEAVE YOU TO DIE; Came the reply.


  SAVE… HEMELMAN. She thought back weakly. MY CHOICE.


  Her thoughts were met with only silence. For a moment she thought that her mind was too jumbled to form coherent thoughts. Still she tried one more time.


  GO! NO TIME!


  I’LL BE BACK IN FIVE MINUTES, the voice came back after a long pause. JUST HOLD ON.


  Alexa attempted to reply but her concentration was finally shattered by a sudden lunge of the blade. The onslaught of the wet vibrator on her defenseless clit was maddening, but even the slightest erotic thought caused the blade to plunge in response to her own arousal. She HAD to escape from beneath the blade, but the manacles were fiendishly secure and her body was alive with the pricks of sixty pairs of skittering feet. If she made more than the most subtle attempt to free herself she would die in agony from the venom of a dozen stings. As she stared up at the twinkling blade she was forced to grudgingly admire Mandrake for his sadistic genius.


  Five minutes suddenly seemed like an incredibly long time to wait.


  * * *


  “Sheer genius,” Mandrake congratulated himself as he emerged through a freight doorway at the rear of the theater. “The audience is treated to the spectacle of a lifetime, even while I make off with the star of the show!”


  Behind Mandrake came his four female assistants, escorting a tuxedo-clad Jeff Hemelman, arms bound behind his back and head covered with a black silk hood. Just ahead of them waited a featureless white pack van, the perfect getaway car for the normally flamboyant Master of Mayhem.


  “Though I must say, Nightvision is a most delectable adversary. It’s a pity I only get to kill her once.”


  “Then have I got a surprise for you, Mandrake!”


  “Nightvision! But that’s… impossible!”


  Impossible but true. Nightvision stood on the roof of the pack van, a shapely masked shadow with long flowing hair. Both of her gloved hands were locked on her Nightstick, a three-foot fighting staff with metal tips that gave off an eerie violet glow. The electrified staff was charged at the precise frequency of the human nervous system, and each strike temporarily robbed its target of strength and coordination. Nightvision’s cape fluttered behind her as she flipped from the van and landed in the midst of her foes. The great magician could only stare dumbfounded as the teenage avenger once again dropped his assistants with a blinding succession of crackling blows from her Nightsitck. In seconds it was over, Mandrake was once again alone against his shapely enemy, this time without Laertes.


  “Let’s try this one more time,” Nightvision’s narrowed her eyes as she expertly spun her Nightstick in her hands. “But this time drop the cane.”


  “But, it can’t be!” Mandrake was incredulous as he dropped his cane. “I left you shackled on the stage beneath an industrial saw. Escape was IMPOSSIBLE!”


  “Yea well, you know magic,” Nightvision quipped, “If you know the secret it just isn’t any fun. Now put your hands on the van. I’d like to avoid any more surprises this evening.”


  “This can’t be. It CAN’T be,” Mandrake mumbled to himself as he turned away from his nemesis and put his hands on the van. His puzzled deliberations were only ended by a prolonged application of Nightvision’s staff, which sent him hurling into dreamless oblivion.


  “Sorry for the rough treatment, Mandrake” Nightvision sighed as she retracted her staff to its normal 14-inch length and holstered it at her left thigh. “But you know what they say, turn about is fair play.” She produced a short knife from her boot and used it to cut the ropes securing Hemelman’s wrists, then she removed his hood.


  “Are you alright?”


  “Yea,” the stunned magician replied, “thanks to you. Thought I was dead.”


  “Well, we couldn’t let that happen. I’m a sucker for that lady-floating-in-the-fountain-of-water trick,” Nightvision said with a wry smile. Then she produced a series of black plastic zip cords. “Know how to use these?”


  “I think so. Just thread it through a pull it tight.”


  “Right. Cuff these five with their arms interlocking, then get out of here. Even if they wake up they won’t get far. The policed will be along presently.”


  “I’ll try. But where are you going -- why risk letting them get away?”


  “Sorry, but if I don’t get moving I just might be dead as well.”


  * * *


  ZZZZZZZZZZ!


  The whine of the saw had reached fever pitch and the blade now hung only fractions of an inch above the surface of the wooden cabinet in which Nightvision was still inescapably trapped. The cabinet was already scarred by several brushes with the saw, and each contact had resulted in an explosion of sparks and wood shavings. The young vigilante was so hyper-aroused that her entire body seemed to pulse with erotic energy, her mind a sea of endorphins. She hovered so close to orgasm that it seemed almost like a single prolonged climax, and her love canal spasmed along the full length of the vibrating dildo. Yet she dared not move more than absolutely necessary lest she draw the attention of the scorpions still skittering all along her body. The mental and physical torture was exquisite, as Mandrake had clearly intended, and her very life hung by the slimmest of margins.


  Her best chance of survival was that someone would come to her rescue, but as each second passed that was becoming increasingly unlikely. The doors had finally yielded to the surge of humanity, leaving Alexa virtually alone in the theater except for those few too injured to even crawl out into the lobby. Her only companion, unfortunately, was Laertes, who still prowled the stage snarling in agitation. Any would-be rescuer would first have to deal with the big cat before even being allowed to approach her deathtrap. It would likely be some time before the police could mount some sort of rescue attempt and by then it would be far too late. And in the meantime, she feared that at any moment the theater owners might try to help her by shutting off the power to the main theater. Killing the power to the theater would certainly shut down the saw, but the blade would then descend to its resting place at the center of the cutting surface, bisecting the box in the process. Almost any rescue would likely mean death for the young adventuress. Her only hope was to attempt to save herself, however long the odds.


  She had only one chance, and that was the saw itself. Though it was solid steel, as Mandrake had indicated, it was not nearly as sharp as an actual industrial saw. It had always been intended as a stage prop and the cabinet had shaken violently with each brush of the blade. It was a desperate gamble, but Alexa had no other choice.


  Nightvision allowed her mind to stray ever so slightly toward the sensation of the vibrator lapping at her clit and the saw surged downward even as her body hurled toward climax. It was like throwing a fighter jet into a nose dive then trying to pull out again before hitting the ground, as she fought to pull herself back from the onset of orgasm even as the blade laid into the cabinet. But her innermost muscles gripped the dildo tighter and tighter even as she willed them to relax, and the blade continued its descent. The flaxen-haired dynamo screamed into the ball gag as the saw continued to sink, heedless of her desperate efforts to halt it. The air all around her exploded in a cloud of wood, dust, metal and flying scorpions, soon to be joined by the spray of her own blood and bone. Alexa dug desperately at the slippery slope of passion, hoping beyond hope to avoid the oblivion of death that awaited her.


  And just for an instant, she stopped it. The blade halted its descent even as the cabinet disintegrated all around her. Suddenly, her hands and feet were free and she used her precious moment of freedom to roll off the steel cutting surface and onto the stage floor, chunks of wood still clamped around her wrists and ankles. Then the climax washed through her like a force of nature, wave after wave of intense pleasure that blossomed to completely fill her world like mushroom cloud. Sparks swirled in sympathy all around her as the saw bit into the steel cutting surface, shattering the blade in the process. Finally, the saw went into auto shutdown; the deafening whine of the engine abated as the arm rose back to vertical carrying with it the twisted remains of the blade.


  Nightvision lay on her side, gasping for breath and clutching at her crotch with her still-manacled arms. The power of the dildo had somehow shut down with the saw, so her first act of recovery was to undo the buckles holding the ball gag in her mouth. Then she cleaned the last remnants of wood from around her limbs and throat before rising slowly to her knees.


  “RRRRRR!”


  Alexa looked up startled to find herself face to face with Laertes. The 300-pound cat was coiled and ready to pounce, teeth bared in fury. Her blood froze in her veins as she realized that her victory was likely to be short-lived. She had escaped the blade only to be torn to bloody shreds by the great cat. She closed her eyes, determined to meet death peacefully.


  ZAAAAACK!


  Her eyes flew open again at the familiar sound of the Nightstick discharging its energy. Laertes whimpered like a kitten and writhed on the ground, then went still as the command of his nervous system abandoned him. Mandrake’s fearsome pet had joined his master in defeat.


  “Alexa, are you alright?”


  Alexa glanced up from the stage to look upon the sight that few had ever seen -- the SECOND Nightvision. Her twin sister Alicia was identical to Alexa in almost every respect, right down to the color of their eyes, the arch of their brows, and their choice of dangerous lifestyle. They also shared the telepathic and precognitive powers that had made their ancestral line one of the most revered and hated in all of Eastern Europe.


  “Yea, thanks to you. Did you get him?”


  “Of course,” Alicia smiled slyly. “The only trick Mandrake the Magnificent will be performing from now on will be hide the pickle with other inmates in his cell block. And that Jeff Hemelman… he’s a cute one. Perhaps he could make use of a good assistant or two.”


  “He’s all yours,” Alexa got unsteadily to her feet. “But I’m sure my date is worried sick trying to find me. Do you mind if…?”


  Alicia knew where she was heading. They regularly changed places with each other when the need suited them, even fooling their closest friends. In fact, given the demands of their crime fighting careers, it was often a practical necessity.


  “Of course. Your dress?”


  “Mezzanine ladies room, slung beneath the sinks. Come by the loft later?”


  “It’s a date. I’ll let you know how Peter kisses.”


  As Alexa limped for the shadows of the back stage, Alicia fired a drag line up into the first balcony and prepared to climb up. She was only interrupted by the voice in her head, soft and intimately comforting.


  AND ALICIA?


  YES?


  THANKS. FOR COMING SO FAST.


  WHAT ARE SISTERS FOR?


  * * *


  Marla Dietrich was a woman that knew what she wanted. Since taking control of KFUF Channel 62 from her father at the tender age of 25 she had worked tirelessly to turn the backwater television station around. She had fired all of her father’s worthless semi-retired friends, built a state-of-the-art news room, and hired the best marketing representatives away from the other local affiliates. She had dropped their long-standing independent status and aligned her station with an up-and-coming network, and even hired a traffic copter to monitor the local rush hour, replacing the canned updates purchased from other stations. She had sunk her entire fortune into putting KFUF on the map, but her efforts had gone large unnoticed and unappreciated. Despite the face lift, her station was awash in a sea of red ink. As more and more viewers were migrating to cable and the Internet for entertainment, it seemed likely that she would lose everything.


  But now she knew the secret to save her empire. She had to kill Nightvision.


  BZZZT!


  Marla had been waiting in the featureless visitation room for almost 30 minutes before the activation of the security door beyond the clear bulletproof partition heralded the arrival of her guest. She unconsciously smoothed the skirt of her expensive wool suit, as she always did before meetings with important clients. All things considered it was an odd place for business negotiations. The windows were barred, the chairs cheap plastic, and her client an inmate in maximum security prison. Still, the consequences of their negotiations couldn’t be more critical to her future or the future of her television station.


  The security door swung open to reveal Mandrake the Magician, flanked on either side by a beefy prison guard. His stylish tuxedo had been replaced by a bright orange jump suit and his expensive jewelry was replaced by wrist and ankle manacles. His normally immaculate hair had been shaved close and he looked pale under the harsh light of the overhead fluorescent tubes. But as they met gazes she could tell that his icy blue eyes were still twinkling with cunning and madness. He was still Mandrake the Magician, one of the greatest arch criminals in the world. Marla was counting on it.


  “Ten minutes,” One of the guards announced, as he removed the transit cuffs from Mandrake’s wrists and ankles. “Try to keep it in your pants.”


  Then the door closed, leaving Marla Dietrich alone with the Master of Mayhem. He walked slowly toward the chair on the high security side of the visitation room, never taking his unreadable gaze off the woman on the other side of the 2-inch Plexiglas. His smile was cold and humorless, but when he spoke his British accent was steady and refined.


  “Forgive me, but I don’t believe we’ve met.”


  “No, we haven’t. My name is Marla Dietrich, I’m the owner of KFUF Channel 62.”


  Mandrake made no move to sit down. “Yes, well you’ll forgive me Ms Dietrich, but I must inform you that I don’t watch much television. I find the media vacuous.”


  “I understand, but I’m not here to ask you for an interview. I’m here to discuss a business proposition. I want you to kill Nightvision.”


  Mandrake stared at her a moment longer then slowly sat down in the chair. “Go on…”


  “My station televised the Masters of Magic Awards show last month. I’ve been struggling for years to get local rebroadcast rights to key civic events, but so far I’ve been relegated to strictly second class events. No offense.”


  “None taken,” Mandrake’s expression was unreadable.


  “However, my broadcast rights for the Masters of Magic gave me exclusive broadcast rights to the battle between you and Nightvision. I’ve licensed the footage to the major networks for over a million dollars. You’re quite a star.”


  “You are too kind, but I believe Nightvision is the star of that particular performance. As you can see, I am now behind bars.”


  “An impediment that could be remedied, under the appropriate circumstances. There is a significant amount of paperwork clogging the penal system at the moment. Prisoners are transferred, mistakes are made…”


  “On the condition that you get broadcast rights to the rematch.”


  Now it was Marla’s turn to smile coldly. “Precisely. I assume you could arrange for an appropriately… dramatic demise for Ansonia’s darling crime fighter, given proper time and resources.”


  “I might have a few ideas.”


  “You get your freedom, your revenge on the woman that put you in jail, and the distinction of being the criminal who killed Nightvision. I get the international broadcast rights, the national exposure, and my revenge on the city that shits on me each and every day.”


  “And what is my percentage?”


  Now Marla smiled with a stare every bit as icy as Mandrake himself. “The only future you have at the moment, Mandrake, is an 8 by 8 foot cell on death row. And you are far from the only criminal in Ansonia interested in killing Nightvision. Just the most photogenic. My offer is more than fair.”


  “I see.” Mandrake blinked first and leaned back in his chair with a chuckle. “I have performed enough card tricks to know when the deck is marked. Very well, if you see to my release and bankroll my preparations I will arrange for Nightvision’s spectacular exit.”


  “Just what I had in mind.”


  BZZZ! The door buzzed open again, signaling the end of their interview. Mandrake got to his feet and pressed his hand to his lips, blowing his trademark kiss to his new benefactor.


  “Ado, Ms Dietrich. I look forward to our next meeting.”


  And with that Mandrake the Magnificent was gone, swallowed back into the depths of Ansonia’s maximum security prison. But already his great mind was whirling with thoughts of revenge, betrayal, and murder.


  * * *


  “Come on Alicia, what’s taking you so long?”


  Alexa Topolov stood in the midst of the expansive workout loft over her apartment, tapping her foot anxiously. She was dressed in the costume of a modern circus performer -- white sequined bikini with thong trunks, translucent hose and ballet slippers. She stretched out with expert precision on the ballet bar lining one wall of the loft, but her exotic costume indicated that she had other things on her mind than plies and pirouettes.


  “I am coming, sister,” Alicia emerged from the dressing room clad in an identical white costume, and wearing an identical expression of irritation. Her Eastern European accent was faint but unmistakable. “Are you certain that the glitter is absolutely necessary?”


  Both girls had dusted their hair with silver glitter to accent their costumes, as was their practice in their former lives as circus performers.


  ALL THE WORLD’S A STAGE, Alexa telepathically reminded her twin. AND YOU NEVER KNOW WHO IS WATCHING.


  HMMPH, Alicia snorted as she walked over to a concealed wall safe and began working the combination. The two had accumulated an impressive array of toys, gadgets, and outfits during their two years as superheroines, mostly mementos of their time spent as “guests” of their enemies. The majority they turned over to the police or local universities for study, but a few they kept because of their more enduring appeal.


  After five twists of the dial Alicia opened the safe and drew out two belts lined with delicately blinking electronic components. They were Shrinking Belts, developed by the Doll Master as part of his plan to enslave an entire harem of women, all shrunk down to the size of 4-inches. He had developed elaborate play sets for his “dolls,” including a medieval dungeon, a sultan’s harem, and a western rodeo coral, all complete with miniaturized furniture, props, and actors. When Nightvision had been captured by the Doll Master, however, Alexa had been subjected to the shrinking process and then introduced into a somewhat harsher environment – the terrarium of his pet boa constrictor! Alicia managed to infiltrate the Doll Maker’s lair and rescue Alexa from a very tight squeeze, but they kept the shrinking bands to help them with their war on crime. They also made off with the Doll Master’s latest play set, a miniature circus.


  The big top play set had been given a permanent home on a broad tabletop at one end of the loft. Though intended to accommodate 4-in human dolls, the tent was still over 3 feet long and two feet high at its peak. The fabric, rigging, and landscape had all been reproduced with painstaking detail. The equipment inside included two trapezes, a tightrope, a fully functional human cannon, a high dive, miniature bleachers, and even a lions cage (though they had donated the miniature lions, horses, and elephants to the Ansonia Zoo). Alexa flipped a switch, turning on the festive lights that dotted the eerily lifelike model. The merry notes of a tiny steam organ emanated from somewhere inside.


  SHALL WE? Alicia offered a Shrinking Belt to her sister and they both slipped them on. The ambient field generated by the belt tingled all around them as they manipulated the controls that would shrink them down to doll size. Time for their evening workout.


  Alexa and Alicia had grown up with the circus, first serving as assistants and later as performers in their father Vladimir’s circus act – the Flying Topolov’s. Like the rest of the family, they had proved to be natural aerialists and had mastered both the tight rope and the trapeze by the time they were 14. They loved the circus life -- traveling the country, signing autographs amid throngs of young fans, caring for the circus animals, the danger and romance of their act – it was everything two adventurous young girls could hope for. But that was before they found out about The Gift.


  Though they never knew it, the Topolov’s were virtually a royal lineage among the shadowy Gypsy clans of Eastern Europe, a family renown for their influential leaders, great wealth, and above all their formidable witches. A powerful psychic ability – The Gift as it was known -- traveled through the female line of the Topolov’s, allowing them to read minds, sense emotions, and in some cases even move objects with the force of their will. It was handed down to only a single woman in each generation and it was dangerously fickle, sometimes awesomely powerful, sometimes reduced to mere intuition, sometimes disappearing altogether for entire generations. As went the power of The Gift so went the fortunes of the Topolov’s, and the 19th century found The Gift as weak as it had ever been. In the 20th Century it disappeared altogether, and the Topolov’s were forced to flee Europe or be destroyed by their enemies. But all the Gypsies -- Topolov friend and enemy alike -- watched each successive generation of women closely for any sign of The Gift’s return.


  When Alicia and Alexa were born as twins, their father Vladimir had been immensely relieved. Twins had never before inherited The Gift and this almost certainly meant that his daughters would be spared the danger, treachery and bloodshed that would inevitably accompany the return of the Topolov witches. Alexa and Alicia had even undergone the grueling “Witch Tests” administered by the crones from the Old Country and had shown no signs of supernatural power, much to their Fathers’ delight. But when the girls reached puberty they began undergoing strange changes, first in their ability to wordlessly communicate with each other, then in a heightened sense of empathy -- the ability to read thoughts and emotions of others. Vladimir did his best to hide his daughters’ blooming talents and forbade them from using their powers under any circumstances. But when Alexa began manifesting weak telekinetic powers, it was clear that even the most casual Gypsy observer would see the girls for what they were – powerful twin witches. He had to do something.


  Shortly after Alicia and Alexa’s 17th birthday, Vladimir decided that their only hope of leading normal lives was to leave the circus, so he sent them both away to school in Ansonia. Alexa attended the Metropolitan School of Dance downtown, while her sister lived in the suburbs and attended the Ansonia Art Institute where she studied the violin. For the first six months of their schooling, it appeared that Vladimir’s plan would work perfectly. This girl’s settled into their new cosmopolitan lives and only met in secret, concealing their relationship from even their closest new friends. As their powers grew steadily stronger, the girls could clearly see the wisdom of their Father’s decision to keep them hidden from the ambitions of the Gypsy clans. Still, they missed the gaudy pleasures of their former circus life, and the miniature circus setup had proven a marvelous substitute for the real thing.


  But even as Alicia and Alexa prepared to activate the shrinking belts, the silence was broken by a high tech buzzing.


  DAMN. Alexa turned around. It was the shortwave phone that the Ansonia Police used to contact Nightvision. CHIEF RYAN SURE HAS LOUSY TIMING.


  SUCH IS THE LIFE OF A CIVIL SERVANT. Alicia thought back.


  AT LEAST CIVIL SERVANTS WITH PSYCHIC POWERS. BETTER SEE WHAT HE WANTS. Alicia strode to the RF base station and lifted the receiver. The device was old and unwieldy but had the advantages of being extremely difficult to trace and almost impossible to jam.


  YES CHIEF? I MEAN… “Yes Chief?”


  “Nightvision, I’m afraid we have a queer situation down at Harmon Killibrew Field. The Nightowls have… disappeared.”


  “Disappeared?” The Nightowls were Ansonia’s beloved AAA baseball team and were scheduled to host Game 1 of the Pennant series against the Trenton Titans that same night. “I’m not sure I understand.”


  “According to the pitching coach, the team took batting practice an hour ago then headed into the locker room for a team meeting. No one has seen any of them since.”


  “Could it be some sort of publicity stunt?”


  “Our thought as well. But then my men found this note near the dugout: ‘Strike one they vanish, strike two you doubt, and when the clock reads zero, strike three they’re out.’ What do you think?”


  “I think the Nightowls could be in trouble. I’ll be right down.”


  Alexa hung up the phone and turned to her sister.


  IT APPEARS THAT SOMEONE HAS ABDUCTED THE NIGHTOWLS.


  BLACKMAIL?


  PERHAPS, THE PERPITRATOR LEFT BEHIND A NOTE. A DEATH THREAT.


  IT SEEMS OUR WORKOUT WILL HAVE TO WAIT. YOU’D BETTER GO CHECK IT OUT.


  RIGHT.


  Alexa handed her shrink belt back to Alicia and strode to the closet that served as the secret entrance to the dressing room where they stored their Nightvision costumes and equipment. She felt the familiar tingle of excitement as she ran her finger down the line of costumes arrayed on the hanging bar, stopping on her favorite: a French cut halter-top body suit with a mock turtle neck and a concealed zipper up the back. It was a daring costume for a young vigilante fighting crime in one of America’s most corrupt and dangerous cities, but to circus performer with a fetish for adventure and danger, it was the perfect choice.


  Alexa had first resolved to become a masked crime fighter six months after arriving in Ansonia, in order the help save the city from the reign of terror of Parallax, a mad scientist who had developed a quantum device to stop time. Parallax committed crime after crime then held the entire city for ransom, and since he committed all his crimes while the rest of the world was frozen in time, the authorities were powerless to stop him. Only Alexa and Alicia, with their empathic ability to feel an individual’s intent BEFORE they committed a crime, had any chance of saving the city. But Alexa had promised her father that she would not use her powers publicly, so Alicia fashioned her a circus-style costume with a mask to conceal her identity, a violet-black color to allow her to prowl the city unseen, and a tight sexy cut to highlight Alexa’s daredevil style. The police, not surprisingly, were skeptical about her offer of aid and so she was forced to take on Parallax alone.


  Her first confrontation with a super criminal very nearly turned out to be her last as she faced grisly death three times while the fate of the city hung in the balance. First came Parallax’s “dilatation trap” where she aged over 80 years in 25 minutes. Only the shriveling of her own musculature as she reached the age of 80 allowed her to escape her bonds and flee the trap. Next she fell victim to his “time bomb” which hurled her back 290 years to the time of the Ansonia witch trials… where she was the guest of honor. She endured dunkings, stonings, and was in the process of being burned at the stake when Alicia finally managed to summon her back to modern time. Finally, she was captured in Parallax’s lair, where she was violated and tortured before being strictly bound and sealed in Parallax’s Time Capsule where she would remain entombed, fully alert and helpless, for thousands of years. Each trial had been more terrifying and inescapable than the last, but Alexa managed to overcome each deathtrap and beat Parallax at his own game, reducing him to a living statue now doing consecutive life sentences in maximum security.


  The costume Alexa drew out of the closet looked very much like the original Alicia had designed for her battle with Parallax. The body suit was made of a silky smooth rubberized Lycra that was molded at the bodice to precisely hug and support Alexa’s breasts. Both girls had received silicone implants early in their circus careers, so the molded cups in their uniform were all the additional chest support they required. The high-heeled boots and long slinky gloves were made of the same glossy material as the body suit, but featured integrated rubber soles and non-slip palms for traction. The mask was sleek and stylish, and served more to accentuate her huge hazel-green eyes rather than to conceal her identity. The cut of the halter top body suit and the seam through the crotch of the tights gave any potential captor ready access to her erogenous regions, partially as a message of defiance and partially out of practicality. Given the extreme perversion of the criminal mind, it saved her a fortune in shredded costumes.


  SO WHO DO YOU THINK IS BEHIND THIS? Alicia asked as she lifted the concealed zipper at the rear of Alexa’s body suit and clasped the mock turtleneck snug around her throat. Given Alex’s rigorous physical training and greater passion for danger, she usually served as the first responder for Nightvision assignments. COULD IT BE A TEMPORAL EDDY FROM PARALLEX’S TIME BOMB? The after effects of Parallax’s time bending blast had been responsible for a number of odd events in Ansonia’s recent past, but Alexa shook her head.


  NO. SOMEONE LEFT BEHIND THAT NOTE TO DRAW THE POLICE. SOMEONE WHO’S NOT AFRAID TO DRAW ATTENTION TO THEMSELVES. Alexa stepped into her high-heeled boots, then secured the black silk sash around her waist.


  SNATCHING A BASEBALL TEAM AN HOUR BEFORE THE GAME… ITS ALMOST LIKE THEY WANTED THE CROWD TO BE THERE. Alicia opened their weapons cabinet and drew out one of their Nightsticks. The weapons were a gift from the professors at Ansonia State when Nightvision saved the city from a mind control transmitter built by one of their colleagues gone mad. SOUNDS LIKE THE WORK OF A TWISTED SHOWMAN… LIKE MANDRAKE.


  FORTUNATELY, Alexa took the Nightstick from her sister and slipped it into the black holster belted to her left thigh. MANDRAKE IS SAFELY IN JAIL. BUT I’LL TAKE THIS ALONG JUST IN CASE.


  For a moment Alexa’s mind drifted to her ordeal at the hands of Mandrake. Like everyone in the city -- she had watched the video tape of her battle with Mandrake’s assistants, and her defeat at the hands of the magician’s poisonous cane. She had watched with a mix of horror and arousal as her own body was securely bound, discretely impaled, then sealed in the box with a swarm of writhing scorpions. The crowd moaned and screamed as she was placed beneath the huge saw, mouth securely gagged, eyes wide with terror. The television cameraman taped perhaps another two minutes of her ordeal before being chased off by a snarling Laertes, with the time divided between close ups of her masked face and the inexorably descending blade. Fortunately, the cameraman missed her ultimate escape from the cabinet and the arrival of Alicia, but as a closet submissive with a fetish for danger, the tape never failed to get Alexa excited.


  BETTER KEEP YOUR MIND ON THE MYSTERY AT HAND, Alicia reminded her sister as she clasped the long supple cape around Alex’s shoulders. AFTER ALL, WHAT COULD HAPPEN TO YOU AT A BASEBALL STADIUM?


  What indeed? As Alexa slipped on her mask, the question loomed large in her mind.


  * * *


  The crowds continued to flock to Harmon Killibrew stadium as the first pitch of the AAA baseball Pennant series drew closer. With the Nightowls disappearing so close to game time, the general manager had opted not to cancel the game outright but rather to trust in the Ansonia police to locate the runaway team before game time. The eager baseball fans ignored the police cars in the parking lot and took little notice of the additional uniformed officers down on the field. But when the caped form of Nightvision joined the officers near the dugout they burst out in a scattered applause. Little did they suspect that a deadly game of cat and mouse was playing out before their eyes, a game that Nightvision was destined to loose.


  “So you found the note right here?” Nightvision knelt down on the dirt warning track just outside the dugout, cape pooling around her feet like molten plastic. She held the note itself in her gloved hand.


  “That’s right,” the pitching coach said, fiddling with his hat. Alexa knew that, like most men, the coach was having a bit of trouble concentrating while addressing her. Her exotic costume, stunning beauty, and supernatural reputation made her a daunting presence. “It was right on the edge of the grass.”


  Nightvision put the paper to her nose and closed her eyes. “Myrrh – a burial spice.” She stood up and surveyed the area. “There are footprints everywhere. Does the team use the dugout for batting practice?”


  “At least to get out on the field from the locker room. Some’ll hit the water jug or swing the weights for a bit.”


  Chief Ryan, standing next to Nightvision with his hands thrust into the pockets of his expensive British trench coat, cut in. “It’s only 20 minutes to game time. Should we evacuate the crowd?”


  “Not quite yet,” the young daredevil said with her soft Slavic accent. “If the crowd gets alarmed we could wind up with a mob scene.”


  Nightvision stepped into the dugout. “So you say they all passed through the dugout on their way to the field?”


  “Yea, it’s the quickest route to the locker room.” Nightvision ran her hand down the line of bats, all hanging on a plastic rack fixed to one wall.


  “Excuse me, ma’am,” the pitching coach interrupted, ”but aren’t you psychic? Can’t you just… feel… them or something. “


  “Them… and 16,000 screaming fans.” Alexa answered almost absently. “A man in the third row of section one is seriously contemplating killing his wife, half a dozen are contemplating suicide, and you’re extremely worried about meeting me, because you have a guilty secret you don’t want public.” Then Alexa looked up with a gentle smile that took the sting out of her words. “But don’t worry, Mr Falbough, almost EVERYBODY has a secret that they don’t want made public. I read emotions, not thoughts.”


  “Hello…” Nightvision knelt down on the floor near the water cooler.


  “What is it?” Chief Ryan asked. ”What do you see?”


  “There’s no water on the floor beneath the water cooler. No tobacco juice on the floor either.”


  “So? Maybe we just have healthy players that don’t spill their water.”


  “Perhaps,” Nightvision looked thoughtfully. “Or perhaps…” She took the bat from the rack nearest the field and then stepped back out onto the field. Then she balanced herself on the very edge of the outer dugout wall and gently hung the bat back on the rack.


  The entire floor of the dugout spun smoothly on a central axis. The long bench tilted over backwards and disappeared into the darkness, only to be replaced by an identical bench secured to the other side of the floor. In less than a second it was over --- the floor had completely flipped over and locked back into place, but it looked like nothing had happened.


  “My god!” Chief Ryan gasped. “Amazing.”


  Nightvision didn’t answer. Instead the masked dynamo took two bats out of the rack, then hung one back up. When the floor started to rotate she used the second bat to wedge it open. The crowd gathered around the dugout was greeted by a wave of stale air and they could hear muffled moans from the darkness beyond. The officers flanking Chief Ryan shined their flashlights into the darkness to reveal a group of struggling baseball players, each bound and gagged and very angry.


  “The Nightowls!” the pitching coach exclaimed. “They were under the dugout the entire time! But how?”


  “The concrete conduit under the dugout is used to draw water away from the field when it rains,” Nightvision explained. “Someone rigged the floor of the dugout to flip over each time a player hung his bat on the rack, then tied them up one by one as they fell into the conduit.”


  “But who would do such a thing? And why?”


  “I don’t know. If I didn’t know better I’d say this was the work of…”


  “Bravo, Nightvision! Bravo!”


  Nightvision whirled around, then gasped in surprise. Standing atop the pitching mound was none other than Mandrake the Magician, dressed in his typical fashionable tuxedo and bow tie, with the addition of a Nightowls baseball cap.


  “… Mandrake the Magician!” Alexa finished her sentence. “I should have known.”


  “Indeed you should have. No one puts Mandrake away for long. And now its time – “ with a flick of his wrist he produced a baseball “ – to throw out the first pitch!”


  Without warning, Mandrake hurled the baseball toward the dugout. The whizzing ball exploded on impact, enveloping the entire group in a cloud of thick smoke. Nightvision alone leapt clear of the cloud, rolling across her back and then back up to her feet. The chief and policemen were a step slower – they slumped unconscious onto the dirt-lined warning track.


  “Excellent reflexes, my dear,” Mandrake produced a second baseball almost as quickly as he threw the first. “I’m afraid you’re going to need them.”


  He threw a second gas ball at Nightvision’s feet, and then a third, but each time the masked dynamo sprang away from the point of impact, holding her breath until she was well clear. Unfortunately, by focusing her attention on Mandrake she was surprised at the leap of his panther, Laertes. The great cat pounced from behind, descending on her with all his weight.


  “Ohhh, that had to hurt,” Mandrake said in mock sympathy as the petite heroine landed hard beneath the weight of the much larger beast. “Laertes, kill.”


  Laertes roared then snapped downward at Nightvision’s throat. She managed to seize his head between her hands and halt his advance a fraction of an inch before his snapping teeth dug into her flesh. Mandrake stepped down from the mound as the slim daredevil desperately pitted her strength against that of the 300-pound beast. Finally, she worked her legs up between them and toppled the cat off. Laertes sank down on his haunches preparing to pounce again as Nightvision regained her feet. But now the slim vigilante held her Nightstick. The fighting staff shot out to its full 4-foot length and its metal tips came alive with electricity.


  “Laertes, heel,” Mandrake ordered. Laertes roared at his would-be prey, ears laid close against the back of his head, but he complied with his master’s demand.


  “I don’t know what kind of trick you’re playing, Mandrake,” Nightvision commanded, “but this stunt ends now!”


  “On the contrary, Nightslut,” Mandrake took of his hat, as if to show her there was nothing inside. “The show is just beginning. I knew my little ‘disappearing act’ would lure you to the Stadium. And since you’ve proved such a capable escape artist, I thought you might enjoy daring my latest and most deadly challenge.”


  “Sorry Mandrake, my stage career is over. And so is yours”


  “Ohh, but I insist!”


  A ball of tightly wound steel mesh shot out from his hat, exploding into an expanding net that enveloped Nightvision like a cocoon. The net was instantly electrified by the current at the ends of Nightvision’s own staff. The closed circuit shorted out the Nightstick, but only after delivering a punishing shock to the teenage daredevil. She dropped to all fours struggling for consciousness.


  “Magnificent,” Mandrake beamed, “The net worked even better than I had hoped. Scarlet, prepare the weather balloon. The rest of you, lets get Nightvision dressed in her new ‘flight suit’!”


  Despite the jolt to her nervous system Nightvision still managed to gasp in horror at the site of the “costume” Mandrake had in mind for her final escape. It was a straight jacket of black vinyl, with a broad integrated slave collar, a padlocking waist cinch belt, a contoured crotch strap, and long sleeves equipped with multiple hobbling straps. It was a “punishment” style jacket with the arms drawn across the back rather than the front as with a conventional “humane” straight jacket. The jacket also included a matching vinyl bondage hood, mouthless and equipped with a removable blindfold. Whatever twisted “escape” challenge Mandrake had in mind, he certainly had no intention of her escaping.


  “Looks cozy,” Nightvision managed to retort. “And just… my size.”


  “Indeed,” Mandrake laughed with glee. “I’m sure you’re just dying to try it on.”


  Nightvision was powerless to resist as four assistants freed her from the net and quickly forced her arms into the sleeves of the jacket, zipping it closed from behind and pulling the waist belt snug. They then pulled Nightvision’s arms slowly but firmly across her back until her fingers stretched to the opposite armpit, securing the strap at the end of each mitten-like sleeve to the buckles just beneath the vinyl cups stretched tightly over her breasts. So distracted was Alexa watching over either shoulder at the progress of the assistants securing the straight jacket, she didn’t even notice the approach of a third assistant holding the ball gag before her.


  “Open wide Nightslut. You’re going to really enjoy this.”


  “Isn’t it a bit early… for the gag? I haven’t even begged… for mercy yet.”


  “That’s a pleasant thought,” Mandrake agreed as he pulled out a large pistol, “But tonight we’ll have to settle for your pretty moans of agony. It would be a shame to just have to shoot you if we were interrupted by the authorities.”


  “I agree.” Alexa opened her mouth and allowed the assistant to shove the oily ball between her teeth until her jaws were wedged painfully open. As soon as the assistant secured the strap that would hold the gag securely in place, a second assistant followed with the hood, covering her entire head in a sheath of tight vinyl. After aligning the eye and nostril openings over Alex’s face, the bottom of the hood was slipped beneath the collar of the straightjacket and the collar itself was strapped tightly around her throat.


  Alexa’s strength reluctantly flowed back into her limbs as the assistants continued their work, pulling the waist belt tighter around her waist and then attaching the crotch strap until the vinyl was stretched tightly across every contour of her body. She moaned into her gag as her arms were drawn ever tighter behind her back, forcing her breasts prominently forward. Only when it seemed that her shoulders were about be wrenched from their sockets did the assistants stop pulling, strapping her arms together at multiple points to hold her arms in painful tension. Nightvision shuddered at her own sense of helplessness as the assistants added small padlocks to her belt, collar, wrists, and crotch strap. Then the assistants lifted Nightvision lightly to her feet.


  “It looks even more fiendishly inescapable than I had hopped,“ Mandrake preened as he ran his finger across Nightvision’s rubber clad cheek. “Makes me feel almost feel guilty for what I’m going to do to you next!”


  He turned her face toward the pitchers mound where she gasped at the sight of her grisly fate. It was a weather balloon, a huge orb of white latex draped with a nylon net to give it extra strength. Mandrake’s sexy assistants were almost done filling the bag with hydrogen gas from two wheeled cylinders, as the balloon strained skyward against three electric winches. The nylon net was gathered at the bottom of the balloon to an aluminum platform, and hanging down from the platform were two short chains ending at locking O rings. With dismay she noted that an enterprising cameraman had stolen to the edge of the field and was broadcasting the details of her ordeal on the “Jumbotron” television screen beside the scoreboard. The 15-foot image of herself in strict bondage only served to increase her sense of humiliation, helplessness, and submissive arousal.


  “I suppose you can guess a bit of what I have in mind for your final performance. That weather balloon is designed to fly to an altitude of over 60,000 feet then rupture, dropping its instrumented payload like a dart through the atmosphere into the ocean miles below. Unfortunately, its only payload tonight will be you.”


  “Mhhhhhgh!” Nightvision tried to retort, but her reply was lost behind the ball gag and the fabric of the hood.


  “Well put,” Mandrake could barely contain his glee. “ Ladies, take her to the balloon!”


  “Ladies and gentlemen!” Mandrake addressed the crowd over the PA system. “I’m afraid the Nightowls have been delayed by a pre-game kidnapping attempt, so instead of a baseball game you will instead get the opportunity to witness a one of a kind event: the death of Nightvision!”


  A sporadic cheer ran through the crowd, much like the confused response at the theater.


  “For your entertainment, Nightvision will be attempting a version of the suspended straightjacket escape performed by magicians for many years. But instead of a conventional hospital straight jacket, I have secured her in a device of my own design, with padlocks reinforcing every point of possible weakness.”


  Nightvision completed the short trip to the balloon where she was greeted by more bondage. While one assistant ran her hands down Nightvision’s hips and massaged her thighs a second secured heavy steel manacles around her ankles and connected them together with a heavy O ring. The assistant then secured bondage straps around her thighs and calves, pulling them painfully tight, and secured the straps with small padlocks like her other bondage. Then she was forced to the ground on her back and hoisted up by her feet so that her ankle manacles could be secured to the chains hanging from the small platform of the weather balloon.


  “Now painfully and inescapably bound, our brave heroine will be suspended beneath a hydrogen-filled weather balloon. The balloon will whisk her to a deadly altitude of over 60,000 feet at which point it will explode, sending Nightvision on a final deadly plunge into the ocean miles below!”


  Nightvision’s ankle manacles were secured to the chains with screw-locking O rings, then the balloon was allowed to ascend until the doomed heroine swung freely beneath its looming bulk. The Jumbotron gave the entire stadium an up-close view of her inverted body as she struggled hopelessly against her bondage, breasts thrust forward with nipples straining at the shiny material of the straight jacket.


  “And to make sure you miss none of the drama, I’ve equipped the balloon with two cameras ‘borrowed’ from the television crew covering tonight’s game. You can watch every moment of Nightvision’s excruciating demise from the comfort of your own seats!”


  The crowd cheered again, this time with surprising enthusiasm, as the Jumbotron displayed the view from a camera looking directly down on Nightvision’s inverted body. The leg chains securing the teenage avenger’s legs were actually mounted on a central axel, allowing her to spin freely beneath the balloon. Her head was largely lost beneath the twin swells of breasts, though she frequently piked so as if to better inspect her leg bondage.


  “Looks like she’s ready to go, Ladies and Gentlemen,” The crowd cheered again, “Just one final touch.”


  “Lights out, Nightslut,” said an assistant as she produced the matching vinyl blindfold for the bondage hood.


  “Mhhhgh! MHHHGH!” Nightvision pleaded as she shook her head from side to side. But her pleas were pointless, and one assistant held her head while the other positioned the mask over her eyes and secured it at the back of the hood with the integrated buckles. The assistants then backed away, leaving Nightvision to struggle delightfully against the straps. Her chest heaved beneath the skin-tight fabric of the straightjacket as she labored for breath. The straps bit deeply into her legs, and arms, and the heavy bondage belt drew tight around her narrow waist like a medieval corset.


  Police sirens were converging on the stadium from every point of the compass, so Mandrake cut short any further melodrama.


  “Now, please join me for the final countdown. Five! Four! Three! Two! One! Liftoff!”


  The crowd let out a loud roar as Mandrake’s assistants finally cut the ropes holding the weather balloon earthbound. Police in riot gear began rushing onto the field even as the hydrogen filled bag lurched eagerly skyward, carrying its sexy passenger aloft on what would almost certainly be a lethal voyage. Help had arrived only too late. Within seconds, the balloon rose above the level of the lights and into the twilight sky over Ansonia.


  With Nightvision steadily fading in the distance the Jumbotron switched over to the onboard camera, showing the doomed young heroine as she twisted beneath the balloon, marvelously illuminated by the rays of the setting sun. A small counter labeled “Alt-omatic” appeared at the bottom of the screen to chart her perilous ascent into the upper regions of the atmosphere. The digits spun like the display at a gas pump – within the first minute of her flight she was already 2000 feet in the air.


  The police finally retook the field, but Mandrake had disappeared as usual and the entire assemblage could only watch in horrified fascination as the Jumbotron recorded Nightvision’s desperate battle. For the first several minutes, she struggled vigorously, occasionally looking up the length of her body as if gauging her progress. But her efforts accomplished nothing against Mandrakes intricate harness, and as the Alto-matic topped 20,000 feet her struggles became less coordinated, driven more and more by panic, her mouth frozen in a silent scream by the ball gag.


  Aboard the weather balloon, Nightvision’s world was darkness, pain, and desperation. She knew that her only hope was to get her arms free and raise herself to the level of the balloon, then somehow improvise a controlled descent back to earth. And she had to act quickly. The temperature was dropping rapidly and within minutes the oxygen content of the atmosphere would drop to the point where she would lose consciousness. In all likelihood, she would freeze or asphyxiate long before the balloon reached its terminal altitude of 60,000 feet. Her only hope was to escape from the straight jacket and soon, but given Mandrake’s genius at bondage and his painstaking attention to detail, that was not likely. Her arms were completely immobilized and straps at here calves, thighs, waist, and throat were so tight that that they were constricting her circulation. Her vinyl sheathed head was already swimming from the combined effects of bondage, inversion, altitude, cold… and mortal fear.


  The crowd watched in hushed tension as the balloon continued its harrowing climb, and Nightvision’s struggles slowed. As the Alto-matic passed 35,000 feet frost was forming on the glossy black surface of the teenage avenger’s slim body. The overhead camera revealed that the ground far below had been replaced by the sea as she drifted eastward, a broad expanse of deep blue beyond the twin peaks of her frosty breasts. Only an occasional shudder and the slightest wisp of steam from her nostrils indicated that she was even still alive. But clearly, she wouldn’t be for much longer. Ansonia’s sexy dare doll was dying before their eyes.


  “Shouldn’t we call in a helicopter or something?” one of the officers asked from the field.


  “It wouldn’t make any difference. Nothing can save her now.”


  The Alto-matic continued to climb --- 38,000 --- 39,000 --- 40,000 – 41,000 – and the camera continued to focus its unblinking eye on the stark, grisly fate of Nightvision. Any thoughts that this was perhaps a AAA baseball publicity stunt were now dispelled as Nightvision spun gently in the icy, oxygen-depleted air like an outlaw beneath the hanging rope. When the balloon reached 42,000 feet, however, there was a shudder and the camera began lurching wildly. The Alto-matic suddenly reversed itself, now counting down at an ever-accelerating rate.


  The weather balloon had burst prematurely, but it was little comfort to the teenage daredevil, who now began her final plummet in the icy sea far below. The lone camera documented Nightvision’s lurching spinning course for another 45 seconds before it was torn from the weather balloon and the Jumbotron finally went dark. The superheroine known as Nightvision was left alone at last to her watery grave.


  * * *


  She can’t be dead. She just can’t be.


  Alicia Topolov stood alone in the living room of her brownstone apartment, playing her violin with stunning passion and beauty. But the melancholy arpeggios of Brahms 5th Concerto were all but lost on the young artist, as her mind feverishly reviewed the details of her sister’s terrifying ordeal.


  Alicia had watched with half the city as Nightvision opened the secret chamber beneath the dugout, and rescued the kidnapped Nightowls. And she watched unbelieving as Mandrake the Magnificent made his startling appearance in a burst of smoke, overcoming the police, and finally defeating Nightvision with the help of his great panther Laertes. Even as additional police units rushed to the stadium, the television cameras followed the action as Nightvision was bound in an erotic straightjacket, gagged, hooded, collared, and suspended beneath a high-altitude weather balloon. The police arrived just in time to see the balloon disappearing beyond the rim of the stadium. The full fifteen minutes of her ascent was captured by Mandrake’s onboard camera and cleverly displayed on the Jumbotron to the hushed crowd. The city moaned as one when the balloon finally ruptured, dropping Nightvision’s now-lifeless body earthward. The last haunting image showed her lifeless body tumbling wildly as she plummeted toward the sea far below.


  To the rest of the world Nightvision was unequivocally dead, her final moments witnessed by thousands of viewers. The only person who had any doubts about the matter was the one that nobody else knew existed -- her twin sister. Though their ability to telepathically communicate was limited to a few miles, the Topolov sisters shared a subconscious bond that ran far deeper. Alicia could tell the moment she woke up just what mood her sister was in, and any sickness or depression that struck one of them immediately overtook them both. If Alexa had died, Alicia was sure she would have felt the trauma almost as acutely as her sister. However improbable, the fact that Alicia still felt her usual sense of inner calm provided tacit proof that Alexa was still alive. The problem was figuring out how… or where.


  Suddenly Alicia stopped her mad playing, panting as if she had just run a mile. The apartment went deathly silent as the final notes of Alicia’s virtuoso performance faded to nothing. Despite its musical brilliance, the haunting requiem was a pale reflection of the battle raging within her own feverish mind.


  “I’m the only one that thinks Alexa is still alive. If I don’t find her, no one will.”


  But easier said than done. At first, Alicia was confident that Alexa must have somehow escaped the ordeal, as she had a dozen others before it. It was possible that Alexa had been responsible for the premature rupture of the weather balloon which likely spared her from death by asphyxiation or exposure. To the casual observer Mandrake’s bondage straightjacket seemed escape proof, but as a master escape artist Alexa was trained in creating and exploiting even the smallest amount of slack in her restraints. The balloon itself would have served to slow her fall and the water would have cushioned her final impact. But when the Coast Guard scoured the waters off the coast of Ansonia, they found no trace of Nightvision or the weather balloon. It was as if she had simply vanished.


  That left the possibility that Mandrake himself had rigged the escape stunt. As a master magician Mandrake was certainly capable of such a ploy, and as a madman bent on revenge he might well have the motivation to fake Nightvision’s death. If he could convince the rest of the world that Nightvision was dead then he would be free to use or dispose of her at his leisure. But he had already tried to kill Nightvision once and he seemed to go to great lengths to plan an encore following his inadvertent release from prison. Why bother with delayed gratification?


  Then suddenly it hit her.


  “Wait a minute… television. That’s it!”


  Alicia didn’t own a TV herself but she quickly logged onto the internet and checked the local television listings.


  “Just as I suspected. The Nightowls game and the Master of Magic awards show were both covered by the same television station, KFUF Channel 62!”


  Her preternatural sense of intuition immediately told her she was onto something. The initial broadcast of Nightvision’s battle with Mandrake had been worth millions and put KFUF briefly in the spotlight. Mandrake’s second attack had been even more spectacular and the Mad Magician had even taken pains to ensure that the camera could cover the event as long as possible. But once the cameras stopped rolling, perhaps Mandrake seized the opportunity to put his own plans into action…


  Alicia strode urgently back into her bedroom and activated the secret panel hiding her own Nightvision dressing room.


  “I think its time I paid KFUF a little visit. As Nightvision.”


  * * *


  As Alexa Topolov slowly regained consciousness, at first she was grateful just to be alive. Then she wasn’t so sure.


  “Welcome to the land of the living, Nightvision.” Mandrake greeted her. “For a while anyway.”


  The teenage avenger found herself once again on stage, surrounded on all sides by bright lights. This time, though, she was chained hand and foot, suspended upside down with her ankles secured in metal stocks. Her body was tightly wrapped in coils of heavy chain, criss-crossing across her chest and threading between her legs in a tight bondage harness. Two coils of chain formed a choking collar around her slim throat and her wrists were locked in steel manacles connected by O rings to the chains around her waist. Steel padlocks held the web of chains snug and she could feel the links tighten at her throat and crotch as she lifted her head to survey her body. She was still dressed in her Nightvision costume though her cape and holster had been removed and her silk sash was all but lost beneath coils of chain at her waist. At least Mandrake’s horrible ‘flight suit’ was gone, but at the moment it seemed like precious little comfort.


  Mandrake stood before her, grinning wickedly.


  “Why... why am I still alive?”


  “Believe me, it’s merely a temporary condition, and one I intend to remedy soon enough.” Nightvision followed his finger toward center stage then gasped in renewed horror. It was a version of the Chinese Water torture chamber made popular by Houdini in the 1920’s, a steel-reinforced Plexiglas chamber with a lighted interior completely filled with water. But unlike the original, this tank had several unique features to make the conditions inside especially uncomfortable for the unfortunate occupant, such as interior cage lined with steel spikes and a large propane burner situated directly beneath the main chamber. The steel plate enclosing her feet was actually the roof of the chamber, held aloft by an electric winch high overhead. The holes lining the edges of the plate aligned with heavy steel bolts jutting from the top of the torture chamber. Once lowered into position, the roof would form a water tight seal against a rubber gasket lining the steel-reinforced walls.


  “You went to all the trouble of saving me from your last deathtrap just to drown me here?”


  “I didn’t bring you here simply to drown you,” Mandrake turned his back to Nightvision and stepped to the Chinese water torture chamber. “though that is a rather pleasurable fringe benefit. I’ve brought you here to answer a question.” With a tap of his cane the burner beneath the water torture cell hissed to life, spouting hot blue flame.


  “Sorry, I don’t know much about cooking.”


  Mandrake turned to her and smiled. ”Still got spirit, I see. This may be more entertaining than I thought.”


  He reached out with his cane and ran the silver tip up Nightvision’s inner thigh, over her chained abdomen and to her breasts. “Your escape, back at the theater. I want to know how you did it.”


  For a moment Nightvision locked gazed with the handsome, but utterly deranged master magician and it dawned on her that she might have some bargaining power after all, if she proceeded carefully. Mandrake was a magical snob, and couldn’t stand the thought that someone could perform a trick he didn’t understand. It wasn’t much of an edge, but it was her only hope.


  “Okay, I’ll tell you. But you have to answer one question for me first.”


  Mandrake chuckled. “Your courage is admirable, but I must point out that you’re in no position to negotiate.”


  “Maybe, but you went to a lot of trouble to set up this side show, when you could have just let me freeze in the stratosphere or drown in the ocean. Quid pro quo.”


  Mandrake’s smile slowly faded. “Impetuous girl.” At the push of a button he activated the overhead winch, lifting Nightvision from eye level high into the air. The sexy crime fighter twisting weakly in her heavy chains as he shifted her laterally until the lid was precisely positioned over the tank. Nightvision craned her head upward to survey the mouth of the tank below her. The spikes lining the interior cage looked like successive jaws of razor-sharp teeth and the water was already churning from the intense heat of the gas burner against the floor.


  ALICIA! She hollered with all of her feeble mental energy. ALICIA!


  Nothing. Her sister was either too far to hear or Alexa was just too weak – probably both. A shudder shot through her body as her mind raced for some way to stall Mandrake.


  “I thought you wanted me to suffer, Mandrake?” Nightvision said, unable to conceal the unsteadiness in her voice. “Isn’t this a bit… final?”


  “On the contrary, your inverted position is perfect for clearing the water from your lungs, though I’m afraid each drowning will cause a bit more brain damage than the last. Fortunately, you’ll probably boil alive long before the brain damage becomes life threatening. Of course, you could spare yourself a lot of suffering… if you just answer my question.”


  Part of Alex’s mind screamed to tell Mandrake what he wanted to know, that it was her twin sister that had captured him in the parking lot beneath Ansonia Municipal Auditorium. Anything to delay the horror of being sealed chained and helpless into the torture cell to drown. But if she talked, she would undoubtedly seal her own fate, and perhaps Alicia’s as well. She had to hold out as long as she could. “Go to hell.”


  “As I hoped. I was looking forward to torturing you anyway.”


  Mandrake pushed the button. With a sigh the electric winch started down, lowering the masked avenger into the water. Icy fingers crept up Nightvision’s spine as she fought down her mounting panic, breathing as deeply as the tight chains would allow before her head plunged into the water. Bar by bar she descended in the cage, now surrounded on all sides by slim, razor-sharp steel spikes. Then there was a clank, followed by a final lurch as the lid settled onto the overhead bolts and against the rubber gasket, sealing the interior air-tight. The hostile, airless, and fully visible interior of the chamber was ten times more hellish than she had feared it would be, and it was all she could do to moderate her panic to avoid impaling herself on the spikes that pressed in or her from every direction.


  “Go ahead, resist me as long as you like. Not even my assistants are unaware of this place, and since the rest of the world thinks you’re dead already, we have all the time in the world.”


  ALICIA?! ALICIA, PLEASE! The chains severely impeded her breathing and already her lungs were burning for air. After her punishment beneath the weather balloon, the horror of her current ordeal was almost more than she could take. She could only comfort herself with the thought that as long as Mandrake was in the dark about her escape from the saw trap, he was not likely to let her die. But how long could she hold out against nonstop torture with no real hope of rescue? If Alicia didn’t find her soon, then all was lost. Assuming, of course, that Alicia was looking for her at all.


  Nightvision managed to hold her breath for almost a full three minutes until, nearly unconscious, she took in her first breath of tepid water. The effect was spectacular, drawing her immediately out of her deepening stupor as her lungs instinctively heaved in a vain attempt to expel the fluid. Her weakening struggles now turned to desperate convulsions as her oxygen-starved body plunged deeper toward death. Yet even as her vision closed in around her she could still see Mandrake, just beyond the glass of the cage, smiling cruelly as he smoked a Turkish cigarette. Then the word went gray, sinking into inky gloom…


  It was almost like waking up from a peaceful dream when her world exploded once again with light, sound… and pain. The sound was her own violent coughs, as her diaphragm convulsed to force more water out of her lungs. So primal were her coughs that it was a challenge just to pause long enough take long enough to draw in the life sustaining oxygen she desperately needed. Mandrake waited patiently while his shapely prisoner struggled to compose herself.


  “You had me frightened there. For a moment, it seemed like you might have managed to drown yourself after all.”


  “Sorry… COUGH… COUGH… to disappoint… COUGH… you.”


  “Not to worry, I’ll just adjust my timing a bit. Ready for another go?”


  Alexa glanced up the length of her body, noting with grim certainly that her chains were still firmly in place, locks dangling from her waist, throat, and against her breasts. The terror rose up again in her almost immediately, pushing aside the dazed oblivion of profound oxygen deprivation. The thought of another drowning was almost unbearable, but after closing her eyes for a moment she found the strength to resist.


  “Quid pro quo,” she answered. “You answer my questions, then I’ll answer yours.”


  “Excellent,” Mandrake reached up with the control. “You’ll find the water much warmer this time…”


  “Please. No,” she found herself whimpering as she was lowered once again into the Chinese water torture cell. This time it WAS much warmer, like a hot bath. Given her lungs’ limited ability to draw in oxygen, the burning sensation of drowning set in almost immediately, even more powerfully this time than her first submersion.


  Mandrake just smiled wolfishly as the young adventuress writhed in her chains, admiring the lines of her muscular body beneath her skin-tight costume. Her long chestnut hair floated behind her like a halo in the water, weaving amidst the floor spikes that jutted within an inch of her head. The violet-black eye mask and distortion of the water served to make her already expressive hazel eyes seem huge, like a Japanese comic book heroine. He certainly hoped she could hold out for a few more plunges before succumbing to death or human weakness. Despite his sensibilities, jaded by a thousand sexual misadventures, he found her display of athletic beauty and courage in the face of certain death both stimulating and delightfully arousing.


  And Mandrake wasn’t disappointed. He timed his second ascent more conservatively, raising Nightvision from the tank as soon as her muscular convulsions began dying down, and was rewarded with a much faster recovery time by his darling prisoner. Thin rivulets of blood now mixed with the water draining off the teenage avenger’s body as Mandrake asked once again for her secret and, after considerable internal anguish, she again refused. A third time he plunged her into the chamber, and then a fourth. Steam rose from the water as the lid settled down for her fifth drowning and Mandrake could tell that the oppressive heat was dramatically increasing her suffering in the narrow confines of the chamber.


  It was astounding how clearly he could follow every phase of her emotional rollercoaster just by watching her eyes. First reluctant defiance as she refused his questions, then mortal fear as she was lowered into the tank, then mounting desperation as her oxygen ran out. Desperation led to agony as the sensations of drowning, lethal confinement, and slow cooking finally overwhelmed her precarious resolve. Agony led to a gradual defocusing of her mind as oxygen deprivation and mounting blood loss finally granted her the mercy of advancing unconsciousness, and at the critical juncture where she at last seemed to give up hope, he would whisk her from the blood-tainted tank to begin the process again. And with each dunking her resolve seemed to weaken, her courage erode, and her fear of the tank amplify.


  “An hour, has it really been that long?” Mandrake checked his pocket watch, while Nightvision hung over the chamber after her fifth submersion, chest heaving, eyes’ haunted. “That’s five near-death experiences in one evening, Nightvision. A new record.”


  Nightvision shuddered and coughed as she struggled to breathe through her water-logged lungs. Streaks of blood now oozed liberally down her body from the myriad of puncture wounds inflicted by the spikes, and her milky flesh was turning bright read from the scalding heat of the water. Mandrake placed his bare hand on the wall of the Chinese water torture chamber and pulled it back quickly as if from a hot burner.


  “Oh my, I’m afraid from here on out you start cooking in earnest. Still, I’ve found your display of resolve most… moving.”


  He activated the electric wench once again, but instead of lowering her in the hellish chamber, the winch surged laterally, then slowly lowered the half-conscious heroine toward the stage floor. He halted Nightvision’s descent when they stood face to face.


  “This might be our last chance,” Mandrake produced a ring gag and held it before her eyes. “To comfort each other.”


  “No… no….ahghhh,” Nightvision protested weakly as Mandrake forced the gag into her mouth just behind her top and bottom teeth, then bucked it tightly behind her head. Her mouth was now held open wide, and it didn’t take much imagination to guess what Mandrake had in mind for her. Still, it was infinitely more desirable than a sixth plunge in the torture cell. She pulled weakly at her chains as Mandrake lowered her head to the level of his waist.


  “They say, you’re a mind reader, Nightslut,” Mandrake unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, revealing his stiff member. “Do you know what I’m thinking now?”


  Mandrake took Alexa’s head between his hands and guided his dick through the center of the ring gag and into her mouth. Nightvision moaned as his hot rod filled her mouth and threatened to make her wretch as it reached the back of her throat. Slowly and rhythmically Mandrake forced himself deeply in and out of the masked dynamo’s mouth, savoring not only his own erotic stimulation but also the feeling of complete and utter victory over his cute young enemy. Alexa herself was at once both horrified and mesmerized by the recent addition to her ordeal. Her punishment at the hands of the handsome magician had not been without its own dark fascination. Her own body was already amazingly aroused by her own feelings of complete vulnerability and erotic pain, and the forced oral sex at last provided a sexual outlet for her arousal. The knowledge that she was still in deadly peril added fuel to her sexual tension, and with some shame she could feel her own body responding to her captors advances.


  KEEP HIM OCCUPIED. ALMOST IN POSITION.


  Alexa’s eyes flew open wide. For a moment she thought she had imagined it, but then she knew that it had been real. She could feel her sister Alicia somewhere close by, could feel the familiar cadence of her breathing and the beating of her heart. Somehow she had found Mandrake’s secret hideout, and just in the nick of time. All Alicia needed was a little distraction.


  Alexa threw herself into her task, cooing with pleasure and teasing Mandrake’s shaft with her tongue. When Mandrake realized that Nightvision was moving her mouth up and down his dick of her own accord, he removed his hands from her head and instead seized her upper thighs, breathing his hot breath on her rubber-clad pussy.


  “That’s right,” he panted, ” Hmmmmm. We should get to know each other better.”


  The two chains threaded through Nightvision’s crotch made it difficult for Mandrake to expose her sex, so he satisfied himself with stimulating her clit through the thin fabric of her costume. She gratified him by slowly gyrating her pelvis and when he finally climaxed in her mouth she deftly swallowed his seed and continued stimulating his rod.


  “My, but you’re a hot little mix.” He continued to savor Nightvision’s ministrations even as he massaged her clit. “But you’re a fool if you think it will save you. I learned long ago not to let my…”


  ZZZZT!


  Alicia’s Nightstick came down full force across the back of Mandrake’s neck, and he collapsed at her feet, his dick slipping from Alexa’s mouth in the process. Alicia gave him a second blast of her Nightstick as he lay in the heap, just to make sure he stayed down. Then she knelt down to help her sister.


  “Ohh, Alexa… my angel,” Alicia removed the gag from her sisters mouth. “Let me get you down.”


  Alicia found the winch and lowered Alexa to the ground. Now horizontal for the first time in hours, Alexa gave out a moan of pleasure and pain.


  “Alicia, perfect timing,” Alexa managed to quip. “Mandrake and I were just becoming better acquainted. How did you find us?”


  “It wasn’t that difficult, really,” Alicia searched through Mandrake’s jacket until she found a set of keys for the padlocks. “This whole thing was set up by the television station that covered the Masters of Magic awards show. Once I realized that, I just tracked down their general manger and applied a little gentle persuasion. This is their original sound studio.”


  “A television station!? What in the hell for?”


  “Ratings.” Alicia opened the locks one by one, drawing an even greater sigh of relief from her sister. “They captured the entire thing on video tape and were planning to sell it to all the major networks for a fortune.”


  “Isn’t it ironic -- the very people we try to protect are willing to pay top dollar to watch Nightvision die.”


  “Don’t blame them. It’s the same people that came to the circus night after night, hoping to see us slip and break our necks. The police are on the way – can you move?”


  “Yea, I think so.”


  Alexa sat up slowly, then after several minutes, Alicia helped her to her feet.


  “Did you tell him anything? About us?”


  “No,” Alexa shook her sopping head. “Once you know the secret it kind of spoils the act.”


  “Funny. That’s exactly what I told Mandrake back at the theater.”


  “I know,” Alexa smiled. “Now lets get out of here.”


  The sirens were growing louder in the distance as the two sisters – the two Nightvision’s – stepped out of the run-down Aztec Theater and into their waiting Dodge Viper. It had been another close call, but neither girl thought for a moment that it would be their last. Their father had sent them to Ansonia to find a new life exciting life for themselves.


  And they had.


  FINIS


  
    Adventures of Nightvision #3


    CITY LIGHTS


    

    By


    The Cliffhanger

  


  In many respects it had been the perfect evening, the most romantic Valentine’s Day in Alexa’s 20-year life. A courier had arrived at her dorm room at 4:00 with a special delivery — her wardrobe for the evening. Her gown was a $15,000 Heather D’Adoria original, a tight silk body sheath, thigh-length, draped with layers of gossamer silk crepe and translucent synthetics reminiscent of dense cob webs. It was a bit Goth for Alexa’s tastes, but her benefactor had compensated with over half a million dollars in jewelry, 2 carat diamond ear rings, a cluster of diamond studded tennis bracelets, a diamond and platinum anklet, a breathtaking neck piece with a field of fire opals rubies twinkling around a massive cats eye, a ruby-studded silken garter, and secret pair of pair of golden pasties made of fine golden wire expertly woven into jeweled dragons swirling around her nipples. The stockings and garters were French, and the 6-inch stiletto pumps were Italian of the highest fashion. Dressed like European royalty, she was picked up by a stretch limo at 6:30 and whisked away to the Palladium, Ansonia’s most exclusive social club where her date for the evening, construction tycoon Landon Tate, served as president and undisputed overlord.


  Landon himself met her at the boundary of the red carpet and escorted her toward the door amidst a barrage of camera flashes. Once inside, the premise of the evening fund raiser turned out be far more scandalous and Machiavellian than Alexa would have thought possible given the proximity of the media. Each guest was provided a domino mask and a stack of “freedom chips” and given the opportunity to participate in various games of chance distributed about the spacious private ballroom. The objective of the decadent game was to win enough chips to “purchase” the allegiance of the other partygoers, with one price required to buy “subordinate” status, double the price for “servant” and triple the price for a “slave.” As the President’s date and one of the most sultry girls at the event, Alexa was a high priority target to be purchased into slavery and to serve her new “master” for an evening of unrestricted sex play - the true point of the party. Fortunately, Landon was a master gambler and dedicated his play to protecting his date, either buying the allegiance of her would-be masters or threatening their own dates with slavery. It was a very primal and exhilarating experience, and just when it seemed that Landon’s luck had run out, it was Alexa herself who had amassed enough chips to thwart a final attempt to whisk her away to the club’s well-appointed pleasure dungeons. The erotic melodrama had had its effect on all, and when Landon finally wrapped his arms around her petite waist, the sensation was electric.


  It was a magical first date and Landon was everything Alexa had ever dreamed about - rich, adventurous, handsome, and powerful. It was just Alexa’s luck that he was also a homicidal megalomaniac, with all his wealth and cunning bent on the destruction of the one thing that he didn’t already control: Ansonia’s sexy supernatural defender, Nightvision.


  “My dear Alexa, you’ve outdone yourself. Two perfect evenings in one week. First I get to seduce the most beautiful student at Ansonia State University, then I get to take my revenge on the infamous Nightvision, the only person to ever defy my plans.” And they’re both the same woman!”


  Alexa had shed her expensive evening gown for the much more practical but no less erotic fighting togs of her alter-ego Nightvision. With the approach of winter, she had substituted her usual halter-top leotard for a long-sleeve body suit and tights of rubberized violet-black Lycra, with matching high-heeled boots and long latex cape trailing regally to her knees. The skin-tight body suit was trimmed at the thighs, cuffs, and notched collar with violet-metallic piping matching the color of her choker, armbands, and silky fighting sash. A sleek black eye mask framed her haunting hazel-green eyes and her lush mane of auburn hair spilled down to the base of her shoulder blades. It was a daring look befitting her status as the heiress to an ancient Romanian circus family. The sultry costume accentuated her feminine beauty and heightened her air of dramatic vulnerability, a hypnotic stage trick that worked just as effectively on twisted villains as rapt circus crowds. She was the perfect wide-eyed damsel in distress, arousing sadistic and sexual urges in her foes that protected her against sudden death better than the strongest body armor.


  Though at the moment, this afforded the young heroine precious little comfort.


  The teenage vigilante hung suspended from the arm of an enormous cargo gantry, her legs encased knee-deep in slab of concrete and her arms secured just away from her sides by heavy chains anchored to O rings set into each corner of the neatly-cut block. The petite heroine was secured to the crane itself by means of two long steel cables anchored to the block then looped repeatedly around her body in a criss-crossing web to form a sinister bondage harness before looping through the two heavy hooks of the overhead cargo crane. The coils were cleverly concentrated by means of steel brackets into neat concentric rows around her waist and chest, with two loops dividing her breasts and another two plunging between her legs to form tight crotch straps. Even with the slab still resting on the pier, Nightvision could feel the harness shifting and tightening as she struggled, doubtless designed to draw tight under the weight of the block as she was hoisted aloft. But her journey would be short, for only the open ocean awaited beneath the 200-foot beam of the crane, an icy gangland grave for Ansonia’s sexiest crime fighter.


  “Is this how you treat all your girlfriend’s, Tate? ” Nightvision’s retorted, though she could not quite suppress the quiver in her voice. “A nice ‘Dear John’ letter would have been less trouble.”


  “A fighter to the bitter end, I see. And I do mean bitter.” And is if the emphasize his point, a gust of raw, icy wind buffeted the small crowd, huddled around the base of the crane: Landon Tate, his 2 body guards, 4 workmen, Alexa herself, and Genevieve Vidal, jaded French heiress-turned-international-assassin who Landon had hired to help him eliminate Nightvision. Better known as Calypso — her code name from her years working as an interrogator for the French government — she had developed a reputation for her innovative tortures. All wore heavy coats, hats, and gloves against the raw wind that blew in from the sea. All, of course, except for Alexa, whose nipples protruded stiffly through the thin rubbery fabric of her uniform. “Pity I don’t have more time to warm you up. Maybe this whole ‘inescapable deathtrap’ plan wasn’t such a good idea after all.”


  The stone encasing Nightvision’s legs had DEFINITELY been Tate’s idea. A pit of quick-drying concrete had been concealed beneath a trap door protecting the private safe in Tate’s corporate suite. Alexa had had only a moment to survey the contents of the safe before falling through a narrowing chute into the thick ooze. The door slid closed above her head and Alexa could only struggle in inky darkness as her feet were frozen in place. After 15 desperate minutes the hiss of gas led to inky oblivion. Clearly, she had been expected.


  Now, the steel harness on the other hand… that was almost certainly Genevieve’s creation. She had gone to great lengths to fully explain its operation and ensure that each coil was precisely positioned and well-oiled to encase the young heroine’s body like a bionic snake. In fact, the mysterious grey-eyed Frenchwoman demonstrated an uncanny knowledge of mechanics and complex bondage for one so young and arrogant. And the slim case in Geneveive’s hand indicated that she wasn’t through yet with her sadistic preparations.


  “Patience, dearest, ” Geneveive insisted, “You know as well as I that this girl is a witch… the whole town whispers of her arcane powers. To kill a witch by your own hand is to inherit her curse. Besides, you said yourself you wanted Nightvision to suffer for her meddling…”


  With an inward gasp Alexa saw Tate’s countenance briefly soften, clearly battling between his hatred for the vigilante Nightvision and his newly-kindled passion for the sexy college sophomore Alexa Tupolov. Despite his jaded sensibilities, her daring spirit, clever whit, and amazing love-making had all but won him over. He had at least some misgivings about turning his young lover over to the cruel death his jealous fiancé had in mind.


  “So I did,” The moment of compassion passed quickly as Landon’s hand casually strayed across Alex’s breasts to tug at the neat line of steel cables encircling her ribcage. “And if I may say, she looks great in tight bondage.”


  “Landon, listen to me. I know you put something in the concrete of those buildings to make them collapse. But whatever it is… its getting out of control. Somehow its… spreading.” Alexa had assumed her role as Nightvision to investigate the deadly collapse of several newly-constructed buildings in downtown Ansonia. They were all owned by rival construction firms to Tate Engineering and this coincidence led Nightvision to investigate the research facility. Unfortunately, just that afternoon one of the older buildings ADJACENT to one of the new construction sites had to be evacuated before it too collapsed. “You have to help me stop it, or the whole city could be at risk.”


  “Enough!” Genevieve erupted. “Your lies won’t save you this time, Night Witch. In fact, I think its time we made better use of that mouth of yours.”


  Genevieve opened her case to reveal more bondage equipment - a rubber dildo gag some 8 inches long, complete with heavy head and chin straps and a rubber gasket at the base to ensure a water-tight seal. The shaft of the gag was lined with a dozen small holes and has thick enough to accommodate one of the three silver cylinders nestled in foam rubber on the opposite side of the case. The bottles were labeled “liquid oxygen” and Alexa could not conceal her look of horror as Genevieve lifted the phallic gag from the case.


  “That’s right, Nightvision, we can’t have you drowning on us too quickly.” Genevieve unscrewed the shaft of the gag from its base and slipped one of the oxygen cylinders into its hollow core. “I designed this gag myself for under water bondage sessions. It contains enough liquid oxygen for 15 minutes — ample time to get acquainted with your tomb. Gentlemen, would you help the young lady with her diving gear?”


  “Landon, this is insane!” Alexa pleaded as one of the workmen walked behind her and positioned the gag beneath her chin. “Professor Parry at Ansonia State has already confirmed that other buildings are crumbling. You need to show him what you are using!”


  Alexa’s head was pulled back roughly and the gag forced in her mouth, silencing any further pleas. The shaft completely filled her mouth and threatened to make her wretch as the outer gasket formed a seal around her glossed lips. The young vigilante could not suppress a shudder of masochistic arousal as the straps were secured beneath her chin and head, then padlocked into place. A moment later a stream of oxygen began hissing into her mouth, filling her lungs, forcing her into a strange rhythm of breathing in through her mouth and out through her nose.


  “There,” Genevieve smiled sadistically as she admired her handiwork. “Now I think its time for the witch girl to go for a little swim.”


  Alexa pulled desperately against her restraints as the workmen activated greenish chem-light sticks and secured them to the O-rings around the block, allowing her some ghostly illumination so she could appreciate her final moments on the bottom of the sea. Landon could not resist the opportunity to run his hands across her body a final time, slipping the back of his hand across the flank of her breast, across her muscular abdomen and across the 6 coils of oily cable around her waist. Any compassion Lane had felt for her moments before had now been replaced by sadistic arousal, the rush of ultimate power that came from crushing your adversaries in as cruel a manner as possible. Nightvision could not help but struggle against her chains as the feelings of complete helplessness and mortal fear coursed through her like electric shock, much to the delight of her captors.


  “Ahhh, now I think she is starting to fully appreciate her position,” Genevieve preened, as the sexy crime fighter alternately pulled at her right chains, then her left with all her might.


  “Boys, lets hoist her up, nice and easy now.”


  All turned their gazes instinctively upward as a line of yellow strobe lights activated along the length of the 200-foot boom. The chains overhead clanked and swayed then the hooks started rising slowly upward, drawing Nightvision’s harness tight around her body in a crushing embrace. The young vigilante struggled to remain calm as the cables slipped across her body and the pressure working its way down from her chest to her waist and then to her crotch, drawing her back bolt-straight as the weight of the block was transferred to the harness. Alexa threw her head from side to side and moaned into her gag as the harness pulled mercilessly tight, biting deeply into her flesh and squeezing her ribcage until her breathing was reduced to short haggard gasps. Alexa’s head was swimming from pain, fear and partial asphyxiation as the block finally left the ground, its full weight transitioned to the harness. The young witch-girls’ eyes were glazed and her head lolled from side to side as she struggled just to breathe.


  “Perfect,” Genevieve preened as the workman steadied the slow swaying of the block. She held up a remote controlled sheathed in yellow industrial rubber. “The crane is computer controlled. Once activated, the crane will raise you to its maximum 150 feet above the ground, then carry you 200 feet out over the deepest part of the channel. You” have a moment’s respite from the harness when the hooks release, followed by your finally plummet into the icy sea.”


  “mmmmpfh,” was all Alexa could mutter, as the harness seemed to settle in micro-surges tighter around her, easing some of the pressure on her chest only to transition it to her waist, then a bit to her thighs and crotch. She grudgingly had to admire the skill of her boyfriend’s engineers - given the weight of the block it would have been easy for them to inadvertently crush their victim to death. As it was, the majority if the weight was centered on her hips and shoulders, with the wider-spaced coils just biting into her skin and criss-crossing between her breasts. For a man only recently taken to deathtraps, he had designed his extremely well.


  And clearly Landon was impressed by her conduct as well, for his eyes were glue to her face, her perfect breast, and her muscular body. Alexa could not help but notice the arousal at his waist.


  “I must be getting Calypso out of this weather before she catches cold,” he looked over at the whip thin French assassin, brows knit in mock sympathy, “Though I must say I’ve killed many enemies and I find your self-control… quite moving. So I have a proposition, in exchange for one final kiss, I will remove your gag, a quick and honorable death at the bottom of the harbor.”


  Calypso’s eyes suddenly went bright with alarm, her fear of Alexa’s purported witch-like powers driving her protest her fiancé’s decision, if only with her body language. She was afraid that by removing the gag Alexa would be free to cast some kind of hex on them. Clearly, Alexa’s enemies had no real grasp of here true powers and in this she could take small comfort. Genevieve leaned forward with her hand outstretched as if to pull Landon’s hands form the gag with the force of her will. But Nightvision spared her the trouble, narrowing her eyes and then turning away. She would accept no quarter from a madman like him.


  “Alright,” the edge of menace cut like knife in his voice, “enjoy your little trip to hell.”


  With that one of the workmen activated the computer, starting Nightvision on her journey upward, finally out of the circle of captors and up into open space.


  Deprived of oxygen, Alexa’s normally razor-sharp mind reeled back to the previous summer when she had been shrunk down to the size of a Barbie doll by the Toy Master, fitted with a pair of petite purple mouse ears, and sealed in his terrarium with a brood of young boa constrictors. Despite drenching her in an exotic perfume laced with mouse estrogen and sprinkling her chestnut hair with snake-attracting glitter, the “Nightmouse” had managed to hold off the attacks of the dozen half-starved snakes for hours until her desperate retreat led her into striking distance of the monstrous mother boa, whose 16-foot body nearly encircled the entire terrarium. Huge jaws engulfed her entire body in the blink of an eye and the mother snake could easily have swallowed her alive. Instead she chose to bring Alexa back to her lair so her young brood could practice crushing and subduing their purple prey before feeding on her. The Toy Master watched with his pop-bottle glasses pressed against the glass as the glittering, mouse-eared Nightvision was lowered struggling into the nesting pit and one-by-one each young boa eagerly twisted itself around her body. What followed was a 12-way tug-of-war with every part of Alexa’s body locked in the slowly tightening embrace of a different snake as each struggled to claim a portion of the meal for their own.


  Genevieve’s steel coils lacked some of the evil flair and amphibian horror of Alexa’s ordeal in the terrarium, but they encircled her body with even more brutal efficiency, pulling her waist corset-tight and forcing her spherical breasts firmly forward while reducing her breathing to labored gasps. The crotch straps dug deep at the extreme points of her spread, pulling the rubbery fabric of her costume tight across her pubis mons. The memories of the snakes flooded through her mind like a waking nightmare as the concrete block shifted and swayed in the icy wind, driving surprisingly lively and agonizingly painful shifts in her cable harness. She couldn’t help but scream into her gag as the crane hooks jolted to a stop just beneath the steel track running the length of the boom out over open ocean. Her arms and legs were going numb which eased the pain, but confirmed that the harness was all but completely constricting her circulation. If the journey out to the center of the channel took too long there was a very good chance she would be dead before she ever hit the water.


  Fortunately, the cane shifted her out over the water with a sense of urgency that gave Alexa hope. Looking down and her feet embedded in the concrete she noticed that there were still ripples in the surface around her legs like the surface of a pond. The surface of the hallway had turned from solid to liquid and then back to solid again that fast. She cursed her luck at having fallen for such a simple yet foolproof trap.


  And if escaping from the concrete would have been difficult in the pit, it would be doubly so now, suspended from the cargo crane, wrists manacled and chained, cape whipping behind her in the icy ocean wind. As the pier with its small crowd of captors disappeared behind her, the ocean opened all around, the surf slapping idly at the pier in gouts of foam. In the distance perhaps a dozen other ships were in port and many were loading or unloading transit containers in the non-stop world of maritime trade. But no one could see the tiny figure of Nightvision being whisked aloft by the unattended crane. No one could hear her muffled cries for help. But Alexa was never quite alone.


  Alexa… what the hell have they done to you? Came the voice in her head. It was her identical twin sister, Alicia, also a powerful witch who shared Alexa’s role as Nightvision.


  Suspended by cargo gantry… on the pier.


  My god, I can see you! I’m coming right now…


  No! Alexa forcefully thought back to the psychic twin. Stop Tate and Genevieve! City is in danger.


  But what about you? Can you escape?


  Alexa looked down at the waters far beneath the block, her own body illuminated in the ghostly glare of the chem. lights. The wind still whipped all round her but she felt strangely warm. Don’t know… maybe. Nothing you can do to… help me now.


  Alexa had seriously considered summoning her sister while still on the dock, but much of their effectiveness as a crime fighting team depended on the two of them never being seen at the same place at the same time. As it was, Alicia would have complete surprise when taking on Tate and his goons - often times their opponents were all but too shocked at their “miraculous” escapes to even fight back. But the price of that advantage for one sister often required the other to bear the brunt of their opponent’s twisted schemes. A few concussion grenades and plastic zip cuffs and Tate would be in custody, though at the moment — chained, gagged, and encased in concrete dangling a hundred feet over the frigid ocean — Alexa was in no mood to celebrate Nightvision’s latest imminent victory. She might well pay for it with her life.


  Coast Guard is on its way, with a diving team.


  The coast guard, Alexa was careful this time to NOT broadcast her thoughts to her sister. I feel safer already. At best speed it would take the harbor patrol 15 minutes to arrive at the scene, another 20 to get divers in the water, and another 25 if they were lucky to locate her position in the murky water. With grim certainly, Nightvision knew she would have to somehow save herself, or she was dead.


  Alexa’s head was swimming as the cranes carriage neared the last of the rotating yellow light heralding the end of the long boom. Her body was almost completely numb and it took all of her concentration to command her fingers to form weak fists beneath the heavy manacles securing her to the block. She had an almost overwhelming urge to just close her eyes and surrender herself to Genevieve’s trap, but every moment above the surface was precious - she had to make the most of them if she could.


  “Mmmmph! Mmmmph!” Alexa screamed into her gag as she twisted her left leg, trying the reach the top of her left boot with her outstretched fingers. Her captors were careful to ensure that she would be unable to reach her utility belt but she was just able to dip her fingers into the top of the thigh-hugging boot and withdraw a glass test tube which she had stolen from Tate’s materials lab. She didn’t know precisely what it was, but she had a theory.


  She had just managed to pull it from her boot, however, when the crane jolted to a stop, forcing the block to sway and - to Alexa’s horror - the test tube to slip from her fingers. It shattered on the block near her feet to form a tiny stain on the concrete but no more. Alexa moaned into her gag in despair - she had been hoping for something a bit more spectacular. She had a final moment to enjoy the heart-stopping view of the Ansonia cityscape from the perilous perch high above the waters, and then the hooks over her head suddenly released. Her heart leapt into her throat she hurled toward the water far below.


  Any relief Nightvision felt at the sudden loosening of the tension of the steel harness was more than offset by the crushing contact with the water. The force of the impact must have knocked her semi-unconscious for some moments, for when she regained her senses the frantic motion had stopped, only to be replaced by a sensations infinitely worse - deadly cold, fierce pressure in her head, complete isolation. Nightvision had reached the bottom of the harbor still standing upright, as Tate’s clever engineers had surely intended, but the muck and silt comprising the bottom was apparently unable to support the weight. The trapped heroine was drawn slowly, inch-by-inch deeper and deeper into the sucking mud. First to her thighs, then to her hips, then to her waist. With a wrench of horror Alexa confronted the reality that there could be 20 feet of muck at the bottom of the harbor. If she couldn’t get free quickly, there was a good chance that even her body would never be recovered.


  Fueled by desperation, Alexa turned her full attention to pulling her legs free from the block. With a new rush of hope, she found that she had a great deal more mobility in her legs than when she was suspended by the crane and it was not simply the weight of the block. The concrete was dissolving around her.


  The vial! Alexa thought excitedly. So I was right!


  Microbes. That was the secret to all of Tate’s plans. Genetically engineered bugs that ate concrete like similar strains that fed on wood or crude oil. Nightvision had snatched the vial at the last possible moment before plummeting into the pit. Now the concrete was dissolving from around her feet just as it had in a number of major municipal building projects run by Tate’s competitors who had apparently outbid him.


  A moment later her legs were free and she produced a small torch from her utility belt to go to work on the wrist manacles leaving her attached to some 150 pounds of heavy chain. Genevieve had left her plenty of oxygen in the gag to work her way through the heavy steel, and Alexa sincerely hoped that her sister Alicia made the French heiress’s capture as humiliating and painful as possible. She certainly had enough evidence to put Tate and his scheming fiancé in jail for long long time.


  * * *


  “…WELL THAT’S a FUNNY ONE PHYLLIS, BUT LET ME TELL YOU SOMETHING THAT’S NOT FUNNY — PESTICIDES IN OUR FOOD. “


  Alexa Tupolov sat cross-legged in the center of her dorm room floor, amidst a cacophony of blowing fans, blaring music and the inane chatter of the local television station played at top volume. Her arms were outstretched in the lotus position, palms upward, and to the casual observer it almost appeared that she was meditating peacefully amidst the den of noise and chilly air. But her brief two-piece exercise outfit was soaked with sweat and her entire body quivered from the immense mystical exertion that took a physical toll greater than the most demanding physical workout. The focus of her efforts were two simple tumblers of water — one to her right and one to her left - that hung suspended in empty space two feet above the ground and some six feet beyond her finger tips. The two glasses wobbled only slightly despite the din as Alexa struggled to extend her focus to a third tumbler on the floor directly in front of her. The glass occasionally tipped and wobbling but stubbornly refused to lift into the air. Despite al her efforts, the triple levitation was a challenge that had alluded her for months.


  Alexa and her twin sister Alicia had known for years that they were witches, descended from an ancient Romanian blood line jealously guarded by the Gypsy clans of Eastern Europe. Their father Paulo had secreted both his young daughters out of Romania as babies to avoid the Gypsy practice of “culling” - murdering of the second-born of female identical twins. Though Paulo’s act certainly saved Alicia Tupolov’s life, it also deprived them of the training and secret knowledge normally imparted to the developing witches by the Clan Elders. The twins shared a telepathic bond their entire lives, but with the onset of puberty both began manifesting powerful empathic abilities to read and actually absorb the feelings and emotions of others. Untrained and with their father powerless to help them, the sisters were left to deal with the constant bombardment of conflicting emotions as best they could, first learning to endure the presence of individuals and slowly developing the ability to move among crowds by filtering out unwanted emotions. It had been a long and traumatic process, and left the sister’s still completely ignorant of what other powers they might posses and when they might unexpectedly emerge. One such latent skill, Alexa had learned, was apparently telekinesis.


  As usual, Alexa had learned of her new ability as a matter of desperate need while serving as her alter-ego, the vigilante Nightvision. She was still just a freshman at prestigious Ansonia University when the school was racked by a sudden rash of suspicious suicides. With the police powerless to help, Alicia and Alexa used their empathic abilities to search for suspects and their attention quickly turned to Dr Cyrus Bender, one of the university’s top professors in Neuroscience. Donning her new Nightvision costume, Alexa had investigated his recent construction project near the campus radio station to discover that the doctor was using the station’s FM transmitter to bombard the entire campus with some form of mind-altering energy. Yet before she could slip out to alert the authorities, the single door the concrete facility was locked and barred, and Alexa found herself trapped in an RF test chamber with Dr Bender himself staring down at her from a small shielded control booth. As Alexa desperately searched the test chamber for some alternate means of escape, Bender explained that he had perfected a new technology capable of artificially inducing the purest of human emotions using radio waves to directly stimulate various regions of the brain. The intensity of the emotion was limited only by the power of the transmitter and the duration of the exposure, so naturally the military was interested in the potential application of his invention as a new weapon. They had provided him the funding the build the test facility, which would focus the full power of the college’s radio transmitter into a small enclosed space, simulating the potential of a steered array military transmitter. His tests on animals had proven brutally effective - his ANGER-inducing frequency caused docile rabbits to rip each other to pieces and his FEAR setting caused trained pit bulls to cower quivering in the corner. Even incidental exposure to the radiation had driven several moody college students passing by the facility to commit suicide. But Nightvision would be the first to experience the full force of his invention at full power.


  Bender theorized that subjecting her to a repeating succession of powerful emotions would have the most devastating psychological effect and that within minutes she would be willing to do anything to end her ordeal. And to help her along, he introduced to Alexa to her asphyxiation collar, a device she had already discovered on a table inside the steel mesh walls of the chamber. By locking the broad collar around to her own throat and turning the pressure wheel at the back she could slowly constrict her own airway until she suffocated, a slow and painful death but one that would leave no permanent marks on her body that would point to foul play. He had selected the sequence of emotions based on the intensity of the sensations they produced - GRIEF, FEAR, AROUSAL, ANGER, LAUGHTER. She would endure each emotion for 1 minute with the transmitter slowly ramping up from 40% to 100% power after 6 cycles. Of course, Bender would need to evacuate the facility for the actual test due to the danger of energy leakage, but he couldn’t resist the temptation to personally give her at least a taste of what was in store for her, starting with his most complex emotion —- AROUSAL. Even at 20% power Alexa remembered the sensation washing over her like a powerful head rush as her brain suddenly flooded with endorphins. She could maintain her balance only by pressing her back hard against one of the steel walls, her vision narrowing to long tunnels and her heart racing in her chest and her crotch tingling madly. Bender prattled on about having a way with women while Nightvision dug her gloved fingers into the mesh of her prison as the unnatural sense of arousal that had started in her brain flooded through her body in waves of heat, electricity, and throbbing pain. The mad scientist left the AROUSAL signal on for many long minutes as he made final preparations for Nightvision’s grisly death, noting with amusement as the petite coed’s nipples went rock hard beneath the violet-metallic fabric of her body suit and the glossy band of fabric covering her pussy darkened with her own cum.


  With great effort, Alexa had managed to look up and match gazes with her captor. “You seem to be…. mhhhhh… enjoying the show. Maybe you should come down here and help a girl work off a little steam.”


  With that Bender laughed. “Ohh, I assume you, I’m already quite erect, just from the residual radiation leaking through the shields. I’m afraid there’s very little any man could do to satisfy the lust that is taking over your mind. And I’m afraid its only the beginning.”


  COUNTDOWN ACTIVATED… EVACUATE FACILITY IMMEDIATELY… COMMENCING HIGH POWER PROGAM IN 60 SECONDS…. EVACUATE FACILITY IMMEDIATELY.


  The AROUSAL signal finally relented, and Nightvision dropped to her knees in exhaustion. Bender had proven to the young vigilante beyond a shadow of a doubt that his invention was very real and the Alexa was in serious trouble.


  “But I hate to see such a beautiful girl suffer longer than necessary, so I’ll make you an offer. If you put the collar on now, then I’ll set the AROUSAL stage for 90 seconds instead of 60. I guarantee you’ll find it much more difficult to don the collar once the full power sequence has started. The AROUSAL phase at least offers you some opportunity for conscious thought compared to the other more… primal… emotions. To plan your daring escape of course.”


  Bender seemed to be enjoying every second of her emotional turmoil and uncertainly. Finally she lifted up her own hair and slipped the collar around her own slim throat. snapping the mechanism shut with a solid CLACK. The 4 ridged nooses felt chillingly like fingers, ready to squeeze.


  30 SECONDS TO INITIAL PHASE ACTIVATION… PLEASE CLEAR TEST AREA IMMEDIATELY.”


  “Excellent choice.” Bender’s smile was merciless. “It a pity I can’t stay around to observe your final agonies, but I will be taping your ordeal for later research. Farewell Nightvision.”


  The initial wave of sadness hit had Alexa like the first drop of a roller coaster as the display on the wall showed the transmitter climb to 40%. She dropped to all fours, hands clenched into fists as bitter tears streamed down her face and she fought hopelessly to hold down the racking moans. Rather than dissipating over time as would genuine sorrow, the feelings intensified over time, only to yield after 60 seconds to the even tighter grip of blinding fear like her purest nightmare. The shadows came alive with menace and she started desperately clawing at the door for escape, only halted by the sudden wave of arousal that dropped her to the ground with the force of a stomach blow. The desire to caress her own body was irresistible as she surged toward climax after climax, her erotic struggles only interrupted by the wall over anger and frustration that was focused purely in herself. The emotional surge from darkest rage to helpless laugher gave Nightvision just long enough to note that the machine was still only at 55%. As she doubled over with laughter the joke was definitely on her.


  Alexa lost track of how many full cycles she had endured in the machine, but each emotion ripped through her with unrelenting force - one moment she blubbered uncontrollably at sense of unimaginable loss, the next she was lost in blinding fear, then white hot with humiliating arousal, blinded by uncontrollable rage, then nearly suffocated with endless spasms of laughter. The wrenching emotional transitions compounded the torture and, true to Bender’s hypothesis, she was soon eager to take any action required to end her suffering. Fortunately, Bender’s asphyxiation collar required a large number of turns to fully activate and frustration at her slow demise led the trapped heroine to the even more desperate scheme of attempting to reach out with her witches mind into the control room and turn off the transmitter. No one was more amazed than Nightvision when she finally managed to turn it off, finally emptying the chamber of the deadly emotional waves. Bender went to jail for his experiments on the student body and Alexa vowed to improve on her telekinetic abilities should they be needed again.


  ”…AND IN OTHER NEWS… BILLIONARE CONSTRUCTION MAGNET IAN TATE WAS RELEASED THIS MORNING FOLLOWING THE DISTRICT Attorney’s DECISION TO DROP ALL CHARGES…”


  Both glasses suddenly hit the floor and Alexa snapped her head toward the television with a start. Tate?!! Released?!! It was unfathomable, especially considering the evidence she had passed on to the Police. Tate should have gone to the pen for 30 years.


  ” TALKING”


  Alexa stood up and turned off the radio a TV, stunned and angry.….


  RING….


  The ringing of the phone gave Alexa a start, she had a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that she knew who it was.


  “Hello.”


  “Hey… Alexa. I’m back from jail. Did you miss me?”


  “I don’t know what kind of tricks you pulled to get of jail, Tate, but I’ll never let you get away with this.”


  “You still sore at me for dumping you into the harbor like that… sorry, I guess I got a little carried away. Not that it slowed you down any. How did you do that by the way?”


  “I’m a witch, remember? Killing me is bad luck. I was just doing you a favor?”


  “I like your spirit, Alex. I’ve never seen someone look so sexy and brave facing torture and slow death. It was a real rush.”


  “Guess I just knew something you didn’t.”


  “Apparently. Hey I got you something .. check outside your door.”


  The blood rushed through Alexa’s ears at the stony silence. Was someone in the dorm.


  “Don’t worry, if I wanted you dead you’d be dead already. Just go check it out.”


  “Ok. Hang on.”


  Alexa padded slowly to the door and peeped the through the peephole, noting with a weary sigh what little protection the flimsy door truly offered against Tate’s army of profession killers on Tate’s payroll. To her relief there was no one outside, and a metal briefcase. Slowly we opened the door surveyed he hall then, brought the case into her dorm room.


  “Okay I got it.”


  “Well open it up, Alexa! I made it just for you.”


  Biting her lip Alexa slipped open the polished steel latches and lifted the lid. She cold not suppress a little gasp.


  It was a high-tech, erotic interpretation of Alexa’s Nightvision uniform, a long-sleeve body suit, cape, cowl, and high-heeled boots all made of a luscious violet-black material that stretched like spandex but gleamed like wet rubber. The body suit was French cut and custom sculpted to hug the contours of her body, with a modest keyhole to highlight her cleavage and a discrete zipper through the crotch to provide easy access to her sex. A beautiful, stylized silver owl emblem twinkled on the left shoulder patch and left breast cup. The cowl was open at the scalp allowing her mane of chestnut hair to flow free and her face was largely exposed except for an eye mask that started high on the bridge of her nose and angled across her cheekbones to frame her pouting hazel eyes. Her thigh-high boots were apparently made of the same material as her body suit with stout four-inch heels that at least gave her some freedom of movement. The short gloves were of the finest black kid leather with non-slip pads. Her new utility belt also bore the stylized emblem of the screeching owl but had only four compartments, already equipped with blinking electronic devices - no double tracking and communication devices of some kind. The outfit left little to the imagination, and was clearly designed more for fetish appeal than for operational utility.


  “You like it? I hope you don’t mind that a made a few improvements to the original design. But the inspiration is all you.”


  “You’re recruiting a captain of a super-powered drill team? Sorry, but I can’t dance.”


  “Ohh, I know you better than that. In fact, I know you have expensive tastes, so look in the jewelry box.”


  As usual, Tate had included an array exquisite adornments with his erotic version of the Nightvision myth, including huge violet amethyst earrings, a choker with an amethyst center piece circled with diamonds, a gorgeous platinum and topaz broach for her cape, diamond studs for her upper ears, a dainty sapphire toe ring, a jeweled clasp for her cape, and a pair of pasties of gold filigree also bearing the stylized screeching owl symbol on her uniform. Everything was of top quality and perfectly designed for her, incorporating her new professional owl logo. It was if Nightvision had recently signed with a corporate sponsor.


  “And lucky me, its just my size.”


  “Of course. And just to complete your new look, I’ve provided you with some new grooming supplies. Look in your bathroom.”


  Alex’s ears were ringing as she stepped through the doorway into her tiny dorm bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. Just as Landon had suggested, all her bargain toiletries were gone and replaced with new top-of-the-line cosmetics, lotions and medications —vivid theatrical make up, high-gloss hair oil, hair and body glitter, sexy Italian perfume.


  But any appreciation she might have felt at the style upgrade was more than offset by the line of drugs on the bottom shelf - appetite suppressants for crash weight loss, powerful birth control pills to completely suppress her period, female hormone boosters to promote fertility and lactation, a generous supply of a notorious date rape drug known to promote extended “erections” of the female clit and nipples, and several tubes of a Japanese black lab nano-lubricant designed to leave her sex tight but ultra-slick and highly elastic for “extreme” sexual encounters. Tate had thoughtfully provided separate applicators for her pussy and ass.


  With the sultry new costume, flashy make-up, and erotic drugs he was clearly planning to remold Nightvision into a fantasy character of his own design. He had apparently become obsessed with the eroticism and excitement of their last encounter so was planning to reenact their battle, except with all the odds stacked totally in his favor and the details modified to his own sadistic tastes. By changing out all her equipment and costume he could eliminate any advantage she might have from trick weapons or high-tech gadgets. By electronically tracking her movements he would eliminate any element of surprise or deception. And by establishing himself up front as a “villain” and threatening the entire city he could lead her into any situation he desired.


  And Alexa could guess the kinds of “situations” Tate had in mind. He clearly intended that she be awash in hormones and sexually aroused at all times. Her petite, hourglass body would be completely at his disposal for whatever sadistic sex-games he could dream up with his almost limitless resources. Whatever he had in mind for Nightvision, Tate clearly would not be satisfied with simply chaining her up and throwing her into the ocean.


  His voice purred menacingly into her ear. “From now on, whenever you go out as Nightvision, I want you to wear your new uniform. Of course, it’s a bit more revealing than your last togs, so from now on you’re on a strict diet of water, vitamins, and the appetite suppressants I’ve supplied in your bathroom. I’ve made you an appointment downtown for a body wax, nails, and collie treatment. You’ll be amazed how clean and fresh you feel once you’re thoroughly purged. Sorry, no last meals.”


  “Landon, this is sick. What is it you want?”


  “What is it I want - why just what YOU want, Alexis. I want you to sacrifice yourself to deadly villains to ransom your precious city. I want to see you bound, helpless and aroused as your enemies torment and humiliate you, then commit you to almost certain death as an example to others that resistance is futile. I want to see your amazing instincts for survival tested to the very limits of physical and mental endurance. And I want to watch.”


  Alexis was stunned by the eloquence of Landon’s rant. “Couldn’t you just buy a newspaper?”


  “My dear.… Alexa….,” Tate burst out into laughter. “You never cease to amaze me. Unfortunately, your secrets you keep very well guarded. I’ve witnessed your uncanny talents for outwitting death first-hand. I want to see for myself how you do it. Unless, of course, you care to just tell me?”


  “No,” Alexa returned to the metal case and held up the cape. The material was silky soft to the touch but with surprising heft and iridescent sheen. Secretly, she couldn’t wait to try it on. “That wouldn’t be my first choice.”


  “That’s what I was counting on. Drink plenty of water with your vitamins and, remember, no solid foods after your purging. Take all your medications three times a day - I’m afraid you’ll find your body highly sensitive, so you might want to get some loose sweaters and skirts for when you’re not in uniform. Lube up each time you put on your uniform, to help you get in the mood.”


  “You seem to have this game all planned out. But what makes you think we’re playing this by your rules?”


  “Because we both have a little secret, don’t we. Legal outcomes aside, you know that my nanomites can destroy a building in a manner of hours. For any act of rebellion, I will destroy one building while its fully occupied. If you flee, or tell anyone else about our little game, then I’ll destroy them all.”


  Fingers of ice crept up and down Alexa’s body while Tate awaited his reply. She looked down at the case and ran her fingers across the mask. Alexa had observed for herself the power of Tate’s “nanomites” to consume concrete, but they had left no trace in either the concrete or the vial which Nightvision had lifted from Tate’s safe. It was as if the nanomites simply didn’t exist, Alexa’s failure to find any hard evidence directly contributed to Tate’s early release.


  “Okay, we play this your way. For now.”


  “Very good decision. You have a new bio-monitor in the case — wear it at all times. It will verify that you are being faithful with your mediations.”


  “But you forgot one key part of why I like being Nightvision—when I outsmart the villain and his overly-complex deathtrap and kick his ass before sending him to jail for life.”


  “Yes,” Landon turned cold. “There is no valor without hope… hmmm dear Alexis. You’d better be off to your waxing… it could be a busy week.”


  With that he hung up, leaving Alexa to stand awe struck at the sudden change of events. She set Tate’s case down on the bed and held the trunks and top against her body in the mirror. Not surprisingly, the suit was a perfect fit, reinforced in just the right places to hug the contours of her body without binding or creeping. The faint zipper through the crotch was the only seam visibility on the amazing outfit. If she could somehow survive Tate’s trap it would make and excellent addition to her collection, except that she would not have a duplicate copy of it for Alicia.


  “Alicia,” she whispered, feeling suddenly lonely for her sister. She wanted desperately to contact her, tell her everything. Enlist her aid in defeating Tate a second time. But it was too risky. Whatever sadistic plans Landon had in store for Nightvision, he was certainly demented enough to make good on his threat to level the city if she did anything other than surrender herself to his plans.


  With a sigh she placed the costume pack in its case, and slipped a pair of sweats over her leotard. She had only read about these exclusive spa cleansing treatments in magazines but was confident the process would take hours. And it was looking like rain.


  * * *


  Nightvision stepped carefully out onto a steel utility bridge leading out over a deep pool and into the secure courtyard of the Wind River Nuclear power plant, its broad concrete walkways and deep storage lagoons for spent radioactive rods bathed in eerie greenish light from the strange glowing cloud that hung over the plant like a churning aurora borealis. Lightening danced in the distance all around as black hurricane clouds churned out a steady deluge of drowning rain. But no rain fell in the courtyard, just a hot dry wind and a powerful electric tension that told her she was finally at the eye of the storm.


  The violent thunder storms had descended on Ansonia the same night Alexa got home from the “appointment,” and it had gripped Ansonia in a maelstrom of driving rain and damaging winds for three days with no sign of relenting. It didn’t take much imagination to guess who was truly behind the unnatural storm — Tate was clearly manufacturing a threat to the city to force Nightvision into action and ultimately lure her into his perverted but highly lethal deathtraps. Alexa had managed to survive a string of kinky ordeals and had been rewarded with information leading her to the source of the storms - a huge steel transmission tower in the courtyard of the plant that was redirecting all of is power production into the atmosphere. She knew that it was here she could finally save Ansonia from the grip of the rising floodwaters and ravaging winds generated by Tate’s weather machine. Assuming, of course, she could survive his next elaborate custom-designed deathtrap.


  A rush of dark excitement shot through her body as she glanced at her own reflection in the water of the storage lagoon — she had to admit she looked and felt like the ultimate heroic damsel in distress. Tate’s top-dollar body suit clung to her like glossy leather, corset-tight around her waist to highlight the flare of her hips and highly elastic at the chest with integrated rubber support ridges to smoothly envelop her firm, spherical breasts. Her rock-hard nipples strained defiantly against the dark, iridescent fabric, and screeching owl on her chest rose and sank with her breathing. Her silky cape floated dramatically behind her and her runway-perfect hair flowed like molten copper over her shoulders as she scanned from side to side for signs off danger. Tate’s cowl appeared as a seamless extension of her body suit, serving as both turtleneck collar and eye mask and making her already exotic green eyes seem huge. The rubbery material closely followed the contours of her youthful face so that none of her facial expressions were concealed. Alexa’s sparkling bangs swooped all the way down to the top of her sad Romanian eyes knitted in secret arousal. The $80,000 of jewelry at her throat and ears glowed in the unnatural green twilight.


  And if Tate’s new costume played directly to Alexa’s natural fetishes for sexy costumes, lavish jewelry, and extreme danger, then the cocktail of drugs amplified her erotic suffering 10-fold. Her engorged breasts and ovaries throbbed in response to the massive doses of synthetic hormones and her clit stood at stiff attention within the folds of her manicured pussy. She was continuously wet even without the compounding effect of the nano-lubricant, which left her hyper aware of her innermost recesses and its network of secret G spots. Only amazing material of her costume preserved her dignity, efficiently dissipating the moisture constantly building up around her nipples and sex. She had not been able to sleep since taking her initial regimen of drugs, and no amount of manual stimulation could even put a dent in her supercharged libido. Fortunately, Tate had left her little time for peaceful contemplation, preferring instead to call her into frequent action as Nightvision.


  But, so far, Tate’s planning had proven far more effective than his execution and Alexa had proven herself more than capable in outwitting a string of his half-baked erotic deathtraps. On her first morning she read in the papers that the pumps in the cities sewers were failing one by one, and she had faithfully donned her new Nightvision costume to investigate. But when she entered into the maze of tunnels beneath the city to investigate, she found that they were infested with paramilitary troops equipped with infrared goggles and armed with tranquilizing dart guns. The strong levels of undirected sexual arousal emanating from each of her opponents gave clear proof that they had instructions to rape or sexually abuse her upon capture, and all were eager to be first. Tate had clearly envisioned a sinister cat-and-mouse game with Nightvision fleeing desperately through the darkness until finally overcome by the effects of multiple dart strikes, then gang raped by her captors. Fortunately, to a powerful empath like Alexa, her opponents’ strong emotions revealed their positions far better than the finest infrared equipment, and she soon discovered that that a maze of smaller sewer pipes interconnecting the larger tunnels provided the perfect opportunity to move from pump to pump all but unnoticed. She descended with eerie silence on the sole guards at each station and defused the explosives.


  A few hours later she was called in to stop a runaway barge that was bearing down on a downtown bridge packed with creeping rush-hour traffic. Riding the high-powered Katana motorcycle Tate had provided as her new “official” vehicle, she had managed to intercept the barge just north of town and jumped aboard from a deserted overpass. To her distress, she found that the barge was loaded with heating oil and rigged to explode, its controls booby-trapped, and the vessel crawling with masked female ninjas. Their swords were blunted and instead delivered a powerful electric shock with each hit, and Alexa fought a pitched battle to reach the tiny control cabin, before falling victim to a trap door that opened beneath her feet. Surprisingly, she found herself, not in dire peril, but in a Hollywood-style bondage dungeon complete with a rack, padded riding horse, and burly well-oiled “executioners” in black hoods. The men had intended to bind her as soon she fell through the trap door but were apparently surprised by her early arrival. Nightvision took full advantage of their amateur disarray to stun them with the sword she still carried and chain them to their own toys. Even more surprising, they had built their “pleasure dungeon” directly beneath the main control cabin and the auxiliary control panel greeted her on the rear bulkhead. It was a simple mater to just turn the rudder hard left and run the floating bomb hard aground along the rain-swollen banks.


  Next, Nightvision was summoned to negotiate a hostage situation at the Ansonia Museum of Natural History. Tate himself, concealed behind a terrorists mask, led a team that took 30 school children hostage in what was apparently a botched art heist, and in tense stand-off with police agreed to exchange them for Nightvision. He insisted that the media be present for her public surrender and watched with angry satisfaction as she was forced to bind herself on public television, first securing her ankles with steel manacles, then adding a slave collar and ball gag, before locking her own arms behind her back with more steel manacles and kneeling at the feet of her masked captors. Tate’s men then descended upon her, added locks to her bondage and sealing her dramatically inside a padded “coffin” for transport to his secret lair.


  But here again, Tate’s libido betrayed him, for Alexa found herself not confronting imminent death, but in a spacious bedroom, clad only in a G-string and her pasties, bound spread-eagle in the center of a huge bed. Tate introduced her to his six “Tiger Lilies’ — the same Asian assassins she had fought on the barge — who specialized in the erotic acupuncture and execution by complex manual constriction. At Tate’s bidding, all six naked and oiled women descended on Alexa, licking, caressing, kissing and biting her body producing waves of arousal that the young vigilante could never have imagined, leading to hours of erotic acupuncture that stimulated her just as completely as Dr Benders emotion machine. However, Tate’s assumption that Alexa would simply surrender to his erotic games again proved incorrect. Even as they removed her restraints to kill her in a sexy but impractical “human knot” the young vigilante overcame her well-oiled assailments and slipped out of the compound in one of their discarded ninja costumes.


  That afternoon, an exhausted Nightvision had been summoned by Tate’s radio unit to save a cruise ship foundering just off the coast of Ansonia. For the adventure, Tate had provided her with catsuit version of her sultry Nightvision costume and informed her that here motorcycle could also function as a personal war craft. One out to sea, she had been intercepted almost immediately by a squadron of shock troops also on water bikes and had been driven in a desperate chase into the center of a ring of fishing nets. Once the circle was closed, Nightvision’s bike suddenly failed, leaving the sexy heroine suspended in a watery arena in the midst of a pack of huge sharks. Her only possible sanctuary from the mindless killing machines was a small research station positioned at the center of arena, bathed in searchlights to better film the deadly show.


  The sharks were upon her almost immediately, circling around her in an ever-tightening ring then darting in for the kill. She had managed to fight them off for many tense minutes before one monster got a solid grip on her left arm, and Alexa was forced to confront her own imminent demise. Tate had other plans, though, as Alexa discovered to her relief and horror that the sharks teeth had been covered in serrated dentures of soft rubber, which protected her from their razor-sharp teeth while providing natural crevices to protect her from the worst pressure of their crushing jaws. Instead of being rent limb from limb, Alexa was pummeled, whipped and dragged through the water as the six sharks tried again and again to consume her the only way they could - whole. It was a brutal and no-doubt highly entertaining battle for those watching from the safety of the research facility as Alexa kicked spun and twisted away from the huge jaws of her ravenous attackers, on many occasions caught it in the middle off brutal tug-o-wars and finding herself sliding down the sucking gullet of one shark after another. On two occasions she got to enjoy the unique experience of the huge jaws closing down around her as her legs slipped treacherously down the soft gullet and as she finally neared the research station a her small rebreather was knocked from her mouth by a dual collision with charging sharks. It was in dramatic fashion that she finally made it to the airlock, narrowly escaping death at the hands of the pack but no doubt delivering herself to an even more fiendish fate at the hands of her former beau.


  Exhausted, bruised and semi-conscious, Alexa was taken by burly guards in black rubber uniforms to the forward most chamber of the station which they called the “torpedo room.” There she was greeted by what could only be described as a manned torpedo, a rocket-like cylinder with a sharply tapering windshield, miniature motorcycle handlebars, and scalloped banana seat with two foot rests set far back just front of the high-torque twin props. Like a racing bike, the rider would be almost horizontal on the sleek craft with her head tucked beneath the small wind screen and feet tailing behind with knees clamped around the contoured fuselage and pelvis nestled tightly in the padded seat. Unlike a racing bike, though, the handle bars and foot rests were equipped with wrist and ankle manacles on short chains and the seat featured a fat 10-inch studded dildo with a secondary suction cup for the rider’s clit. Two chains secured to a rubber “pilots belt” allowed some slack for the occupant to struggle but not nearly enough to actually slip free of the vibrating phallus. A sleek visored helmet with an integrated water-tight rubber collar completed the set-up with two slim oxygen hoses ensuring she could breath for the duration of her brief journey on the human torpedo.


  And it likely wouldn’t be long, for the steering bar was locked in position with only minimal play and the nose of the craft was loaded with 500 pounds of high explosives, the craft computer programmed to home in on the luxury line CARIBBEAN DREAM waiting out the freak storm some 8 miles off the coast of Ansonia. Once launched, Alexa’s stimulation would increase the closer she got to the cruise ship. She would have approximately 5 minutes of steadily mounting torture to somehow escape the torpedo or steer it with her minimal control to one side of the ship, causing the torpedo to turn about and home in again. And when Nightvision fled, or finally failed to steer the torpedo to one side, she would cause the deaths of thousands of innocent people.


  Her cat suit had been equipped with a discrete crotch seam just like her primary uniform and she could only struggle hopelessly as she was led to the torpedo sub and secured into her custom-fitted helmet and bondage belt, then exposed to reveal her freshly trimmed, hyper-lubricated pussy. Eager hands groped her as she was drawn forcefully across the sub then positioned like a sprinter on the starting blocks until the head of the dildo parted her nether lips. She could not suppress her moans as she was slowly forced down on the huge dildo then chained in place at the waist with just enough slack to struggle erotically herself, with great effort, to within an inch of freedom but no closer. It certainly would have been a harrowing ride and Alexa could only shudder at the thought of the dildo coming to life inside her as she hurled toward the ship loaded with innocent tourists. But again, Tate’s plan failed to take into account the talents of his would-be victim. It was a simple matter for Alexa to telepathically pull the “release” lever before her bondage was secured dropping the torpedo bike prematurely into the launch tube. A moment later she activated the engine and surged out the underwater facility and into the open ocean, the warhead still deactivated in the nose of her craft.


  Is was less than 8 hours after pulling herself exhausted onto the shore of Cardemon Beach that Alexa was once again summoned to suit up as Nightvision to confront yet another of Tate’s perils. Despite all of Alexa’s successes, the rain itself continued to relentlessly pound Ansonia, and within 24 hours all the area rivers and streams would overflow their banks, driving a general evacuation and mass havoc. Tate had sent Nightvision the plan’s for his “weather machine,” a network of 6 towers distributed on the hilltops surrounding the Wind River nuclear plant and controlled by a central tower in the plant’s central courtyard dedicated to deep water storage lagoons for spend nuclear fuel. Whatever perils awaited Nightvision in the courtyard, at least she could take some comfort from the fact that regardless of the outcome, the 4-day storm that had gripped her adopted city would soon be over.


  “Tate?!” Alexa called out, her lush Romanian accent sounding much calmer than she felt. “Tate come on out - we have to talk! There is something very strange about your plans for this rain machine.”


  But Alexa’s call was answered only by the powerful electric buzz emanating from the tall thin tower, its crowned by a huge ball of green ionized gas like a golf tall on tall tee. Her boots crunched on the sandpaper strips lining the arcing bridge and she risked only a furtive glance over her shoulder as heavy bolts within door to the courtyard shot into the door frame sealing the young vigilante inside. A wave of dizziness washed through her as she forced herself to focus on the details of the trial that awaited her.


  The courtyard was laid out like a 3-by-3 grid of square deep-water containment pools, each dedicated to the storage of a generation of spent fuel rods. The pools were subdivided by broad concrete walkways and high concrete walls rose all around her like a maximum security prison. The base of Tate’s tower emerged from the water of the center pool and extended over a hundred feet skyward to the huge greenish plasma ball, it sickly light reflecting off the glassy smooth surfaces of the storage lagoons. The tower was apparently held aloft by means of four cables, each secured to an iron drainage grate in one corner of the courtyard. The stifling air smelled heavily of ozone, oil, and hot metal. High up on each wall was a guard post balcony and as soon as the door locked shut behind Nightvision, a pair of paramilitary guards stepped out onto each balcony, clad in black rubberized body armor, their faces concealed behind mirrored visors. Eight high-powered rifles were trained on Alexa as she moved off the bridge and put her hands on her hips. Despite their masks she could sense with her empathetic powers their heightened state of anticipation and arousal as if it was her own, could almost feel the track of their eyes as they drank in the vision of their gorgeous victim.


  “I see you’ve found my weather machine, Nightvision. Now all you have to do is destroy it.” The two guard immediately in front of Alexa removed their helmets to reveal that they were none other than Landon Tate and his hired French assassin, Calypso.


  “Landon, you can have your fun with me, but there’s something you need to know.”


  Landon cut her off. “It should be simple enough —- I’ve even allowed you access to the courtyard. You’ll find an acetylene cutting torch in your utility belt. It should make quick work of the guy wires supporting the tower. When the tower falls the rain will be over for good.”


  “That’s what I’m trying to tell you Landon,” Alex’s voice was steady as she glanced briefly at the wires supporting the tower. Each was some 30 feet from the base of the tower itself, leaving a circumference of 300 feet that she would have to traverse to reach each one. It would take perhaps two minutes to cut through each cable - perhaps 12 minutes of work total, assuming Tate allowed her to work in peace. “This device - I’ve looked at the plans - its CAN’T be generating the rain.”


  “Now Alexa, why worry your pretty little head about things you can’t control. Might want to save you energy to work about things… like this.”


  At the push of a button the water around the base of the tower began to churn and boil. A moment later a mass of long thin cables shot out of the water shooting to almost half the height of the tower, followed by a second layer of cables, apparently ticker and with uniquely designed tips. If took Alexa a moment to realize that the forest of mini-towers weren’t just cables - they were tentacles, robotic manipulators clad in some kind of greenish rubbery substance to make them look alive. The longest of the tentacles were of the same long graceful shape like enormous whips, but with a high degree of flexibility toward the ends to better grasp at its prey. The shorter tentacles were heavier and more specialized in their function, some lined with suction cups clearly intended for grasping, while others seemed to end in gaping mouths opening and closing on open air. Still others were almost certainly sexual probes, with various sizes and structures to violate her body in every manner possible. At first the nest of tentacles seemed to flair randomly about the courtyard, but quickly converged toward her.


  “My God, Landon, what have you done.”


  “Isn’t is magnificent?” Tate preened as Alexa dropped to her guard. “I call this the Guardian, the very latest in pneumatics, robots, and artificial intelligence. I call it a robot, but it is, in fact, 40 distinct robots, one for each manipulator, each programmed to pursue its own objectives while also supporting the objectives of the whole.”


  Satisfied that their target was acquired the heavier tentacles withdrew, probably realizing that they were out of range and pulling bock to free up energy for the longer tentacles to do their work. “And their objective is to protect the Tower.”


  “Very astute. Once you move against the tower you will draw the undivided attention of the entire collective, though you’ll find that each robot has a strong preference for what they want to do with you. Only a few want to kill you quickly, others are programmed to maximize your suffering, while many are programmed to maximize their sexual pleasure… or yours. You’ll soon become intimately familiar with which is which.”


  Nightvision stepped slowly toward one of the guy wires… there was no sense in delaying the inevitable. Regardless of the risks, the quicker she took down the tower and less time Tate’s innovative but highly complex robot would have to work her over. Like his other traps, the robots would almost certainly not attempt to kill her immediately, so the quicker she worked the better.


  “So who sold you this robot, Landon? Calypso? I thought it was you who wanted to do the raping…. yourself.”


  Alexa whipped out the cutting torch and pressed it against one of the wires. The response of the 4 longest tentacles was almost instantaneous, throwing their long thin bodies at her like 50-foot bull whips. One struck the floor just inches from where she stood. Another came in sideways, forcing Nightvision to jump over it like a jump rope. Another lateral chop forced her to briefly move the torch away from the sturdy cable, but she was back at it quickly. She repositioned her body so that the cable itself provided some protection against sweeping strikes from the tentacles, but glancing blows were inevitable. The material coating the tentacle was soft and much slimier than Alexa would have anticipated and the force from each blow was surprisingly light for such a long and certainly heavy robot. Yet it was amazing how the 6 long tentacles worked together to attempt ensnare her, two writhing on the ground hoping to ensnare her feet while 4 others attempted to swat at her like the tail of an enormous cow swatting a fly. It was certainly more than she would have expected Tate to be capable of.


  “I’ve recently learned not to underestimate you. Besides, there is a certain intrinsic pleasure in just watching you suffer - watch out behind.”


  A well coordinated double attack sent Alexa spinning away from the cable at the same time that one of the lower tentacles succeeded in wrapping itself around one of her boots. Nightvision landed in a heap and the tentacle quickly improved its grip on her ankle. An overhead smash crashed down a hairsbreadth away from her body and this afforded Lenexa a split-second to apply her torch to the tentacle. It recoiled quickly, just like it was… alive. Fresh terror swept through Nightvision’s mind as she struggled with ramifications.


  But the renewed fury of the tentacles left her precious little time for contemplation. She bear crawled back to the cable and renewed her efforts of cable, melting through strand after strand of steel. A swing of a tentacle drove her hard to the ground and another blew her backward as stars danced before her eyes, but each time she returned to the cable and after several long minutes she finally succeeded in severing the first cable with a loud twang.


  “Tate, this Sentinel, did it come from the same place the weather machine came from? And the cement mites?”


  Suddenly deprived of the natural cover afforded by the cable itself, Alexa suddenly found herself converged on from several directions at once. A low-high combination spun her head over heels and in a moment of dazed uncertainly, one of the “sleeper” tentacles wrapped itself firmly around her feet. When she attempted to reach down to pry against its grip she was struck twice with stinging precision and one of her wrists was ensnared. Alexa repeatedly tried to rise on all fours to scamper away, but was swatted down each time and jerked powerfully back toward the center reservoir. One tentacle threaded itself in neat rows around her knees, allowing the tentacle at her ankles to briefly disengage and wrap itself with similar precision around both ankles. Now much more tightly snared Alexa was dragged struggling desperately toward the nest.


  “Tate, this isn’t a robot,” Alexa hissed as she turned her cutting torch toward the third long tentacle that had one of her wrists. “This is alive. Its some kind of… monster!”


  Instead of getting her wrist free, Alexa got only a nasty swipe from one of the unengaged tentacles. The soft flesh at its tip drew away to reveal a long stinger dripped with venom. The young heroine just managed to catch the stinger-tipped tentacle and prevent the horror from plunging the stinger into her chest. Instead she quickly jabbed it into the tentacle encircling her knees and was rewarded by a sudden release.


  “You can dish it out….”The already winded heroine said, “But you cant’ take… it.” The second tentacle held on longer under the heat of the torch but finally relented, allowing Nightvision to struggle free and charge to the second cable.


  “Its Calypso isn’t it. She sold you all these wonder? Didn’t she?”


  Alexa had one gloved hand on the cable when a tentacle wrapped itself firmly around her midsection and pulled her toward the nest. A second tentacle wrapped itself around her ankles and she was slowly lifted into the air, still clinging to the cable with one hand and applying the welder to the cable. Her narrow profile made it difficult to swat at her directly, but one tentacle finally ripped the cape from her back and sent her expensive broach flying into one of the lagoons.


  The bizarre tug of war continued for several tense seconds until Tate and Alexa were met with a nasty surprise. Heavy, thicker shafts coated with the same slimy green flesh suddenly burst out of the storage lagoons to either side of the Nightvision and wrapped themselves around her knees, pulling her legs apart as much as her ankle restraints would allow, their slimy tips stroking against the silky crotch of her uniform clearly seeking to penetrate her.


  “Mhhhh…” Nightvision grimaced as she struggled to maintain her grip on the cable until her torch did its work. “Ahhhh… please… Mhhhh.”


  The strands parted one by one, and the mysterious Sentinel sent two more thinner tentacles surging up through the churning water to wrench her free. They alternated lashing out at the masked vigilante with precise whipping motions targeting her exposed back and chest. After a few strokes one tentacle wrapped itself around her wrist at the point where she gripped the cable. Almost every inch of her body below her bust line was enveloped in slimy green tentacles, and even Tate was taken aback at how quickly his sexy enemy was enveloped.


  “So Calypso, where… are these extra robotic arms coming from?”


  Calypso’s smile was icy cold. “What does it matter? You said yourself that you didn’t want any chance of her escaping. So I took a few extra… precautions.”


  “Ahhh! Mhhh!”


  But Calypso’s precautions couldn’t spare the second support cable. With a final TWANG! it yielded the blistering flame off Nightvision’s cutter, sending shudders through the glowing tower and forcing the tentacles to convulse as if they too had been injured. Unfortunately, it also deprived Alexa of her only solid grip. Deprived of the cable she was quickly dragged toward the base do of the tower, where a dozen other tentacles rose eagerly out of the water to greet her.


  “Tate, those nanomite - did you get them from Calypso as well? And the… ahhh… weather machine?! They are all fake!”


  “What is she talking about?” Tate mused with a quizzical smile.


  “Just the cries of a doomed girl pleading for her life, Landon. It means nothing.”


  “Landon, you have to LISTEN to me…. I .. ughhhh.” But Alexa’s cries were cut short as highly specialized tentacles descended toward her wrapping firmly around her wrists, ankles, knees and waist, then lifting her skyward and drawing her into a spread eagle as she was carried out over the central pool so that all the robot-horror’s appendages to gain optimal access to her body. A forest of smaller tentacles greeted her each coiling and slithering over her body. These smaller probes found the leg holes of her of her uniform and slipped inside. Nightvision shuddered deliciously as probes slipped into her pussy and ass, and small bulges beneath the skintight fabric marked the progress of other tentacles and they crept upward to encircle her breasts.


  “My god… Uhhhhh,” the masked avenger arched her back and twisted hopelessly in her restraints as the probes moved deeper and deeper inside her. The success of the probes had drawn the attention of another set of tentacles, clearly designed for erotic torture, with long knobbed shafts tipped with balls and alive with wriggling tendrils. So transfixed on the erotic probed rising from beneath her that Alexa almost missed another set of probes converging on her from all directions. These ended with large steel needles that rhythmically extended and withdraw like the stinger of a bee, centered in midst of large slimy suction cups. She only noticed them as another delicate tentacle descended from above to encircle her throat, drawing up her vision.


  “Isn’t this a little .. impersonal Tate,” Nightvision managed to lock gazes with her captor.


  “Why would you say that,” Tate said. “We’ll all right here, waiting for you to escape.” He motioned to the eight other snipers all watching Nightvision’s suffering with great interest. “Then we’ll get to kill you ourselves.”


  “Glad to hear you have such… confidence in me.”


  “Care to share with us just how far those worms have climbed up inside you?”


  “About half as high as my boot going to go up your… ass.”


  Two of the four support cables were still in place, but Alexa was still able to seize one of the loose cables as the seven restraint cables maneuvered her randomly about the base of the tower. It was surprisingly lightweight and Alexa’s restraints left her just enough room to suddenly whip out with the line, missing Tate by catching Calypso full in the forehead. The mysterious French woman toppled to the concrete floor some 15 feet below the balcony where she and Landon had been watching Nightvision’s ordeal. The moment Calypso’s body hit the ground, the mass of tentacles suddenly released Alexa, allowing her to tumble in the storage lagoon beneath her feet.


  “You bitch!” Tate howled, as Alexa emerged from the water, withdrew her back up cutter and quickly sliced through the third cable. Deprived of three fourths of its support and strangely weighed down by the glowing green orb, the tower wavered and teetered around its anchor point before finally succumbing to gravity and crashing against one of the concrete walls. The green light dissipated almost immediately and the tower disintegrated into ribbons of steel.


  For long moments there was nothing. Then the crash of thunder, close and oppressive, then again. And again.


  “See, Landon. This machine is nothing but a prop. A prop to deceive you!”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “Its Calypso. She told you all these things she’s selling you are high tech, but they’re not. They’re very OLD tech. Dark sorcery.”


  “Thank you very much for your interpretation, Nightslut. Boys, gun her down.”


  Alexa looked about the room, powerless to stop them. But the men did nothing. They just appeared as if they were frozen in place.”


  “Sorry, Landon,” Calypso said as she gained her feet. Half of her face was smeared with blood from a nasty gash on her temple, but her eyes flowed with evil fire, her pupils huge. “But I’m afraid I can’t let you do that?”


  “Do what?” Landon was incredulous. “Kill this bitch? After what she just did to you?”


  “Such gallantry,” Calypso grinned. “But unnecessary. Its nothing compared to what I have planned for HER.”


  Calypso raised her arms over her head. Suddenly all the storage lagoons erupted with think trunks of writhing tentacles, some towering hundreds of feet in the air. From these great trunks sprang a legion of long thin whipping tentacles. They struck out at Alexa again and again, sending her spinning, then crushing her to the grounds. She was struck again and again as she tried to get up then knocked across the room only to find herself the target of the same attack from another off the central pillars.


  “Its really quite humorous,” Calypso walked slowly toward Nightvision, escorting her about the court yard as the masked vigilant was whipped and beaten without mercy. “Perhaps the best joke I’ve seen in several centuries. A witch - a TUPOLOV witch - masquerading as a superheroine! How rich.”


  The whip-tendrils wrapped tightly around Alexa’s arms and legs, and Calypso lifted her prisoner’s head by the hair, forcing her to lock gazes. “I never would have guessed except that when you manipulated the controls in Landon’s submarine trap, you called upon a Defiler Imp, one of the few familiars that will help without being commanded. When it suits their fancy.”


  “Calypso what are you doing?!” Tate was stunned. “We had a deal!”


  “Now, We have a NEW deal. I’m taking your little pet, Mr Tate. I’ve always wanted a an eager young pupil.”


  “No one double crossed me, Calypso. No one.”


  The French witch turned slowly, her eyes filled with ageless malice. “Temper Temper, Mr Tate. Just for that, I going to have to destroy your precious city.”


  She raised her arms once again and uttered a phrase in a strange ancient tongue that caused the air itself to crackle and hiss. The 20-foot writhing trunks of tentacles surged skyward again, and that their tips the sky once again assumed a greenish hue. The wind picked up all around and even invaded the courtyard of the nuclear plant, whipping Nightvision’s discarded cape into the corner and plucking at the clothes of Tate’s immobilized guards.


  “Unfortunately, no one must know that I have a Tupolov witch as my… extended guest Within minutes, all of Ansonia will be ravaged by cyclones. And I have designated one specifically to destroy your, Landon. A fitting end… destroyed along with the city your father built.”


  “Now you’re both crazy and dead.” Tate pulled out his gun only to have it suddenly wrenched from his hand by an unseen assailant.”


  “My legions are all around this place, Landon, and I think you’ll find they are a bit better heeled than Alexa’s lone, untrained Defiler Imp.” Lightening and thunder rolled almost constantly all around them, accompanied by something else, a low rumbling like a freight train. “I’d suggest you get moving - unless you want your private tornado to breach this nuclear containment facility. Its quite potent, I’m afraid.”


  Calypso immediately dismissed the stunned business mogul and turned her attention to Nightvision still secured in two tentacles and kneeling at her feet. “And you my dear - I’ve brought you something very special.”


  She produced an ornate ebony box and opened it for Nightvision to view. In the box resting on a red velvet lining, were two slave bracelets, cleverly hinged on one side but with no apparent locking mechanism on the other. “These are Bracelets of the Djinn. Once they are on your wrists you will be my slave forever, bound to do my bidding. It will also drain you mind of all knowledge of your previous life I will teach you everything you need to know. Everything the Elder Counsel SHOULD have taught you.”


  Calypso leaned in close, breathing sweetly into Alexa’s ear. “And you will grow VERY powerful, Tupolov witch, perhaps even more powerful than I. But that won’t matter, for you will be bound to me — sexy body, brilliant mind, and evil soul. Extend her wrists.”


  “This will never work Calypso!” Alexa tried to remain defiant as we arms were slowly extended to bare her wrists. “I will never be your pawn.”


  “No,” Calypso agreed, “You’ll be much less than that. My every wish will be your deepest commands. You will worship me utterly and humiliate and defile yourself at my will. You will be my greatest weapon, and live the life of my most pathetic, lowly slave. Sound like fun?!”


  “Yea, a real blast.” Alexa pulled at her restraints but was held inescapably tight as Calypso took up the bracelets with a look of great care - it was clear she understood just how dangerous the bracelets could be. Alexa renewed her struggles but she had all but reached the limit of her endurance. Defeating deathtrap after deathtrap had finally worn her down the breaking point. She would just have to hope there was some gaps in the capability the bracelets to bend her will to Calypso’s. She could only watch with her teeth gritted as the bracelets came close and closer to her wrists, drawing her ever closer to the eternal life of a magical servant.


  BLAM! BLAM!


  Calypso was thrown forward by the sudden impact of two high velocity rounds and let out an animal scream. Landon Tate still stood in a prone position on one balcony near where he had taken a rifle from one of the paralyzed guards. But she straightened up almost immediately and turned to address her treacherous attacked, any trace of humanity drained from her voice.


  “Foolish worm, do you think your pathetic toys can stop Calypso? Now I will show what it really means to suffer. Come and kneel before me.” Landon Tate stood motionless on the balcony for a moment, matching wills with the ancient sorceress. “Jump.” After a moments more hesitation, Tate took a step forward, hurling himself to a hard bond-cracking landing on the ground below.


  SNIK.


  The ancient sorceress looked down to dumbly to see the bracelets secured around her own wrists, just beneath Nightvision’s black-gloved hands. In the moment of confusion, Alexa had managed to free herself just enough to pull the bracelets from Calypso’s grasp and turn them to her advantage. “No… his can’t be… she looked suddenly confused, the anger draining from her voice, I’m…. I’m.”


  “Fucked,” Alexa offered. “At least I hope so.”


  “Welll… I…. I.”


  The remaining tentacles still clutching at Nightvision fell away, allowing the teenage avenger to regain her feet and some semblance of dignity.


  “You are my slave. My servant. Isn’t that right.”


  “Your servant? No, I’m….”


  “Nothing. You are nothing. But I have something I want you to do.”


  “Yes… mistress. Of course.”


  “I want to you to transport this Sentinel back to the dimension it is rooted in. And I want you to go with it, sealing the portal behind you. Do you understand?”


  “Yes… that should be simple. As you wish Mistress.”


  “And you are to wait for me there, slave. You are NOT to return to this world until I give you permission. Do you understand.”


  “Yes, yes mistress. That would please you?”


  “Yes, I will be very pleased.”


  With a look of almost stupid delight at the thought of pleasing Alexa, Calypso utter a long series of power words, once again causing the very air around them to crackle and squeal with mystical power. The hundreds of arms comprising the Sentinel slowly plunged impossible back down into the storage lagoons, and then with a flash of light disappeared altogether. Calypso followed a moment later disappearing into a flash of light.


  With the disappearance of Calypso and her hellish pet the sky all around the facility went quiet and dark. A final roll of thunder reverberated off the far hills, then all went quite for the first time in almost a week. Ansonia was saved.


  “And you, asshole.” Nightvision limped over to where Tate had hit the pavement to find him rolling around in pain from a clearly broken leg. Alexa pulled a pair of handcuffs considerately included by Tate himself in her new utility belt and used them to secure his arms. “You are under arrest.”


  
    Raven Files #1


    THE LORDS OF DEATH


    

    By


    The Cliffhanger

  


  
    
      Copyright 2004 by the Author. This story contains scenes of bondage, extreme peril, and some torture. The good guys win in the end, of course, but if this type of content disturbs you than DO NOT READ.

    
  

  This was the part that Aspen liked least, the waiting. She had arrived via limo at the Hifong International Financial Center in Taiwan some seven hours earlier, stylishly dressed in a black silk pants suit and dark sunglasses flanked by well-dressed assassins that passed on casual inspection as expensive bodyguards. Once inside a private locker room, however, she had been stripped and bound, and her two ‘assistants’ – pretty little Asian whores named Tiko and Mia – had bathed, groomed, and dressed her in preparation for the evening’s challenge. It had been a detailed and time-consuming process as usual, but Tiko and Mia did their work inconspicuously, leaving the young INTERPOL agent with nothing to do but ponder her upcoming trial. At times she felt like an ice skater or a prima ballerina, waiting in the wings for her cue to take the stage. But in this case there was one grisly difference: the audience had paid good money to watch her die.


  “Hold still please,” Tiko said almost meekly as she reached up toward Aspen’s right eye and dabbed it with purple shadow. The heavy theatrical cosmetics almost perfectly concealed the nasty blue-black bruises that still marred Aspen’s face from her previous challenge, which had pitted her against four military robots in an industrial complex north of Tokyo. She too had been given a suit of “cyber armor,” but it had consisted only of a metal bikini with hydraulic braces for her knees and elbows and a “sci-fi” helmet with night vision and laser range finder. It had provided precious little protection against the drills, vice claws, and welding torches of her remotely-operated opponents and she had suffered multiple serious injuries in her narrow victory. Even Tiko’s great skill with cosmetics had been put to the test concealing the patchwork of ugly bruises, punctures, and freshly healed lacerations that still marred her body.


  In the weeks since her capture by the Asian crime syndicate known as Cobra Fang, Aspen Silverlake – better know to the criminal underworld by her code name Raven -- had been forced to apply her well-honed fighting talents in a new vocation: human combat. Her first impromptu bout had been with a Fang enforcer, shortly after her capture. The combat was supposed to have been her death sentence, but when the slim spy was miraculously victorious over her hulking male opponent her captor, Dark Master Li, saw a golden opportunity to both punish Raven for her intrusion and make a handsome profit in the process. Two days later she found herself in her first professional bout.


  “Your footwear for the evening,” Mia said submissively, holding up a donut ring of glossy black rubber, terminating in a two-toed rubber slipper like the boot of a ninja. “If it pleases my mistress.”


  “Yes, of course,” Aspen smiled wearily, amused by the girls’ fawning subservience. From her seated position on the make-up chair Aspen extended her leg, allowing Mia to slide the well-oiled slipper over her nylon-clad foot, and then roll the condom-like legging up to her lower thigh. The elements of her costume often gave Raven some insight into the nature of the trial that lay ahead. Master Li’s choice of the ballet-like slippers instead of the usual high heels clearly indicated that she would be needing her sense of balance. Given that the twin towers of the financial center were over 130 stories tall that suggested some disturbing possibilities.


  “There!” Tiko said warmly as she brushed lip pigment liberally on Aspen’s lush lips. “My mistress will be so beautiful tonight that she will certainly prevail!”


  Aspen glanced protectively from side to the side, and Tiko hung her head blushing in shame. She had put all three of them in sudden danger. Raven’s “dressing room” consisted of a portable cage, surrounded on all sides by black-suited assassins, each with a machine pistol loaded and leveled on the three women inside. Every aspect of Raven’s preparation – from her sponge bath to her final primping -- Mia and Tiko conducted within the cramped environs of the cage. If any of them tried to so much as even inspect the lock, the guards had strict instructions to shoot. Any words of compassion or friendship between them would certainly be reported to Master Li, and would likely result in them being turned over to the Cobra Fang’s slave trainers for discipline. Or worse.


  “I mean,” Tiko added hurriedly, “If it pleases Master Li.”


  “He will be pleased,” Raven said in Chinese so that the guards could overhear. “Your work will loosen the pockets of the Quang-Lo and the Shintei and drive them to wager more for my defeat, as the Master wishes.”


  Glancing in the mirror, Aspen had to admit the grim truth of her words. Her bright, flashy make-up and exotic fetish costume did have the undeniable dramatic appeal craved by men in the Orient. Her uniform for the evening consisted of a halter top body suit, elbow-length rubber opera gloves, and rubber ninja-footed leggings, all of glossy black rubber. The body suit included a high turtle neck collar that extended all the way to the base of her jaw line, and was French cut at the thighs with a thong back that left little of her nylon-sheathed buttocks to the imagination. Her firm breasts were further supported by a discrete half-cup brassiere of ribbed black rubber, and a golden symbol of a rearing cobra blazed over her left breast. Her deliciously narrow waist was tied off with a silk sash that could be readily repositioned to expose the invisible but well-publicized zipper that ran through her crotch. Her tights too sported a hidden seam through the crotch -- Master Li delighted in the fact that her sex could be readily exposed if she were careless enough to fall into her opponents’ hands’ alive.


  Her hair and makeup completed the illusion of a modern-day hentai superheroine. The heavy black lining around her eyes surrounded by fields of a metallic violet and green made her already expressive green eyes seem huge and oriental. The pale white base made her youthful features seem delicate and fragile, her ruby red lips straining to be kissed. Golden glitter twinkled in her mane of raven-dark hair as it tumbled over her shoulders. She was a pretty, wide-eyed, angel in a skin-tight rubber uniform – precisely the sexy, vulnerable image Master Li wanted her to project for his high-stakes games.


  But Raven’s bouts had not always been fought in such exotic costumes and in such exclusive locales. Her first outings had been crude, brutal affairs – thrust into a leather bikini and hurled out into the rough gaming pits of the oriental underworld. These contests were little more than intermission between the stakes matches, with Raven pitted against obese masked women and wild dogs for base entertainment. Yet despite her disorientation, sleep deprivation, and aching body from long nights of abuse at the hands of Master Li, she had managed to dispel each of her opponents with stunning ease, earning the wild cheers of the drunken mob. Master Li found to his delight that the sexy spy was more than a match for any of the women in the arena, and could dispatch most men with equal ease. Within weeks Master Li had promoted her to wagering matches against skilled male combatants. Her youth, beauty, and deceptive power led the bookmakers to cover long odds against her, and this meant that Master Li had little to lose and much to gain from each contest. Victory after shocking victory had netted Master Li a handsome profit, prompting the crime lord to keep her alive, at least until the next bout. It had become like a nightmarish retelling of 1001 Arabian Nights, where each battle was like a gripping tale on which Aspen’s very life depended.


  But as the book makers caught onto Master Li’s game, they stopped offering the handsome odds favoring Raven’s opponents, so the wily overlord simply elevated his prisoner from the dockside fighting pens to the more elite clubs, and went to even greater lengths to ensure the odds remained heavily against her. He pitted Raven against multiple opponents, allowed the use of weapons and props, and even granted her opponents free reign to rape, torture or kill her in the course of the bout. Yet despite these extreme measures, Aspen’s fighting prowess, cunning, and astounding force of will proved just as effective against elite gladiators as wharf-side thugs. Her beauty, courage, and almost superhuman ability to cheat death finally drew the attention of Asia’s elite high-stakes gamblers and Master Li was only too happy to accommodate their requests, committing Raven to participate in a series of semi-private “death matches” that would put her skills to the ultimate test. If was grueling, inhuman… and had netted the Cobra Fang an illicit fortune in gambling kickbacks.


  One of the guard’s cell phones buzzed insistently. He briefly lowered his machine pistol to answer it. He said a few terse words then hung up.


  “Master Li is coming. Prepare her.”


  “Mistress, the time is near for you to leave the cage, “ Mia broke Raven from her reverie and motioned to a black box resting on the floor under her makeup table. It contained her custom-fitted transit restraints.


  “Yes,” Aspen sighed, standing up and savoring her last few moments of relative freedom. “We mustn’t keep the Master waiting.”


  Mia opened the box to reveal three sets of steel cuffs connected with chains of varying lengths, a steel slave collar, a black rubber ball gag, silk blindfold and a long steel chain with small silver padlocks. Despite Aspen’s many nights in strict bondage, her heart still fluttered at the site of the uncomfortable, humiliating, and inescapable restraints. But for her slaves’ sake, she had to maintain her sense of calm, lest the young girls show too much compassion for her.


  “Shall I turn around?” Raven said turning around and placing her hands voluntarily behind her back. The first set of cuffs were actually welded tightly together and locked firmly around her wrists. The second set was secured just above her elbows, pulling her elbows close together and forcing her breasts forward. Mia secured the third set with its longer chain around her ankles, giving her enough range of motion to move forward in shuffling steps. The collar clicked into place like a skeletal fist wrapping firmly around her rubber-clad throat.


  Raven absently tested her bondage while Tiko uncoiled the steel chain and Mina unbuckled the straps of the ball gag. The sexy agent’s teeth and jaws ached from the wide variety of gags she had been forced to wear since becoming Master Li’s prisoner, but when Mia offered the chlorine-soaked ball she obediently opened her mouth.


  “Make it tight, ladies,” Raven whispered to the slave girl behind her. “The Master has instructed that I be disciplined at all times for my invasion of his home.”


  “Yes mistress.” They whispered through unmoving lips. Mina forced the gag between Aspen’s freshly brushed teeth and secured the straps tightly behind her head and under her chin. Then Tiko secured the chain to a steel eye bolt on the outer surface of the rubber ball, threaded the chain down between Raven’s legs, and up through her wrist manacles. Raven bowed her head in forced Oriental humility, but this did not stop Tiko from continuing to tighten the chain until it bit deeply into her sex. The young spy grimaced in pain and Tiko pulled the chain as tight as she could before finally securing it in place with a steel padlock.


  As a final touch, the slave girls draped a flowing cape of black rubber over Aspen’s shoulders, and clasped it at her throat with golden broach of a coiled snake, the symbol of the Cobra Fang. They had just arranged Raven’s luxurious black hair so that it spilled regally down her back when the door burst open. The two slaves dropped to the floor, heads lowered.


  Master Li swept into the room, accompanied by two female bodyguards in the black silk guis of elite ninja-trained assassins. Master Li himself preferred double-breasted Italian suits of great cost and exquisite tailoring. He wore a thin mustache on his impish, almost boyish face, and his dark hair hung in a braid almost to his waist. Given his youth and careless smile it was difficult to imagine just what Li was a master of. But Aspen had learned one of his talents the hard way -- making underhanded business deals. INTERPOL’s contacts in Indochina had been thoroughly compromised long before Aspen and her support team parachuted into Cambodia to collect intelligence on an elite gathering of Asian mobsters. Her team had been captured immediately and Aspen herself had been led on a desperate “treasure hunt” through Li’s palace in a hopeless attempt to save her fellow agents. The sadistic sport was enjoyed by all and culminated in the banquet chamber where an exhausted and emotionally devastated Aspen Silverlake had been stripped and forced to fight in a tournament to the death. At times, Aspen wished she had simply allowed the assassin to kill her and get it over with.


  “The hour is at hand,” Master Li said with a cruel grin. “Is Raven prepared for her latest challenge?”


  “She has not attempted to escape from her cage, “ said captain of the guard said simply. He dared not presume to assess Aspens’ readiness in the presence of his Master.


  “Hmmm,” Li walked slowly over to Aspen, who was still standing in the middle of the cage. His eyes twinkled with pleasure. “I trust that she is well rested. I stand to make over 450 million Yen this night.”


  The beauty of Master Li’s strategy was that the odds were never lower that 30 to 1 against Raven’s survival, setting him up to profit handsomely from her amazing combat instincts while losing relatively little when she inevitably died. After four astounding private victories Master Li’s clients were still willing to cover his long odds, but insisted on steadily more lethal environments with ever more elaborate safeguards to ensure that Raven would not survive the challenge. Whenever she demonstrated a new survival strategy or physical capability in winning a contest, her opponents took great care to insure it would be neutralized in the next battle. Fate would no doubt soon catch up to the beautiful spy, but her death too would serve its purpose. As far a Master Li was concerned Aspen Silverlake was dead already.


  “Yes, Master. She slept for 48 hours prior to our arrival.” Master Li only allowed Aspen to sleep under sedation so that her rest would be deep and dreamless, allowing her no conscious memory of any release from her enslavement.


  “Good,” Master Li leaned close to the bars and drew in the heavy aroma of Raven’s perfume, admiring the swell of her breasts beneath the skin tight costume. “The Lord’s of Malaysia are not patient men. They have agreed to extend the odds to 50:1 in exchange for additional… concessions.”


  Even with her head forced downward Master Li could still see Raven catch her breath in surprise. The crime lord of Asia did not part with their money easily – even in her battle against the industrial robots the odds against her were only 36 to one. Master Li’s clients were clearly supremely confident that she would not survive her next challenge.


  “I must say,” Master Li reached out his key – the only key -- to unlock the cage, “they are quite intent on your death. I look forward to considering just what additional concessions they have in mind.” His tone was ominous.


  Then he turned to his Captain. “Blindfold her. Then bring her to the roof.”


  Raven’s heart thundered in the chest as Master Li swept out of the room. Tiko and Mia immediately sprang to their feet to comply with Master Li’s orders, producing two rubber pads and a black silk scarf. The pads Tiko inserted snuggly into each eye socket, then held them in place while Mia deftly concealed them beneath the layers of slippery silk leaving Aspen completely blind.


  “Good luck, mistress.” Tiko whispered. “May you ride on the wind.”


  * * *


  Despite all her weeks of captivity, Raven still loathed the sensation of being led gagged, hobbled, and blindfolded toward some unknown destination. The bondage held her in humiliating submission and her guards took great pleasuring in pushing and jostling her causing her crotch chain to grind painfully against her most sensitive flesh. They moved quickly and made no accommodation for her blindness, steering her roughly through the maze of corridors, doorways, and elevators and pulling her to her feet by her hair whenever she lost her balance. It was almost a relief when the swirling of cold air finally signaled that they had arrived on the roof.


  Gravel crunched beneath the boots of her guards as the entourage walked toward the edge of the building, the tang of the sea almost overpowered by the strong smell of roofing asphalt. Finally Raven was forced to a halt, over a thousand feet above the streets of Hifong. She could feel the magnetic presence of Master Li somewhere to her right as her cape fluttered in the wind behind her. Finally, the blindfold and gag were removed, allowing the slim spy her first view of her latest deadly ordeal.


  The sight fulfilled her deepest anxieties. She was, indeed, standing on the edge of the roof of Tower # 1 of the Hifong Financial Center, facing its identical twin some 30 meters away. Between the two structures were strung a series of steel cables as thick as her thumb, spaced at three-foot intervals. The cables themselves were interconnected by a series of perpendicular steel cross-lines anchored at either end to the outermost tightropes, creating a grid of three-foot squares, with a thousand feet of open air beneath them. An outward leaning electrified fence ran along the outer ledge of either building to discourage vandals or jumpers. It was deactivated for the moment, but once armed it would ensure that no one on the web could seek the refuge of either rooftop without permission. And Aspen could guess at least one person that would fit that description.


  “I brought my web, Li.” A man boomed from the far rooftop. Lord Kwong, master of the Quang-Lo drug syndicate. “Did you bring my fly?”


  “I did,” Li nodded confidently. “though I think you might find her more difficult to snare than you imagine!”


  “We shall see. That is why I brought so many spiders!”


  Aspen could see them – eight in all, four stationed on either rooftop. They were thin, sinewy-looking oriental men in red silk guis, doubtless trained acrobats or circus performers. Each was armed with a long pudgel -- a balanced fighting staff – with either end tipped by tapering steel forks that could only be electrified prods. Each man wore a heavy belt with a steel safety line that could be secured to the web by a locking O-ring, a safety measure that Raven certainly wouldn’t enjoy. In the harsh glare of the neon outlining the building she could see that each man wore the symbol of a black spider on his back.


  “And is my fly to mount the web unarmed?” Li bellowed at the line of men on the far building, men who had wagered huge sums for the excitement of watching the event.


  “Of course not!” What would be the sport in that?”


  One of the spider’s stationed on Master Li’s roof offered up a second pudgel stick, a practice unit padded on either end. The man on the far roof continued.


  “All she needs do is knock my spiders off the web to neutralize them,” the man smiled. “Surely this weapon will do for that purpose.” With wide eyes Aspen glanced at the gleaming high-voltage prods wielded by each of her opponents. Outnumbered 8 to 1 against highly trained aerialists she was surely about to become very familiar with their sting.


  Master Li stared at his opponent for along moment. “Very well. Raven against your eight spiders, 50 to one odds against Raven.”


  “I’m afraid I must beg to differ,” the man on the far roof bellowed. “The current contest is 38:1 at best. But I noticed that your fly did not bring her own safety harness, so I’ve brought her one of my own.”


  One of the Spiders produced a metal transit case and held it up before Master Li before opening the lid, like a courier showing his client that his cargo had arrived undisturbed. Nestled in foam rubber on one side were five steel cuffs for her wrists, ankles, and throat, each lined with several steel hoops making her easy to capture and bind. But the other side was even more disconcerting. It contained a pelvic harness consisting of a heavy rubber bondage belt, contoured crotch strap, and secondary thigh straps. The belt was lined with a dozen canisters slightly larger than shotgun shells, and the buckle included a heavy locking mechanism as well and two electrical plugs. The crotch strap itself was lined with steel sockets, each wired to the belt buckle with heavy inlaid circuitry. And it wasn’t hard to guess what the sockets would be used for – immediately beneath the belt protected in beds of foam rubber were two rubber dildoes lined with highly conductive golden knobs. At the base of the largest dildo was a third device consisting of an array of pointed electrodes situation in the midst of a small black suction cup. Shivers ran through Aspen’s body at the sight of the sexual torture devices.


  “An interesting device, “ Master Li looked up after a moment, drawing out the drama. “I’m certain that you have Raven… tingling with anticipation at your offer.”


  “Your offer of unrestricted access to her body during the contest is most generous. But under the circumstances,” he motioned to the net, “I’m sure you can appreciate why special accommodations must be made.”


  Mixing sexual and physical torture was Master Li’s area of special interest, and Aspen had suffered cruelly at his hands over the previous six weeks. But this was the first time a sponsor had brashly requested that she be stimulated in battle. Master Li was now well familiar with Raven’s amazing sensitivity to sexual stimulation – this type of device would put her at a considerable additional disadvantage.


  “How does the device work?”


  “Its quite simple. The belt draws electrical charge from the wearer’s body and applies it to the probes. The ambient field generated by the human body is actually quite small – really just a tickle – so I’ve included a series of batteries to store any transient charge and deliver it to the electrodes in a prolonged fashion. At the moment the batteries are discharged, but each touch of the fighting staff she will feel in a most… intimate way.”


  Master Li glanced over at his sexy prisoner, her lips parted slightly and her eyes bright with alarm. His first inclination was to turn down Lord Kwong’s offer to raise the stakes. Despite the outlandish forces marshaled against her, he still had confidence in Raven’s ability to outsmart Kwong’s circus monkeys on the steel web. But Master Li was quite familiar with Aspen’s vulnerability to sexual torture. He had already used it himself to shatter her stubborn yoga-trance she had been using to isolate her conscious mind from her body during interrogation, then seized the opportunity to powerfully enhance her sense of sexual vulnerability through many nights of sado-erotic conditioning. In these sessions, Aspen had been subjected to an array of lethal torture devices that could only be held at bay by constant self-induced sexual stimulation. Danger and arousal were now strongly linked in her subconscious, ensuring that any future sexual stimulation would instantly shatter and attempts at resistive meditation. But it would also almost certainly paralyze her on the web, and Master Li could see by the look in her eyes that even Raven too doubted her ability to withstand such an onslaught. It seemed better to settle on a 36:1 wager that he had some chance of winning then gambling at 50:1 on certain death.


  But it was precisely the young spy’s unconcealed fear that drove Master Li to abruptly change his mind. Despite his current profitable enterprise, his true purpose was to make an example of the INTERPOL agent, documenting her ordeals and sending them back to Interpol to discourage any further meddling in his affairs. In the last six weeks he had made millions by challenging the young spy to attempt the impossible. Suddenly it seemed pointless to think of her safety now.


  “An interesting toy. What is the maximum charge the belt can sustain?”


  Kwong smiled behind his thick pop-bottle glasses. “Under normal circumstances 15 volts at 12,000 cycles per second would be considered the limit to avoid permanent injury. However, I would not want to insult your champion’s courage… so I’ve multiplied its maximum sustained output to 200 volts. Quite lethal I’m afraid.”


  Of course, Raven thought grimly. The very sight of the thick electrified dildoes made her pussy wet and her skin tingle. The chances of surviving the triple peril of the steel web, master assassins, and electro-torture belt were laughably small. Little wonder the men were willing to offer 50 to 1 odds against her – the true odds were more like a thousand to one. Surely even Master Li wouldn’t agree to…


  “Done!” Master Li bellowed with a broad smile as if Kwong had just agreed to a swindle. “50:1 odds it is. Your men may have their way with her… for now.”


  Aspen could barely believe her ears. Master Li knew better than anybody her newly implanted sensitivity to erotic stimulation. Yet Master Li turned away as the Spiders approached her and prepared the belt for use, removing it from the transit case, locking the state-of-the-art vibrator dildoes in place, and coating each with conductive lubricating fluid. When the men completed their work she had no choice but to submit herself to their will, placing her hands on her head and spreading her legs slightly.


  The collar came first, a two-inch steel band lined with rubber to insulate the three solid “O” rings from the electrical effects of the belt. Then came her wrist and ankle cuffs, each similarly insulated and locked into place. If she were overcome – even for an instant – it would be a simple matter for her eight opponents to bind her in any way they chose.


  But Raven’s eyes were locked on the chastity belt, three inches wide and designed to settle low on her hips, held tightly in place by rubber straps around either thigh. With a dry chuckle one of the spiders settled the rubberized belt around her flaring hips, then pulled the ends tight until the buckle locked with the solid “clack” of a high-security lock. Heavy black straps made a low “V” across her hips and buttocks as the thigh straps were tightly secured, and the cold wind licked at her neatly-trimmed pussy as a spider drew down her crotch zipper to secure the crotch strap. The man chuckled as he opened the seam in her tights to reveal her perfumed sex, already moist with dread anticipation.


  “I see, “ the Spider hissed as he secured the crotch strap solidly to the rear of Aspen’s belt, “that the lubricant is hardly necessary.” He pulled the crotch strap up between her legs and nestled the cold head of the vaginal dildo against her nether lips. ”But if you are expecting any pleasure I can assure you, it will be repaid a hundred fold… in pain.“


  Raven felt both horror and unwanted arousal as the Spider slid the longer of the two dildoes into her pussy, well oiled by Tiko for just such an occasion. Then came the shorter but thicker anal dildo, flooding the petite spy’s mind with sensations of erotic vulnerability that only comes from deep double penetration. She threw her head back and gasped as the Spider drove the two vibrators home deep inside her, and shuddered as he secured the front of the crotch strap to the corresponding buckles of her bondage belt with a final “clack.” Immediately, the green LEDs on her belt came to life indicating that the sadistic device was active, and the sudden force of a rubber suction cup drawing tight against her clit forcing the doomed spy to gasp anew. It took several moments before she managed to straighten her back and reached out her gloved hand to the Spider.


  “You forgot one thing. My pudgel stick. “


  “Of course,” the man bowed mockingly. “How could I forget?”


  Like a squire handing a knight his sword, the Spider offered over the padded pudgel stick to his petite adversary. Aspen accepted the practice weapon and for a moment considered bopping the man off the roof with the padded surface. But such a stunt would almost certainly invite reprisals from the dozen guards overlooking the event. Instead, she forced a smile.


  “Thank you.”


  Master Li grinned with wolfish delight as Aspen walked gingerly past, the crowd of men parting to offer her ready access to the web of death. The dildos jostled painfully as she mounted the cold electric fence and dropped down on to the narrow ledge beyond. Immediately before her was nothing but chilly open air, and the full horror of her situation closed in around her like a vise. The steel web seemed impossibly thin and insubstantial as she shifted her feet in preparation to venture out on the web.


  “The fly will have 45 seconds to prepare herself, then activate the fence and release the Spiders.”


  In that order I hope, Aspen thought grimly as she surveyed the ground far below. Through the misty sky, she could still see the taxi’s driving by, and even tiny insects that could only be people, people running errands, going out on dates, leading normal lives. Most of them were doubtlessly average people leading average lives, but at that moment she bitterly envied their freedom, and their mediocrity. Even as they hurried home to their wives and strolled leisurely along with their lovers, she would be facing electrocution, torture, and almost certain death on the icy web. If only she could make it to the street she would have hope, a fighting chance of eluding Master Li long enough to report to INTERPOL of her desperate situation. But with a chill she realized that a trip to the pavement was exactly what Kwong had in mind for her… eventually. In fact, it would require all of her courage, wit and resolve to avoid it.


  With a deep sigh, the young agent finally steeled her courage and took her first tenuous steps out on the web. Though the steel cable was thinner than she would have liked, her boots provided good traction and the pudgel stick served as an effective balancing pole. When she reached the first cross-cable she was allowed to place her feet perpendicular to each other, making the balancing pole less necessary. Unfortunately, the sway and shuddering of the web was even worse than she had anticipated, and her rubber costume provided precious little protection against the biting wind. Still, she managed to reach the center of the web before her “head start” had expired.


  “That’s enough!” Kwong bellowed over the whipping wind. “Spiders you may mount the web!”


  Even as Aspen had made her way tenuously out on the swaying web, the Spiders had scaled the electrified boundary fence and secured themselves to the web by their steel safety lines, forming four-man rows on either building top like chess pieces. Raven would have found one of their harnesses infinitely preferable to her own, but she noted that the long cables could also serve as impediments, if she could find some way to exploit them. In addition to their long dual-tipped prods each man now carried several coils of strong bondage chain equipped with quick-latch mechanisms ideally suited to the steel rings on her manacles and collar. Clearly, her opponents were not instructed to kill her immediately but instead to disable and snare her so that she could be tortured at some length before at last being hurled to the ground far below. Oddly, this thought provided some sense of comfort since anything that might secure her to the web would be in some ways preferable to her current sensation of free-standing vulnerability.


  At the sound of their Masters command, all eight of the spiders slipped out onto the web in unison, moving as confidently as if they were strolling across a broad walkway rather than a flimsy steel web. At a sign from Kwong, the electric fence buzzed back to life, and the Spiders themselves activated their own high-voltage pudgel sticks as they began closing in on their prey. Aspen’s gaze darted quickly from side to side as her opponents closed on in her from all sides, casually spinning their electrified staffs until the twin prongs were nothing but a circular blur. The sexy spy’s mind raced for some strategy, some trick that would give her an edge, but the fear bit deeper than the blustery wind and it took all her resolve to just retain her footing on the web of death. Desperately, she fumbled at the buckle of the torture belt, hoping beyond hope that Kwong had equipped the device with some sort of hidden release mechanism. But, of course, her hopes were groundless -- the buckle was smooth and cold under her fingers, with no apparent release mechanism of any kind.


  As Aspen‘s mind reeled, she realized that action of any kind would at least help her fight off the smothering fear. Without any real hope of success, she seized the initiative, leaping from the center of the web toward one corner to engage a spider as he was transferring his safety line, hoping to fling him off the web before his allies could come to his aid. But her tactic caught no one by surprise. The master acrobat easily straightened himself and knocked aside her series of weak blows, then responded with a sequence of his own -- fast, powerful, and the deadly accuracy. Aspen was easily as fast as her attacker, but the combination of precarious balance and her smaller size made each parry difficult. The twin tines of the Spider’s electrified prod swept closer and closer to her body with each clash until finally she was forced to drop her guard altogether to use her staff to retain her balance. The Spider seized the opportunity to deliver a nasty shock to her midsection.


  “Ahhh!” the sexy spy hissed as she reeled backward on the web. The shock of the staff was painful, but the response of her torture belt to the charge was even more sinister, vibrating powerfully to life and flooding her abdomen with waves of unwanted pleasure. The effect was almost paralyzing as she raised her staff in a weak defensive position confronting two additional Spiders who had rapidly closed in during her brief offensive. Desperately she parried one stab aimed squarely at her face, then knocked aside a second blow targeted for her chest, following up with a lightening swing of her own that caught one Spider full in the chest. But any hope of evening the odds were quickly dissipated -- the man simply shrugged off the blow from her padded staff and retaliated with an overhead swing intended to spit her head open. She just managed to block the overhead smash with the shaft of her staff but the maneuver left her locked up with the larger man looming above her. The Spider took advantage of the compromising situation to bear down on Raven with all his weight, locking the slim spy in a battle of strength, driving the tips of his prod slowly, slowly downward and forcing his opponent into an ever-deepening back bend. Violet sparks dancing between the electrodes illuminated Aspen’s beautiful face as the circles of assassins closed all around her, their electrified staffs forming a tight circle from which there was no escape. But they made no immediate move to exploit their overwhelming advantage and Aspen’s arms soon quivered from the intense effort required to counter the Spider’s surprising strength. Then she heard the twin heard the “SNIKs” to either side and her captor’s true purpose was revealed – they had secured chains to her wrists and throat. Her arms were suddenly yanked wide, her pudgel stick flying out of her hand and spinning onto open space. The blow to her face, however, never landed. The wiry spider retracted his staff the instant that her arms were pulled aside.


  “Surprised little fly?” the man noted her look of surprise at being spared the kiss of his staff. “Don’t be.” With a viscous spin of his staff he brought the secondary prod up hard between her legs.


  “AHHHH.” The insulated rubber crotch strap prevented the sharp tines from rending flesh, but the flash of current so close to her sex was explosive. Raven staggered, and would have slipped from the web altogether, except that a firm pull to her right arm corrected her balance and then drew her slowly with mincing steps along the narrow cable… where she was delivered another punishing high voltage blow. The force of the impact blew Aspen backward as if she had been shot, but again the Spiders skillfully forced the stunned spy upright until she managed to regain her own shaky balance. Then she was drawn slowly but firmly toward another waiting Spider.


  Flash after flash of violet lightening accompanied the sadistic game of tug of war, and each shock brought fresh agony as Aspen was drawn randomly across the web giving each Spider shot after shot at her defenseless body. Her pelvis shuddered and bucked with mounting urgency as the power output of her torture belt steadily increased, stimulating her clit with wet kisses even as the dildoes delivered agonizing high voltage shocks as they vibrated madly deep within her. Yet whenever it seemed as if she might finally fall, her balance would be savagely corrected with a tug on her chains or the sharpened tines of a fighting staff. As the diodes on the belt climbed from green to yellow it was clear that even the viscous jolt of the modified cattle prods was minor compared to the storm of pleasure-pain being generated by the torture belt. Her face was a continuous mask of suffering as she was drawn ceaselessly across the web, her fading efforts now focused almost exclusively on reaching her hands toward her crotch in a vain attempt to remove the electrodes from her sex. It was almost a mercy when Raven finally lost her footing completely and slipped free of the web.


  “So it seems the fly has finally lost her way,” Quaong chided. “Let us give her one last chance to redeem herself. Haul her back up!”


  Raven hung semi-conscious just beneath the web from her wrist manacles, her pelvis still thrusting and bucking as if she were being raped from front and rear by unseen assailants. The diodes on her belt had peaked above the green indicating maximum safe activation and were now flashing a yellow of warning. Lost in a haze of private torture she was powerless to resist as she was drawn back to the top of the web. She looked at her attackers with dazed, helpless eyes as her wrists were drawn behind her back and secured into place. The spider’s plans of securing her wrists to a crotch chain running between her legs and up to an attachment point on her belt was aborted as the men received nasty shocks every time they brought the chain in contact with Raven’s crotch. They settled for securing coil after coil of chain around each of her ankles to weigh her down. As the electrostim belt reluctantly receded back into the green, Aspen’s eyes cleared and her mind slowly regained focus. Still, it was difficult to grapple with the fact that she was now in even worse trouble than before.


  “Playtime is over, little fly,” a voice whispered very close to her. “The only chain securing you to the web this time is around your dainty little throat. And we’ve added some weight to your legs to make sure your neck snaps clean.”


  A sea of violet-blue electrified staffs surrounded the slim spy. “Of course, the moment of your death is up to you, and we’re here to give you all the fun you want until your… big break.” Raven shook her head in disbelief as the man held up a blindfold, black rubber in keeping with her costume. “Now for the fun part, hold still.”


  Raven tried to shake her head from side to side as she was fitted with the tight blindfold, but of course her resistance was futile. “As long as you keep moving, we’ll keep our stingers to ourselves except to hurry you along and change your direction. If you stop or try to resist then we all have at you, understand? Quong’s paid good money to watch you die slowly, so lets put on a good show, shall we?”


  Suddenly Raven was pushed away to stagger and weave unassisted on the steel web. Her heart thundered in her chest and her throat was tight with mortal fear. The heavy chains and utter blindness would have made it extremely difficult to maintain her balance on the web, even without the onslaught of the torture belt. But her clit was rock hard within the tight confines of the suction cup, and 50 tiny tongues of fire were licking her into a perpetual state of intense arousal as the dildoes vibrated and crackled deep within her. Yet Raven forced herself to take a wobbly step, and then another. The deadly game of blind man’s bluff was underway.


  “I thought dominating the great Raven would be a bit more… challenging,” Master Quong chided Li from the far building. “Shall we end this now and settle our score.”


  From the relative safety of the rooftop Master Li had to admit the situation looked quite hopeless. Beyond the electrified fence, his rubber-clad champion was blindfolded tightly chained, and surrounded by leering Spiders. Each step clearly took tremendous effort and the uncontrollable gyrations of her pelvis attested the sexual torture that only Raven herself could fully appreciate. The Spiders couldn’t help but give her quick shocks from their electrified staffs illuminating their shapely prey in a strobe light of harsh blue. Surely even the great Raven’s stamina could not hold out for much longer, whatever Li’s response. She had already endured 10 minutes on the web and had been shocked no less than 40 times. There was little point in investing much more in the exercise yet… it was always when things seemed at their worst that Raven would suddenly turn the tables. He had no reason to expect this would be any different.


  “I am glad you are feeling so comfortable with your wager. Shall we, then, make it 60 to 1?”


  For a moment Quong recoiled as if he had been slapped, so great was Master Li’s apparent confidence. But then his surprise turned to smoldering rage, focused squarely on the smug face of Master Li. “If you are such a fool… DONE! Spiders, kill the Raven! Kill her immediately!”


  Out on the steel web the Spiders had fallen into a pattern of frequent but mild electric shocks, forcing their sexy victim through a complex series of twists and turns that left her completely disorientated while at the same time keeping her toward the center of the web where the sway was the greatest and her neck chain would have the most devastating effect when she ultimately fell. The endless series of small jolts had recharged the stimulation belt until its power output had once again crept into the yellow and even the hardened acrobats had to admire their diminutive victim’s courage and stamina in the face of such hellish torment. It was almost a mercy when Master Quong finally ordered them to put Raven out of her misery.


  The men diverted their attention only for a moment in order to adjust the output of their staffs to maximum power, but that was all it took. One Spider suddenly cried out in surprise as his staff was whipped out of his hand, but a moment later his yelp became a chorus as each spider was dealt a full-power shock that blew him cleanly off the web and into open space. In the course of a few heartbeats almost their entire party had been unexpectedly defeated.


  Most but not all. Two still remained, positioned on either side of the still blindfolded woman who only moments ago had been their helpless prisoner. Yet the moment of distraction, Raven had managed to jump through her wrist manacles so that her arms were in front of her, then grasp the staff from the closest spider by homing in on the sound of his charging dynamo. Then she had swung the electrified staff – now at full power – in a full circle around her position making contact with six of the eight Spiders. Still, with her arms still chained together and her eyed blindfolded, her peril was far from over.


  “A clever tactic, western bitch!” one of the men hissed as he closed in on her. “But you only got a few of us.” He had no intention of telling her exactly how effective her tactic had been once it was obvious that her weakened fumblings at the blindfold were fruitless. The rubber device was pulled inescapably tight and the straps were held firmly in place with a small titanium padlock. “Gentlemen, have at her!”


  Raven turned her head from side to side as if trying to gauge the number and position of her opponents with some sort of mystical radar. But the young spy seemed oblivious to her enemies’ true positions as they closed in to finish her off from both sides simultaneously. But again, the joke was on them.


  Both Spiders jumped and danced as the web itself came alive with crackling electricity. A quick glance at their opponent revealed to their horror that Raven had slipped the tines of her staff into the crook of the web, and then slipped from corner to corner, electrifying all the cables converging on her position in rapid sequence. Both Spiders skipped and danced until they too fell from the web, defeated.


  Master Li carefully concealed his surge of glee at the sudden defeat of Quong’s Spiders in the elaborate deathtrap. For his part, Quong stared in disbelief, not comprehending what had just happened. Even Raven still turned slowly about on the web, wary for more attacks. Her staff, though, had long since burned out.


  “Perhaps you should shut off the electrified fence,” Master Li could not suppress a grin. “Now that the challenge is over. Your men look quite uncomfortable.”


  Then Master Li turned to his champion. “Raven, the challenge is over. Please come to the sound of my voice.”


  At first Raven thought it was some sort of trick and stayed on her guard, but gradually she began to look hopeful, despite the veil of the rubber blindfold concealing her more expressive features. She managed to just make it over the edge of the roof before losing consciousness, draping her exhausted body against the cold electrified wire of the protective fence.


  Fortunately, Master Quong had consented to turn the fence off.


  * * *


  For the first time in over a week Aspen dreamed, but even in slumber she could not get far from the Cobra Fang. She found herself sitting once again in the jump seat of the insertion helicopter as it weaved and banked its way at tree top level deeper and deeper into the Indochinese jungle. She was dressed in a nylon jump suit with light body armor, black combat boots and black shooting gloves, with a black equipment belt around her waist and her visored jump helmet on her lap. Her uniform bore the symbol of a subdued yellow rook on a red background on the left shoulder, the insignia of the INTERPOL Special Operations and Tactics Unit, and on her shoulders she wore First Lieutenant’s bars – she was the officer in charge of the 4-man team. All in all it was an odd way for a collegiate gymnast to be spending her free time away from her team, but Aspen Silverlake loved challenges and the CIA had offered her a position she simply couldn’t refuse. She had set the bar on many of the CIA entrance exams and after two years of training had found herself frequently called upon to complete daring covert missions. Yesterday, she had won a silver medal in the all-around and today she was parachuting into hostile territory in an attempt to scout out the location of a secret meeting of crime lords. It was a wonderful life.


  The jump light over the door suddenly went from red to yellow… it was almost time to go. The familiar butterflies flitted through her stomach as she strapped on her helmet and checked her weapon… an air pistol loaded with 12 tranquilizer darts. Her men still favored the standard issue machine pistols, but Aspen had come to rely on the lighter, non-lethal weapon for its quiet stopping power and its persistent reminder… if they were captured there would be no chance of fighting their way out. For similar reasons, Aspen always made a point of wearing feminine lingerie beneath her combat uniform. It served as a discrete reminder that, as a beautiful woman in a dangerous profession, she could look forward to “special” treatment if she were to fall into the hands of their enemies. It encouraged her to be extremely careful.


  The yellow light started flashing and as one the 4-man team stood up, donned their helmets, and secured their jump cords to the steel bar above the door. This would be a quick drop from minimal altitude, a dangerous procedure under the best of circumstances with only seconds between full deployment of their parachutes and impact with the ground. Fortunately, their local operatives had well marked the landing zone with infrared beacons, minimizing the danger of colliding with invisible objects on the ground. Still, Aspen’s palms tingled beneath her shooting gloves as the light over the door went from yellow to red. As the leader, she opened the door without a moments hesitation leapt from the plane.


  The wind blasted her, warm and heavy with moisture. The earthy slightly rotted smell of the jungle was everywhere. Beneath her the scene was absolutely black, as if she were jumping into a bottomless chasm. The horizon was a violet ring leading to a mist, starless sky. She scanned her surroundings quickly and efficiently, intent on orienting herself before the shock of parachute deployment jerked her painfully back skyward. Except that her chute never deployed! Instinctively, she pulled her manual ripcord but this too failed to deploy the lightweight tactical chute on her back. Then the scant few moments afforded to her in a low-level insertion to get her chute deployed slipped away and with a jolt she realized that she was about to die. Still responding on instinct she assumed a landing position – if she were lucky enough to land in some depth of water then she just might be able to survive the free fall with broken legs and minor internal damage. And if she hit solid ground, at least her death would be quick. In her profession that was often the best outcome one could hope for.


  Aspen desperately scanned the murky black beneath her legs for her first and only glimpse of the ground before it rushed up to greet her. But the seconds ticked by without the crushing impact – only the rushing of the hot, swampy air as it rushed by her at terminal velocity, causing even the smallest gatherings of nylon fabric on her jumpsuit to flutter like streamers. Stunned at the unexpected duration of fall she lighted her head skyward, hoping to get a glimpse of her three other comrades or the retreating insertion help. Nothing. Only the misty violet sky greeted her, empty even of stars or moon, just a strange unnatural glow of eternal twilight. With a sudden pang of unexpected horror she was struck with the inexplicable realization that she was suddenly completely and utterly alone in her long fall toward the unseen ground.


  Temporarily rejecting this outrageous notion she turned on her belt radio and activated the head set in the helmet.


  “Blackbird to Hornet, come in Hornet,” she called out to her next in command. “Hornet can you hear me? Code word is ‘everwood.’” Nothing but static greeted her on radio. “Hornet, this is Blackbird, chute failed, and I still seem to be… falling. Almost 35 seconds now… Jesus.” To fall that long she would have to have bailed at over 20,000 feet. It just didn’t make any sense. “Blackbird to hornet, Blackbird to…”


  She trailed off, as far below her she saw the glimmer of a small light. It grew brighter and larger as she fell, given Aspen her first since of perspective and proportion in over 2 minutes. But even as she fell she could tell exactly what it was, a tower bedroom, all four windows open but for mosquito nets to the night air. At its center of the room a young woman was sleeping fitfully in the midst of a solid four-poster bed, her head resting on satin pillows and her slim body lightly covered lightly with silk sheets. Torches sputtered in the corners of the room and in the flickering light Aspen could see that the dark-haired woman’s unnatural spread eagle sleeping position was a necessity of the delicate silver chains securing her wrists and ankles loosely to the four solid alabaster posters of the bed. The heavy door was secured from the outside and from her overheard vantage Aspen could see that two armed men casually patrolled the open-air catwalk surrounding the tower bedroom. Horror and panic closed around Aspen Silverlake like a vice.


  “No!” Aspen heard herself yelling, her voice all but lost in the whistling wind. “I won’t go back!” The tears were suddenly hot in the corners of her eyes as she fiddled with her parachute, trying to open it manually. The room rushed closer and closer as she screeched in frustration and anguish. Images and impressions flitted through her mind like waking nightmares, the interrogations, the torture sessions, humiliating slave training, fighting for her life before cheering fans -- it closed in around her from all sides and hurled toward the tower room, the guard, the chains, the bed. Her bed.


  Aspen’s eyes shot open with a gasp of surprise. Her brief moment of freedom was suddenly over, to be replaced with the reality of her captivity. Her “reward” for her latest victory was a night’s sleep in real bed, free of the heavy sedation that normally gave her rest without the freedom of dreams. Her chains were lighter then normal and she had been washed and perfumed for the evening. The breeze whispered pleasantly through the darkened room and a mild muscle relaxant eased the aches and pains that still accompanied her from her battle on the steel web.


  But despite the pleasant illusion, the signs of her captivity were everywhere. The graceful ebony posts of the bed were reinforced with steel and equipped with a myriad of O-rings and mounting points for bondage far more devious than the simple loose spread eagle she found herself in. The heavy door was of teak wood banded with iron, locked from the outside, and the windows were equipped with bars just beyond the delicate netting. The mirrors in the room had the dull sheen of one-way glass -- she was likely being watched every minute. And even beyond the trap of the room, the pleasant pagoda tower in which she slept was situated on a tiny island at the center Master Li’s maximum security “training” compound where all of the guards, assassins, and terrorists of the Cobra Fang learned their art. She was every bit as secure as if she were bound naked and gagged in the sensory deprivation cell where she had spent most of her nights since arriving in Thailand.


  The thought of her own nakedness caused her to lift her head and shrug her shoulders to coax the silken sheets down from her body. Just as she had suspected, she was not nude but instead was clad in a revealing one-piece body suit of translucent red nylon, plunging V-like across the front and back of her body before merging just below her navel. A red rubberized band around her waist pulled the glossy fabric snug up around her pelvis and breasts, with similar non-slip bands loosely gathering the fabric at her shoulders. Ornamental red rubber bands also adorned her upper left thigh, left bicep, and choker-like around her throat. Her forearms were sheathed in slips of red nylon that tapered across the back of her hand held in place by elastic loops around her forefingers. The outfit was one of the special “uniforms” selected by Master Li to designate prisoners of special interest. To the Cobra Fang, anyone dressed in the red silks was to be considered a dead woman whose passing had merely been prolonged at their master’s pleasure. She was never to be acknowledged or spoken to and, if discovered unescorted, was to be executed immediately. Aspen knew from weeks of experience that the rank and file of the Cobra Fang took their job very seriously.


  Laying her head back on the pillow, she tried for a moment to reconstruct the days since her narrowest of victories on the steel web. She vaguely remembered being plucked off the fence even as waves of nausea washed through her from the mind-shattering stimulation of the belt. She remembered being strapped to a medical gurney and sedated, and awakened occasionally in a stylish private hospital room where she was being treated for her injuries. She felt refreshed but sore as she left the hospital, clad in a black silk camisole, leather pants, high heels, and a leather jacket. But after leaving in style in a long black limousine she was taken to a warehouse front controlled by the Cobra Fang and introduced to Master Li’s latest “transport module” – a coffin-like transit case of steel-reinforced black plastic lined with black foam rubber contoured to her body and equipped with 24-hour oxygen supply. Her stylish public wardrobe was replaced by a skin tight rubber catsuit with coordinated bondage restraints and a tight vinyl punishment hood and Master Li passed an amusing hour securing her cruelly in the stifling coffin before finally turning on a trickle of drug-tainted oxygen and securing her inside for the long trip home. For many hours Aspen hallucinated about nightmare creatures wrapping her ever tighter and tighter in their poisonous tentacles until oblivion finally claimed her. Her next conscious thought was in the tower bedroom where she was awarded for her victories.


  The night belonged to her, but Aspen knew that in the morning she belonged to Master Li. He would celebrate her victory by having her brought to his private playroom for a prolonged session of rape and erotic torment. Though Master Li was the only man who ever actually violated her, his attentions were always interspersed with sessions of intricate bondage, physical torture, and maddening lesbian love play at the hands of his two skilled assistants. Sexual torture had been the key to breaking her during her weeks of interrogation, and she had proven so responsive to Li’s intense chemical and physical conditioning that he had decided to continue her treatments for his own amusement. Each session yawned before her like an abyss of horror and dark pleasure, a nightmare where climax, pain and utter helplessness merged seamlessly in a nightmare from which there was no awaking, broken only by the utter darkness of her cell, and the moments of fathomless drug-induced sleep. Her bouts in the arena, despite their cruelties, were in many respects far kinder than the treatment she received in Master Li’s training compound. Aspen’s dream of freedom, however fleeting, filled her with a sense of hope and purpose for the first time in many weeks. Her previous life, which had been driven so infinitely far away by Li’s torments, was suddenly once again clear in her mind. If she could just somehow get free of the Fang’s clutching grasp…


  The steel cuffs had a great deal of slack as they traveled up and down Raven’s nylon-clad wrists, but the ankle chains would not be so easy. She couldn’t even see them beneath the white satin sheets and once she slipped free of her bonds she might have only seconds to inspect them. She perhaps had only one slim advantage – the overhead view of the pagoda from her dream. Not that she placed much stock in mysticism, but the dream was so startlingly clear that she had to give it some credit. It showed that the man sitting behind the mirror was asleep and the second man walking sentry around the narrow catwalk had just started his round. He would presumably peek in through the door with each circuit of the pagoda. So if she timed it right, she might have perhaps 60 seconds to get free before the guards were upon her.


  Closing her huge green eyes, she focused her thoughts on the mental image of the tower, judging the unseen guard’s leisurely gait. She counted down the seconds even as she slowly tightened her body against the cuffs, pulling the chain taught. Then when she reached the point where she thought the guard would have just passed the front door, she PULLED!


  It took several long seconds of fierce effort, but by carefully collapsing her palm along the line of her wrist Raven was able to pull free of the loosened cuffs and whip the sheet off her legs. Her heart leapt when she saw that her ankle manacles were equipped with a simple latching mechanism. With the push of a button they sprang open and the shapely spy was free. At least for the moment.


  The silky fabric of her uniform glistened in the moonlight as she made her way across the room and took up a position beside the door. Her heart raced as she waited a moment for someone to burst through the door, but when that didn’t happen she thanked her luck and moved to the mirror. The smell of her own perfume – Master Li’s favorite -- was almost hypnotic as she wrapping the satin sheet around her fist then closed her eyes, trying to picture precisely where the snoozing guard had been situated behind the one-way glass. Then she punched through the glass with fierce power that belied her small stature. The glass shattered all around her as her knuckles made solid contact with the skull beyond. The man fell backward off his tiny chair, but Aspen managed to land a second blow even as he dropped that ensured he was unconscious before he even hit the floor.


  Aspen heard the sound of fast moving boots outside as she slipped through the frame of the shattered mirror and quickly patted the man down. He had a small radio and a rubber truncheon, but no keys and no other weapon. She wanted to search him for some kind of ID or authorization badge, but she rapidly ran out of time. The door to her room opened with a loud crash. Instead of confronting the guard, she took the easier way out, through the small door leading out of the observation booth. She paused only long enough to activate the large red button on the console before the now-oblivious guard, the button that she knew controlled the sleeping gas jets beneath the bed.


  The night was warm and muggy as the young agent emerged from the small door to find herself standing on the exposed walkway around the perimeter of the pagoda. Beyond the pond at the base of the tower was a network of neatly manicured oriental gardens separating a wheel of practicing grounds for the Cobra Fang. Each practice ground fostered development of a different skill – the hand, the blade, the bow, the gun, and the embrace, the lethal death holds from which the syndicate drew its amphibian name. The three floors of Master Li’s estate surrounded the courtyard on all sides, with 5-story watchtowers at each corner like a medieval fortress. She could see the outline of armed men in each tower against the night sky. Even as she watched, they activated searchlights and began steering them toward the pagoda to pinpoint the source of the sudden commotion.


  Aspen had no choice but to jump. Before one of the spotlights could alight on her she sprang from the railing and out in to open space, then braced herself for what she hoped would be an impact with water deep enough to break her fall. A moment later she was gratified by a sudden splash of surprisingly warm water. The bottom came quickly but not so soon that it caused damage to an experienced parachutist, and Aspen kicked off through the depths, hoping to put as much distance as possible between her and the impact point before breaking the surface. She managed to reach the cover of the narrow bridge spanning the distance between the pagoda island and the shore before breaking the surface of the water and taking a long breath. She waited for almost a minute until the sound of boots thudded overhead, guards running across the bridge to investigate the strange noises at the pagoda. As soon as they were past, Aspen slipped from the water and dashed into one of the oriental gardens that comprised the boarders between the practice areas.


  The low hedges, trimmed yew trees, and flowering bushes of the garden provided little cover, but keeping low to the ground and moving from shadow to shadow Aspen made her way from the central pond to the open walkway near the outer wall without hearing the sound of the gongs that would indicate her escape had been discovered. From her hiding place beneath and trickling fountain she could see a pair of heavy wooden doors, all but lost in the shadows of an archway. To either side of the door was a shallow alcove for a sentry, but at the moment the door was unattended – perhaps these were the guards that had passed over her head on their way to the island. Squinting her eyes, she could just discern the vague outline of a control panel in one of the alcoves. If she could find a way to activate it, she just might be able to slip out of the inner courtyard undetected. Only the 20-foot graveled walkway stood between Aspen and the relative safety of the shadowy alcove to the left of the door. She looked carefully around for any signs of pursuit then took a deep breath and sprang forward like a gymnast dashing for the vaulting horse.


  But the young agent suddenly stopped dead in her tracks, as if she had run headlong into some sort of invisible barrier. Looking down at her body, she was suddenly bathed in the bright red light of a dozen laser sights. Tracing the shafts of red light back to their origins, she could see that she was surrounded by a cluster of Cobra Fang assassins, all dressed in deepest black and standing perfectly still, their silenced pistols all leveled on her. So great was their skill and so great was her haste that Aspen had walked right into the midst of her enemies without even noticing. Unbidden, she raised her hands in submission.


  “What is this?” the man spoke in excellent English. “An escaped prisoner wearing the silks of Master Li, asking quarter?”


  Aspen dared say nothing. She knew full well that they were well within their rights to kill her on sight, but surely they would not be so kind as to kill her in a hail of bullets. A man stepped from the crowd and holstered his pistol, leaving only 11 red dots on her body.


  “So you are Master Li’s latest pet – the Black Raven. You have no idea how glad we are to finally meet you. After so many nights of listening to your moans and cries, it’s helpful to put a face to the name.”


  The man approached and stood behind her, speaking into her ear as she snapped manacles on her upraised wrists. “Our master has taken quite an interest in you..” He pulled Aspen’s arms behind her back and secured each wrist to the opposite elbow with an oversized steel cuff. “He’s even issued us specialized hardware to restrain you in the event of your escape, along with strict instructions that you be returned to him alive.” He snapped a steel collar around her throat.


  Aspen’s pussy and nipples tingled as the unseen master assassin told her of her fate, an unwanted side effect of her extensive sexual conditioning. But there was something strange in the man’s voice, something other than a sense of glee at finally getting a chance to torment his Master’s favorite sex slave. She could tell by the tone in his voice he had something far worse in store for her than what Master Li had in mind.


  “That would be best, wouldn’t it? Have our way with you and return you to Master Li.” The man attached another set of manacles to her graceful ankles securing her feet tightly together. “After all, the requirement that you simply be returned ‘alive’ does leave some room for discretion, does it not?”


  “But our Master has become most intrigued with your secret games, one might even say obsessed. You have become a distraction to Master Li and an irritant to the other Great Lords.” He pulled another strap tight around Aspen’s knees, leaving her able to stand but nothing more. Finally his assistants produced a rubber ball gag of the type to which she had become well familiar, while their master against drew his pistol and chambered a round. “I’m afraid its time to silence you… forever.”


  “Then why go to all this trouble?” Aspen asked. “Why bother placing me in Master Li’s toys only to kill me?”


  “Shoot you?! That would be a bit difficult to explain would it not, given my orders? But if somehow you were able to penetrate into the compound itself, then you might by chance find yourself in one of the many traps Master Li has set for unwanted visitors. Most are quite lethal -- he has spared no expense to ensure that any would-be assassins die in great agony.”


  Aspen struggled hopelessly against her bondage as the master assassins plan became apparent. They would escort her through the maze of lesser snares to the very threshold of Master Li’s personal domain. There she should be released only long enough to be thrust into one of their master’s most lethal deathtraps. It would seem for all purposes that she had come seeking revenge for her harsh treatment and had finally met her doom on Master Li’s very doorstep. Knowing Master Li, her final moments would not be pleasant but all in all, it still had some advantages over being returned to captivity.


  “Who was standing guard in the courtyard door this night?” In response, two masked assassins stepped forward, a lean lanky man dressed in that loose-fitting uniform of a master assassin and a sleek teenage girl in a black rubber body suit and fishnet body stocking. At the slightest indication from his captain, the lanky ninja sized his partners head and head and snapped her neck, killing her instantly with little more than a gasp of surprise escaping her lips.


  “Take the prisoner to the hot room and beat her thoroughly – let it seem as if our comrade made a good account of herself before falling in battle. Then dress the lovely Black Raven in our fallen guard’s uniform and bind her tightly.” He ran his fingers almost lovingly through Raven’s lush mane of dark hair. “I’ll be along presently to escort her to the Dragon’s Lair.”


  * * *


  Aspen’s arms hurt only slightly more than the rest of her body as she was dragged through the dark quite halls of Master Li’s jungle lair. She was virtually incapable of walking under her own power – instead the petite spy was held aloft by means of a bamboo cane forced between the crooks of her elbows and the small of her back, her wrists secured to her hips by coil after coil of thick nylon rope. Her knees and ankles were tightly bound with similar rope bondage and a knotted crotch rope pulled the crotch of her new black rubber uniform deeply into her pussy. Her mouth was filled with silk held in place by a cleave gag. Her eyes were concealed behind a black silk blindfold.


  Master Li’s minions had taken great care in preparing her for final ordeal, subjecting her to over an hour of punishment in their infamous “hot room,” the padded combat arena situated directly over the boiler room that powered the entire facility. It was over 125 degrees in the squat, dimly-lit chamber, and the hot air was suffocating as Aspen was stripped, oiled, and rebound for the sparring session – her wrists cuffed and secured to a steel chain belt locked tightly about her waist. The assassins themselves stripped down the brief black trunks and thongs to better endure the heat, adding a highly erotic atmosphere to the room as Aspen was collared, blindfolded and dragged struggling to the center of the padded chamber. The sexy spy was already drenched with sweat long before the first blow was ever delivered.


  Despite being limited to a foot or so of play in her wrists restraints, Raven had managed to put on a good showing for the first several minutes, sensing attacks with almost superhuman instincts and leaping, rolling, or kicking off each attacker. But the heat, exertion, and disorientation of the ordeal soon took their toll, and as the sweat poured from her body so too did her strength and uncanny speed. Finally a flying spin kick caught her cleanly on the side of the head, snapping her head back with a spray of sweat and sending her spinning to the padded floor. Even as she struggled to her knees a second kick caught her full in the stomach, lifting her briefly into the air before allowing her to settle hard back onto the ground gasping. Then a foot was on her throat and when she attempted to kick at her attacker from the ground, her ankles were seized and her legs spread wide. Sparks danced before her eyes as blow after blow landed on her exposed pussy, and from there her world degenerated into a nightmare of stifling heat, violent disorienting movement, and exquisite pain. The next moments of time that she could vaguely recall were when they finally removed her blindfold so that they could better appreciate her beauty, and again when they removed her bondage so that she could be subjected to the full spectrum of their relentless attacks. By the time the master assassin arrived with their fallen comrade’s uniform, Aspen could only rise to her feet when held aloft by two assassins. It was all she could do to meet the gaze of the Ninja Lord through bleary eyes while he examined his minions’ handiwork. True to his orders, despite the hour of punishment she showed the external signs of a few hard blows to the face, consistent with single combat. After an icy shower she had been dressed in the uniform of the slain guard and rebound for transport to the Dragon’s Lair.


  The Dragons Lair. Aspen had vaguely remembered it from her Interpol intelligence briefing shortly before she boarded the plane in Bangkok. It was the ornate main entrance into Master Li’s audience chamber and known to be rigged with multiple tiers of security. They had been instructed to scale the building from the outside, a risky maneuver at night, but infinitely preferable than navigating any of Master Li’s lethal mazes. Now it seemed that she would be forced to brave the Lair after all, or die in the attempt. Most likely the latter.


  Her reverie was suddenly shattered as her escorts dropped her hard on the marble floor. Her leg bondage was cut and she was lifted gasping to her feet as her gag and blindfold were removed. She and her party stood at the mouth of a concealed door with a spy hole overlooking a broad hallway lined with columns holding aloft a graceful arched ceiling. The majestic hall was dark and still.


  “This spy hole overlooks the Trophy Room,” The ninja master explained as he produced the recently-slain assassins mask and prepared to slide it over Aspen’s face. “The entry point to Master Li’s audience chamber. This is the only unmonitored entry point into the room, and it’s some 15 feet above the floor. Your fall should trigger the motion detectors immediately.”


  The assassin pulled the mask over her face until the black nylon fabric covered her lower head up to the bridge of her nose. Then Aspen’s wrists were cut free and waist ropes removed, to be replaced by the dead assassin’s belt, shoulder strap and scabbard. The sword, of course, was missing. The master assassin held it in his hand.


  “You will go first. Then I will throw down your sword, if you choose to wait for it. It will not help you.”


  Raven rubbed her wrists to speed the return of the circulation. She was unsteady on her feet, but at least she could stand. Though close-fitting, her costume bunched and gathered on her sleek frame, making her appear a bit like a teenager playing Ninja dress-up. She noted with some satisfaction that the pouches on her belt were heavy with equipment, though at the moment she dare not check it out.


  Her joints screamed as she was pushed forcefully toward the grating at the end of the passageway. She turned to face her captors to find their ruby laser tracers again targeted on her body.


  “You have five seconds to jump,” the master said. ”Or I am certain the impact of several bullets will accomplish a similar purpose.”


  Wary that her captors might just shoot her in the back, Aspen turned to the grate and gave it a push with her gloved hands. It swung open easily giving her a much better view of the room into which she was being cast. It was actually smaller and more modern than she had first thought, with track lighting in the ceiling, dimly-lit display cases between the pillars, and multi-panel skylights lining the arched ceiling. The floor was of black granite tiles framed with golden wire that would certainly be pressure sensitive. To the left, a pair of massive hammered copper doors blocked access to the outside world. To the right the room ended at a smaller arched doorway with a raised portcullis. Suits of ancient Siamese armor stood on either side of the archway, her only apparent route of escape.


  But she had no more time to survey her destination, as she could feel the lasers sites of the Cobra Fang assassins burning into her back. If only she could avoid setting off the motion detectors and the pressure sensors in the floor, she might just have a moment to get her bearings, figure her best chance for survival. Placing her hands on either edge of the hatchway like a downhill skier at the starting gates, she braced herself for a maximum-effort leap, hoping to reach the hood of the stone cobra whose coils formed the core of the nearest pillar. The head of the great snake was some eight feet away and at nearly the same level as the secret observation hatch. One… two… three.


  Despite the beating she had just endured, Aspen leapt with grace and astounding power, and her effort was just enough to bring her outstretched fingers into contact with the hood of the snake. She wriggled from side to side to better establish her grip, feet dangling some 8 feet above the floor, praying that her movements would not set off the intrusion system. For several seconds Aspen held her breath, trying her best to still the swinging of her body. Nothing broke the midnight silence of the trophy room. But then she caught motion out of the corner of her eye and turned to find the master assassin standing in the narrow hatchway. He was smiling as her held her sword outstretched over empty space.


  “Noooo!” Aspen whispered despite herself as her tormentor released the sword. It seemed to fall forever before hitting the ground with a tremendous clatter. An alarm immediately sounded and the interior of the room was flooded with blood red light from active infrared sensors. Even as Aspen dangled precariously on the head of the snake column, steel shutters slid closed over the crystal clear skylights and the heavy portcullis descended toward the ground to break off her most likely route of escape. She could just make out the evil grin of her captor as he pulled the metal grill closed and locked it firmly in place, leaving Aspen Silverlake to endure her final trials alone.


  And it didn’t take long for her to learn of the nature of her intended demise fore even as the door slammed shut a dense cloud of vapor descended from the ceiling, a chocking yellowish mist with the smell of rubbing alcohol. Every exposed surface of her body began tingling and the sensation spread rapidly, clear proof that she was being exposed to a possibly lethal dose of an industrial neurotoxin.


  Aspen had no choice but to let go – if she remained on the snake she was as good as dead. She allowed her gloved hands to slip free of the column and braced for the impact that, if not taken just right, would likely shatter her legs. She outraced the settling cloud of nerve gas then met the ground with a sudden unyielding shock that she managed to dissipate by throwing herself into a roll as if it were a horizontal continuation of the fall. The drop and roll allowed her to reach the floor relatively unhurt, but it also had the unintended consequence of throwing off the computer targeted dart guns apparently concealed in the corners of the room. The darts struck like angry bees immediately behind her as she rolled, blunting their needlepoints on the hard granite just inches away from her soft unprotected body. Instinctively realizing quickly that she was being targeted she continued her roll toward the closest objects offering any hope of protection against the double threats of high-velocity darts and lethal gas… the suits of samurai armor. She arrive just a fraction of a second ahead of the whizzing darts, sliding between the legs of the steel armor and standing up in the precise outline of its shadow. She could hear the solid “plinks” of projectiles striking the front of the armor, but mercifully, nothing got through. A collection of small metal cylinders collected at her feet, complete with mini stabilizer fins and needle-like tips. Whatever chemical was contained in the gyro darts, Aspen was confident the end result would be quite lethal.


  But she was far from safe, for even as sporadic impact of gyro darts ceased, the yellowing cloud of mist finally reached the floor, plunging the chamber into a toxic twilight of swirling shadows punctuated by roving blood-red stabs of light. But the only exit from the room had long since closed and the young spy doubted that the gyro dart targeting system would be thrown off by its own secondary subjugation system, so her options were rapidly running out. Her only hope was the suit of armor itself.


  Fortunately, the suit of armor was self-standing with a significant aperture between the legging beneath the chain mail skirt. For a large samurai warrior it was just wide enough to allow for mobility in combat while also simplifying the challenge of relieving himself when dressed for battle. However, for the petite flexible spy it was just wide enough for her to force her entire body up and inside.


  Aspen gasped from exhaustion, pain, and choking fear as she struggled to master her emotions and peek out through the slats of the visored helm to survey her would-be tomb. The alarm had gone mercifully silent though the eye beams continued scanning restlessly through the room, in an attempt to require its target. Aspen noted with some relief that the effects from her brief exposure to the nerve agent were growing no worse -- the aerosol agent was apparently dependant on skin contact to achieve its effect. For the moment she was safe.


  And her hopes were further bolstered by the sudden disappearance of the eye beams and retraction of the steel shutters covering the skylights. The glass itself then slid open and powerful fans flushed the cloud of poisonous gas out into the night. After her long captivity, the site of the open sky overhead filled her with a sudden rush of euphoria, but with no means of reaching the ceiling some 30 feet overhead, Aspen could only watch with her heart in her throat until the panes finally slid closed once more. Her attention was only fully drawn away from the beauty of the sky by the grating of the raising portcullis close at hand. She could get through! Slipping nimbly out through the crotch of the suit, Aspen made a neat cat leap from the low pedestal supporting her haven to the hallway beyond the steel gate.


  Hopeful for the first time in many weeks, Aspen hurried down the short hallway, heart pounding in her chest at the thought that she might actually manage to penetrate into the heart of Master Li’s organization. Despite the fact that she was still in the heart of the enemy’s compound, she had proved time and time again that, once free from captivity, she could be an elusive target indeed. And over the previous months she had grown quite familiar with Master Li’s private quarters, even the key sequences he used to open the combination locks. Aspen was confident that, if she could only reach to door to his private rooms, she could sneak into his bedroom and put an end to his sadistic games once and for all. It might well cost her life, but it was a small price to pay to rid the world of his villainy. Hoping to end their Master’s unhealthy obsession with Raven, they well have inadvertently signed his death certificate.


  Her heart beat even faster as she emerged from the short hallway into the domed octagonal room she recognized as the Chamber of Dragons – Master Li’s personal audience room. She had spent many hours there naked, hooded and chained at his feet while he mediated the disputes of his followers. Once she had even been stripped and tightly bound within the narrow confines of an aquarium filled with cobras – a living, writhing centerpiece for one of the dark lord’s special dinner parties. The chamber itself was classically Chinese, with red wallpaper, ornate golden trim and each face of the octagon featuring a 6-foot golden statue of a Chinese dragon. On the far wall she knew was a secret door, a panel that led to Master Li’s private quarters. She was that close.


  But even as her high heels clicked slowly across the polished marble floor, Aspens heart leapt as all the dragons surrounding her seemed to come to life, their eyes burning with white hot fire and smoke billowing form their open, snarling mouths. She dashed for the rear exit, but she turned just in time to watch a solid granite panel slide down from the roof to seal the room closed. When she reached the wall a moment later she ran her fingers lightly along the cold wall but could find no sign of seam or release mechanism. It was as if the entryway had never existed. She had to fight down the tears as she realized that, rather than escape, she had stumbled upon yet another trap – this one doubtlessly even more lethal than the one she had just escaped. Recklessly Aspen dashed across to the segment of wall that she knew to conceal Master Li’s secret escape, only to find it just as solid and seamless as her entry route. In fact, the entire octagon featured no apparent exits – she was alone with the 8 dragon statues leering at her from every angle.


  “That’s why they let me free from the gas trap,” she cursed her foolishness. “to lead me here, where there’s no escape.”


  The two dragons to either side of her suddenly erupted in gouts of blistering flame. Raven just managed to jump back in time to avoid being singed, but even at a distance the heat was blistering. Yet even as she retreated, the dragons behind her suddenly erupted in blinding flame. The intense heat drove her back again toward the center of the room, as 15-foot gouts of flame erupted from every point of the compass, bathing the rubber-clad spy in bright light that was only paralleled by the withering heat that forced her toward the very center of the room. Yet even as she stood staggering the center of the room, shielding her eyes with her forearm, the floor itself seemed to liquefy under her, drawing her boots deeper and deeper into a sucking plastic ooze.


  “God… nooo.” Aspen moaned as she lifted her right leg with intense effort, in the process forcing her left leg deeper into the sticky plastic. The process of trying to free her left leg returned her right into a slightly deeper depth than if she had done nothing at all. Though sealed in the chamber for less than a minute, Aspen’s body was already slick with sweat and she noted bleakly that even the mirrored ceiling served the purpose of focusing the heat of the dragons breath on the center of the room like a parabolic dish. The floor was rapidly liquefying beneath her feet but the thought of using her vanishing mobility to move any closer to one of the dragons was unthinkable. As the plastic rose to her knees and her head swam from the onset of heat stroke, Aspen had to admit, Master Li designed his deathtraps well.


  Aspen felt almost chilly as she sank up to her waist in the pit, her strength rapidly drained away, her struggles reduced to anguished rolls of her head. Only the firm pressure of the plastic held her vertical as she began to shiver, the distant part of her conscious mind realizing that that she was sinker deeper and deeper into heat stroke. She had sunk up to her breasts before the sound of a voice drew her back from her dying hallucinations.


  “So the infamous Raven has met her match at last.” It was the cultured but heavily accented voice of Dark Master Li. “It’s a fitting end, entombed in plastic and sealed inside one of my eight dragons, forced to defend my lair for all time.”


  Aspen turned toward her captor but her eyes were distant and unfocused her skin bright red as her blood surged toward the surface of her body in a vain attempt to cool her core body temperature. She could vaguely make out the outline of Master Li, flanked by two bodyguards.


  “I suppose I should be offended that you would choose to sacrifice your brief moment of freedom to murder me in my sleep. After all we’ve endured together, I would have expected a bit more gratitude.”


  “Then I’m glad… glad to disappoint… you.”


  “Ahhh, you still have some fight I see. That’s good to hear, because as fate would have it, I was just contacted by the lords of the Mei Song Triad. They’ve thought of an excellent final trial for you – a timed event paying 500,000 yen per minute. The only restriction is that you be given no opportunity to survive the challenge, only to prolong the game. I was tempted to turn them down, but after tonight I find myself persuaded.”


  “Ahhhhh,” Aspen moaned as the hot plastic continued inching its way up her body.


  “Still, after your roasting tonight you might even find the challenge they have in mind quite… refreshing.”


  Then he turned to his guards. “Extract her from the pool before it ruins her hair, then escort Raven to the infirmary. She’s been spared the worst of it, but she will still be in need of a good deal of burn ointment. For the next 4 days I want her on full rest and rations, with 6 hours each day devoted to strength and endurance training. In the evening she will dine with me. The Black Raven must be on the top of her game, for her final performance.”


  * * *


  The Taipei Aquatics Center was one of the most advanced facilities in the world devoted to the study of marine science. The complex included over 100 pools, tanks, and aquariums that served as home to almost every form of oceanic life known to man. But the Institute’s claim to fame was its “walkthrough aquarium,” a huge pool with the look and feel of a natural lagoon veined with arched walkways of crystal clear Acrylic and centered around a cocktail lounge beneath a Plexiglas dome. Visitors to the institute were offered the unprecedented opportunity to stroll through the normally inhospitable world of the continental shelf and, as the Center’s premier attraction, the lagoon was populated by the most dangerous creatures in the Center’s extensive menagerie. The stunning exhibit was known as “Terrors of the Deep,” and included the world’s most deadly plant – the Costa Rican strangleweed -- the most lethal coral -- Australian Fire coral -- and, of course, the world’s most dangerous carnivores -- the Great White Shark. Though the great hunters of each species lived in relatively peaceful balance within the confines of the tank, it was generally perceived as one of the most deadly environments imaginable for anything remotely resembling live prey.


  So naturally, this was Aspen’s next destination.


  The sexy spy was led, as usual, cuffed, gagged, and blindfolded, out of the bamboo cabana that housed the private dressing rooms and down a neatly-groomed asphalt path toward the Walkthrough Aquarium at the center of the park. Her uniform for the evening consisted of a skintight wetsuit of silver high-stretch rubber, complete with integrated gloves, stubby fins, and a hood with an open scalp allowing her mane of dark hair to flow down to the middle of her back. A liberal coating of perfumed oil drew the suit tightly up against her skin, ensuring that the glossy rubber followed every contour of her athletic body. A sleek, high-tech weight belt rode low on her hips and, as usual, discrete zippers provided easy access to her erogenous regions, though within the confines of lagoon any amorous assaults seemed unlikely.


  The fresh tropical scent of Raven’s body oil blended enticingly with the odors of the lotus and orange blossoms lining the walkway as the sexy agent was led briskly toward her destination. Though blindfolded, Aspen could picture in her minds eye the luxurious photo-perfect landscaping of the renowned park, the neatly groomed hedges, artistic rock gardens, and careful trimmed banzai trees. But the rustle of the wind through the yew trees soon gave way the lapping of water, and the fresh scent of flowers was replaced by the stronger smells of, salt water, seaweed, and decaying sealift. As the young spy was drawn to a stop and turned abruptly, she could hear the lapping of the pool almost at her feet. But the lap of the water was soon downed out by the moan of an electric motor far overhead and the clinking of heavy chains. As the clanking drew nearer Aspen began to shiver despite the warm muggy evening.


  “Ahhh, my dear Raven,” came the voice of Master Li, somewhere close by. “You are, as always, a picture of courage under duress. But allow me to make things a bit more uncomfortable.”


  A hard fist suddenly slammed into Aspen’s midsection, a sucker punch that sent the young agent to her knees struggling to cough through the gag. But even as she wretched her captors took advantage of her incapacitation to force her legs together and wrap her shins in coil after coil of heavy chain. Losing her balance she fell into the arms of other waiting men, who skillfully removed her wrist bondage only long enough to lift her hands over her head and chain her arms together in a similar manner. Only when the 40 pounds of chains securing both her hands and feet were sealed with padlocks and her arms lifted high overhead and slipped into some kind of hook was her gag and blindfold finally removed, allowing her to survey her situation. Despite steeling herself for hours, she still couldn’t suppress a gasp at the sight that greeted her.


  She was indeed standing on the concrete lip of the Walkthrough Aquarium notoriously known as the Horrors of the Deep. She was bound by heavy chains, her wrists secured to the hook of an overhead crane that would, at the command of Master Li’s investors, carry her far out over the very heart of the deadly lagoon. Within the confines of the tank she counted no fewer than 10 huge sharks, and the floor of the tank waved with eel infested strangle grass and long ridges of deadly fire coral. Her dive suit was vacuum tight and deliciously slippery, cupping and lifting her breasts even as it stretched tight across her muscular abdomen and deeply invaded her buttocks. Even the titanium diving belt around her waist was shimmery and highly reflective. On land Raven looked liked like a well endowed, wide–eyed girl dipped in quick silver, but she knew exactly what she would look like in the water: a sleek succulent fish.


  “How thoughtful,” she tried to remain calm. “It appears I’m going for a little swim.”


  “Indeed,” Master Li greeted her as he raped her with his eyes. “And unfortunately you will represent the first feeding in the Lagoon in over five days. I’ve sure you’ll attract a great deal of attention.“


  “You know me, I always like making a splash.”


  “And so you shall. But we wouldn’t want you leaving your new friends as soon as you slip free of your chains. So I brought you this.” He held up a broad collar of silver latex matching her suit, but lined with shiny metal bands connected to two slim CO2 canisters. He slipped the device around her delicate throat as he spoke. “Once activated, the air pressure in this collar will be inversely proportional to water depth. As long as you remain below 20 feet, the collar will remain deflated, just as it is now, but for every foot less than twenty feet, 2 pounds of air pressure will be forced into the rubber bladder.” Master Li secured the steel bands one by one, pulling the torture device snuggly but not painfully tight. “As the bladder pressurizes, I’m afraid you will find the steel bands quite unyielding. Should you ascend above 20 feet, your throat will be progressively constricted until at the surface you will be unable to breathe at all. Your gasp before plummeting into the lagoon will be your final breath of fresh air on this earth. ”


  Master Li savored the look of fear on her beautiful face as he secured the final bands around her throat. Despite all that she had been through in the last six weeks, Raven was still a 21-year-old college senior and could not suppress the sheer sense of vulnerability she felt in her rubber body suit or the sense of mortal terror as she was secured in the asphyxiation collar.


  “But you don’t stand to gain much if I drown too quickly.”


  “Indeed.” He held up a small rubber mouthpiece with two small cylinders horizontally mounted on the central spindle. “Several of these microbreathers have already been placed within the lagoon… in the belly of each shark. Each kill earns you 12 more minutes of oxygen. But if you’re a nature lover and averse to killing, you can also find supplemental oxygen within each of the three challenge cages near the main observation lounge.”


  Aspen could only assume that each of “challenge cages” would be at least as perilous as combat with her great white opponents, with the added bonus that her ordeal would occur very close to the cocktail lounge and its inevitable crowd of spectators. With a chill she realized that she would likely be the only thinking, feeling combatant in the evening’s competition. Her opponents were all literally mindless, cold-blooded, killing machines. As Master Li secured the final bands of the collar and backed away, each gulp of oxygen seemed suddenly precious staring at the blue-green depths of the pools that was to be her tomb.


  “Magnificent, aren’t they?” Mater Li preened as his servants produced a sleek bubble mask to give Aspen an unimpeded view of her surroundings once submerged. “I must say I fear for your safety.”


  “You’re such dear,” Aspen mocked as she dipped her head to allow the men to secure the goggle over her eyes. “Perhaps we should go skinny dipping together.”


  “I’m afraid that in this case I must insist that ladies go first. But I don’t want you to go away empty handed, so I brought you this.”


  Master Li produce an 8-inch black diving knife with a rubberized handle, complete with calf sheath, and drew out the blade. He stepped ominously toward Aspen, extending the blade as if to give her a closer look.


  “It’s a carbon steel blade, one side smooth the other side serrated. Just the thing to keep the terrors away, don’t you think?” He leaned forward to kiss his prisoner for the first time in Aspen’s long captivity. But even as their lips touched, Aspen’s eyes eyed in sudden pain as Li slipped the knife neatly into her thigh. The sexy agent looked down in disbelief as Master Li stepped back and wiped off the blade.


  “Merely a love tap to remember me by. But the taint of your blood will be quite enticing to your new playmates.”


  Grimly, Aspen realized that Li was right. The wound was deep but far from her internal organs or major arteries. She wouldn’t die, but she would bleed liberally, and that would undoubtedly draw the undivided attention of every shark in the lagoon.


  Li handed the knife to one of his servants, who strapped it to Aspen’s left calf. Master Li produced a key on a chain and put it around the young agent’s neck.


  “This key will release the locks securing your hands and feet.” Master Li explained. “You will then be completely free, except, of course, for your collar which will be activated by first contact with water. As long as you stay deeply submerged, you should have total freedom of movement.”


  “Delightful,” Aspen managed to smile as blood seeped from the wound at her hip, down her rubber-clad thigh, to pool at her feet. “I must say these chains are already starting to chaff.”


  “Very well,” Master Li stepped back. “Then perhaps we’d best introduce you to your new friends. I’m sure they will be quite eager to meet you. Gentlemen, swing her out low and give her a taste of what’s in store for her.”


  Immediately the crane whined to life, shooting its feather-light load laterally out over the pool with Aspen’s legs skimming across the surface of the water. The crane lurched to a stop when the rubber-clad spy reached the very center of the pool, directly over the underwater lounge, which she could now see was filled to capacity with high-stakes Oriental gamblers. But her attention was diverted almost immediately from the lounge to the pack of circling sharks rapidly closing in on her from all directions. Her heart leapt into her throat as it became clear that Master Li had no intention of raising her out of harms way and it took all her strength to pike her chain-wrapped feet out of the water to avoid the first pass of the most adventurous monster. The commotion and the scent of blood soon drew the other hunger-crazed sharks, forcing the doomed spy to lift her legs from the water again and again -- first tuck, then extension -- until she really began to resemble a shapely mermaid struggling on the end of a hook. Only when Maser Li was sure Aspen had their full attention did he begin raising her slowly from the tank. But the sharks would not easily be denied their shapely snack! One by one they leapt up at her with open jaws, forcing Aspen to twist and swing to avoid snap after snap of the horrifying 8-foot jaws. The spotlights played across her rippling body as the sadistic game of shark bait stretched on and on, Aspen suspended just low enough to place her within the sharks leaping range but just high enough to give her a sporting chance to twist out of their way. Aspen’s heartless torment was captured in intimate detail and displayed in high definition on large monitors at the center of the submarine lounge, the guests wagering significant sums of money on whether their featured performer would even survive the pre-game entertainment. But after 25 minutes Aspen had perfected a system where she would swing her boot-clad feet just enough to plant herself on the snout of the leaping sharks, their upward momentum temporarily relieving the tension of the heavy chains until it seemed like the clever spy might actually be able to slip free of the hook. It wasn’t clear just what harm Raven would be capable of inflicting while clinging to arm of the giant crane, but Master Li was taking no chances. At his signal the hook was released, sending Aspen on her final plunge into the terrifying depths of the lagoon.


  So tight was the circle of hungry sharks that she struck one full on the snout as she impacted the water, stunning the monster before rapidly descending to the lagoon floor. The cold shock of the water restored the tortured agent to some semblance of awareness, but the long ordeal had made it impossible to time her breathing and even as she settled on the bottom she was already starving for oxygen. A hundred oriental faces leered at her from only feet away as she groped for the key around her neck to finally unlock the restraints, even as the sharks closed in on their silvery prey from all sides. She only had time to spring her legs chains before the first monster was upon her, emerging from a ridge of fire coral to take a quick bite. Unable to fend off the attack, Aspen offered the beast her arm chains instead, breaking off a dozen of the shark’s teeth on the hard carbon steel. A moment later and she had sprung the second lock, dropping the final heavy coil and allowing her at last to spring up from the lagoon floor.


  But even as she ascended, Aspen immediately found herself surrounded by three sharks, all mad with blood lust and irresistibly drawn by the light dancing off her dive suit. One she managed to poke in the deep black eye, sending it scurrying off in surprise, while the second she managed to avoid with a last ditch arch like a high bar jumper clearing maximum height. The sweep of the massive tail as it swam by sent the petite woman spinning in the vortex, and she just managed to get her hands on the snout of another monster as it slammed into her chest. For a moment it pushed her through the water like a trained seal balancing a ball on its nose, its jaws snapping as it tried to draw her legs in with the force of the current. Aspen kicked desperately at its lower jaw, seeking any footing to prevent herself from being bitten in half. Finally she managed to pike herself up and vault over the nose of the fish, skimming down the length of its 18-foot body and spinning wildly in its wake. But still her enemies were everywhere.


  For several tense moments Raven hung suspended over the crowd of wealthy gangsters, hair waving slowly in the dark water as the swarm of giant sharks darted and surged all around her. Her lungs burned from lack of oxygen but even as she slowly ascended she could feel the collar painfully tightening around her throat like a steel vise. She dug at the steel bands with desperate strength but found the device completely unyielding and inescapable. She drew her knife but knew with grim certainty that she wouldn’t survive another coordinated attack without oxygen, her only hope was to seek the protection of one of Master Li’s three “challenge cages,” suspended symmetrically around the lounge. But as she briefly glanced at each, it didn’t seem as if she had any good options.


  Each cage was approximately three by three square and some seven feet tall with a spring-activated bottom that served as the only entrance, like a live animal trap. Though the frame of each cage was comprised of stout steel bars, the lattice of bars was thin – far too thin to endure the attack of the sharks -- and each cage was wrapped with several heavy elastic bands to put the entire frame under tremendous inward pressure. If damaged by a powerful shark bite the cages would almost certainly implode on her. Worse yet, each cage was strategically positioned over the most treacherous parts of the tank – one over a dense stand of strangle grass, one over a glistening ridge of fire coral, and the third over the grotto of the institutes famous – and highly poisonous – giant blue ringed octopus. Each cage was held suspended by three small gas bags, but if in their zeal the sharks were to release or destroy the bags, the cage would be slowly lowered to the perilous lagoon floor with Raven still trapped inside.


  All this Aspen took in with a quick scan around the lagoon, but the burning in her lungs and the savagery of her opponents gave her no opportunity to select her destiny. She swam directly for the nearest cage, perched precariously over the grotto of the blue ringed octopus. She managed to slip up into the cage just moments ahead of two open- mouthed pursuers and the cage spun crazily from the impact even as the floor snapped shut beneath her. She may well have just sealed her own fate but the moment is hardly mattered. Aspen only had eyes for the slim silver breather waiting for her near the top of the cage.


  The initial flow of pure oxygen in to Aspen’s mouth was like the very breath of God, restoring strength to her limbs and dispelling the gathering cobwebs from her mind. For the moment the cage afforded some refuge as the sexy agent watched her 12 hungry opponents retreat in caution. This also gave her a moment to study her REAL enemies watching with rapt attention as her ordeal played out for their entertainment, a large red display counting to the hundredths of a second the duration of the contest, and the odds established for various durations of her survival in worlds most inhospitable environment. The display currently read 2 minutes and 39 seconds – the total time she had survived in the tank -- the odds against her surviving the next minute 15:1. This cold statistical display was flanked by two giant video screen showing the much more human side of the drama playing out within the lagoon. Each showed Aspen in her silver suit and clear bubble visor, her dark hair streaming out from the back of her rubber hood, her waist neatly encircled with a stylish silver weight belt, the sleek knife sheathed at her calf. Her head was, of course, was staring downward as she took in her own image on the displays -- a moment of self-voyeurism that flushed the young spy with an inexplicable sense of heightened vulnerability and dark arousal. The asphyxiation collar with its 4 steel bands looked every bit as constricting as it was and the sharks circled with a savage menace that could only be fully appreciate from outside their cordon; the “challenge cage” pathetically flimsy compared to their great jaws.


  But the moment of dramatic reflection passed quickly as the first shark slammed in the cage, followed by another. The cage groaned with each impact as Aspen was hurled violently against the bowing walls, but each time the cage bounced off the nose of the shark and slipped free to twist and turn in open space balanced between the upward lift of the air bags and the downward force of the anchor chain holding the cage over the deadly grotto. Emboldened by the thrashings of their shapely prey, the sharks came in harder, mouths open wide in an attempt to bite down on the entire cage. Aspen lashed out from the cage with her knife, hoping to push the cage away from their terrifying maws and perhaps draw enough blood to draw attention away from herself. Unfortunately her efforts were fruitless against such monstrous eating machines, and her efforts ended in horror as the massive jaws of one of her largest opponents closed in on her and locked around the cage.


  CREEEEAK!


  The cage buckled and shuddered all around her as the monster clamped down, the individual bars twanging like guitar strings under the extreme pressure of the industrial elastic bands that actually aided the shark in its efforts of to crush the cage around her. Fortunately, Aspen’s refuge didn’t collapse all at once but instead constricted all around her as the triple rows of razor-sharp teeth closed in on her from above and below. The young spy was all but knocked unconscious by the force of the attack, but managed to retain both her breather and knife as death closed in. Acting on pure instinct she reached through the uneven ribbons of the disintegrating cage and began digging deep trenches in the roof of the shark’s mouth with her knife. The narrow confines of the beasts jaw were suddenly engulfed in a bright red cloud of blood, and the shark released the cage, wrenching Aspen’s knife from her grasp in the process. The cage was a shredded ruin as it emerged from the bloody cloud, and the elastic bands held the tangle of steel tight around Aspen’s body and the air bags were destroyed. It was some consolation that the sharks were fighting lustily among themselves, taking great bites out of their injured comrade. But any sense of victory was overwhelmed by terror as Aspen sank slowly into the grotto of the giant blue ringed octopus, a shadowy cave equally as deadly as the belly of a shark.


  The blue ringed octopus was highly poisonous species with a stinger at the end of each of its 8 arms. Similar to a sea wasp, the venom contained a deadly neurotoxin that would slowly render the victim alive but immobile, the action of the venom actually aided up by struggles of the unfortunate captive in the crushing embrace of the powerful tentacles. After its prey was paralyzed, the octopus would force its stomach out through is mouth to envelope its meal, slowly digesting it over the course of several days. It was a grisly fate, but fortunately, the blue ring octopus in the wild never reached a size of over 2 feet and its diet consisted almost exclusively of small fish. Unfortunately, genetic tampering and years of overfeeding and had allowed the Institute’s octopus to reach over 15 feet long, easily large enough to prey upon a helpless 5 foot 6 human diver. The muscles danced beneath the skin-tight fabric of Aspen’s dive suit as she struggled desperately to extract herself from the coffin-like safety cage before it was too late. The darkness below her seemed to twist and boil as the freakish monstrosity eagerly prepared to receive its overdue meal.


  CREAAKK!


  Her break came at the last moment, as the top of the cage ruptured and the heavy rubber band shot off like a slingshot. The rest of the bars parted like a banana peel allowing the petite spy to slip from the trap into open water, still clenching onto her precious breather, though its capacity was already nearly half spent. But there was still hope, because the other sharks had just about finished dining on their injured fellow, and as Master Li had indicated, each shark held a fresh breather in its stomach. It was possible that another shark could have swallowed the second breather in its zeal to feed, but the devices were deceivingly heavy. It was very possibly that the breather could have dropped free in the melee, if she could just…


  WHAP! Aspens progress was suddenly checked dead in the water, and if felt as if her ankle had been caught in some sort of snare. Her momentary feelings of hope were turned suddenly to despair as she turned to see the blue ringed octopus, now partially emerged from its lair, had seized her foot with one of its amazingly long tentacles. The monster apparently would not be denied its snack so easily. Instinctively, Aspen turned and kicked for all she was worth, hoping to overpower the single arm holding her ankle. But her progress was miniscule and when a second tentacle wrapped itself around her calf, she was halted altogether. She grabbed at her knife scabbard to cut herself free but of course it was empty. Then her moment of initiative was over -- the tentacles tightened with great force and she was flung laterally, slamming hard up against the wall of the submerged lounge.


  Stars danced before Aspen’s eyes as she was drug inexorably down the side of the lounge, her audience now crowded around the wall less than a foot away. Glancing at the men she could see them staring at her with unconcealed lust, and that Li had assigned to many of his top investors pleasure slaves clad in costumes nearly identical to hers. They would certainly bear untold erotic ecstasies and agonies as the men worked off the sexual electricity that had built to fever pitch over the course of Raven’s final death match. She would not be the only victim of this night’s evil entertainment.


  Then the slim spy was pulled free of the dome, only to be thrown violently once again up against the unyielding surface. Now partially stunned, Aspen could only struggle weakly as the octopus improved its grip on the legs, then whipped her out into a long arc that ended with another hard impact against the dome. She only vaguely remembered being drawn away from the wall again, and the next violent impact plunged her into semi-darkness.


  Once stunned, Raven was forcefully wrenched onto her back where her free left leg was wrapped by a tentacle followed by a fourth just above her knee. The tentacles were elastic and slimy, but the thousands of suction cups lining the mucus colored limbs stuck fast, and as Aspen struggled to shake off the cobwebs she could see the long stingers at the end of each limb stabbing and contracting in the beast’s excitement. The doomed agent desperately grasped hold of a nearby rock and momentarily managed to halt her progress toward the grotto. But her victory was short-lived, as the octopus tightened its grip until the pressure on Aspen, desperate as she was, was simply overwhelming.


  The moment she slipped free of the outcropping, the beast immediately seized the opportunity to improve its grip again, securing both ankles tightly together even as it slid two tentacles to mid thigh. Unspeakable horror arose it the beautiful spy was as she was dragged struggling toward the cave opening. Distantly she could hear the shouts and jeers of the men in the lounge as she clutched desperately at the tentacles in a vain attempt to pull them free. Even the sharks overhead kept their distance – they knew better than to step between the blue ringed octopus and her prey.


  With tremendous effort Aspen found that she could just manage to peel a single tentacle from her body, but the other three held her easily in check while the octopus simply whipped the tentacle free and then reestablished its grip on her body further up. When the slim agent was within the fifteen feet of the grotto, the octopus brought its other two legs into action to further subdue its determined prey, pulling her knees wishbone-wide even as her ankles were wrapped tightly together, and exploring her pelvis and crotch in a show of impromptu eroticism that was sure to please the viewers safe in the lounge. The touch of the tentacles was slimy and unbelievably foreign as the monster instinctively explored the best way to envelope her for slow digestion, one encircling her waist in half a dozen coils, another emerging from between her legs to wrap itself time-after-time around her abdomen, a third encircling her from breasts to jaw as thousands of tiny moths sucked and kissed at Aspen’s body. Then a tentacle reared before her like a scorpion’s tail, and Aspen just managed to catch hold of it before it delivered the first sting of nerve toxin. The tentacle whipped free of her grasped and stabbed again, but again Raven managed to deflect the attack with her forearm. The cocoon around her grew steadily tighter as the battle drew on, Aspen fighting for her life against the stinging attacks of one then two arms, managing to kick her legs briefly free until they too were secured mummy-like in the coils of the octopus. Aspen had fought bravely to another stalemate, but she knew it was only a matter of time before she stung and then squeezed mercilessly to force her to struggle, speeding the poison through her system. Then she would be pulled into the depths of the grotto where no force on earth could save her as she was slowly enveloped by the monster’s stomach, her lips still locked around the breather, her metabolism reduced to the point where she might survive another hour of hellish half-life, a boon to the long-odds gamblers who had rashly bet on a prolonged ordeal. As she caught the thrusting arm again she briefly resolved to spit out the breather the moment she was stung, perhaps sparing herself the worst of the suffering. Even as the tentacle whipped away from her grasp she instinctively took the opportunity to clutch as the cold, slimy members writhing across her body, and her hands rubbed up against something cold and hard.


  It was her knife!


  Unable to believe her luck, Raven snatched up the 7-inch blade and began slashing madly at the octopus’s arms. The octopus let out eerie, high-pitched squeals of pain as the young spy chopped away one arm after another, the severed stumps withering back into the main body as if they had been singed away. Inky blood enveloped Raven in a billowing cloud as the shapely spy finished chopping herself free and staggered away from the grotto, mentally and physically exhausted but miraculously still alive.


  Finally reaching the wall of the lounge, Raven slumped against the smooth acrylic surface to catch her breath and appraise her situation. The 10 remaining sharks were already dipping lower and lower toward the bottom of the pool, drawn by the smell of the octopus’s blood. Soon they would be upon her once more. Her breather was certainly almost empty, its life having been rapidly depleted during her exhausting struggles. The remaining two cages hung tranquilly within 30 yards of her, but the dual threats of strangle grass and fire coral made each device at least as deadly as trap she had just narrowly escaped. Some 35 feet overhead, the surface of the lagoon twinkled invitingly, an easy and minimally protected escape route, but as long as she wore the asphyxiation collar any attempt to leave the water would be suicidal. Immediately at her back were 200 of the most notorious members of the Asian underworld, along with their escorts and bodyguards, all safely protected behind 5 inches of clear Lucite. It was easy enough to score the surface of the dome with the edge of her carbon steel diving knife, but it would take a day to scratch her way completely through. It would require a sizable explosive charge, or the force of a locomotive. Or…


  Aspen glanced up at the circling monsters and knew at once what she had to do. With a glimmer of desperate hope, she turned toward the dome and traced an arms-width circle with her knife in the Lucite. Then she repeated the circle again and again, each time pressing harder and digging the edge of her blade deeper into the clear plastic. A jeering crowd gathered inside the dome to watch her feverish work even as a similar crowd of equally interested sharks closed in from outside. But Aspen focused on the work at hand, pressing the blade in as deeply as she could, arms quivering from the intense effort. When she could press no more, she kicked a short distance away to collect one of the aluminum tubes that had comprised the frame of the flimsy shark cage and used one of the industrial bands to secure her knife spear-like to one end. She immediately put the makeshift weapon to good use fending off the first half-hearted charge by one her monstrous pursuers, but then returned her attention to the dome. The crowd mocked her meager attempts to penetrate the sphere as Aspen painstakingly bored the ersatz spear into the heavy plastic at the very center of the circle she had just inscribed. But Raven ignored their antics and even as her breather failed continued digging until she obtained her desired result – a hole just deep enough to hold the aluminum pole protruding at a right angle from the surface of the dome.


  Now for the hard part – she had to allow herself to be eaten.


  Completely out of air and tightly hemmed in by circling sharks, Aspen turned and pressed her back against the dome to confront her attackers. Rather than trying to escape however, the sexy spy instead laid her head back in an almost erotic posture and began gyrating and thrusting her body as if she were having some sort of seizure. At first the spectators in the dome were amused, then a bit perplexed – there were no odds for the possibility that Raven would have a stroke or seizure prior to being consumed by one of the lagoon’s deadly denizens. But based on the almost instantaneous reactions of her tank mates, the young spy’s true purpose soon become starkly apparent: she was inciting the sharks to attack.


  And her efforts were quickly rewarded, as the largest of the sharks suddenly broke free from the pack and surged straight toward her, its huge mouth open wide to swallow her whole. Though the shark’s eye site was good enough to detect that struggles of its silvery prey, its vision was not so keen as to discern the clear surface of the dome or the jagged 8-foot steel pole pointed directly at it. The shark made an instinctive course correction as Raven curled herself up near the base of the aluminum shaft and then accelerated to full speed, directly toward the dome!


  Maser Li and his guests didn’t fully perceive their peril even as it hurled directly toward them. The grossly overfed shark weighted some 2 tons and it rocketed toward them at over 40 knots. It would strike the dome with the force of a freight train, impaling itself on the long pole even as it delivered a cannon blow directly on the small area where the pole met the plastic dome. The clear plastic was three times thicker than it needed to be to hold back the force of the water, but not the crushing pinpoint blow that Aspen had in mind. And she had even carved out the precise fault line where she intended for the Lucite to fail, a technique common to field agents for breaching glass barriers. Of course there was still a chance that the shark would strike at an oblique angle and snap the shaft before it could transfer the full force of the impact to the dome, but any clear-thinking gambler could see that the odds of the dome failing were good, and if breached, that the entire structure would flood in minutes, drowning everyone inside even as they surged toward the exits. But so transfixed were the gangers on the life-and-death drama unfolding before them that no one even considered their own peril until it was far too late. The shark made a perfect strike perpendicular to the dome, its mouth centered on its prey and the pole she was curled around.


  The force of the impact was crushing, and no one felt it quite as acutely as Aspen Silverlake. The jaws of the shark enveloped her like the mouth of a pitch black cave, and the pole vibrated like a guitar string as it was compressed and forced simultaneously deep into the brain of the shark and deep into the wall of the dome. Aspen’s eardrums ruptured with a painful dual pop as the water pressure around her multiplied in the fractions of a second, then came the sensation of flying, a fist closing around her throat, and threatening darkness.


  As Aspen slowly regained consciousness, she found that she was indeed inside the dome, near the small center stage, having been shot some 30 feet by the force of the water jet streaming through the breach in the dome. The collar around her throat was clenched tight due to the sudden change in pressure, despite the water streaming in from the breach. The shark had been too large to fit through the initial hole in the dome, and for a moment it had actually plugged the rift with its massive body. But even as Master Li’s patrons had scattered in panic, secondary fault lines had spread out from around the original impact point until chilly water began shooting into the room as if streaming from a dozen fire hoses. When gouts of water began shooting directly from the bloody jaws of the eviscerated shark, the panic began in earnest. Aspen herself was all but forgotten amongst the pandemonium as she rose unsteadily to her knees in the center of the lounge, her hands clutching at the collar around her throat.


  A corpse floated by -- the body of a burly bodyguard who clearly couldn’t swim -- and Raven seized the opportunity to pluck his gun from its shoulder holster and press it close alongside her throat. Two quick blasts ruptured both the C02 canisters powering her collar and the sudden release of the device allowed her to draw her first breath of unregulated air in over 20 minutes. The world was all but silent to Aspen’s ruptured ears, but she could see the expressions of terror on the faces around her as the water level climbed and the effects of alcohol, shock, and improper swimming attire took their toll on their attempts to stay afloat. But of course, she had no pangs of compassion whatsoever for the vile monsters who had put her through so much suffering and denigration and it was an unclean pleasure to watch them fail one by one and slip under the water. She held her gun at the ready in case any of her oppressors should show any signs of overcoming the creeping waters, but as the dome continued to fill, Aspen soon found herself alone with five other rubber-clad women still clinging to tables or effortlessly treading water as Aspen was herself.


  “The pressure is nearly equalized,” Aspen finally told them in Japanese, a little too loud. “The change in water level is slowing. We should be able to swim through the breach.”


  They adamantly shook their heads – after some 20 minutes of taut drama they were well aware of waited for them out in the lagoon – but Aspen persisted. “The water… it’s too cold. The oxygen down here will soon be gone. We need to get out. Don’t be afraid – I will protect you.”


  Even Aspen was surprised at how quickly and naturally she slipped back into the role of INTERPOL agent, defender of free society. Soothed by her calm authority, the women one by one left their flotation devices and paddled over toward their new leader, resolved to follow her even out into the dangerous lagoon. As she led them back toward the breach she realized that this was her first field command in many weeks, a team of frightened prostitutes all just hoping to survive the evening. But ironically she had already accomplished far more than the objectives originally established by INTERPOL for her mission into Thailand. Not only had she confirmed the existence of an alliance of elite crime bosses, but she had single-handedly wiped them out in a single stroke. It would be decades before such a criminal alliances could menace the Pacific Rim. And Aspen herself would ensure that Master Li’s secret training compound was bombed into charred ruins.


  But unfortunately, Aspen saw no sign of Master Li himself. It was possible that he drowned with the others, but it might well never be confirmed through intelligence channels. Secretly, though, Aspen was confident that her nemesis had escaped the deluge, and that they would one day meet again. For she of all people finally knew what Li was a master of – being in the right place at the right time.


  FINIS
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      WARNING: Though based on familiar comic book themes, the story is NOT intended for children. This story contains scenes of violence, bondage and insidious deathtraps. If you are offended by tales of daring heroines battling impossible odds to save the world from the schemes of sadistic madmen, then by all means do not read this story.

    
  

  The great riverboat DELTA ROSE was dead in the water, drawn swiftly down the Mississippi by the unpredictable river currents of late spring. At her stern, a tiny skiff had moored at the base of the massive 40-foot paddle wheel, the yellow light of its two hurricane lamps all but consumed by the wispy river fog swirling all about the helpless vessel. Even under the best of circumstances “attending to the wheel” could be dangerous work, where treacherous footing, rotting timbers, and unexpected shifts could send workers hurling into the muddy water. In the dead of night and with the river swollen to flood stage by torrential spring rains, the task was doubly dangerous. Yet despite the risks, the men went about their work eagerly and without hesitation. Whatever duress they endured out on the wheel, they could feel confident that it was being inflicted 100-fold on their beautiful prisoner, the Black Fury.


  “I ain’t seen bullets that caliber since Antietam,” one of the pole men leered. “Getting right cold out here, ain’t it Miss Fury?” The other men laughed harshly.


  The young US Marshal had been bound spread eagle to the center of the paddle wheel, wrists and ankles lashed with heavy rope to the iron mooring rings used to secure the wheel when docked. Additional coils of rope were tightly wrapped around her waist, and one of her captors stood in the skiff before her, engaged in the process of securing the loose ends to the mooring rings. She still wore her exotic costume – a black satin blouse with loose sleeves, black leather pants and matching corset — but the tight suspension bondage pulled the fabric of her blouse tight against her breasts. The night breeze was indeed taking its toll on her modesty, but at the moment she had more serious matters on her mind.


  “Indeed,” the man attending to her waist rope agreed. “And if I may say, Miss Fury, strict bondage becomes you. Pity I get to kill you only once.”


  “Mhhhh!” was all the red-headed dynamo could muster through her gag, an insidious French device consisting of a large rubber plug held firmly in place by a broad leather strap bucked at the back of her head. The chance of anyone hearing her cries for help was remote, but they were taking no chances.


  “Still got some fire, I… see. We’ll be dousing that soon enough.”


  The man’s accent identified him as a Frenchman, short and painfully thin with a prominent nose and unwashed long brown hair that gave him an oily, almost girlish appearance. But his face wore a permanent sneer of superiority and his casual disdain for his companions suggested that he was their leader. But this wasn’t exactly true.


  “Rothschilde, what in the world is taking so long?!” A voice bellowed from the fantail overhead. “You were to tie her to the paddle wheel, not escort her to a — how you say — a hoedown.”


  “I assure you, her dancing days are over Monsieur Monterrey,” the Frenchman shouted up, never taking his eyes off his lovely victim. “I just want ensure that our brave young friend here is… completely helpless.”


  “I don’t want her helpless, I want her DEAD! Save your tie-up games for your other girls!”


  “He does not appreciate art,” Rothschilde’s lips arched in humorless grin. “Now, take a deep breath….”


  “Mhhhhh,” the Fury moaned softly through the gag as Rothschild pulled the ropes taught, constricting the coils around her waist and pulling her firmly against the rough timbers of the wheel. The massive device groaned ominously on its heavy iron spindle as the boat pitched on the rough water.


  “There,” Rothschilde slapped the Black Fury almost affectionately on the belly. “A much more fitting death for such a gallant law woman than a crude bullet in the head. Don’t you agree?”


  Apparently she did not. As the Fury locked gazes with her captor her eyes were haunted and her chest heaved as she struggled for breath within the confines of the strict bondage. Yet despite her utter helplessness, she refused to look away, even as her executioner looked on her with a cold, cynical smile. She would not be broken so easily.


  “If only your quick draw could save you now, eh chère?” Then to his accomplice on the fantail, “She is fully prepared, Monsieur! You may commence with her… paddling.”


  The men untied their skiff and poled away from the mighty paddle wheel, abandoning the Black Fury to her lonely fate. The sexy gunslinger tested her ropes without result as the wheel lifted her ponderously skyward. The arc of her rotation finally tipped her head-over-heels into a final inverted confrontation with her captor, Dr Felix Monterrey. Monterrey was flanked on either side by a gaunt, heavily-armed Mexican pistolero. One of the guards braked the wheel to a screeching stop as soon as the Fury had reached eye level with his boss.


  Despite his unassuming size, Monterrey had the air of a Spanish Don, with noble features, thinning jet black hair, and piercing gray-blue eyes with deeply-worn crows feet from a life time of squinting beneath the hot Western sun. His black suit and maroon silk vest were immaculately tailored and his head was bare. He leaned almost casually on a walking stick, smiling broadly at the plight of his shapely enemy.


  “Ahh, Black Fury. I must say, I was not pleased that Rothschilde won our little wager. Still, I must admit that he has contrived a most amusing end for you. You look extremely… uncomfortable.”


  The one-time personal surgeon to General Santa Anna now turned criminal madman stepped to the rail and reached out with his cane, running the silver tip down the Fury’s taught abdomen, over the swell of her left breast and finally to the Marshal’s badge twinkling dully on her chest.


  “I’m sure you will be relieved to know that Captain Dawkins took good advantage of your heroics to lower the longboats and row most of the passengers to safety. Pity he didn’t realize the REAL carnage was yet to come, just down stream.”


  The Black Fury stared at him quizzically for a moment, but then her eyes flew open wide with dawning recognition. Monterrey chuckled.


  “Very good, I see you’re getting the idea. The Great Bend National Federal Reserve lies just a few miles to the south of us. And all that stands between the city and my gold is a very waterlogged, earthen dike.”


  “Mhhh! Mhhh!!” The Fury screamed through her gag, much to Monterrey’s amusement. Great Bend was home to over 80,000 people, safe behind a network of dams and walls that had protected the city for over 40 years. But if the earthworks were breached, the city would flood in a matter of minutes, killing countless thousands. Of course, it would take a tremendous impact to weaken the dams, like an explosion, or a… riverboat.


  “Fortunately you won’t live to witness my heinous crimes. My men have fired the boilers to the bursting point and as soon as we’re free of the boat, the DELTA ROSE will begin its final catastrophic charge. And you will have the LEAST desirable seat in the house.”


  The Black Fury glowered at Monterrey as she twisted in the heavy ropes binding her to the massive paddle wheel. The great stacks overhead belched smoke into the night sky and the surface of the wheel vibrated ominously as the stream engines strained to move the wheel against the iron clutch. Soon the paddle would be allowed to surge forward, forcing the young Marshal through the water with progressively greater force even as it propelled the 200-ton steamboat at full speed into the dikes of Great Bend. Her only hope was to escape, but Rothschilde’s ropes were expertly tied and painfully tight. Escape was all but impossible, but if the Fury perished thousands of innocents would die with her.


  “And now forgive us if we must be on my way on our way,” Monterrey narrowed his eyes. “This river boat is quite unstable. When you see Black Cloud in Hell, give him my regards.”


  As Monterrey walked away, his lackeys relayed his commands to the pilot house and after a moment the great stern wheel groaned into motion. As the Black Fury’s head descended toward the muddy water she forced herself to remain calm and deep as deeply as the tight ropes and heavy gag would allow. She took one last glance at Dr Felix Monterrey, the infamous Butcher of Santa Clara, before the dark chilly waters claimed her for the first time.


  She might very well soon be joining Black Cloud – the infamous bounty hunter that had led to her capture — in Hell. But thanks to Monterrey, her own private hell would begin a few minutes early.


  * * *


  Earlier that evening:


  Gray Dawkins had been a riverboat captain for over 15 years, but he had rarely seen the river so high or so fast. The spring rains had been unusually heavy, transforming the dry creek beds of the Mississippi basin into raging torrents and the great river itself into a lake over half a mile wide. Many of the smaller towns on the river flats were already under 15 feet of water, and the cities rich enough to afford levies were reinforcing their water-logged earthworks with burlap sacks of sand and cinders. The storm clouds had finally dispersed, but the chilly evening air had given rise to thick river fog that swirled all about Dawkins’ great stern wheeler, the DELTA ROSE, often completely enveloping the stately vessel in a blanket of white. The vast majority of riverboat pilots had opted to remain moored upstream until the treacherous floodwaters had receded, but Dawkins steered his vessel unerringly down the main channel, relying solely on the call of the depth-sounding chainman and his own intimate knowledge of the river bottom to chart their course. The veteran river man actually savored the challenge and with the current running so fast there was a good chance he could secure his place in local folklore by breaking the speed record for the run from St Louis - New Orleans. Little did Captain Dawkins realize that his record-setting voyage was about to take a bizarre and deadly turn.


  “Good evening, Captain Dawkins.”


  Dawkins’ semi-trance of concentration was suddenly broken by a voice, almost a whisper, chilling and disturbingly close by. A man stood next to him, a lean dark haired Indian half-breed, stripped to the waist and dripping wet. He was clad only in rawhide trousers with a long Pawnee fighting knife sheathed at his back. Steam rose from his body just as it did from the river. At first Dawkins thought that the figure could only be some sort of Indian river spirit, but then he spied a trail of wet foot prints leading through the starboard hatchway. He quickly concealed his surge of supernatural terror behind a mask of good old-fashioned anger.


  “Dammit, man, who let you up here! I’ll have no passengers on the bridge.”


  “Fortunately, I am not a passenger. The river bore me here. Now shut off your engine.”


  Dawkins sized the man up incredulously. He was whip thin, with long gangly arms laced with taught muscle. He had the heavy brow, strong jaw line, and narrow eyes that proved his Indian blood, and his “warriors braid” of thick dark hair hung to the base of his shoulder blades. A Pawnee warrior grew out his braid until defeated in battle and by the looks of him this man had never know defeat. But still…


  “You expect me to believe that you actually SWAM to a river boat under full steam?!”


  “Believe what you will,” the man drew the long fighting knife from his back so fast and smoothly that it almost seemed to magically appear in his hand. The blade gleamed wickedly in the moonlight and the half breed narrowed his eyes. “Now shut down the engine.”


  “Easy, son,” Dawkins heart was suddenly in his throat. “Just don’t skin me when I reach for the controls.”


  The strange intruder stood motionless as Captain Dawkins reached out a shaky hand to adjust the valves that regulated the flow of steam from the two boilers at the heart of the DELTA ROSE. The river queen slowed to match pace with the river current and ever-present sound of the waterfall cascading over the paddle wheel faded away.


  “There now lad, we’re hove to. Now put down the knife. No one needs to get hurt.”


  “You’re wrong, Captain Dawkins. This night the river will run red with white men’s blood.” For a moment Dawkins was certain that he was a dead man, but the knife disappeared just as quickly as it had appeared, back in its wood and leather sheath. Dawkins swooned with sudden relief at the simple realization that he would have at least a few more moments to live.


  “Come with me, Captain Dawkins, to welcome your new passengers.”


  * * *


  The great pavilion of the DELTA ROSE was as stylishly apportioned as some of the best saloons in San Francisco. The bar of polished mahogany commanded the stern bulkhead, backed by mirrors and neatly lined liquor bottles and flanked on either side by small doors leading to the galley and interior storage rooms. On the stern wall was a small burlesque stage, where an Irish showgirl crooned out the words to


  “Meet Me in St Louis” to the accompaniment of a tin pan piano. The polished wooden floor between bar and stage was lined with gaming tables occupied by well-to-do passengers playing roulette, cards, and craps. An ornate but faded wheel of fortune secured on one wall alternately led to jeers and hurrahs from the gathered crowd. Stairs carpeted in plush red Berber lead up to the second-floor balcony that ringed three quarters of the pavilion and gaudily dressed harlots shouted out crude jests to the gentlemen below.


  As one of the few southbound boats on the Mississippi, Captain Dawkins had had little trouble finding people wishing to book passage on the DELTA ROSE, and the pavilion was packed with people celebrating their early voyage south. Amidst the general din, nobody even notice the arrival of Dr Felix Monterrey and his two companions.


  “There, you see, Rothschilde. The sheep celebrate even as the wolves enter their pen. I told you no one would recognize me this far East.”


  “Pity,” said Rothschilde, in a silky French accent. “Perhaps then we could at last have a bit of excitement.” His bored gaze and mocking grin clearly communicated his disdain for the rough pleasures of the New World.


  “Patience, my good fellow.” Monterrey steered toward the bar. “All things in good time.”


  “I thought you said this was to be a great bank robbery,” Rothschilde persisted, “Not some midnight boat ride.”


  “Please watch your tone, Marquise; you are far from your palace walls.” Rothschilde had been traveling with Monterrey for six months, enjoying the life of a Western outlaw as an escape from court life in France. Monterrey’s reputation as a cruel genius living beyond the reach of the law had drawn the world-weary Frenchman immediately to his hacienda, Monterrey had put Rothchilde’s wealth to good use to mastermind a spree of spectacular and grisly crimes.


  “Oh, indeed. Perhaps someone might assault me with harsh language, or bad whiskey. But Giselle will protect me, will you not?”


  “As my lord commands.”


  Their third companion was a petite young French girl, strikingly beautiful with huge brown eyes and long chestnut hair that hung to her waist. She wore a loose silk blouse and peasant skirt that all but concealed the much tighter clothing she wore beneath. The chains securing her wrists before her were almost lost in her billowy sleeves and the manacles on her ankles were hidden beneath her skirts. Clearly, Rothchilde’s comment was a cruel jest.


  Monterrey ordered himself a whiskey, then pulled a gold pocket watch out of his vest and snapped it open. “11 o’clock — my pistoleros should be in place. Time for work.”


  He drained the shot glass before him then stepped out into the middle of the room. Two Derringer pistols flashed into his hands from their wrist holsters and he fired two shots into the air. Suddenly he was the center of attention.


  “Excuse me ladies and gentleman! If everyone would please put their hands in air! I’m afraid you are all in terrible danger!”


  At that moment, the doors on either side of the room burst open and a dozen masked gunmen stormed into the room. The women screamed and the men protested, but they all raised their hands. Monterrey looked on in amusement as his men worked the crowd, throwing aside tables and chairs and herding all of the passengers to one side of the room while shotgun-toting sentries barred the doors. The rough, unshaven


  Mexican bandits screamed at the terrified passengers in harsh Spanish and lashed out with leather bull whips at the slightest provocation.


  “This is madness man!” Captain Dawkins spat as he was led, bound and quivering with rage, up to Monterrey. “You can’t just rob a river boat!”


  “Oh, you misunderstand me, captain,” the gentleman-villain reholstered his Derringers. “I’m not interested in robbing your passengers. I’m stealing your river boat.”


  Dawkins’ eyes bulged out of his head. The grand pavilion of the DELTA ROSE was now a mob scene, with furniture and glassware strewn everywhere, and passengers begging for their lives even as they were being stripped of weapons and bound with rope. The bandits joked crudely among themselves and lashed out randomly with their whips between swigs from stolen whiskey bottles. “Never! If you think for one minute that I would help you steal my own ship!”


  “That won’t be necessary. I won’t be taking it far.” Then to one of his men, “Dias, please take the captain to stand with his passengers.”


  Then he turned his attention to the terrified crowd. “My friends, I am in need of this river boat. But I am sad to say, your presence here is an unfortunate inconvenience. One I must rectify.”


  The room fell silent as Monterrey walked slowly to the Wheel of Fortune, now surrounded only by overturned chairs and broken glass. “But I can see you enjoy games of chance, so I will leave your fates up to the Wheel. I will give you one spin. If black, then my men will throw you overboard with your arms tied to drown. If red, then my men will cut your ropes and give you the opportunity to swim to shore. Care to do the honors, Captain Dawkins.”


  “You… you wouldn’t.” Was all Dawkins could manage. “These people are helpless.”


  “Yes, it makes murder so much easier when the victims can’t resist. If you do not spin, then I will assume black.”


  “Perhaps you should allow me.”


  “Hmmm?” Monterrey looked up casually, then gasped in surprise. “You!”


  The sentry at the doorway closest to the bar had been knocked unconscious and in his place stood a stunningly beautiful woman, dressed all in black with a mane of coppery red hair flowing out from beneath a black Bolero hat and her features partially obscured behind a black silk eye mask. Her costume consisted of a black satin blouse with loose billowy sleeves, skin-tight leather pants and a matching leather corset with scallops along the top to cup her breasts like a brassier. With knife tucked in one boot, and a nickel-plated .32 holstered low on her left thigh she looked much like a sultry bandit herself. Only the US Marshal’s badge twinkling on her chest identified her as an officer of the law.


  “The Marshal’s service calls me in all the way from Havana on reports that the Butcher of Santa Clara has declared war on America, and were do I find you?” her tone was relaxed and her subtle British accent was unmistakable. “Stealing wallets on a steam boat.”


  “I’ll have none of your chatter, woman! Kill her, compadres. Kill the Black Fury!”


  BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!


  Monterrey’s raiders responded quickly, but not nearly fast enough. The mysterious lawwoman known as the Black Fury drew her gun with the reflexes of mongoose and dropped three desperados in rapid succession before vaulting lightly behind the bar. Monterrey too dove for cover as the gun battle began in earnest, the bandits pouring gunfire down on their lone adversary. The terrified passengers scattered in all direction like spooked cattle as the grand pavilion erupted in cacophony of thundering guns, screams, and heavy black smoke. Only Rothschilde refused to seek refuge, watching the drama unfold around him with delight even as he clutched a terrified Giselle before him as human shield.


  At first the veteran pistoleros didn’t even both to take cover, confident that their superior numbers and firepower would quickly overwhelm their petite and lightly armed opponent. But the Fury proved a much more formidable enemy than they had anticipated, somehow braving the hail of lead that shredded the heavy oak of the bar and returning fire with deadly precision. The bandits fell in rapid succession until the remainder were forced to seek cover themselves. The gunfight the degenerated into a lethal game of cat and mouse, with the remaining pistoleros exposing themselves only long enough to squeeze off a few unaimed shots in the direction of the bar.


  


  “What are you doing, compadres?” Monterrey shouted from his hiding place behind a bullet-marred slate gaming table. “Why do you hide from one frightened girl?!”


  “I might ask you the same question.” Monterrey whirled around to find the Black Fury, standing behind him with her gun leveled on his temple a point blank range. Her voice was calm but icy. “Call off your men, Monterrey. Or you die.”


  Despite the proximity of the Black Fury’s smoking .32 to his forehead, the master criminal retained his trademark arrogance. He looked upon the young Marshal with a faint smile as if he were still master of the situation with a secret that she was not privy to. But he complied with her request. “So, it seems that I have been outmaneuvered. Men, please holster your weapons, lest the Marshal put a bullet through my favorite skull.”


  The men – the five that remained of the original dozen — grudgingly lowered their weapons. Monterrey stood up from his hiding place behind a heavy poker table and dusted the bits of wood and glass off his suit.


  “So I assume that you are going to arrest me?”


  “That’s right,” the Fury took out a pair of steel hand cuffs.” You’re coming with me back to Washington to stand trial for murder, kidnapping, extortion, and war crimes committed while in the service of Santa Anna. I’m sure you’ll make a charming traveling companion. Now drop those Derringers.”


  “It seems you know all of my tricks,” Monterrey kept his hands up and removed each Derringer from its sleeve holster one at a time. The Fury took them and tucked them in her gun belt.


  “YOU are the Black Fury?” Rothschilde stared fascinated. “The famous gunslinger?”


  “Not a name I would have chosen for myself, but I suppose it suits. That would make you Jean Sebastian Rothschilde, youngest son of the Marquise de Salbon.”


  “Indeed,” Rothschilde looked at her intently, clearly impressed. “The tales of your daring are no exaggeration. Nor, if I may say, are the tales of your beauty.”


  The Fury smirked at the awestruck Frenchman, but his reaction was not uncommon. With her lush coppery hair, striking green eyes and sculpted hourglass figure she was even a standout at the courts of Europe, let alone the rough trails of the American West. The buttery leather of her costume fit her like a second skin and her corset accentuated the swell of her firm breasts beneath the folds of Italian satin. The choker at her throat bore a single huge green cats’ eye, but the effect could not have been more striking had she been studded with diamonds.


  “A defenseless girl needs every advantage she can get. Now if you would kindly place your hands on the bar.”


  “As I told you, Rothschilde,” Monterrey smiled. “Pretty as a king’s concubine but tough as an old saddle.”


  “And she found you immediately, just as you said.”


  “It wasn’t difficult,” the Fury turned her attention to Rothschilde, “Your adolescent Western outlaw adventure hasn’t been exactly secret. But who is your friend?”


  “Oh that is Giselle St Sauveur, youngest daughter of the Lord Chevours.”


  “Ahh yes, I heard she rejected your proposal of marriage, and you fled Court in a rage.”


  “Yes,” he toyed with the chains around Giselle’s wrists,” and I’ve been beseeching her to reconsider that decision ever since. But I am suddenly thinking that perhaps I’ve found a much more suitable object for my affections.”


  “Sorry,” The Fury smiled, “My mother warned me not to marry into old money.”


  Rothschilde looked on her with his bored aristocratic eyes. “Well, perhaps you’ll be willing to reconsider, after we get to know each other better.”


  The attack was utterly silent and perfectly timed, but the flicker in Rothschilde’s eyes gave the Fury just enough warning to duck as the Pawnee fighting knife whizzed over her head in a blinding arc of steel. The Indian warrior emerged from the shadows like a ghost, over six feet tall and bare-chested with taut sinewy muscles and a long black braid hanging to his waist. His face was a mask of hatred as he howled with rage and lunged at his slender opponent with his 16-inch knife. The Fury was caught completely off guard by his sudden appearance, and just barely managed to slip past his back swing and sprawl again as he buried the knife up to the haft in the thin wall of the pavilion. She drew her .32 but it was kicked out of her hand the moment it cleared leather, and the red headed avenger driven steadily backward before a flurry of expert slashes and thrusts. Finally, she managed to catch hold of his arm in the midst of a vicious thrust, pinning his arm between her body and elbow and flipping the huge man across the room. But he retained his grip on the knife and sprang back up immediately onto his feet with another fierce battle cry. Her attempt to immediately follow up by sweeping his legs out from under him failed, and she very nearly paid with her life. She only just managed to get her hands up in time to stop a downward swipe that would have split her skull, catching her opponent’s wrist in both her hands. The Indian continued bearing down with wild eyes, intent on driving his blade downward despite her resistance. The Fury was deceptively strong, but was no match for the magnificent warrior. She sunk to her knees to buy a few precious inches between her face and the deadly blade, but was powerless to halt is descent.


  “I had considered the possibility that you would attempt to interfere with my plans,” Monterrey stepped forward with his arms clasped behind his back. He couldn’t resist taking the opportunity to gloat. “So I took the liberty of bringing along a guardian angel. Or demon, if you prefer.”


  “Uhhhhhh,” the Fury snarled as she slowly lost her desperate battle for life. Her arms quivered from the effort but it was clear that her struggles had bought her nothing more than a brief respite from the descending blade. She once again attempted to use her opponent’s own force against him to pitch him over her head, but this time the warrior was prepared. He pulled back at the precise moment she attempted to pull him forward, and the effect was that she dropped to her back with his wrists beyond her reach and the sword now pointed directly at her heart.


  But this time it was the Indian warrior that moved an instant too slow, for his hammer thrust hit only wooden planks. The Fury arched her body at the last moment and had managed to draw her own boot knife. She sliced and neat line across his chest even as he wrenched his knife free from the floor, followed by a roundhouse kick that sent him reeling. That gave the Fury the moment she needed to regain her feet and even as her turned to reengage the sexy Marshal, she delivered a rap with the grip of her knife. The


  Indian retained his vice-like grip on his fighting knife, but this time it worked to his disadvantage. As he fell the floor his blade was forced through his chest, emerging red with gore from his naked back.


  “Guess they… don’t make demons like they used to…”


  WHAM! The Black Fury’s victory was short-lived as a crushing blow struck home from behind her, filling world with stars and forcing the sexy gunslinger to the ground near her fallen opponent. Rothschilde stood behind her, now holding the Fury’s heavy .32, which he had used to cold cock her. The Marshal managed to get back up on all fours before Monterrey’s men were on her, seizing her by the arms and lifting her to her feet.


  “Well, well, well, it seems that Black Clouds demise has not been in vain,” Monterrey said, as he plucked his Derringers from the Fury’s belt. He cocked one pistol and immediately held it to her head. “You’ll forgive me if I don’t take you up on your traveling offer Marshal. But I’m afraid you’re about to die in the line of duty.”


  “A bullet in the head, mon ami?” Rothschilde interjected. “Sounds a bit passé, to me.”


  “I know what you are thinking, Rothschilde, but speaking from experience I think you would find that this woman is particularly poor bed company. The kind that gouges out eyes and knocks lovers unconscious with her own forehead.”


  Rothschild persisted. “You misunderstand my intentions monsieur. But let us give her the same courtesy you offered the other passengers. A spin on the wheel – black, you kill her your way; red, I kill her mine.”


  Monterrey turned for a moment to regard the Black Fury, who was still trying to shake off the effects of Rothschilde’s blow. At 5‘7” and no more than 115 pounds, she was dwarfed by her captors, and her custom-tailored leather costume left little of her magnificent physique to the imagination. Yet Monterrey realized that her haunting beauty was a weapon, in some respects just as dangerous as the .32 that she wielded with incomparable speed. But still, she had very nearly foiled his plan for the greatest American bank robbery in all time, and the thought of contributing a bit her mental anguish before killing her seemed harmless enough.


  “Very well, as long as your approach to her death is as reliable as mine. Will you do the honors?”


  “It would be my pleasure,” Rothschilde bowed, and stepped to the wheel. When he turned he noticed that the Fury had somewhat collected herself and was watching the proceedings.


  “Welcome back, chère, to the land of the living, if only for a brief time. Now let us see if you die fast at the hands of Spain, or slow at the hands of France.”


  He reached up and gave the wheel a healthy spin. The Fury had regained her footing and watched grimly as the wheel slowly lost momentum, rapidly transiting between red and black — quick death or prolonged death, but death none the less. She tried to pull one of her arms defiantly away from her captors, but she might have well been secured in irons.


  Finally the wheel came to a stop.


  “Red, it is.” Monterrey announced the verdict. “Rothschilde, she is yours to kill.”


  “Excellent, monsieur,” Rothschilde ran the back of his hand lightly across his prisoner’s cheek. “I will need to sacrifice a few of Giselle’s toys to implement my plan. But what could be a more noble cause than the death of the Black Fury.”


  * * *


  Time lost all meaning for the Black Fury as she was drawn ever deeper into a nightmare world of utter disorientation, choking water, and mind-numbing pain. The first dozen rotations of the wheel were broken up into distinct periods of dark submersion separated by intervals of icy wind. But as the wheel continued to accelerate, the interval of each phase shrank until only the pattern of alternating light and darkness provided any real clue as to whether she was under the water or above it. Though her proximity to the paddle wheel lessened the force of each impact with the waters surface, the momentum of the wheel had the effect of throwing her outward against her ropes even as she was drawn through the water like a fast-swimming fish. Though the rope Rothschilde had tied around her waist was meant to increase her suffering, it had actually saved her life. Without its restraining force she would have been torn limb from limb in a matter minutes.


  But at the moment it seemed precious little comfort, as each plunge through the water felt like the grasp of a giant’s hand trying to rip her from the wheel. For brief moments she would break free of the waters icy grasp, only to be plunged into darkness again and again as the wheel spun with ever mounting force. Her screams were all but lost except in her own head and soon even those were lost in her choking attempts to breathe through the steady sheet of mist generated by the whirling paddle wheel. The young avenger rapidly lost any sense of up and down as she spun over and over through space, and as the blood was forced in rapidly shifting tides throughout her body, the ordeal lost the sense of reality and descended into the realm of a horrible nightmare, but one made all the more terrifying by the knowledge that she would never wake up. Each spin of the wheel was drawing her closer and closer to death.


  In the drowning remnants of her conscious mind, the Fury had all but given up any hope of escape. Rothschilde’s ropes had held up well despite the wild and brutal force of the water, and the moments of open-air release were far too brief to give her any opportunity to loosen the knots. The effect of the chilly water was compounded by the even colder grip of fear, quickly draining the young Marshal of her remaining strength. Yet even the release of peaceful drowning was denied her. The extreme force of the ropes as she was dragged through the water made inhaling while submerged all but impossible. So the nightmare went on and on and on.


  SPOING!


  Suddenly the red-headed avenger was roused from her deepening stupor as the pressure on her left arm suddenly went slack, forcing her hand against her body like an otter slicing through the water. It took long seconds for her pain-clouded mind to realize what had happened – the iron bolt holding her arm had pulled free from the slimy wood! The sudden shift in the balance of forces tearing at her body allowed her feet to drop of the level of one paddle timber, but at the cost of cruelly wrenching her right arm, still tightly bound overhead.


  Responding reflexively to the pain, the Fury grabbed hold of the jagged piece of iron still secured to her left wrist and stabbed desperately at the ropes still binding her right. After several swings, the ropes snapped and her right arm was free as well.


  Again acting on instinct, the law woman plunged the sharp bolt shaft in the ropes securing her waist. The force of the next plunge pulled them free as well, forcing the half-drowned Fury to pivot around her ankle ropes until she was forced face-first against the raising surface of the wheel. The paddle wheel now whisked her into the air legs first with her arms above her head clutching at one of the slime-choked timbers for dear life. In this position it was certainly possible to breath under water, but her recent advances filled her with a renewed, if possibly unfounded, sense of hope. The idea of allowing herself the luxury of a quick easy drowning was suddenly out of the question.


  With each rotation she struggled to take a quick slash at her leg ropes before finding her footing to ride out the next spin of the wheel. Each upward surge of the wheel threatened to rip her legs out of their sockets, and each stomach churning descent threw her face-first against the wheel with the force of a sledgehammer. But her slashes were having their effect and soon one leg was free, followed by the other. As soon as the last rope was free, she released her desperate grip on the wheel, flying backward and landing heavily on the fantail of the DELTA ROSE, precisely where Monterrey had been standing when he had left her to die. The world went dark for the Black Fury – the impact against the hard timbers of the deck knocking her out cold.


  When she regained weak consciousness, it was to find Grey Dawkins hovering over her. She was still lying on the fantail of the river queen, but the gray-bearded captain had covered her in blankets and removed Rothschilde’s hateful gag. Dawkins brow was knit with sorrow and his eyes even seemed to be moist.


  “Captain… Captain Dawkins?” the Fury croaked. At the sight of her open eyes, the


  Captain breathed a heavy sigh of relief.


  “I’m so sorry, Marshal. I was stowed away in aft portage, waitin’ for them rapscallions to run off. But if I had only known what they were doing to you….”


  “You did the right thing. They would have killed you had you tried to interfere.” The Fury slowly sat up. “So… where are we?”


  “Headin’ back north away from Great Bend. The boys got her simmered down before the boilers blew, so now I’m heading away far away from…”


  “No!” the young gunslinger said with sudden intensity. “Turn the ship around. Then gather your men. We’re taking Monterrey tonight.”


  * * *


  “There she is! Right on time.”


  Monterrey and his entourage stood atop the earthen embankment marking the boundary of Great Bend, awaiting the arrival of the DELTA ROSE. To their right was the river, swollen to within three feet of the dike’s summit. To their left and 25 feet below were the river flats of Great Bend, block after block of neatly ordered warehouses, shop fronts, saloons and tenements. The river flats sloped upward only grudgingly; the city stretched away for nearly a half mile before the street level rose to parallel the top of the dam. In only minutes, half of Great Bend would be underwater. Including, conveniently, the Great Bend Federal Gold Reserve.


  The darkened riverboat itself was hard to spot on the misty river against the night sky, but the rush of its great wheel was unmistakable.


  “And how can we be sure that the entire dike will not wash away once breached?” Rothschilde asked, as if hardly interested in the answer. “Taking us with it?”


  “We don’t,” Monterrey replied. “But even under 8 feet of water, the Federal Reserve won’t be vulnerable for long. We must rely on the element of surprise, boat in the moment the current stabilizes, and slip out before daylight. Carrying a much more… suitable form of ballast.”


  “If only your impetuous fried — the Black Fury – could be here to see your moment of decision”


  “Oh, do not worry, Rothschilde, she will be along soon enough. What is left of her anyway.”


  The rush grew more pronounced and the sulfurous smell of burning coal tainted the air as the 300-ton riverboat bore down on the sleeping city. It was heading directly for the most isolated point of the dam.


  “Magnificent shot, for a bullet aimed from 10 miles up stream,” Monterrey noted, as he closed his pocket watch. “Still, I’m glad to see her at last. Pity if some mischance came of Rothschilde’s little deathtrap. Best have the men double lash our launch, lest it be born into the city along with the flood waters.”


  Monterrey’s men hastily lashed extra lines to the steam launch that had served as their river ferry as the DELTA ROSE rapidly grew from a ghostly vision in the distance to a massive hulk bearing down on the dike some 100 yards down stream from the criminal assembly. The ship surged through the water at over 15 knots, and its groans of protest echoed across the water.


  “Best keep tight hold of the leash of that pet of yours, Rothschilde. It’s going to be quite an impact.”


  Monterrey and his men knelt down into the grass that lined the earthen dike, bracing themselves for the inevitable impact. Given their last-minute flurry of preparations and the cloak of darkness they didn’t realize until too late that their plan was going awry. The steamboat had turned hard to port and the paddle wheel reversed. The water quickly leeched the momentum from the ponderous vessel as it bore down on the bandits. By the time Monterrey looked up to check on the progress of the DELTA ROSE, it was coasting almost directly toward them.


  “Hold it right there, Monterrey!” Came an unmistakable female voice from the bow of the riverboat. Immediately following her challenge came another equally unmistakable sound — the cocking of a dozen rifles. “You’re under arrest. Round them up if you would please, Captain Dawkins.”


  Dawkins’ sailors – most of whom who had hidden aboard the DELTA ROSE rather than abandoning ship – divided their force, half scampering to shore to take the bandits into custody while the remainder kept guard from the bows. The action was quick and decisive, and Monterrey could do nothing but bluster and swear while he was taken into custody.


  “You miserable vermin! No one dares lay a hand on Felix Monterrey! I will kill each and every one of you myself, starting with you, Black Fury!”


  “Of course, and our children, spouses, lovers, and dogs,” the Fury muttered from the bow of the steamboat.


  “It’s a good thing my only wife is this ‘ere river,” Dawkins clucked as he spit a glob of tobacco juice over the side.


  “Then perhaps you’ll do me the honors of escorting these men to the Marshal’s office in town. Tell Butch Westerfield that it’s a present from me.”


  “Delighted. I’ll leave a few lads to tend the boiler while we’re away. Boys, heard ‘em on their launch!”


  Monterrey continued raging even as he was lead down to the boat, still incensed at the amazing turn of events. It was only when the steam launch pulled away that the Fury finally allowed herself to lower the hammer of the Winchester rifle and raise the barrel to the sky. She was still soaked to the bone and shivering in the brisk night air. Her wrists and ankles stung from deep rope burn and her joints ached from the ordeal she had endured on the paddle wheel.


  “Well, that seems to be that. I’d trade a month of Sundays for a hot bath and a cup of tea, right now.”


  “Congratulations, chère.”


  The Fury whipped around but she was a moment too slow. Rothschilde caught her in a surprisingly powerful bear bug, placing a rag over her nose and mouth. The Fury gasped instinctively, filling her nose and lungs with tainted air drawn in through the sweet, oily substance coating the rag. Immediately her head began to swim and the deck seemed to sway beneath her feet. Her attempt to drive her had back into the nose of her attacker proved hopeless as her head filled with cobwebs and her vision faded to long, narrow tunnels.


  “You have, once again, saved a thousand innocents from certain death.”


  The Fury finally went limp in Rothschilde’s grasp. He left the rag over her nose and mouth for a few more second to make sure, and then he allowed the sexy gunslinger to slide to ground.


  “The question is, who now will save you from me?”


  * * *


  Consciousness returned only grudgingly to the Black Fury, and would have been deferred much longer except for the persistent gnawing pain that suffused her body. Her head throbbed as if as if she had massive hangover and her stomach was twisted in knots. She would have thrown up except that the acrid taste at the back of her throat suggested that that had already occurred some time ago. Her vision seemed to shimmer as if distorted by desert heat and even the meager amount of light in the room caused her to squint. Her arms and legs were numb, but her hips and shoulders ached maddeningly – a common side effect of being tied up for a prolonged period of time.


  “Ahhh, awake at last. For a while there I thought I had killed you.”


  They were back in the Grand Pavilion of the DELTA ROSE, still savaged from the attack and subsequent gun battle the night before. Light trickled down from the skylights overhead and from the French doors leading out to the deck; the lack of any bobbing or swaying motion indicated that they were run aground. Rothschilde sat at a felt-lined gaming table playing solitaire, a bottle of bourbon and highball glass near at hand. He had removed his long velvet coat and was now dressed in a vest and shirtsleeves. Other than herself, Rothschilde was the only person in the room and he appeared to be unarmed. Normally, the Black Fury would take good advantage of this kind of situation — except that she was bound hand and foot to a heavy straight back chair near the Frenchman’s makeshift gaming table.


  “What… what the hell did you do to me?”


  “The latest new drug from the doctors in Paris. It is called ether — a few whiffs and you’ll sleep for hours. A few more whiffs, and you would have been dead.”


  “So why aren’t I?”


  “Because I prefer my patients alert and fully aware of what is about to happen to them.”


  Rothschilde gave the Black Fury a long stare, mocking and tinged with madness. The Fury had little doubt that he fully meant everything he said. A chill ran down her spine at the thought that Rothschilde just might have been the REAL villain she needed to contend with, and not Monterrey.


  After a moment, Rothschild reached into his vest pocket and pulled out a small medicinal vial, and poured half its contents into his quarter-full glass of bourbon. Then he leaned forward and offered it to his prisoner’s lips.


  “Here, drink this. It will help you shake off the worst of the side effects.”


  At first she considered refusing his offer, fearing some sort of trick. But at the moment she felt so dizzy and nauseated that anything would be an improvement, even if it just put her out of her misery. She opened her mouth and tilted back her head. Her stomach did a lurch as the bourbon burned down her throat and for a moment she thought she might just immediately throw it up. But then her entrails seemed to relax a bit, soothed by Rothschilde’s tonic.


  “You know, ” the Frenchman continued as he leaned back in his chair. “You’re one of the major reasons I decided to travel to the West.”


  “Oh really? I thought it was the 5000 francs on your head from the Count de Leon.”


  Rothschilde looked up from his cards with a mixed expression of admiration and antipathy. “So very pretty and disarming, yet with such sharp talons. But speaking of history, I understand you betrayed your family at the age of 15 to spy for the Union army. Is this true? “


  “No. It was my father that betrayed the family, by supporting the Confederacy.”


  “And he knew their navy, the manning of their coastal installations, and even the schedule of their international envoys. And so did General Grant, thanks to you.”


  “It seems you have highly placed sources…”


  “You have no idea just how much information you can learn in the bedrooms of King Louis XIV. And I assure you, the bounty the Confederacy offered for YOU was considerably more than 5000 francs.”


  “It’s a bit late to collect on that bounty now, I should think.”


  The Fury’s head was beginning to clear so she could take better account of her situation. She was still wearing her costume, though the leather was uncomfortably damp with a mixture of river water and sweat. She was bound to the chair by coils of hemp rope, wrists lashed to the arms, ankles lashed to the legs, and body secured at the waist and chest. The ropes weren’t exceptionally tight but the knots were well done and the wooden chair was extremely sturdy. And, strangely enough, Rothschild had also enclosed her wrists, ankles, and throat in iron fetters, similar to those used for transporting slaves but larger and heavier. Then she noted that her belt had also been weighted down with lead cylinders before and behind each hip. The purpose of the heavy weights eluded her at the moment, though they were likely to prevent her from attempting to swim off the ship.


  “Just pointing out that you of all people should appreciate the unforgiving nature of bounty hunters. I understand your were cornered a half dozen times, at least briefly, until, just days after your 19th birthday, you were captured stealing the plans to the Meeks sharpshooter rifle from the Savannah arsenal.”


  “A bit of an unpleasant birthday present, I must admit.”


  “Indeed, my sources tell me that you were interrogated for three weeks before they finally decided to execute you. But the very night before your hanging you were escorted to the private quarters of the camp Commander, Colonel William Peakes, to be fully indoctrinated into the ‘mysteries of womanhood,’ and at some point you managed to get hold of his cavalry saber. Rather than calling for his guards, Peakes offered to fight you. Despite three weeks of torture, a naked, 19-year-old girl managed to defeat a professional swordsman in single combat. Quite an outrageous tale, do you agree?”


  “I’m not sure I understand where you’re going with this history lesson, Rothschilde.” That was a three week period of her life that she preferred not to think on. Her nipples still bore the scars of the piercing rings and her entire body bore the tell-tale marks of the lash. The rebels had taught her far more than the “mysteries of womanhood” — they had taught her the terrible price that came with strong convictions.


  Rothschilde reached down to the floor and produced a long mahogany box — highly polished and inlaid with silver — and set it on the table. “After your display of marksmanship yesterday I am not likely to challenge you to a gunfight, but swords are a different matter.”


  He opened the box to reveal two exquisite fighting sabers, both identical with sleek highly polished blades, grips wrapped in white leather, and guards made of intricate silver filigree. Rothschilde took up one of the swords and whipped it skillfully through the air.


  “I’ve trained with the saber since I was 4 years old, tutoring with some of the finest masters in France. Guns I leave to others, but steel I wield myself. I came to the West hoping for the ultimate frontier experience – and what could be more thrilling than killing the Black Fury with my own hands.”


  SHING! SHING! SHING!


  The ropes securing the Black Fury to the chair parted like butter at the touch of Rothschilde’s blade. His aim was so sure that he parted every fiber of the rope without so much as scratching the woman bound within. Two more swings and her leg ropes were similarly cut, leaving the amazed Marshal sitting bolt upright in the heavy chair in the midst of a pile of useless rope.


  “You’re… challenging me to a duel?”


  “Of sorts.”


  The red headed dynamo massaged her wrists to speed the return of the circulation, but the heavy manacles on her wrists made her motions awkward and tiring. Any glimmer of hope she had felt at being challenged to a duel suddenly dissipated. With a sinking heart she suddenly recognized the true purpose of the fetters.


  “These bands, they’re hobbling devices, intended to slow down my reflexes.”


  “Indeed,” Rothschild smiled. “As I said, I want the thrill of fighting you. Without the actual possibility of dying.”


  The prickling in the Fury’s toes told her that circulation was returning to her legs and she slowly got to her feet. Exhausted and aching, she looked even younger than her 23 years – a thin wide-eyed slip of a girl with matted hair wearing scandalous black leather. Yet despite all she had been through, she still maintained her noble bearing, like a young royal bent on living her last moments with dignity. Clearly unsteady on her feet, she took up the second magnificent blade and checked its edge.


  “It’s blunted,” she said. “Nothing but a training blade for its twin.”


  Rothschilde shrugged. “Still, its Spanish steel. It could raise a nasty welt if properly applied.”


  The Fury stood to face her captor, chin up in defiance. She extended her sword arm forward and let the blade rattle to the ground.


  “If you’re going to kill me, then kill me. But I’ll have no part of your twisted games.”


  Rothschilde chuckled, unmoved. He placed his sword jauntily to his shoulder and walked toward the double doors. “A noble gesture. With the odds so heavily against you, it must seem pointless to fight me. Fortunately, I anticipated your reservations. A heroine needs someone to rescue, so a rescue you shall have.”


  He opened the doors with a dramatic flourish and the Fury gasped in horror. Just outside the door stood Giselle St Sauveur, the young woman Rothschilde had kidnapped from France, wearing a costume almost identical to the Black Fury’s. Giselle stood atop a barrel with her wrists bound behind her back and her body secured at the ankles, knees, and waist with leather belts. A noose was snug around her throat, with the rope continuing up to a pulley set on the second floor promenade then doubling back toward the deck to end at a tin bucket suspended some four feet in the air. Immediately above the bucket hung a large leather bladder, with writing on the side indicating that it held 30 gallons of cod liver oil. Giselle’s eyes were wide with terror but her moans of protest were all but completely muffled by a black gag similar to the one the


  Fury herself had worn during her ordeal on the paddle wheel. Almost casually, Rothschilde nicked the oil skin with the tip of his sword, sending a rivulet of cod liver oil down into the tin bucket. The bucket was empty now, but as it filled it would exert an ever greater upward force on the noose around Giselle’s neck. It was only a mater of time — perhaps 10 minutes — before the pail was sufficiently heavy to lift the girl completely off the barrel, hanging her by the neck.


  “My little pet frequently gets the honor of playing you in our little love games. Now she will die along with you. Unless you can save her.”


  The Fury felt the tingle of adrenaline surging through her body as she contemplated her grim options. She had little doubt that Rothschilde was prepared to execute Giselle before her very eyes, a death that would be slow and extremely painful. Yet meeting him in combat fettered and wielding a blunted sword would be suicide. The one thing that she could count on was that Rothschilde would undoubtedly take his time, savoring the sadistic experience of the one-sided battle. But it was a small consolation, since each passing minute would only bring Giselle closer and closer to death.


  There was no way out — both Rothschilde and the Fury knew it. With a sigh, she knelt down and picked up the sword.


  “Very well, Rothschilde. I’ll fight. But promise when you kill me you’ll let Giselle live.”


  Rothschilde stepped toward her with his sword at the ready. “Sorry chère, but with you dead who have I for sweet Giselle to role play? Her only hope is that you defeat me in battle and save her yourself. Which is no hope at all!”


  The insane Frenchman lunged at the Fury for a quick cut. She was a moment too slow in raising her defense, and the blow cut a neat gash in her left thigh. The trapped avenger gasped in surprise and sudden pain.


  “Come now. You’ll have to try harder than that.”


  His steel sang again but this time the Fury was just quick enough to deflect the blow. His almost casual back slash she knocked aside, and his next prod at her face found only empty air. But his foot didn’t. The wily nobleman kicked her front leg out from under her. She landed flat on her back with Rothschilde’s sword tip at her throat.


  “Really, Fury, you disappoint me. How can you possibly hope to rescue my dear Giselle with such clumsy swordplay?” With a flourish he pulled his sword away, leaving a second gash across the Fury’s left hip. The law woman doubled up hissing, clutching at the bleeding wound.


  When the Fury turned her face back up to her tormentor, her eyes smoldered with a resolve that hadn’t been present a moment before, her eyes fixed in hard slits that belied her otherwise youthful countenance. She again took up her sword, smearing its white leather grip with her own blood, and climbed ponderously to her feet.


  “There now. Much better,” Rothschilde mocked as she knocked aside three thrusts in rapid succession. “I see you’re getting into the fighting spirit. Let us see what you can take.”


  Rothschild now laid into her in earnest, unleashing a flurry of blows against his hobbled opponent. She was forced to retreat steadily under his onslaught, twice taking her sword into both hands to avoid being disarmed, but she managed to fend off each attack. Once backed up against the bar, however, she had no room to retreat and Rothschilde laid a third gash across the tricep of her sword arm. Even at the top of her game the Fury would have been hard-pressed to defeat the calculating and excellently trained Frenchman.


  Exhausted, fettered, and wielding a blunted sword, she didn’t stand a chance. He could basically mark her at will. Which, apparently, was exactly what Rothschilde had in mind. The duel would continue until the Black Fury collapsed from exhaustion and blood loss.


  Her only hope to even prolong the duel was to put some space between her and her opponent. She rolled backward over the bar as fast as the 50 pounds of iron would allow, and again struck a defensive pose.


  “Vault the bar and you’ll be singing soprano,” she said simply.


  “Very clever,” Rothschild nodded with approval. “For your guile, I will make your next mark especially painful.”


  Rothschild lunged forward and again put the Black Fury to the test. The effort and concentration required was tremendous, but she managed to deflect each blow, all the while moving slowly down the bar toward the doors leading to Giselle’s sinister deathtrap. The effort required to counter Rothschilde’s rain of attacks was exhausting, and by the time she neared the open door she was gasping for breath, her face slick with sweat. Rothschild, on the other hand, seemed fresh and as pleased as she had ever seen him.


  He missed with a final overhand cut before backing slightly away to check in on Giselle.


  “Mhhh! Mhhh!,” the French girl moaned desperately through her gag. The bucket was now almost a third full of heavy cod liver oil, and the noose was drawn painfully tight around her throat. She twisted Hopelessly in her leather straps as the barrel on which she stood wobbled dangerously. Her eyes silently pleaded Rothschilde to save her.


  “Hmm, I think I understand now why you heroes enjoy your work so. People are most appreciative when you save their worthless hides. But now… you seem to be all out of bar!”


  His attack came so suddenly that the Fury was forced immediately backward, away from the bar and through the open door. Rothschilde’s fencing was meticulous and deadly, each thrust intended to open another gash in his lovely opponent. The Fury worked her sword desperately, gasping from the effort of blocking each swing. Unable to retreat fast enough, the Fury lashed out with attacks of her own, but to no effect. In exchange for her bravery, Rothschild rewarded her with another slice, this time at her throat. Only blind luck saved her as his blade scraped across the surface of the iron slave collar leaving the Fury herself unscathed.


  She seized opportunity to catch Rothschilde’s blade against her grip, forcing both blades up into the air and bringing the two combatants almost chest to chest.


  “A good fight,” Rothschilde smiled as he pressed his pelvis against hers so that she could feel his hardened member beneath his trousers. “But I can think of a few other things I’d like to do with you while you expire. Shall we finish it?”


  Rothschilde threw the Fury off like a rag doll, her backward momentum carrying her to the railing of the riverboat only feet from where Giselle stood on her precarious perch. Beyond the railing was the muddy water of some rain-flooded Mississippi tributary where the DELTA ROSE had run aground. The current was running swiftly — leaping into the waters of the river would be just as fatal as the tip of the Frenchman’s sword. Meanwhile, the cod liver oil was continuing to accumulate in the bucket in a foul smelling pool, ever increasing the upward force on the noose around Giselle’s neck. But suddenly, the Fury saw a last desperate chance, for both of them.


  “I agree,” she said, “Lets finish it now.”


  Her sword was dulled, but it worked magnificently against the wall of the oil skin, shattering it like a ripe melon and sending a gout on oil into the bucket and out across the deck. Giselle was whisked up into the air as the bucked dropped to the deck, filled with dark oil.


  “You fool, you’ve only doomed our little friends to…”


  Rothschilde stepped forward to finish off the Fury but with his thrust his foot slid forward in the oil. The Fury seized the brief opportunity to slip into the arc of his sword arm and swing her arm like a mace, striking him hard in the jaw with the full weight of the iron wrist manacle. Teeth flew as Rothschilde’s jaw shattered under the force of the impact and his sword slipped from his hands. A second swing to the temple struck with the heavy wet sound of cracking bone. Rothschilde slipped lifelessly to the ground to take his place amidst the cod liver oil.


  Wasting no time, the Fury scooped up Rothschilde’s sword and slashed at the rope connected to the overflowing tin bucket. Giselle dropped lifelessly to the deck and started pitching over the edge. The exhausted heroine just managed to snare her by the back of her belt and drag her to the deck before she could plummet into the muddy river below.


  “Mademoiselle, mademoiselle, are you alright.” The red headed Marshal pulled the noose away from Giselle’s throat and removed the gag. She was gratified to hear Giselle take in a deep gasp. After several moments the French noblewoman opened here eyes and tried to speak.


  “Shush,” the Fury comforted. “Don’t try to talk. You had a close call.”


  But Giselle would not be comforted, so the Fury finally knelt down to hear her whispered words.


  “Did… did you kill that… bastard?”


  “No, but he won’t be eating solid food again for six months.” The Black Fury looked over at Rothschilde and scowled. “And by then, he should taste the bite of the rope himself.”


  FINIS


  It’s another beautiful day in the sub-tropical paradise of Oceana. The sun beats down on ancient stucco villas and multi-million dollar resorts alike, driving throngs of sun worshipers to the white-sand beaches, which surround one of the world’s most exotic cities.


  But even as bikini-clad ladies frolic in the azure waters, the hard-working scientists at the Oceana Meteorological Station tirelessly scan the sky by radar looking for signs of trouble.


  Little do they realize the real trouble is walking in through their front door, in the form of the Tempest and her rain-coated thugs. Hang on to your hats folks, there’s a storm brewing and only the Silk Specter stands between Oceana and disaster…
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  CHAPTER 1: Enter the Tempest


  “Please, stay in your seats, Gentlemen,” the Tempest held out her arms as her thugs fanned out to enforce her invitation. Water dribbled off their raincoats despite the cloudless 90-degree day. “Whose in charge here?”


  “I am, Miss…”


  “Tempest. I am the Tempest.” The man was lifted from his seat by the Tempest’s two sexy assistants, both wearing tight PVC jumpsuits. The Tempest herself wore a flowing translucent gown, which clearly showed the tight white body suit underneath. Her face was pale, but radiated a cold, cruel beauty.


  “What is the meaning of this, Miss Tempest? Is this a robbery?”


  “You accuse me of stealing? ” The Tempest’s gray eyes flared. “I should say it is you who’ve been stealing from me. Day after day of this unending sunshine is zapping me of my vitality.”


  “But we don’t control the weather, we just predict it. And with the tools at our disposal even predicting the weather is a challenge.”


  “Such a dear boy,” The Tempest grabbed the man under the chin and squeezed his cheeks into a distended mask. “In the right hands you’d be surprised what your tools can do. Is that the radar room?”


  “Yes, but I can assure you that there’s nothing of value in there.”


  “Oh, but there is. I’ll be relieving you of your little electronic toy. But fear not, you won’t need it to predict the weather — I’ll predict it for you. It will be warm with heavy overcast skies and rain, gradually building in intensity until Oceana is completely washed away. Now, the keys.”


  With little choice, the man surrendered his key chain to the looming madwoman.


  “Thank you, now its time for a little rainy day snooze. ” The Tempest’s thugs pulled out umbrellas and opened them.


  “What? You can’t do that, it’s bad luck!” Just then the sprinkler system activated and the meteorologists were doused with water. Apparently, the sprinkler system had been spiked with a powerful tranquilizer, because in moments the entire staff was asleep.


  “Quickly now gentlemen, load the radar onto the truck.”


  “Do we have tim’ fer that, Mistress?” One henchman asked in a thick cockney accent.


  “What with the welcome we got here last time?”


  “Fear not, dear Blackjack. Hydrowoman and Aquagirl are off chasing a well-planned red herring far from Oceana. And as for their guardian angel the Silk Specter, I’m confident the clues we leave behind will lead her directly to our secondary hideout. I’ve prepared a little ghost-trap for her there.”


  “I don’t know how you could call any trap involving Dinky `little,’” Blackjack smiled evilly. “Still I wouldn’t minds watching the Specter get hers.”


  “Indeed, its high time the Silk Specter paid the price for crossing the Tempest.” She looked to her assistants. “Satin, Leather, let us go prepare for our heroic guest.”


  * * *


  And speaking of the Silk Specter, its show time at the Strand Theater along Oceana’s waterfront. And at the Strand show time means magic. The applause for the last warm-up act quickly dies out, and the crowd strains their eyes in the darkness for some sight of activity on the main stage. Whistles erupt sporadically as dark, orchestral music begins playing in the background. Finally the announcer cuts in.


  “And now ladies and gentlemen, the Strand Theater is pleased to introduce the most exciting newcomer to the world of magic today. Please join me in welcoming Oceana’s own daredevil illusionist Nina Blackstone.” The crowd cheered madly. “The management of the Strand encourages any guests under the care of a physician to consider moving quickly to the nearest exit, because this show is guaranteed to BLOW YOU AWAY!”


  “Fire!” came a loud voice. Suddenly the already loud room was rocked by the thunder of heavy explosions. The lights came up and the main stage was set to resemble the deck of a pirate ship. Stage right and stage left were the fore and aft castles of the vessel, elevated eight or so feet above center stage. The “hull” of the ship presented to the audience was made of heavy planks and lined with cannon ports. Stained glass windows adorned the captain’s quarters aft and a grinning skeleton wielding a cutlass served as the figurehead pointing the way to the bowsprit. Intricately carved railings lined the gunwales of the set, and glowing Victorian lamps dotted the deck. Several thick masts rose up from the stage supporting an intricate web of sails and rigging, and the Jolly Roger few from the highest point. A greasy pirate manned the wheel on the stern castle, and beside him stood a huge richly dressed brigand with a greasy black beard. Other pirates manned the row of short cannons. In the distance to the rear of the stage, another ship was clearly visible flying the flag of England. The smoke trailing from her cannons betrayed that she was the source of the thunderous booms. 


  “Fire you dogs! Death to the puppets of King George!” The guns of the pirate ship went off with deafening roars. Smoke quickly diffused throughout the theater lending a surreal element to the scene and drawing the crowd into the battle.


  The British privateer fired again. At one point the gunwale of the pirate ship exploded in a cloud of splinters, sending men flying. A yard fell from atop one of the masts and clattered to the deck.


  “She’s pulling along side!” the pirate captain bellowed over the din of cannon and pulsing music. “Prepare for boarders.” The men moved away from the cannons and produced pistols, whips and swords. “100 doubloons for the one that brings me Captain Blackstone’s head!”


  The cutthroats snarled as men suddenly swung in from all directions, some dressed in the red of the Royal Marines, others in white and blue of the Royal Navy. Leading the charge was a young woman, dressed in a billowy white silk blouse and black tights with a broad leather belt and a thigh-length boots. Her thick coppery hair flowed exotically behind her and her large green eyes were intense as if she really were an avenging British privateer.


  The stage degenerated into a maelstrom of deadly combat, with Nina’s magic mixed seamlessly into the action. One minute a pirate swordsman disarmed her, but with a smooth motion of her arm a new saber appeared in her hand. At another point, a man took careful aim at the lithe captain and fired his pistol, but Nina produced the bullet in her teeth and continued the battle. Then she intercepted one of her own men as he was being cast overboard, producing a thin metal hoop and placing it in his path of travel.


  Briefly the man seemed to disappear, but then reappeared through an open porthole over 20 feet away.


  As the action progressed in a dizzying blur of stunts and illusions, more and more of the British warriors slumped to the deck dead while the number of pirates, if anything, seemed to increase. Finally, Nina was alone against the ugly mob, and they closed in for the kill. But just as it seemed she would be drowned in a sea of bodies, the beautiful teenager produced a glowing orb, which seemed to hang suspended above her hand. The buccaneers stared at it — along with the audience — in rapt attention, as the sphere grew larger until, at last, it burst to reveal a huge snarling tiger.


  The men ran in terror and Captain Blackstone seized the moment to lift a heavy cannon ball from the locker near one of the guns. With an effort she hurled it skyward, and even as it ascended the iron shot was transformed into a flock of white doves, which flapped out over the heads of the audience as if in warning to other ships far over the horizon. The illusionists watched them dramatically from center stage, the calm before the final storm. 


  Once the tiger was gone and the pirates flooded back onto the stage to finish the job they had started. Captain Blackstone met them head on, pistol in one hand saber in the other. The battle was extended and elaborately choreographed, but finally the shapely privateer was disarmed. As the music built she was led struggling to kneel before the Pirate King, who laughed cruelly and pointed upward into the rigging, where men were already stringing a hangmen’s noose from the highest mast. Nina’s wrists were secured behind her back with iron manacles, and a wad of cloth forced into her mouth then secured with a silk scarf. Other manacles joined by a short chain were secured to her ankles and a gang of nimble cutthroats hauled her up the main mast to the middle yard.


  Nina’s booted feet were placed at one end of a tightrope strung between the masts some 30 feet above the stage. The audience got a final look at Nina Blackstone’s soft-featured face before a large silk bag was slipped over her head and down over her body, shrouding all of the magician but the soles of her boots. Then the pirates slipped the hangman’s noose around Nina’s throat, pulled it snug and, jeering crudely, prodded her out onto the tightrope. Bound hand and foot, gagged, and encased in silk, the performer’s footing on the rope was precarious. But the men prodded her on with sharp swords until Captain


  Blackstone was midway between the two masts. She swayed dangerously on the thin line, and could only struggle weakly at her bonds lest the exertion throw her off balance.


  The music approached a crescendo as the Pirate King motioned to his men stationed at either mast. The crowd moaned as the men produced torches and set either end of the rope ablaze, trapping the doomed Captain Blackstone between them. The flames eagerly consumed the rope even as they crept ever closer to the feet of the British Captain. The seconds dragged agonizingly on as the shrouded teenager seemed to work ineffectively at her restraints, suspended 30 feet in the air, and completely cut off from all communication.


  No one in the audience breathed. They just stared at the silken form, the rope pulled tightly around her throat. Every now and then the magician’s head would move from side to side and the silk over her mouth would bulge in and out with her breathing. The rope burned for an impossibly long time, until the tension was maddening. Then the unbelievable happened: it snapped. The last slim purchase on life suddenly disappeared from beneath the feet of the redheaded privateer and the noose snapped tight.


  But then the silk shroud amazingly went slack and slipped from the noose, drifting slowly down to the stage. Captain Blackstone was gone! The Pirate Captain turned to face the crowd and removed his hat in consternation. Suddenly, a sword was thrust through his back emerging from the center of his chest. Blood streamed down the front of his white ruffled shirt as he slumped to the deck. Behind him stood Nina Blackstone, bloody saber clutched in her gloved right hand.


  The stage went dark and the crowd went wild.


  * * *


  Nina sat before the mirror in her dressing room carefully removing her makeup and basking the glow of a job well done. In recent months her act had become a bore compared to her nocturnal life as the Silk Specter, Oceana’s newest masked vigilante. But the act still gave her a pretense to travel when it suited her, and the local celebrity status gave her access to some areas that would otherwise be off limits. Besides, there was still something exciting about being bound by pirates and forced to walk a tightrope high above the stage while the once rowdy crowd looked on mesmerized.


  Her thoughts were interrupted by a knock at the door. Strange, since the security at the Strand was very strict.


  “Who is it?”


  “It’s me, love. Elizabeth.” The voice was feminine with a delicious British accent, and it triggered some very strong memories from Nina’s subconscious. At least the mystery of how security had been breached was solved.


  Nina ran her fingers through her coppery shoulder-length hair as she stepped over to the door. Beyond it stood Elizabeth Sterling, better known to the criminals of London as the Gray Mouser, a costumed crime fighter unequaled in beauty and courage. Elizabeth was no more than two or three years older than Nina and stood about an inch taller than Nina’s 5 foot 6. She had radiant strawberry blonde hair, which cascaded down to her shoulder blades, and delicate impassive features that hinted at aristocracy. Her gymnast’s body was sheathed in a silky thigh-length black dress with thin shoulder straps. Dark hose and high heels sculpted her powerful legs, and just a touch of gold jewelry completed her look.


  The two women embraced warmly. Nina had first met Elizabeth - rather the Gray


  Mouser — while touring with her act in London. At the time, the city was under a crime siege at the hands of a woman known only as the Countess. Nina recognized the name from the journal of her father, which she had discovered after his murder. The Countess was an associate of a shadowy cooperative of criminals and social outcasts known as The Order, a group which Roman Blackstone had devoted his life to thwarting until they finally killed him. Using the information contained in the journal Nina quickly dissected the Countesses’ scheme and tracked her to her lair. Making her transformation into the


  Silk Specter, she had moved in for the kill.


  It was while infiltrating the Countess’ country manor-stronghold that Nina met Elizabeth. The Mouser had arrived just ahead of her and the Silk Specter found the costumed vigilante already engaged in a deadly struggled with a dozen henchmen. Nina pitched in and turned the tide of the battle, but even as the two superheroines introduced themselves, the air around them filled with drugged darts. When they awoke, they were the Countess’ prisoners.


  For the remainder of the night and all the next day, Nina and Elizabeth were left to the mercy of the countess’s Ladies in Waiting, who repeatedly tied and pleasured the young heroines in increasingly more stringent bondage, tormenting them with their own passion. That night, Nina and Elizabeth were bathed and perfumed, then dressed in hose and satin tunics with tall boots and circlets of silver around their foreheads (not unlike the costume Nina had chosen for her pirate act). Looking every bit like knights of old they were chained and taken to the banquet hall to meet their deaths.


  A large crowd had gathered at the banquet hall, which was centered around a dirt-floored arena. While the guests ate, Nina and Elizabeth were chained to bondage poles on either side of the Countess. During dessert, the two vigilantes were mocked as “chastity belts” complete with huge vibrating dildos were presented to the countess. Nina remembered struggling desperately as the short skirt formed by the hem of her tunic was lifted and the belt pulled tightly around her hips. The crotch strap was raised into position and the shaft was forced home through the fragile hose. After hours of nonstop sexual arousal the sensation of the lubricated monster inside her was maddening. The first orgasm tore through her body even as she was dragged away for further preparation.


  Nina and Elizabeth were hung by their wrists from overhead rings facing each other only a few feet apart. Both women writhed under the touch of the dildos now invisible beneath their tunics as men slowly began encasing their bodies in gorgeous suits of armor. Elizabeth’s suit was dazzling silver adorned with lions, while Nina’s was polished ebony decorated with golden dragons. The suits were fully authentic, except that the individual pieces were secured together with a rivet gun instead of straps. Clearly, the Countess didn’t intend for either heroine to ever get out of their splendid attire.


  The Countess spoke some words of doom, which Nina didn’t hear, lost as she was in sexual delirium and the beautiful countenance of the Gray Mouser. But with the final words, large ball gags were forced into the women’s mouths and intricate helms were riveted into place. The next thing Nina knew, she was lifted skyward and deposited on the back of a great war-horse, snorting and fiery. She was led to one corner of the arena and a long steel-shod lance was placed in her hands. She tried to resist holding the deadly weapon, but servomotors concealed in the suit forced her hands to comply.


  A roll of drums and a wave of the Countesses’ hand sent the two young adventuresses hurling against each other at lethal speeds. Nina fought with all her strength to move the steel-shod lance, but the servos held it pointed directly at the Mouser’s intricately adorned breastplate. The impact was crushing, and both women were thrown from their horses, landing heavily on the ground. Neither lance had pierced the heavy armor, though, so the stunned avengers were remounted and set for another charge.


  The punishing tournament would proceed until one knight was impaled, and the crowd cheered more madly with each pass. On several occasions Nina managed to stay on her horse, but on others she was knocked completely unconscious by the double impact of lance and earth. On one of these occasions, however, even as her head swam and her vision grayed, Nina noted to her surprise that the servos in her armor were no longer functioning. Looking down through the grill covering her face, she could see that a box fastened to the waist of her suit was shattered, which must have contained the batteries for the motors.


  On the next joust, she took careful aim at the battery box on the Mouser’s armor. She neatly crushed the box, even as the Mouser shattered yet another lance against her weakening breastplate. Miraculously Nina had been able to remain on her mount, and the Mouser’s freedom of motion was restored. They were then free to simply ride out of the arena to safety. Elizabeth called in the SAS in time to round up most of the crowd, though the Countess herself managed to slip away in the confusion.


  Nina had spent the next week convalescing at Elizabeth’s flat in downtown London. Both had been covered with bruises after the deadly joust, but after a week sharing each other’s company they were out prowling the dangerous streets of the River District as the Gray Mouser and Silk Specter. Nina’s face flushed thinking of the long intimate nights before the roaring fire they had enjoyed “tending” to each other’s wounds.


  All these thoughts flashed through Nina’s mind the instant she peered into Elizabeth’s cool blue eyes. The slight blush on Elizabeth’s cheeks betrayed that she was thinking them too.


  “Elizabeth! This is such a surprise.”


  “A fine show,” Elizabeth said. “And if I may say, an outstanding tribute to the Royal Navy.”


  “Thank you. I’ve been trying to spice it up more recently. Come in.” Nina lead Elizabeth into the cramped dressing room.


  “You had me on the edge of my seat. The lights, and flashes, the costumes, and everywhere magic. It was all very moving. You certainly didn’t show me any of the techniques you used this evening. ” Nina had taught Elizabeth how to escape from a number of bonds, and had given her ample opportunity to practice.


  “Hmmmmm. So how are things in London? I understand you brought in the Creeper.”


  “Yes. Brought in a dozen other lesser rafs as well. But all in all it’s been quiet, though I must admit I’ve stayed away from the medieval museums of late.”


  “I understand. If I ever see another suit of armor it will be too soon. So what brings you to Oceana, business or pleasure.”


  “Business actually. I came to deliver a warning.”


  “Sounds ominous.”


  “You judge. I was closing in a real psychotic, possibly a metahuman, calls herself the Tempest. I understand you two have met.”


  “Yes. Shortly before my tour to England I helped the Silver Sentinel foil one of her schemes. ” She had actually saved the Sentinel’s butt.


  “She’s been in England since her defeat here. I understand she rather prefers the weather. But she’s recent taken the millions she has stolen over the past year and gone packing.”


  “Back here?”


  “Afraid so. I thought I should let you know. And look here.” Elizabeth held up a newspaper clipping from the most recent Oceana paper. It outlined an odd caper, where three women and an army of thugs had drugged the entire staff of the Oceana Meteorological Institute and made off with their Doppler weather radar.


  “How odd,” Nina commented more to herself. “What could the Tempest want with a weather radar?”


  “I’m not certain,” Elizabeth’s hands were on her hips in a characteristic superheroine stance. “But I wager its skullduggery. Some kind of signaling device perhaps, or a high voltage source. It could even be used as a weapon at short range.”


  “Thank you for bringing me the information. Sounds like big trouble.”


  “Want my help, Nina?” the inflection Elizabeth put on “Nina” sent another chill down her back.


  “Maybe. But I’ll need to collect some information first. You in town for long?”


  “Three days, at the Ritz Carlton. The Creeper goes before the magistrate on Monday.”


  “Alright, I’ll call you.” Elizabeth pecked Nina on the cheek and got up to leave.


  “One thing,” she turned form the door. “That last trick. I couldn’t see any of the safety lines you said you use for dangerous stunts on stage.”


  “Yea well, I haven’t been using them these days.”


  “What happens if anything goes wrong, and you slip off that rope while making your way out to the middle?”


  Nina smiled. “Lets just say the audience would receive my most heartfelt performance.”


  “Mad girl.” Elizabeth Sterling smiled, and then closed the door behind her.


  * * *


  That night, Nina arrived at her loft apartment in the long-abandoned Spirit Theater. The ornate structure had been willed to her by her father, Roman Blackstone, after his death during a highly publicized escape stunt. In fact, it was the only part of her inheritance that hadn’t been stolen by Nina’s aunt Hypatia, Roman’s sister and bitter enemy, and that was only because Hypatia didn’t know about the theater to include it in the doctored will. For years the structure had served as Roman’s headquarters for his secret war against the evil of The Order. Now the Spirit, with its many mysteries, served the same purpose for the Silk Specter.


  Now showered and dressed down after a long day at the Strand, Nina stared out the window of her spacious loft apartment at the fading tropical day. She had rinsed the coppery theatrical dye from her hair and her glossy black mane spilled over the shoulders of her silk dressing gown. Since starting her stage career, she always appeared in public with her trademark carrot top. Even most of her closest friends thought she was a natural redhead. In fact, she only removed the dye when she was out of the city, or when she was contemplating an outing as the Silk Specter.


  Nina absently held the newspaper article Elizabeth had brought regarding the theft of the radar. She had been preoccupied with it since the moment Elizabeth left, and it very nearly cost her during the final show of the day when she almost dropped the heavy cannon ball on her foot. At last, her cat Sabrina leapt into her lap. The appearance of the animal gave her some unexpected insight into the mystery of the Tempest.


  “You know Sibi, for a woman obsessed with dreary weather, there aren’t many places the Tempest would feel at home in Oceana. But I happen to know that the Oceana Zoo has closed the Amazon Dome — their special indoor rainforest exhibit — for 60 days, supposedly due to an outbreak of dangerous tropical insects.


  “But what is she up to? I doubt if the Tempest would install the radar system at the Zoo. She’ll need high ground, privacy, and power.” Struck by another idea, the teenage daredevil whisked into her study, turned to her computer, and began typing furiously. Sabrina followed and purred at her feet.


  “They might not have taken the radar to the zoo, but if I can find the Tempest, I can probably persuade her to take me right to it.” Nina activated several programs on her computer then bought up the web page for the Oceana Zoo. Password data began to flow across the screen as Nina’s computer attempted to crack the remote server. “I think I know how I can thwart the Tempest’s plans long enough to give Chief Jacobson a jump on her. But I’ll have to sneak into her hideout to get a little more information. Should be back before dinner.”


  With that, Nina Blackstone entered a few final commands on her computer then headed for the library, where she pulled on an ancient copy of “Martyrs, Magicians, and Madmen.” A section of bookshelf swung slowly open, revealing a secret room crammed with the effects of Nina’s alter-ego, the Silk Specter. One wall was a long makeup table equipped with anything an illusionist - or superheroine — could want: simple beauty basics, fake skin, squib bullets, wigs, artificial limbs, even full false faces. On the far wall hung a line of costumes with several cuts, including a wetsuit, a lightweight catsuit, three styles of body suits, and one that was little more than a bathing suit. All were a deep violet-black, hand-made in Italy out of a light-weight elastic fabric called Protex that resembled ultra-sheen silk but was extremely puncture resistant. Near the costume rack was a spacious wardrobe cabinet that held her gloves, masks, footwear and accessories. Along the third wall was another workbench flanked by display cabinets lined with an arsenal of weapons and gadgets.


  And in the center of the room rested a gleaming metal skull atop a white marble Corinthian column — the mysterious Oracle of the Saints Theater. Her father had written of it often in his journals, and told her to listen carefully to its twisted wisdom if she decided to follow in his footsteps as an agent of The White. But so far it had only spoken to her on two occasions, once to acknowledge her decision to follow her father, and once to tell her to begin taking small doses of a strange powder hidden in a secret alchemy lab in the cellar. She had been taking trace doses of the tasteless white powder ever since, despite the fact that Aquagirl’s chemical analysis indicated that the powder was in fact a highly dilute paralysis agent. 


  Nina undressed to her bra and g-string, and then ran her finger down the line of costumes. Since the Amazon dome would almost certainly be wet, she selected a long-sleeve rubberized body suit, cut high at the hips with a waterproof turtleneck collar and silky cape. She began her transformation by pulling on a pair of silky translucent hose, which caught the light but didn’t alter her normal tanned skin tone. Then she wriggled into the glossy body suit which was custom tailored to her form. It was skin-tight around her hips and waist then loosened slightly at the bodice to allow room for her full breasts. Shoulder pads sewn into the garment gave her a more angular look, and the sleeves tapered rapidly until they were tight from elbow to wrist. Next, she added thigh-length rubberized boots with high heels and long gloves of the same violet-black as the body suit. Finally, she picked up her eye mask, smeared its inner surface with theatrical adhesive, and carefully pressed it into place.


  Now costumed, she moved to the workbench to gear up. First, she extended her left arm and snapped a black bracer around her wrist. It was loaded with several different types of projectiles, including draglines and fiber optic probes. Then she slung her heavy utility belt low across her hips, buckling it into place with a gold buckle bearing her trademark double-s symbol. It contained an arsenal of crime-fighting equipment and was well worth the added weight. Surveying the weapons in the display case, she bypassed her short fighting sword, katanas, and prized 9mm Glok in honor of a taser and her telescoping fighting staff.


  As she slipped the 9-inch long staff into its sheath along her belt she was drawn to her image in the mirror. Beneath the form-fitting costume her body was lithe and powerful. The light danced off the subtle ripples on her flat stomach, and the skin-tight high-heeled boots highlighted her thin muscular legs. The utility belt was tight around her thin waist and the cape rustled regally behind her. The mask covered her face from hairline to cheekbones with a thin layer of wet-looking vinyl the same violet-black as her body suit. Her soft full features and wide green eyes were if anything accentuated by the partial concealment.


  The voice in her head told her again that this WAS her true identity. As Nina Blackstone the magician, she prepared for months to create a world of illusion. But as the Silk Specter, she lived for the moment in a world that was deadly real. Only her own strength and courage stood between her and horrible death. The excitement, the danger, and the memories of her countless brushes with death - it was like a drug. Her entire body tingled with anticipation at the thought of what the night had in store for the Silk Specter.


  Ready for action, the Specter slipped down a fireman’s pole at the center of the room that ran to yet another secret room in the storm sewer below. There waited her car, Black Magic, a Dodge Viper modified in England with bulletproof glass, an arsenal of weapons, and a self-healing paint job. Nina climbed in, secured the five-point harness, and threw a few switches.


  “Lets go, Black Magic,” she said so the on-board computer could check her voiceprint. A green light flashed on the control panel and the Specter was in control. The engine purred to life and, in a flash, the Dark Angel was speeding through the night.


  Heading straight for the Tempest’s trap.


  * * *


  Though the Specter doubted if the Tempest knew it, it had been she that had foiled her first plan to destroy Oceana. Nina had stumbled onto the villainess’s lair in posh Pacific Heights and, using a laser microphone, had learned of all the Tempest’s plans, including the fiendish trap she had set for the Silver Sentinel. Given the arrogant nature of super villains, the Specter was confident that the Tempest’s new hideout would again be poorly defended. Getting in and out of such a huge place as the Amazon Dome would be easy.


  She stopped her car about half a block from the Zoo with its hundreds of acres of landscaped pens and exhibit houses. Fortunately, the Amazon Dome was in one corner of the zoo grounds, easily accessible on two sides.


  “Security on,” the teenage vigilante murmured to Black Magic as she slipped out of the car and checked her utility belt. The control console of the sleek sports car went dark. Now on her own, Nina trotted off through the deepening twilight, making for the huge dome.


  The Silk Specter took full advantage of her petite size, slipping through a small ventilation shaft and into the dome. The interior of the high-tech facility was breathtaking. From her vantage near the top of an artificial cliff, the tropical rain forest sprawled for as far as the eye could see. Scores of birds squawked everywhere, and the trees were dotted with monkeys. Through the middle of the complex flowed a wide river. Small animals frolicked in the shallow rushing water. In the distance rose a small stone pyramid, a replica of an Incan temple. Water streamed from the sky, and the roof of the complex was lost in a low layer of clouds.


  “Oh my God,” she whispered, clutching the hem of her cape.


  The Maid of Mystery could suddenly appreciate the Tempest’s wisdom in choosing the dome as her new lair. Defended or not, she could be hiding anywhere in the lush jungle. The natural fauna could completely conceal any number of traps or surveillance devices. The constant rain reduced visibility and would make footing treacherous away from the established walkways. Finally, the Specter’s violet-black costume stood out terribly amidst the riot of greens, blues, and browns.


  Stumbling into traps was the Sentinel’s game. The Specter decided to withdraw and think out a better plan of attack. But then she heard a sound that she couldn’t ignore - a cry for help.


  “HELP ME! My God, somebody PLEASSSE HELP ME!”


  Nina’s calm green eyes sought out the origin of the cries. There! Near the river, a dark-haired woman was suspended over the water in a bamboo cage. She had been stripped down to her conservative underwear and her wrists tied over her head. The cage was being slowly lowered towards the water. Despite her fear, the woman was strikingly beautiful and strangely familiar.


  “Jill St Marie! The weather woman from Channel 15 news!” So perhaps that was it. The Tempest was getting her revenge on the weather establishment because she blamed them for the long period of perfect weather!


  “Shit,” The adventuress cursed as she felt the sudden tingle of excitement. Despite the risks she was going in after all.


  Cursing her inability to turn away from the almost sexual excitement of a rescue, the shapely heroine secured a dragline to a tree and lowering herself down toward the river. As she reached the first wooden walkway, she got a better look at Jill’s predicament. She was still some 25 feet above the water, dropping about a foot every 10 seconds. The Specter had perhaps 5 minutes to save her. Following the rope up from the cage, she could just discern the electrical winch, high up in a tree. No time to stop the descent of the cage, so she would have to free the trapped weather reporter before it was too late.


  Fortunately, the cage was only made of wood and bamboo. The Specter pulled a black pistol grip from the rear of her utility belt, took careful aim, and fired. There was a loud report and a heavy grapple fired from the device, trailing a thin line. The hook wrapped around one of the bamboo bars and held fast. The teenage dynamo bounded over the rail of the walkway, sliding at breakneck speed down towards the river. She pulled in the line as she slid, praying she didn’t hit a tree in the next few seconds. Then she hit power recoil and the device lifted her cleanly off her feet. She just managed to fend off a tree trunk with a kick as she rapidly ascended to the base of the bamboo cage.


  The Specter got her footing on the base of the cage and stood up. The beautiful reporter suddenly stopped screaming and looked gratefully through the bars at her young rescuer.


  “The Silk Specter! Thank God you’re here!” Jill St Marie lunged toward Nina as if to seek protection from the masked vigilante. “A crazy woman abducted me from the studio. I think she’s going to kill me!”


  “Not today she isn’t,” The Specter said as she quickly checked out the bars. They were more solid than they seemed from a distance. “Looks like I’ll need to come in through the roof!”


  To the Dark Angel’s delight, the roof of the cage was only made of woven grass. It was thick and water logged, but no match for the blade in her utility belt. The Specter quickly hacked a small hole in the roof.


  “Hurry! My feet are almost in the water!”


  The raven-haired heroine dropped into the cage and saw that Jill was exaggerating. They were still some 12 feet above the water. Still, fear was etched into the shapely brunette’s face as she struggled beautifully in the tight bondage. The Specter put aside her desire to drink in the image of the trapped reporter and instead cut her free.


  “Okay, you’re free,” Nina calmly instructed looking up towards the roof. “Now let me boost you up through- “


  But the Specter’s words caught in her mouth. The reporter wrapped her arms gently around her rescuer and planted a long passionate kiss on her lips. The courageous cutie felt the familiar passion that danger and adrenaline always built up in her raise towards the surface. She almost swooned.


  The two women locked gazes as the Specter fumbled to think clearly. Her vision seemed to be graying. “Why would the Tempest want to kill you?” She finally asked. Something was wrong.


  “She doesn’t want to kill me.” Nina looked over numbly as Jill St Marie locked steel cuffs around both her gloved wrists. “This trap is meant for you.”


  The Silk Specter shook her head, trying to shake off the effects of the drugged kiss while Jill slipped the young heroine’s booted feet into a set of metal brackets secured to the floor. They sprang shut like bear traps, wrapping tightly around her ankles.


  The good news was that the drug was very short lived. The bad news was that teenage avenger recovered just as the scheming reporting secured her wrist manacles to chains hanging from the ceiling. The Specter struggled as Jill activated a small hidden winch, which raised the trapped heroine’s hands high over her head.


  “This is a trap?” The Specter was in shock. “But how?”


  “Yes Silk Slut, a trap set just for you. I was starting to get nervous that you wouldn’t show. The Tempest may have used me for her entertainment instead of you.”


  “But aren’t you.”


  “Jill St Marie? Yes I am, but you can call me Leather. The TV camera just doesn’t do me justice, does it?” Jill ran her hands down the Specter’s flanks, pausing to knead her firm breasts through the thin costume. “The camera doesn’t do you justice either, Specter. I can see now why the Tempest gave so much thought to your delicious demise.”


  Jill stepped back to face the chained teenager and pulled a small blade from her panties. “The Tempest knew you were a hopeless romantic and would fall for the damsel in distress bit. But now that you’re here, lets just dispense with the window dressing shall we?”


  The Specter’s captor cut a series of ropes near the floor and ceiling and the bamboo facade fell away. The fearless fem now found herself in a cage of gleaming stainless steel, with a gate in the roof providing the only access. A series of five small cameras were mounted at various points on the cage, all trained on the masked avenger.


  “So this is a public execution?” The Specter pulled at her tight restraints.


  “The Tempest wanted to watch the show from the control booth. She’s busy getting the Ionotron running, but she’ll be here in spirit. And she brought a little friend all the way from Peru, just to keep you company.”


  Nina followed Jill’s finger down towards the river. A perimeter of fencing with its top just under the surface ran around the area where the cage would enter the water. Within the clear, greenish water bounded by the fence the Specter could make out a very sinister shape, over a foot in diameter at its widest point and over 25 feet long. Its skin was almost translucent as it swam about just below the surface of the water. The Dark Angel’s could not force down the expression of horror on her face. It was a Peruvian Water Anaconda, grown to grotesque size by years of constant feeding.


  “I think you see now that drowning is the least of your concerns. After we enjoy watching Dinky squeeze the fight out of you we’ll release your ankle restraints so he can swallow you whole.”


  Jill noted that the cage was now only feet from the water. “Wow! I’d better get moving, lest he get two meals for the price of one!”


  With a graceful leap, Jill St Marie propelled herself through the opening in the roof then swung the door closed with a heavy clang. She wrapped a chain repeated around the door and padlocked it in place.


  “But Jill, you’re a pillar of society.” Nina pleaded from within the double deathtrap. “Why are you doing this?”


  “I guess I just got a little tired of predicting the weather and more interested in controlling it.”


  “But the Tempest can’t control the weather.”


  “Ahh, not before she met Professor Greenleaf. But now she plans to unleash her own little weather front on Oceana. Pity you won’t be around to see it. Put on a good show. We’ll be watching” And with that the insane local celebrity was gone, leaving young crime fighter to her cruel fate.


  
    Horror of horrors!

    Is this the end of the Specter?

    Will the Tempest permanently alter the weather around Oceana?

    Tune in next time true believers, the worst is yet to come!

  

  CHAPTER 2: Last Gasp In Dinky’s Grasp?


  Jill St Marie hurried to the control booth to watch the show on closed circuit TV. When she arrived, she found that the Tempest already had Satin - better known as Tracy Holland, weather women for Channel 5 - in a position to complement the evenings proceedings. She was bound spread eagle to a vertical bondage frame wearing nothing but a silver bikini and high heels. The Tempest was watching the monitors trained on the Silk Specter while idling rubbing a vibrator against Satin’s crotch.


  “Ohhhh, you did great out there, Leather,” Satin cooed. “You should have seen the expression on the Specter’s face when you leaned over and kissed her. She loooved it!”


  “You’re just in time for the fun,” the Tempest smiled, implying both the torment of Satin and the televised death of the Silk Specter. “Suit up and help me with Satin. She’s been empathizing with superheroines again.”


  “Oh has she?” Leather stripped off the conservative underwear distastefully and slipped into an extremely tight leather catsuit. She was feeling better already. “A few minutes bound in that cage would cure her of that.”


  “Ohhh, just look at her,” Satin gazed dreamily at the monitor. “Poor girl!”


  The Tempest had adjusted the five cameras to highlight different aspects of the Silk Specter’s plight. The first camera showed a full-length frontal view taken from the center of the wall opposite the Specter. The second camera was on top of the cage just above the trapped heroine, looking down over the twin peaks of her breasts at the rising water. The third camera was focused on the upper half of the Specter’s body, from wrist manacles to belt buckle. The fourth camera highlighted The Specter’s lower extremities, from her muscular abdomen to her high-heeled boots. The final camera was focused tight on her youthful face, framed in shining black hair.


  The Silk Specter pulled with all her surprising strength at the unyielding restraints as water seeped through the floor of the cage. The Tempest had slowed rate of decent considerably to prolong the grisly plunge. The Maid of Mystery’s delicate features and huge green eyes were knit in a gorgeous mix of fear and resolve. Water streamed down her body due to the constant rainfall and the light played off her body suit and shimmering tights.


  “Tell me, Leather, what was it like to touch her? To feel her lips?”


  “It was not the kind of touching I prefer,” Leather suddenly snapped a broad leather whip in mid air, testing the heft. “But she was strong and very confident. Its a pity we can’t have a little more fun with her first.”


  “And she accepted her fate with amazing calm,” the Tempest noted. “It was almost as if…”


  “She enjoyed it?” Leather finished for her. “Yes, the little vixen loved seeing me in bondage and was probably thrilled when I turned the tables. But she sure won’t enjoy what happens next.”


  Indeed. The Specter now pulled deliciously at her bonds as the water level neared her ankles. Dinky was already bumping up against the bottom of the cage, and every jolt increased the urgency of the Nina’s struggles. Occasionally, she would turn her delicate gaze almost hopefully up at the trap door above, now sealed with coils of heavy chain. Her cape danced haughtily behind her shoulders.


  “Times running out, Silk Specter,” the Tempest spoke into a microphone, which relayed the signal to the cage. “Are you enjoying my little ghost trap?”


  “Save your breath Tempest!” came the Specter’s reply over the loud speaker so all could hear. Her voice quivered slightly despite the courageous words. “You’ll never get away with this!”


  “Oh but I will and much more. With Hydrowoman and Aquagirl out of town and one pesky adversary in the belly of a snake, Oceana is my storm sewer. But first, I plan to have a little fun while watching Dinky enjoy his midnight snack.”


  The Tempest ran several coils of rope around Satin’s thin waist, and then ran the rope up between her legs. Leather produced a black rubber vibrator and began covering it with lubricant.


  “I know all about your crazy plan to destroy Oceana,” the Specter bargained. “Killing me won’t solve anything.”


  


  “Ahhh but it will. With Aquagirl, your confidant, unavailable, I’m certain you’ve kept your theories quiet, lest the bumbling Oceana Police ruin your case. By silencing you I silence my only true adversary.”


  Leather pulled aside Satin’s G-string and pried open her sex. She forced the buzzing rod completely into Satin’s pussy as the tall blonde writhed in pleasure. Leather then lovingly replaced the small patch of silver fabric and the Tempest pulled the waist rope up through Satin’s crotch. The rope sank deeply between Satin’s labia as the Tempest tied it off, forcing the dildo deeper inside.


  “Besides, you and I have a score to settle.” The Specter looked startled. “Oh yes, I know it was you who saved the Sentinel and detonated my explosives. And for that you have earned a slow and most unpleasant death. A constrictor snake never refuses food, but a well-fed snake will take its time, slowly squeezing the life out of its prey. It’s a sort of game. Dinky is a very well fed snake so he may want to play for several hours. Fortunately, Satin, Leather and I have brought along some toys to keep ourselves entertained as well.”


  WHACK! “Ohhhh.” Leather landed a blow on Satin’s breast with a short-bladed riding crop. Satin lurched seductively in her tight restraints.


  WHACK! “Ohhhhhh.” The whip landed again. Smiling, the Tempest activated the broad area microphone so the Specter could hear the delicious beating.


  SWACK! “Mmmmmmh.”


  Now accompanied by Satin’s moans of pleasure the Silk Specter looked in horror as Dinky finally managed to squirm his tail into the cage. She twisted, trying to extract her feet from the heavy magnetic brackets now submerged in several inches of water. The manacles were fiendishly tight, however, and held her completely immobile as the huge snake began coiling himself around her ankles. She had to think fast.


  “So what scientific reject has sold you on his invention this time?” The Specter locked gazes with the camera trained on her face. ” I hope you didn’t pay him in advance.”


  “I wouldn’t go calling Dr Greenleaf a charlatan.” Dr Greenleaf - better known as the Alchemist — was the evil mastermind that created the Lazarus Formula to animate recently deceased corpses. Nina had only narrowly been able to save Hydrowoman and Aquagirl from dueling to the death for the honor of serving as the Alchemist’s next zombie. “His latest invention, the Ionotron, will soon have Oceana swimming in torrential rain. His payment will be the destruction of Oceana and the delivery of Aquagirl to him in chains.”


  “So you need the cyclotron from the radar system to generate a stream of charged particles for Greenleaf’s device?”


  “That’s an excellent observation. You will be by far Dinky’s most intelligent meal. Getting a little `touchy’ in there, Specter?” 


  The overhead camera provided an excellent view of Dinky’s progress beneath the


  Specter’s heaving breasts. The translucent anaconda slithered rapidly across the teenage avenger’s legs as it rapidly ensconced her in a slimy living cocoon. The arch criminal was pleased to note that the raven-haired beauty’s nipples now stood out firmly through her uniform. The combination of the slithering snake and chilly water were taking their toll.


  “So there is pleasure in the pain, ehh? Intoxication in the danger.”


  The intimate details of the Specter’s fate fueled the passion of the three criminals was they went about their bondage games. Leather continued to methodically whip every inch of Satin’s body; drawing ever more excited moans from the blonde weatherwoman. The Tempest set to work applying painful nipple clips connected by a fine chain to Satin’s large breasts. She casually added weights to the chain as Satin surged towards climax.


  As the cage dropped further into the water, Dinky was able to make rapid progress at enveloping his victim. Stifled gasps of desperation escaped Nina’s lips as the snake’s coils reached the level of her waist, just beneath the water. Its blood gave the monster a pink tint but she could easily identify internal organs through the clear skin. The masked vigilante could also vaguely make out the remains of Dinky’s last meal moving through his digestive system. She shuddered and pulled again at her chains.


  “The Alchemist is a dangerous ally,” Nina tried a new track, fighting down her fear. “I hope you’ve positioned the Ionotron on neutral ground.”


  “Oh don’t worry about me, Specter. I’d be more concerned about yourself.” The Tempest pushed a button and Silk Specter’s cage suddenly plunged into the water. The Dark Angel had just enough time for a quick breath before disappearing beneath the surface of the murky stream.


  In the control booth, Leather switched to a riding crop and began directly punishing Satin’s crotch. The Tempest produced several long coils of rope and began methodically wrapping the weatherwoman’s breasts. Satin moaned piteously until the Tempest forced a large red ball gag into her mouth and strapped it in place.


  “You know, it’s a pity I didn’t have a dildo stashed in that cage,” Leather mused as she whipped another orgasm from Satin’s body. “Silkie could have had hours of fun while Dinky asphyxiated her.”


  “There’s no such thing as the perfect deathtrap, Leather, so I always error on the side of lethality. The important thing is that we get rid of the Silk Specter once and for all. Besides, I think she’s quite uncomfortable right now, don’t you?”


  Indeed she was. Now completely submerged, coil after coil of the huge snake wound around the shapely crime fighter. The monster’s embrace was firm and slippery as it worked its way up her body. It had completely entwined her from the chest down by the time the Tempest began raising the cage. The Specter gasped for air as her face broke the surface, but she knew the fresh air would be short-lived. Dinky was beginning to constrict in earnest.


  “Come on computer,” the teenage avenger whispered anxiously. The once soft, slimy snake was now becoming like coils of steel. “Getting tighter.”


  The Tempest stopped the cage with the Specter’s breasts just under water. The bloated snake was unable to maintain its grip on the portion of the trapped dynamo above the waterline so it slipped back down until there was just enough breathing room to prolong Nina’s ordeal. Still, the Specter’s face showed the pain as the monstrous snake inexorably tightened its grip.


  “Starting to get uncomfortable, Silk Specter?” the Tempest smiled. “Well it’s going to get a lot worse before it’s finally over. You may want to consider screaming now. In a few minutes you just won’t have the breath for it.”


  The Specter instead used her final breaths to question the Tempest further. Her unimaginable calm sent Satin into a screaming orgasm of empathy.


  “It would take … huge stream of ions to create permanent storm clouds … over Oceana. What does … ahhh… the Ionotron ionize anyway.”


  “Curious to the very end, huh? Suffice it to say that the answer is right under your nose. But I imagine you have more… pressing matters to attend to now.”


  The Silk Specter tried to speak, but she couldn’t manage to muster the breath. Seeing that the snake was beginning to put it to the fiery vigilante, the two villainess’s decided it was time to get serious with deliciously suffering Satin. Leather produced a strap-on dildo and fastened it into place while the Tempest removed the crotch rope.


  “Now Satin,” the Tempest laughed, “Its time both you and Silkie paid the price for your little misadventures.”


  But just as Leather was about to set to work on her fellow henchwoman, the control room went dark. The Specter’s cocooned form disappeared from all the monitors. The computer screens in the control room displayed only gibberish, and all systems in the Dome turned off. Even the rain stopped falling for the first time since the Tempest had taken up residence.


  “What is this!” the Tempest bellowed. “Leather, reactivate the Dome!”


  Leather sat down at the computer terminal and typed in some commands. Instead of the usual reboot sequence, all of the screens in the control room came up with the bright yellow symbol of the bat. The message “System secured by electronic lock” scrolled across the bottom of the screen.


  “That snot-nosed little bitch!” The Tempest squealed.


  “Yes!” The Specter sighed in the cage far away from the now mute control room. Her computer had activated the electronic lock right on time. The Dark Angel could only hope that it wasn’t too late to save herself from the snake trap. Quickly she set to work freeing her limbs from the magnetic restraints before Dinky started cracking ribs. Once she had her arms free she desperately tried to force Dinky’s coils apart just enough to reach her utility belt.


  “Leather, fix this thing! I must have the lovely rain or I’ll go mad!”


  “Its completely dead. I can’t even reset the system. From here, there’s nothing I can do.”


  “But there’s something SHE can do, I imagine,” the Tempest pointed out into the darkened Dome. “Leather, get Satin down. Take some men and fetch the Silk Specter. Use your talents for persuasion to make her undo her electronic lock.”


  “Thank you mistress!” the women said in unison, elated at the prospect of getting their hands on the raven-haired dynamo.


  “After she talks, should we put her back in the snake cage?”


  “No, that brat needs to be taught a more brutal lesson.” The Tempest considered her options. “After she talks put her in one of your special Venus Playsuits!”


  “Yes, Mistress!” Leather beamed.


  “Then suspend her in Dr Greenleaf’s beta wave amplification chamber with a Class six reamer. Activate your toys at ten-minute intervals. I’ll finish off what’s let of her when I get back. “


  “Oh course Mistress!” Leather clapped her hands in glee. “But the little thing couldn’t possibly endure so much…”


  “Ahh, but won’t she be gorgeous watching her try,” Tempest cut her off. “Make sure you get that lock removed before you put her in that chamber. Do whatever is necessary. I must go see if Dr Greenleaf can activate the Ionotron ahead of schedule in case the Dome is ruined. I must have that rain.”


  With that, the Tempest stormed through the door, off to activate the Ionotron.


  “Ohhh, poor Silkie,” Satin shook her head empathetically as Leather removed her gag.


  “Yes,” Leather agreed. “I can hardly wait to get started!”


  * * *


  The Specter never saw the tranquilizer darts coming. She had managed to spread Dinky’s coils just enough to squeeze in a finger and activate the taser module on her utility belt. That created enough space around her waist to grab a stun grenade and set it off under water near the snake’s head. She had just slipped free of the Dinky and was hanging from the roof of the cage picking the padlock when she heard a `thump’ and felt a sharp prick on her neck. The young vigilante managed to pull out the dart just as complete darkness overtook her.


  Nina slowly regained consciousness, thinking she had fallen asleep at rehearsal. The dual roles of crime fighter and aspiring magician often forced her to catch naps at odd hours. The incident in the cage must have just been a bizarre dream! Then she tried to rub her face, but found her arms securely bound. In fact, her whole body seemed to be firmly restrained. Slowly, she opened her eyes and was shocked at her new macabre surroundings.


  She was tied spread eagle to an X-shaped cross which tilted backward at a 45-degree angle. Leather straps held her at the wrists, waist, thighs, and ankles. She had been stripped naked except for her nylon g-string and her mask. Her entire body glistened with strongly perfumed oil and her hair was greased back along her head. 


  Looking around, she saw that she was atop the truncated Incan pyramid. The stone alter was just behind her and sputtering torches marked the perimeter of the pyramid’s summit. Water burbled up from a fountain before her and emptied out via a broad, shallow waterfall, which commanded one side of the pyramid. Other than the cross to which she was bound, the Tempest had also installed two bondage poles with a high connecting cross bar and a crystal box the size of a grandfather clock near the alter.


  Before the bound vigilante stood a woman wearing a body suit of white satin and white thigh-high boots.


  “Leather thought you wore a wig,” the woman purred. “Looks like she owes me a long session of Malaysian water bondage.”


  “You’re Tracy Holland from channel 5,” Nina stated with amazement.


  “That’s right, but around here they call me Satin.” Satin picked up a bottle of oil and began lubricating her hands.


  “Both you and Jill St Marie serve the Tempest?”


  “That’s right,” she giggled. “I apologize for the… primitive conditions. But it seems our power is shut down. We’d like you to undo the electronic lock.”


  “I’m sure you do,” the Specter pulled vainly against the restraints.


  “Playing hard to get, eh?” Satin went to work adding more oil to shapely heroine’s body, caressing her pelvis, abdomen and breasts. “Well I think you’ll find I’m immensely persuasive.”


  “HMMMM,” The Specter cooed despite herself. Still, she looked away from Satin.


  “Personally, I like you as a brunette,” Satin continued her rubdown of the bound superheroine. “Watching you in that cage got me soooo hot, Silkie. You were so calm and heroic, even as Dinky wrapped himself around you. And that costume is unreal.”


  Satin walked over to the altar of fake stone and lifted the Specter’s body suit and cape. Firelight danced off the synthetic fabric. “Too bad you’re so petite, or I’d have Leather chain me in the cage for while as the Silk Specter.”


  “I’d be more than happy to help you out, if you’ll just loosen these straps,” The green-eyed vigilante smiled sweetly.


  “He he. I’m afraid not.” She replaced the costume and returned to her prisoner. Satin lifted up on the lower part of the cross and the entire contraption tilted backwards like a teeter-totter. The Specter’s head dropped towards the floor even as her crotch was raised to eye level. “You’re just a kid. Ever danced beneath the touch of a temptress before? Your prom date doesn’t count.”


  “Stay away from me,” Nina warned without much strength as Satin ran light fingers across her sex.


  “Ohhh, ” Satin purred as she unsnapped the g-string and pulled it away, “I see you’re enjoying this already.” The Specter’s neatly trimmed pubis was already wet from the long oiling and her addiction to danger.


  Satin put a hand on either thigh and went to work on the teenage dynamo. Trained fingers gently pried open the Silk Specter’s pussy and Satin ran her tongue expertly across her labia, urethra, and clitoris. The temptress occasionally drew lazy circles with her fingers around the young heroine’s anus.


  The Specter shook her head from side to side and chewed on her upper lip as Satin quickly ignited the fires in her body. Satin knew the perfect mix of light touches and firm pressure to maximize her stimulation. The feeling of complete vulnerability as her exposed pussy pointed skyward further added to her sexual abandon. After only a few minutes, Nina was reaching a climax. Then Satin’s caresses were suddenly gone.


  “Hmmmmm, you’re a hot little bitch, aren’t you? We’ll just have to be careful.” Satin went to work again, this time from another angle, lightly rubbing the Silk Specter’s labia and shallowly invading her pussy. Simultaneously Satin ran her fingers lightly across the daring dynamo’s inner thighs, raising goose bumps on the petite crime fighter. “But you don’t even know what hot is yet.”


  Satin took her time with the sexy vigilante, repeatedly bringing her the brink of orgasm then leaving her unfulfilled. At first the Specter found this type of interrogation almost laughable. Why would she want to halt such a pleasurable process by talking? But after the 15th denied climax, she was beginning to understand the insidious nature of her fate. The longer she danced beneath Satin’s skilled fingers, the more her desire for release consumed her. How long could she maintain her composure before exchanging anything for a screaming orgasm?


  And matters were about to get worse. After an hour of expert stimulation Satin denied Nina a final climax then lowered the teeter-totter until she was again facing the masked crime fighter. The Specter’s eyes were misty with passion and she moved her hips as best she could in the strict bondage.


  “I think it’ about time to up the ante, don’t you?”


  From her chest of toys, Satin produced a triangular strap-on vibrator. She tightly secured the device to the Silk Specter’s legs and narrow waist, and then flipped the switch. Waves of warm stimulation spread out from Nina’s crotch.


  “Ohhhhhhh!”


  To entertain herself while the vibrator did its work weakening the Specter’s resolve, Satin occupied herself by taking ice cubes to the Dark Angel’s firm breasts. “So, how does a slut like you decide to become a superheroine?”


  “Tracy, you don’t have to do this. Mmmmmmm!” The Specter moaned. “Help me, and I’ll help you with the authorities.”


  “Not a very tempting offer, Specter. Soon the Tempest will own Oceana, and I will rule at her feet. You don’t even want to know what we have in store for you.”


  “Listen to me. Ahhhhh— the Tempest is a madwoman. She’ll destroy Oceana not control it.”


  “Well, we all hurt the things we love, don’t we?” Satin turned up the vibrator, and the Dark Angel hissed in passion.


  “Whatever you do to me, the law will stop the Tempest. You still have a chance.”


  “You don’t understand, kid,” Satin pressed the ice hard against the vigilante’s nipple. “This IS what I am. Tracy is just a public image. She is powerless. Satin, on the other hands, holds the power of life and death.” She turned up the vibrator again to illustrate her point.


  “Pleassse,” the Specter was quivering. “No more!”


  “Then perhaps your would be willing to release the electronic lock. You could spare yourself a great deal of additional pain.” But the Silk Specter was swirling once again towards orgasm. At the precise moment, Satin turned off the vibrator and stepped back.


  “Nooooo!” Nina moaned in unfulfilled passion.


  “Now I have a wonderful surprise,” Satin opened a small case and withdrew a large syringe. “This is a concoction of estrogen, adrenaline, and several powerful aphrodisiacs. Leather gave me 20 cc’s and I was insatiable for three days. I’m sure a superheroine like you would accept nothing less than 60. Now hold still…”


  “Hmmmm!” The Specter bit her lip again while Satin injected the fluid into her arm.


  “There! Now for some real fun.” Satin again lowered the Specter’s head to elevate her pelvis and produced a string of large pearls. One by one she began slowly pushing them into Nina’s close-cropped pussy. The process took time, and as the minutes passed the chemicals began to take their toll on the spunky teenager. Her body began to quiver despite the unforgiving bondage, and her own sweat began to mix liberally with the oil coating her naked body. Small coos and moans escaped her lips as she struggled to maintain her composure.


  “There are over 120 pearls inside you, so we have to be careful,” Satin had finished inserting the long string and returned the Specter to an upright position. She licked the sweating, quivering teenager. “Wouldn’t want you to cum too soon. Unless, of course, you wanted to tell me how to lift the electronic lock.”


  The Specter looked long and hard at Satin. “Never, you bitch!” She said at last.


  “Such language.”


  “Hmmm!” The Specter bit down a moan as Satin popped the first pearl out of her vagina and across her clitoris.


  “Ahhhh!” came the second pearl.


  “Mhhhph!” the third.


  “Think how vulnerable you are, Silk Slut,” Satin hissed. “The motion of the pearl is enough to drive you ever closer to the brink.”


  “AHHH!”


  “Imagine, the feel of a tongue, or a finger, or worse.”


  “OHHHH!”


  “And it will get worse. Much worse, until you talk.” Satin neglected to mention that unspeakable fate that awaited the cute, teenage crime fighter after she talked. Thoughts of the future were getting her pussy hot.


  “Ahhhhh! Ahhhh”


  The pull of each pearl across the Specter’s hypersensitive clitoris was almost a small orgasm in itself. Her whole body screamed for a climax, but each shock left her just short of release. And the worst thought was that there were still over 100 pearls in her cunt waiting for their turn and slide across her clit.


  “Nooo! Please stop!”


  “The code Silkie (AHHH!)! Tell me the code to reboot the Dome! (AHHH!)”


  Satin’s passion for the Silk Specter was kindled anew as pearl after pearl oozed across the vigilante’s clitoris without breaking her resolve. Satin herself had begged for Leather’s pardon after only 10, and that was with only a fraction of the powerful aphrodisiac in her system. The shapely youth was almost lost in sexual delirium, but still she refused to talk.


  * * *


  The Silk Specter hung limply on the cross, exhausted. Sweat drenched her body and her eyes were distant. Her craving for an orgasm now almost completely consumed her, yet her captors would not allow it. Satin sat idly by, knowing that inaction was the worst torture she could now inflict on the bound dynamo. Still, the Maid of Mystery would not tell her the code to the electronic lock.


  Leather arrived on the scene dressed in her usual skintight leather body suit, and admired Satin’s work. “Satin, you are without mercy.”


  “120 pearls and not a single orgasm,” Satin bragged. “The girl’s ready to fuck a fence post. But not a word about the electronic lock.”


  “Good,” Leather smiled and opened a box, which contained several garments of thin, shiny rubber. “I like a challenge. Help me Satin. I’ve brought our princess a little costume change.”


  “Good evening Silk Specter!” Leather was amazed at the gorgeous look of defiance still on the Specter’s face. “I’m glad to see you and Satin are getting along so well. You’ll be happy to know that I’ve brought you a new costume! Here, we’ll help you put it on.”


  One by one, the two vixens released the Silk Specter’s arms and slipped on a long latex glove, which ran almost to her armpit. Then they repeated the process with her legs, encasing each shapely limb in a long sheath of rubber ending at a high-heel sole. For decoration, Leather added a rubber garter on the Specter’s left leg just above the cuff of her new “boot.” The garter was black and bore the bright yellow symbol of the double-s. They left the Dark Angel’s mask in place.


  “Please,” the Silk Specter begged as Leather carefully positioned the garter just inches away from her exposed crotch. “Please just touch me. Please.”


  “Of course, I intend to, ” Leather sneered. “Unless of course you tell us how to remove the electronic lock.” 


  Tears welled in the Specter’s eyes, and then she turned away.


  “I’ve also brought you some new jewelry for you, Specter.” She held up several thick leather cuffs with attached steel hoops. “I’m sure you’re just… dying to model it for us!”


  The stout restraints were added to the Silk Specter’s new “costume,” tightly enfolding her wrists and ankles. A leather choker completed the Dark Angel’s new look.


  “All right, let’s take our little heroine to the bondage frame,” Leather rubbed her hands. “I’m ready for a little midnight workout.”


  The two cruel bitches were not about to take a chance with their prisoner. As soon as they had released the Silk Specter’s arms, they cuffed them behind her back. Before releasing her legs they ran a short chain between her ankle cuffs. The adventuress could only shuffle her feet at best. Finally they added a stout leash to the leather collar, and then led the suffering teenager to the bondage frame to multiply her torment.


  The Silk Specter was efficiently secured to the torture posts. First, chains hanging down from the cross bar were locked to her wrist manacles and her arms were raised overhead at 45-degree angles away from her body. Then the short hobbling chain was removed and the Specter’s ankle cuffs were secured to a long spreader bar, which was in turn chained to the floor. Leather noted with satisfaction how the high-heeled boots exquisitely highlighted the muscles of shapely avenger’s widespread legs.


  The Specter stared defiantly at her captors, illuminated by the sensuous flicker of the torches. She could see her real costume, just beyond the women, laying on the alter. Her utility belt rested off to one side.


  “So tell me Specter, when was the last time you enjoyed a good flogging?” Leather cracked a whip to test its heft. It was a single-strand bullwhip with a flattened surface to avoid breaking the skin.


  “I’m trying to cut down on my floggings, ” Nina quipped. “Its so hard on my complexion.”


  Leather’s face turned cold, as she processed the Dark Angel’s mockery. The whip descended with a harsh crack against the Specter’s back. The pain was electric.


  “Ahhhhh!”


  “Still feeling haughty, Silk Specter?” She struck again, tracing a second stripe on the Specter’s exposed skin.


  “I think horny is a better term. Ahhhhhh! But why is the Tempest missing all the fun?” The Specter managed to keep her voice relatively steady, further irritating Leather. The next lash came harder.


  “Ahhhhhhh!” The petite heroine was thrown forward in the chains, almost seeing stars. Leather walked around to the front to regard the trapped vigilante.


  “The Tempest had pressing business with the Ionotron, which is even now beginning to destroy your city. But she is very displeased about the electronic lock. Let me demonstrate how displeased she is.”


  Leather licked out with a stream of lashes, one on the Specter’s left breast, one on her right, one firmly across her abdomen and another across the small of her back. The Specter writhed in the chains and moaned helplessly.


  “Well, I’m sufficiently warmed up! I won’t insult your courage by asking you to talk now. As a superheroine, I’m sure you expect only the harshest treatment from your enemies before divulging any information. Satin, gag her.”


  Smirking, Satin stood before the Specter, and rubbed her hands along the teenager’s oil and sweat-soaked body. “You have no idea how hot you look in your new costume.” She held up a huge black gag in the shape of a penis, with leather straps to hold it securely in place. “You really should have talked when you had the chance.


  Satin carefully forced the penis gag into the raven-haired cutie’s mouth. When its entire length was inserted, she secured the straps tightly behind the Specter’s head, careful to rub her body against the Specter’s ultrasensitive breasts in the process.


  “And Satin, another 30 cc’s of the Tempest’s aphrodisiac, if you please.”


  “But Leather,” Satin looked concerned. “Silkie can’t take much more.” She ran her finger between the Specter’s thighs just below her pussy. Her finger came back coated with the Specter’s own juices. “One more shot and her heart will burst in less than 20 minutes. Unless, of course, we get her off big time.”


  “Yes, that’s it exactly.” Leather walked slowly around the rubber-clad heroine, “20 minutes to live, Specter. 20 minutes of mounting and unquenchable desire. Unless, of course… the lash becomes your lover’s tongue, and the red welts tender kisses.” She seized the Specter by her slicked-back hair and forced the Dark Angel to match her gaze.


  “You will climax under the caress of the lash, or die.”


  “Ooookay!” Satin was clearly excited at the prospect of the epic struggle to come. She shakily filled the syringe again as the Silk Specter shook her head in disbelief. Then Satin suddenly stopped, concerned. “But what if she dies?”


  “Given the test subject, I’m sure the Tempest will approve of our little experiment. Besides living dangerously adds spice to life, dear Satin. Don’t you agree Silk Specter?”


  Nina’s eyes were pleading as Satin knelt close. “I’m going to enjoy this,” she whispered in The Specter’s ear, even as she plunged the syringe into the Dark Angel’s tit.


  “MMMMMHHHH!” The Specter moaned as the injection burned its way into her body.


  Almost instantly, she began to quiver and shake anew. The Specter felt her self control slowly slipping away under deluge of passion that was pure torture.


  The Specter’s strained moans were music to her captor’s ears as they prepared for the show. Leather produced a few more torture implements to use on the Specter in case she started climaxing too soon. Satin, in contrast, ran for her favorite vibrator, the better to enjoy the proceedings. She dreamily slipped the device into her own pussy as the Specter struggled in a futile effort to pull her legs together enough to stimulate her own clitoris. That gave Satin another happy thought.


  “You know, if she survives, think of the fun we’ll have cooling her down. Ohh Silkie!”


  
    Holy nightmare! Is this the bitter end?

    Can the Specter possibly climax with the whip as her only lover?

    Is Oceana doomed to destruction at the hands of the mysterious Ionotron?

    Stay tuned, true believers. Desperate hours are upon us.

  

  CHAPTER 3: Breaking Point


  The Silk Specter hung in chains, awaiting her captors’ deadly pleasure. She was the confident that her two sadistic interrogators were telling the truth: the dose of aphrodisiac they had injected her with would eventually be lethal. Already her heart thumped like a cannon in her chest and her crotch blazed with white-hot desire. Despite the dire consequences, she gladly would have told Leather anything she wanted to know if only they would grant her some release. That is, except for the obscene penis gag which completely filled her mouth. All she could do now was squirm in her chains while Leather and Satin enjoyed her suffering.


  WHACK!


  The first lash across her exposed back came almost as a relief. At last she had some sensation to distract her from her rapidly overheating body.


  WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!


  Leather struck the Maid of Mystery with a steady rain of lashes, each precisely aimed to strike virgin flesh. The force of each blow threw the Specter’s 108- pound frame forward against the chains. After the 10th lash, the Dark Angel was moaning urgently through her gag. After the 20th, she could no longer keep her feet. She relied on the cruel chains to hold her erect in the exposed spread eagle position.


  WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!


  After the 30th blow, the Specter was getting desperate. The bitter, stinging pain of the lash was not the least bit satisfying and her bondage was carefully designed to make any other kind of stimulation impossible. Even her new “costume” denied her any fabric that might apply incidental pressure to her breasts or pussy. If anything, the punishment of the lash only amplified the torture she was enduring under the influence of the aphrodisiac. And Satin’s happy romping on her dildo was almost unendurable to watch.


  “What’s the matter Specter? Time’s running out.” Leather taunted as she walked around to face the Dark Angel. The Specter, of course, said nothing.


  “Well, I’m here to help you.” The evil henchwoman held up a new whip, much shorter than the last and thinner. Very carefully she positioned herself, then lashed out with the whip directly across the Silk Specter’s breasts.


  “MMMMMPH!” The pain, needless to say, was explosive. But buried deep in the sting was the hint of pleasure that Nina craved desperately. The next blow was mixed with even more pleasure. The third even more. By the 10th lash across her firm breasts, the Specter was gyrating her hips in pleasure.


  But her sadistic captors weren’t about the let the young heroine off that easily. Migrating off her breasts, Leather began to concentrate on the Specter’s thighs and abdomen, causing excruciating pain but no pleasure. The Dark Angel felt herself sinking back into despair. Apparently Satin meant to play a game of chicken with the lithe vigilante’s life hanging in the balance.


  Sweat poured from the Specter’s body, streaming in small rivulets down her rubber boots. Her head snapped back with each blow, sprinkling Satin pleasantly with perspiration. For long minutes, the Dark Angel thought that death was imminent. But still the punishment continued and death didn’t come.


  “Okay Satin, you’d better help the Specter assume the position. Looks like we’re about out of time.”


  The Specter’s head hung limply as Satin released the chains securing the teenage heroine’s spreader bar to the floor. The cute brunette was lost in delirium as Satin swung her out and up, then secured the bar to a third, shorter post, leaving the Specter tightly stretched on her back at approximately the same angle as the cross. Then Leather went to work on the Dark Angel’s pussy.


  Three swift blows brought the Specter back to semi-consciousness. She looked down her body at Leather, who stood just a foot beyond the spreader bar. The overloaded superheroine shook her head in disbelief as Leather slowly raised the whip again. Then she flipped the lash with a resounding… SWACK!


  “MMMPH!” The Silk Specter threw her head back and moaned into her gag. The mixture of pain and pleasure was indescribable. As the whip raised again, feelings of horror and desire threatened to tear her in two.


  SWACK! SWACK!


  The Specter writhed under the lash as Leather reined blow after blow down on her defenseless sex. Satin was now behind her, running her fingers through the trapped vigilante’s matted hair and nibbling at her neck.


  “That’s right, Silk Slut,” she whispered. “How does the whip feel against your brave little pussy?”


  “Hmmmm! Hmmmm! Hmmmm!” The Specter’s moans came in ragged gasps as the warmth rapidly spread out from her crotch. Each horribly painful stroke brought her ever closer to the orgasm she needed to survive.


  “Hmmm! HMMMMMMM!” At last her body went rigid and her muffled screams reached a fever pitch. For long moments she threw her head back, eyes shut tight, then she went slack.


  She had climaxed under the lash.


  “Very good princess,” Leather praised harshly. The torturess released the Specter’s leg spreader from the support pole. The punished heroine returned to vertical, sagging in her restraints. “Guess you get to live for a little while longer.”


  “Now that you’ve popped her cherry, Leather,” Satin came forward with two long strap-on dildos. One was blunt and knobbed and the other tapering to a sharp point. Both had small pleasure vibrators to slip into the pussy of the wearer. “How about using the


  `Squeeze’ to help cool her down?”


  “My thoughts exactly,” Leather took the pointed strap-on from Satin and began fastening it in place. “Should we remove the gag to see if she has anything to say?”


  “Nahhh,” Satin shook her head as she put on the belt with the huge knobbed dildo. “I find that superheroine’s almost never release any information until they’re thoroughly probed.”


  “True. Might was well spare her the temptation.”


  Leather raised the limp crime fighter’s chains by two feet so they could get into position. Satin wrapped her hands around the Specter’s tiny waist and positioned herself so that the huge dildo was up against her labia. Leather stood behind, with her pointed probe sunk deeply into the crevice of teenager’s heart-shaped buttocks. The two bitches pressed close against the much smaller vigilante forming the infamous “squeeze.” Then they lowered the semi-conscious Silk Specter onto their dildos.


  The Specter’s reaction was gratifying to her two torturers. She writhed deliciously between them as she was simultaneously impaled on both dildos. The ocean of drugs in her system sent her into immediate and unrelenting orgasm. As Satin had promised, the agony was unimaginable, as every fiber in her body was consumed by sexual fire. Her screams would have been deafening if not for the penis gag still strapped securely in place.


  Now lowered to her original position, Leather and Satin went to work on the poor adventuress, pumping the dildos in and out of her tight muscular body. Both villains held the crime fighting cutie tightly about the hips and waist, keeping her pelvis precisely positioned despite her struggles. For long minutes, the Silk Specter knew nothing but constant climax, more powerful than anything she had ever experienced. Then there were slight lulls between orgasms, moments of near control amidst oceans of punishing sensation.


  After 25 minutes squeezed tightly between the two bitches, the Specter’s appetite finally abated. Her climaxes were now several minutes apart and brought on only by the stimulation of the twin dildos. Sensation had finally begun returning to her outspread arms since most of her weight now rode on the dildo belts of her two torturers. Ever resourceful, the teenage avenger started examining her shackles for a way to get free.


  “Looks like she’s finally getting her fill,” Satin smiled with satisfaction. “I’ve never seen such a horny little bitch… that survived to tell about it.”


  “She hasn’t survived yet,” Leather still had her gloved hands on the Specter’s hips, ramming mercilessly. The Specter’s small body was jerked skyward with each thrust. “I think we should use the Hive next, don’t you?”


  “Leather!” Satin protested, “I want to see Silkie in that playsuit of yours! You’re going to get her killed.”


  “Not if she talks.”


  “Well, at least we should make sure she’s thoroughly sated here before we’re done. Give her a fighting chance.”


  “Satin, ” Leather suddenly stopped her reaming of the Specter and pulled out the anal dildo. “The Silk Specter is our arch enemy, not your little sister. She’d throw you in jail for life, given the opportunity. Besides, who said we were through raping her. We’ll just have to use a little remote control.”


  Leather produced a broad black belt of thick leather with several heavy buckles. A wide crotch strap ran from front to back bearing two large rubber plugs. The strap was secured at the front by a strong padlock and several rubber tubes hung off the device almost to the floor. It was just Nina’s size.


  “You’re going to make her wear an angio belt, in the Hive?” Satin withdrew her dildo as Leather brought the device around for the Specter to see. “How delicious!”


  “Yes, I think we’ll have the code to the electronic lock in no time. Remove her gag.”


  Satin undid the straps behind the Silk Specter’s head and slowly removed the long shaft of rubber. While Leather prepared the torturous chastity belt for its occupant Satin also rewarded the Specter by covering her exposed breasts with a tight bikini top of black rubber with a yellow double-s on the left cup. Whatever deadly perils “the hive” entailed, it apparently would leave her chest in tact.


  “Silk Specter, I think you now realize that Satin and I play rough. Are you ready for your next little toy?”


  Since the Silk Specter still struggled to move her jaw, Leather accepted no response as tacit approval. She ran the heavy belt around the young avenger’s waist and threaded the three silver buckles. Nina gasped as Leather pulled the buckles tight with all her strength. Her already narrow waist was pulled waspishly thin.


  “Just think how she’d look in a corset and tight leather dress, ” Leather mused as she lubricated the rubber plugs on the crotch strap. “Too bad we don’t have time for such games.”


  The sadistic Leather ran the strap between the Specter’s spread legs, aligning the large vaginal plug with the Dark Angel’s pussy and the smaller plug with her anus. The Specter squirmed in uncontrollable pleasure as Leather forced the plugs in place, and then padlocked the strap to the front of the belt.


  “Now you’re ready for some more fun, huh Silk Slut?”


  


  The Specter said nothing as the two women removed the chains from her wrist manacles and secured them behind her back. The short chain was again added to her ankles and she was half led half carried to another corner of the pyramid.


  The courageous teenager found herself standing before the upright coffin-size box of clear plastic. The front was hinged but currently padlocked shut. There was a hole on the top of the box lined with black rubber. A large tank the same height as the box and over a meter in diameter stood just behind box, shrouded in a leather cover. Two short chains were secured to the floor of the clear chamber and another two chains were secured to the walls about three above the ground. At about buttocks level there was a black panel on the rear wall with a number of small holes. The Specter could vaguely hear a resonant buzzing sound like electrical transformers.


  Satin giggled while Leather unlocked the chamber. “Here we are Specter. Satin, help her in.” The Specter resisted but it was pointless. The much larger Satin forced her head down and into the small chamber. Nina lifted her head up through the hole in the top of the box as Satin secured her wrist and ankle manacles to the short chains. The tubes attached to the belt, Satin connected to the black panel, then she retreated still giggling. The next thing Nina knew Satin was rubbing a brush across her body, coating her with a sweet-smelling syrup.


  “So is this the tickling trap? ” The Specter tried to sound defiant as the ticklish brush ran all over her body.


  “You could think of it that way,” Leather smiled as she walked around to look the Specter in the eye. The Maid of Mystery stood facing the leather-covered tank, away from the door. Satin finished coating the Specter’s entire body, and then closed the box. Loud clicks marked the sealing of the padlocks.


  “I suppose you realize that the Amazon Dome is closed due to an unexpected infestation of dangerous insects.” Leather unzipped the leather cover of the tank. “We brought along a steady supply of them to thwart the zoo authorities for as long as necessary. But they have other useful applications as well.”


  Leather dropped the cover. The tank before the Specter contained a huge honeycomb literally crawling with huge bees. The buzzing was suddenly deafening. Leather enjoyed the look of revulsion on the Silk Specter’s face as she struggled in the chains.


  “Killer bees,” Nina swallowed hard.


  “Yes, killer bees. And you, Silk Specter, are their flower. Satin has completely coated you with the nectar from countless tropical blooms. Once I begin releasing the bees into the chamber you will attract a lot of attention. Still don’t want to talk?”


  After her brutal treatment so far, it was all the Dark Angel could do to remain defiant. But if she gave in now, all would be lost.


  “Then why don’t I sweeten the pot.” Leather flipped a switch and the rubber ring around the top of the crystal box inflated until it was snug against the Specter’s throat. Then she activated another series of switches. The rubber plugs in the daring teenager’s vagina and anus suddenly inflated, causing both pain and maddening pleasure in her drug-filled body. The doomed vigilante writhed and struggled in the loose chains as the devices quickly inflated and deflated in rapid succession.


  “My God! Nooooo! Please!” The Specter’s moans were music to their ears.


  “You’ll have to do better than that Specter. If you remain still, flapping gently in the breeze, then you’re food. But any sudden move and you’re a threat to the hive. Killer bees aren’t actually poisonous, but they attack in swarms. You’re final moments on earth will be most unpleasant.”


  “Ahhh Ahhhhh Ahhhh, please! Don’t do this. Can’t hold still! Ahhh Ahhhhh, Please no!”


  “Then tell us the code to unlock the chamber!”


  “Ahhhhh I ahhhhh can’t Ahhhh Ahhhhh. Please! Nooooo!”


  “Then I guess you’ll just have to take your secret to an early grave, Silk Specter. Let me help you along.”


  Leather increased the size and speed of the inflations. The Specter writhed madly in the crystal deathtrap as her mechanical rape intensified. Then she watched in horror as Leather’s gloved hand hovered over a large red knob. As the dominatrix slowly turned the knob, metal iris valves within the crystal chamber began twisting open.


  The buzzing of the bees grew louder as the Silk Specter’s flowery aroma permeated the


  Hive. Tears streamed down the doomed daredoll’s face as sexual pleasure washed through her. Struggle as she might, she simply couldn’t stand still. If fact, she would have fallen over immediately if not for the inflatable collar.


  
    Could this be the end of our angelic crime fighter?

    How long can she possibly survive in the embrace of the swarm?

    Stay tuned true believers.

    The fate of the Silk Specter and Oceana hangs in the balance.

  

  CHAPTER 4: The Bee’s Knees


  Chained and locked in the crystal coffin, the Silk Specter’s eyes were wide with horror. Before her the hive grew increasingly more agitated as the aroma of her nectar-coated body permeated the twin chambers. The plugs in her body inflated and deflated rapidly, wracking the teenage superheroine with pain and pleasure. Satin and Leather seemed to enjoy the show immensely as they slowly opened the iris valves, which regulated the tubes linking the Specter’s death chamber with the hive.


  “Please, Nooo!” The Specter moaned as the first of the bees squeezed through the widening tubes.


  “Well, since you asked so nicely. ” Leather turned a second knob which controlled the speed of the pumps driving the Specter’s belt. The sexual onslaught was still unimaginable, but the spunky crime fighter forced herself to remain still through terrific self-control. But any relief the Dark Angel felt was short-lived as the caress of the belt was replaced by a new equally maddening stimulant: the footsteps of countless bees


  “A tickling trap, isn’t that what you said, Silk Slut? You had no idea just how right you were. But no sudden moves. Only flowers and corpses are allowed this close to the hive.”


  The Specter bit her lip and closed her eyes, trying hard to remain perfectly still. The pulsating plugs she could deal with. Her primary enemy now was fear. Fear of the deadly bees, which were landing on her rubber-clad body in droves and fear of the fact that Leather would certainly begin turning up the horrible chastity belt soon. It would not stop until Nina talked or died.


  “I think now would be a good time to start talking, don’t you?”


  The Silk Specter’s skin literally crawled as insects formed a thick layer over her entire body. The mass was actually much heavier than she would have suspected. Many bees were already returning to the hive, having lapped up their fill of nectar off their flower. But for every bee that left, two arrived to take its place.


  “Oh god,” The Specter muttered under her breath. Her skin itched everywhere but she didn’t dare scratch. Any movement at all was extremely dangerous. In fact, the complete immobility was becoming torture in itself. In her exhausted state she wouldn’t last long. She had to find out the location of the Tempest’s Ionotron and quick.


  “I still don’t hear any thunder outside, Leather,” she almost whispered. “Sounds like the Ionotron is a failure.”


  “That’s not the kind of talking I had in mind. But if you want a use for your tongue for something other than telling me the access code, let me help you. Why don’t you pleasure Satin.”


  “Ohh, wonderful!” Satin clapped. She quickly climbed atop the tank housing the Hive, and laid on her stomach facing the Specter. Their faces were inches apart.


  “Have you ever pleasured another woman before, little heroine?”


  “Not while covered with bees,” the Specter admitted.


  “Well, the same principle applies to both. Be very… careful.”


  “And for every minute Satin avoids climax,” Leather added. “I will turn up the compressors attached to your belt by one notch.”


  “Guess you’d better be good,” Satin kissed the Silk Specter on the nose then turned onto her back and unsnapped her body suit. She slid along the slick surface of the plastic until the Specter’s head was deeply embedded in her crotch.


  “Better get to work hero girl,” Leather urged. For emphasis Leather turned up the compressor one notch.


  With her nose snugly up against Satin’s moist sex, the Specter had no alternative but to comply. She went to work on the villain’s pussy with almost as much skill as Satin herself. Satin rewarded the suffering teenager with long coos of pleasure. Still, a minute passed with no climax and the Specter reflexively jumped when the rubber plugs inside her began pulsating more rapidly. Despite her best effort, her pelvis was slowly gyrating.


  “Better hurry, Specter,” Satin stretched luxuriously. “I’d hate to lose such a talented tongue so soon.”


  Another minute passed and still Satin had not climaxed. With next increment of stimulation from the belt the Specter began building inexorably towards what would likely be a fatal climax. She wanted to talk but buried as she was in Satin’s crotch, she could do nothing but continue stimulating the sexy henchman. Satin would climax or the Specter would die. It was simple as that.


  “Hmmmm, I’ve never been eaten out by a woman in a death trap before. Its so dreamy. What could be keeping the Tempest at the cereal factory? She’s missing all the fun.”


  The Specter’s breathing hitched. That was the final clue she needed to locate the approximate position of the Ionotron! The Tempest had mentioned that the source of the devices ionic material was `right underneath her nose.’ That obviously meant water. Then Satin mentioned that the Tempest was at a cereal factory. The Specter happened to know that the abandoned Tasty-Puffed cereal factory had been sold several months ago. It was right on the river and had over 20 high granary towers. It had everything the Tempest could want: height, strategic location, ample water supply. And power, the Specter added to herself. Well, she was about to take care of that.


  “Hmmmm! Hmmm!” The Specter moaned urgently. Satin moved aside and looked at her quizzically.


  “Did you say something?”


  “You win, I’ll talk. Just stop the belt!”


  “Tell us the code first.”


  “Okay: control-alt tempestlock-1.”


  Leather smiled turned off the compressor driving the belt.


  “This had better be right, or I turn it back on at double speed!” She entered the code into her hand-held electronic assistant, which relayed it to the central computer. After a moment, the lights once again activated in the Amazon Dome and rain began to fall.


  “Now that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Leather reached up and stroked the Silk Specter’s matted hair. “You can be very reasonable, when properly induced.”


  “I wish she could have held out for a just a bit longer,” Satin moaned as she reluctantly closed her costume.


  “As the Tempest says, dear Satin, business before pleasure. We can celebrate our victory later. But as for you Silk Specter, I’m afraid you’ve outlived your usefulness. It’s time for you to die.”


  Her hand hovered over the control to the Specter’s pneumatic belt. The young avenger again found herself shaking her head in disbelief, unable even to move due the thick layer of bees covering her slim form. She never anticipated that Satin and Leather might actually have the authority to kill her without consulting the Tempest. But after a tense moment, Leather’s finger descended on the button immediately adjacent to the dildo control.


  “But not here.” The Specter’s crystal box quickly filled with white mist. In seconds, bees began falling off the Dark Angel’s body and collecting in crunchy pile on the floor. “The Tempest wants you for a little experiment first.”


  The bees were all dead, apparently the gas was some sort of paralytic agent.


  Unfortunately, the Silk Specter found that the gas was also having an effect on her. She was having difficulty standing up and her entire body was going numb. Leather noticed the look of surprise on Nina’s masked face.


  “Works on both bees and human’s, hmmm Silk Specter? Well, its fatal to them, but will only paralyze you for a short time.”


  Leather and Satin left Nina to soak in the crystal chamber for several minutes, until the sexy heroine was certainly paralyzed, held upright only by the inflatable collar. She was still conscious but helpless as a kitten. A second button push evacuated all the gas from the box, and Satin opened the locks. 


  “What kind of fiendish experiment does the Tempest have in mind?” the Specter asked as her two captors removed her limp form from the box and carried her over to the fake alter.


  “Dr Greenleaf has been performing some research on expanding the pleasure center of the female brain.” Leather produced a small syringe and filled it with anesthetic. “We have some special surprises waiting for you in Dr Greenleaf’s lab. Now hold still.”


  Leather took the Specter’s arm and pulled down the rubber glove. Just as she was about to plunge the needle in the Dark Angel’s arm, however, the Specter seized Leather’s hand, turned the syringe, and plunged the needle into the shocked bitch’s throat.


  “WHAT?!” Leather staggered back, but not before the Specter brought her foot up hard into her crotch. Leather doubled over in pain.


  “Nighty-night Leather, I’ll see you at the arraignment, if you live that long.”


  Leather slumped to the floor as the Silk Specter rolled to her feet on the alter and seized her utility belt. She pulled out a metal tube and leveled it at Satin. Satin just stared at her dumbfounded.


  “But, but… how could you have escaped? What about the gas?”


  “The rubber of my `Silk Specter costume’ seems to block absorption of chemical aerosols quite effectively, ” the Specter smiled. She didn’t feel like sharing her true theory that the Oracle’s prescription of dilute paralysis agents had artificially boosted her natural resistance. “Just numbed me up in all the right places. Now, if you’ll put your hand’s lightly on the alter.”


  Satin complied. The Silk Specter started withdrawing cuffs from her belt, then hesitated and instead let out a kick with all her might. Her toe caught the henchwoman right on the chin and sent her flying backwards. Satin landed flat on her back.


  The Silk Specter jumped down nimbly and stood over Satin. “That’s for making me eat you out while I was in that box.” The green-eyed vigilante snapped on the cuffs then hauled Satin to the bondage pole. She attached one of the chains to the cuffs and lifted the misguided weather woman until her feet were just barely touching the ground.


  “And you’ll be happy to know that the code I gave you was one of thirty that would have reactivated the Amazon Dome. Each one, however, would also disable a certain part of the cities power grid. When you activated the Amazon Dome you deactivated the Ionotron.”


  “You’re lucky I’m not a vengeful person,” The Specter chided the stunned Satin as she cuffed Leather to the other pole. “Like Leather said, seeing you two disgraced and in jail for the next 25 years is reward enough for me. But I think I’ll leave you here for the Tempest to discover. I wonder if she’ll be as forgiving.”


  “No please!” Satin begged, suddenly scared, “You caught us fair and square. Take us to jail. Throw the book at us!”


  “What’s matter, Satin? ” Nina secured the other end of the cuff to the bondage pole. “I thought you said the Tempest would be running Oceana in 24 hours. You should be pleased I’m giving you back.” The Specter held up the syringe she had used on Leather.” I know you’re not supposed to share needles, but in your case I’ll make an exception.”


  “Please, Silkie you can’t leave us like…this.”


  * * *


  After sending Satin off to sleep, the Silk Specter tenderly changed back into her costume and headed to the lobby of the Amazon Dome to call the police. In 20 minutes the entire riverfront would be crawling with Oceana’s finest. With any luck, the police would nab the Tempest there and Satin would be spared any retribution. But somehow she doubted it. Arch criminals like the Tempest had a knack for evading police dragnets.


  Regardless, Nina had to get back to the theater. As she slipped out of the dome, however, the young vigilante was greeted by a terrifying site: A churning mass of angry clouds, bright with lightening and dark with rain, was building over the Oceana skyline. The unnatural formation seemed stationary over the city, growing larger even as she watched. A chill ran down the Silk Specter’s spine as she viewed the awe-inspiring spectacle. Apparently, the Ionotron was working after all.


  Ripping her gaze from the stormy skies, she hurried to reach Black Magic. If her captors’ boasts about the power of the Ionotron were true, then the Police would need all the help they could get to shut it down. The Tempest, it seemed, might still have the last laugh.


  CHAPTER 5: The Deadly Downpour


  “That little slut!” The Tempest bellowed as she burst into the Amazon Dome accompanied by a small army of her rain-coated thugs. “Where is she?! The power to the entire river front is shut down and cops are everywhere!”


  At first, the Tempest was somewhat pleased that the power was back on in the Dome. The rain fell pleasantly on the artificial rain forest, in stark contrast to the driving storm that blew outside. But then her attention was drawn to the truncated pyramid. Her two assistants were clearly visible at its apex, hanging in chains from the bondage posts.


  “Escaped!” The Tempest raged. “Those bumbling idiots had to play with their new toy! Well, I’ll give them a toy or two to play with. Bullfrog, bring them down here!”


  The Tempest’s men hurried to comply.


  “The Specter gone,” the Tempest considered her position. “Well, that explains the police, and perhaps even the power outage. I’ll have to find out just what my two pretty dimwits told that bimbo.”


  “Shuddn’t we be getting’ out a here mistress?” One of her men asked. “What if the


  Specter’s tipped off the coppers?”


  “Relax, Culvert. The Specter wanted me to find Satin and Leather before the police, hoping I’d dish out a little payback. She thinks she’s already foiled my plans for the Ionotron by cutting the power and alerting the authorities. I imagine we’ve heard the last of the Silk Specter for tonight, considering what Leather and Satin probably did to her before she managed to escape.”


  “So what do we do with no power?”


  “Fools, since the Ionotron is supposed to DESTROY the city, don’t you think it would have its own power source?”


  “Oh, yea.” The men murmured.


  “But the internal generators are only powerful enough to sustain a storm. I was relying on municipal power to create the initial cloudbank. As it is, the Ionotron will only create a moderate thunderstorm. But when I get that power back on, it’ll be tornadoes, grapefruit-sized hail and gale-force winds for everyone!”


  The Tempest’s tirade was interrupted by the arrival of her men with Leather and Satin.


  “And as for you two, what did you tell the Specter?”


  “Nothing Tempest!” Satin begged. “We didn’t tell her a thing. It was…it was the Sentinel! They appeared out of nowhere and rescued the Specter. There was nothing we could do! “


  The Tempest stared at her groveling assistants in mild disbelief. Finally she turned to


  Leather.


  “Is this true?”


  “Yes mistress. I didn’t get a good look at our attacker, but I believe it was the Silver Sentinel.”


  “Well, he must have come out of retirement to avenge his shattered honor!” the Tempest chuckled, “This could work out better than I thought. Men, back to the cereal factory. Looks like we have a second trap to prepare.”


  The Tempest started to leave and suddenly whipped around.


  


  “And as for them! Take Satin and Leather to Dr Greenleaf’s lab. Have the good doctor’s assistants fit each of them each with a labidoprobe and slip them into something uncomfortable. I’ll be back to apply the power later.”


  “Nooo, mistress, nooo!” Satin blubbered, “We didn’t have a chance against the Sentinel.”


  But her words fell on deaf ears. The Tempest whisked out of the Amazon Dome into the stormy night.


  * * *


  The rain fell in buckets in the dilapidated port district of Oceana, and lightening furiously lit up the night sky. Despite the foul weather, police cruisers still blanketed the area as best they could, though many roads were already flooded. The complete blackout in the river district further complicated search efforts. And the freak storm was getting worse, engulfing larger parts of the city. Even if the Silk Specter’s tip was correct and the Tempest was in that part of Oceana, it was looking less and less likely that they would find her until after the storm had passed.


  But the Tempest, of course, was working to ensure that didn’t happen. In fact, she was about to make the storm worse, a lot worse. Despite the lack of power, the Ionotron was working quite well on auxiliary generators. The storm it generated, however, just wasn’t powerful enough for the Tempests taste. She put the fiendish mind of Dr Greenleaf on the problem, and he quickly came up with a solution.


  If only the police could have seen through the driving rain and lightening-speckled darkness they would have seen the Tempest’s henchmen filling a line of 6 huge weather balloons atop the moldering silos of the abandoned Tasty-Puft Cereal plant. The destruction of Oceana was only hours away.


  “Dr Greenleaf, you’re a genius!” the Tempest praised the unassuming elderly gentlemen at her side. “Using the power of the storm itself to fuel the Ionotron!”


  “Its really elementary static electricity, my dear,” Dr Greenleaf made a casual adjustment of the long thin steel cable connected to the bottom of the balloon. “Each balloon will funnel almost a giga watt per lightening strike into the power substation that once drove this plant. My men have installed the necessary equipment to store these surges and let then out slowly as useful power. The storm will eventually destroy the balloons, of course, but not before the Ionotron has all the power it needs to run for a week if necessary.”


  “But that won’t be necessary. By dawn the storm will be at full power, and Oceana will be pounded to sand.”


  “Including this facility,” Dr Greenleaf reminded her. “I suggest we remove ourselves to my secret underground lab in the country before we raise the balloons.”


  “I would, good doctor, but you see, I’m expecting company and he hasn’t arrived yet.”


  “SHE is right here, Tempest!”


  “SILK SPECTER!” The Tempest said in surprise.


  The light from several nearby flashes of lightening illuminated the Maid of Mystery as she walked like a cat slowly forward. She was now dressed in her full-length costume, complete with long billowing cape that came down to her ankles.


  “You’re brave, I’ll hand you that Silk Specter. And stupid. Men, get her!”


  Six men descended on the Silk Specter from all directions. The vigilante lunged at the nearest man, who was caught off-guard by the fierce blow from the lithe teenager. Two punches and a powerful kick sent him sprawling.


  The attack, however, gave the others precious moments to close in from behind. The Specter whipped around with a roundhouse kick, but a thug caught her leg. Instantly recognizing the danger, Nina used his grip as a foothold to jump, performing a back flip and landing on her feet just in time to plant a gloved hand firmly in the face of two assailants. She struck one with a second solid blow that sent him reeling.


  As she pulled back her arm for a second punch, however, a huge hand seized her wrist. A second henchman grabbed the other wrist, and the two wrenched her around, arms out wide. A third thug took good advantage of the situation to drive a hard fist into the Specter’s mid-section. The force of the punch would have dropped her had the other men not been holding her up by the arms. As it was, the man landed two more punches of equal force against the Dark Angel’s exposed abdomen.


  “Seems Satin and Leather took a little more out of you than you thought,” the Tempest observed.


  The Specter looked to either side at the men holding her arms, then a look of determination hardened her face.


  “Guess its time I gave a little back, then!” She clenched her hands into fists and fired a grapple from each wrist. Each struck the chest of a thug with tremendous force, sending them flying. The graceful heroine made quick work of the remaining men while the Tempest dashed across the dark rooftop.


  “There’s no getting away!” The Specter polished off the last thug and started after the Tempest.


  “I’m not going anywhere Silk Specter. I just wanted to show you something!”


  The Specter stopped dead in her tracks. Hanging from a small crane swung out over the edge of the building were two Oceana police officers. Beneath their feet was only the 150-foot drop to the pavement below.


  “These two were sent to search this building, based on a tip from you I understand.”


  “Let them go, Tempest. This is between you and me!”


  “So it is. So if you’re willing to trade places with them, then we have a deal.”


  The Specter hesitated. The two men’s lives rested on her decision.


  “Well, Specter? Do you want them paying the ultimate price for your mistake?” The Tempest urged her thugs to approach the shapely crime fighter. They did so but with new respect for the petite woman.


  “Alright, Tempest, you win! Just let them go.” The Specter held her arms out and strong hands secured manacles to her wrists. She was spun backward and her arms were secured behind her back.


  “A hero even to the end!” the Tempest clapped. “Boys take her to the balloon.”


  “And what about the coppers?”


  “A deal’s a deal. Just leave them there, when the building collapses they’ll go with it.”


  “Excuse me Tempest,” Dr Greenleaf interjected, “but if we don’t get out of here soon, we’ll go with it as well.”


  “One final game, Doctor, ” the Tempest took the doctor by the elbow and led him to the balloon. “I had planned an interesting demise for the Sentinel, but Silk Specter will do even better.”


  The Tempest’s henchman secured the masked teenager’s wrists to a small trapeze hanging beneath the huge balloon. A second goon secured a heavy leather strap around her ankles, and attached it to a large coil of wire.


  “You are about to become a central figure in my master plan, Silk Slut. You see, without the municipal power grid, we have to rely on the power of the storm itself to drive the Ionotron to destructive levels.”


  “This is insane, Tempest. Don’t you realize what you’re doing?”


  “Of course I do. I’m chaining you to a weather balloon with a long steel cable attached to your legs, and then I’m going to release you into a fierce thunderstorm. You’ll become a human lightening rod, supplying energy to the Ionotron even as you’re violently electrocuted.”


  The Tempest sauntered up to the now bound superheroine and wrapped her arms around the Specter’s thin waist. After exploring the courageous teenager’s body she took the Specter’s head between her two hands.


  “I had hoped to give a goodbye kiss to the Sentinel, but.” She pressed her lips hard against Nina’s, and ran her tongue across the Dark Angel’s closed lips.


  “Then I’ll see that he gets it,” the Specter locked gazes with the Tempest. “While you go to the gas chamber.”


  “Your confidence is most exhilarating. And most misplaced. Boys, cast her off.”


  The Specter pulled at her bonds as the Tempest’s henchmen slashed the lines holding the balloon to which she was bound.


  “I wouldn’t struggle too hard,” the Tempest reminded the Silk Specter as the last rope was cut free. “Its a long drop to the ground!”


  The Tempest could hardly pull her eyes from the sky, as frequent lightening bolts shed light on the doomed superheroine growing ever smaller in the distance. The cable played out slowly, each foot providing a better target for the lethal lightening.


  “My lady, the Specter’s done for.” Greenleaf implored. “We must leave, NOW.”


  The evil doctor led the Tempest away toward the elevator, leaving the masked avenger to suffer her final torments alone.


  * * *


  The Specter’s heart pounded in her chest as she rose into the tumult. The wind tore at her body and rain stung as it splattered against her in drowning sheets. Thunder rocked her almost deaf and the lightening only highlighted her terrible plight. And through it all was the terrible wondering: which brilliant flash would be the first to strike her ever-lengthening cable.


  The cable strapped to her legs grew increasingly heavy as it played out to the full length, which could be supported by the balloon. Gusts tossed the balloon about like a soap bubble, threatening to pull the Dark Angel in two as the cable refused to play out any further. The weight and pressure had almost completely cut off the circulation to the Specter’s hands and feet. The odds were now 1,000:1 against her living another minute.


  But she still had that one chance, if only fate was on her side. In her wrist bracer she had a small projectile, which actually carried a thin fiber optic cable for remote surveillance. If she could use the projectile to puncture a small hole in the balloon, the weight of the cable would slowly pull her to the ground. If, on the other hand, she popped the balloon entirely, she would plummet to her death in a loose pile of steel cable. The fate of Oceana hung on one roll of the dice.


  The Maid of Mystery aimed her numb wrist as best she could at the balloon and fired. There was a barely audible “whup,” but the balloon was lost in the darkness. For a long moment the Silk Specter hung in the darkness, freezing, half-drowned, and doomed to die with the next nearby lightening strike. But the next lightening bolt struck a balloon directly adjacent to the costumed teenager instead, and its staggering light showed that there was indeed a fist-sized hole in the balloon. As she had hoped, the human lightening rod slowly began losing altitude.


  The next three minutes were torture, as the storm built in intensity even while the balloon descended. The Specter was whipped violently about, and at one point it looked like she might be thrown up against the wall of the grain silo with lethal force. But it was Nina’s lucky night, and by the time the weather balloon completely disintegrated, she was only feet above the ground.


  “Oh thank god!” The Specter gasped as she rolled up to her knees and worked on the bondage. “That one was too close!”


  “Exciting enough for you, Silk Specter?” Nina looked up to see Elizabeth Sterling - the Gray Mouser - splendidly dressed in her silver body suit and tights, her waist pulled extremely thin by her black utility belt. A deadly sword was sheathed at her back, and a black silk scarf was tied around her forehead, framing her angelic face. Water flowed in a steady stream down her slim, powerful body, collecting at her high-heeled boots. She was stunning.


  “Did you get them?” Nina panted.


  “Of course,” The said with her soft British accent. “That’s the thing about armored limousines. They keep people in just as well as they keep bullets out.”


  The Silk Specter finished off the bonds and stood up in the driving rain. “Well, lets get this damned ‘Ionotron’ turned off before we all drown.”


  The two heroines made their way for the nearest entrance into the Tasty-Puft Cereal factory. A flip of a switch would again foil the Tempest’s plans to destroy Oceana, condemning her to a long stay in the Federal Penitentiary. The Gray Mouser stopped at the door and eyed her junior partner.


  “Perhaps when we’re done you could show me how you do that trick where you produce a sword from thin air even as the pirates close in on you like a swarm of angry bees. Could come in useful.”


  “Fair enough. Only, what do you say we forget about the bees.”


  END
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  The tropical resort city of Oceana is renown for its exotic blend of youth and antiquity. Ultra-modern resort hotels sit side-by-side with 1,000-year-old Spanish villas, and bikini-clad college students mix with local natives in street festivals that date back to the coming of the Conquistadors. By most accounts the interaction is peaceful, but the natives are restless, and vengeance is waiting in the wings…


  (I) CATS IN THE CRADLE


  Nina Blackstone leapt out onto the main stage of the Strand Theater, bathed in violet light and accompanied by pulsing, hypnotic music. Dressed a black evening dress and heels, the red-haired magician moved gracefully but urgently across the stage, as if looking for a place to hide. Then her pursuers were upon her; eight men wearing leather uniforms flooded in from all directions. Nina was forced to the center of the stage amidst a tightening cordon of burly men as a coffin-sized steel box descended from overhead by means of a thick hemp rope. Still defiant, she was forced backward until her back nudged up against the gleaming box.


  The pace of the music quickened and the men closed in. Two seized the illusionist by either arm and pulled away her slinky dress to reveal a much skimpier costume underneath—a black sequined bikini and high heels. Then they pulled her arms behind her back and secured her wrists and ankles with stout steel manacles. Thus bound, Nina was lifted lightly and deposited in a large canvas bag lined with closely-spaced leather straps. The beefy assistants took their time, tightening each strap in succession starting from Nina’s feet and working up. Gradually, the canvas was pulled into a crude representation of Nina’s petite, hourglass body.


  As the men worked, the teenage performer looked out into the inky darkness beyond the glaring spotlights, as if searching the very souls of the unseen crowd. At 5’7” and no more than 120 pounds she was hardly an imposing stage presence. But her posture was haughty, and the muscles of her arms and abdomen rippled as she struggled slightly in the ever-tightening cocoon of canvas. Her firm, perfectly rounded breasts strained against the bikini top. Nina’s soft, tanned features and captivating green eyes gave her a look of youthful innocence. But her eyes twinkled with mystery and secret power that belied her youth. In the spotlight she was truly a creature of mystery, beauty…and magic.


  When the assistants had secured the straps up to the level of Nina’s throat, one produced a ball gag and forced it into the illusionist’s mouth, buckling it snugly behind her head. This would ensure all contact with the outside world would be entirely cut off for the duration of the escape. Then they finished their work, lifting the canvas bag over Nina’s head and securing the final four straps until she was completely encased like a shapely cigar.


  Now inescapably bound, Nina was lifted up and deposited in the narrow confines of the suspended metal coffin. The door was closed and padlocked shut then the entire box was rotated regally so as to give the audience a good look at it from all angles. From the darkness near the edge of the stage, another assistant came forward bearing a long baton aflame at either end. After twirling and throwing the baton in tight synchronization with the pounding music, the man at last touched the flame to the hemp rope supporting the cage. The rough line caught fire easily, and in only moments was engulfed in flames. Then the chamber was lifted skyward, taking Nina Blackstone with it, bound, gagged, and tightly strapped in a canvas bag.


  The stage lights dimmed and a spotlight focused on the suspended box. The gleaming chamber bobbed and twisted in sympathy with the struggles of its bound occupant even as the ground slipped steadily away. The audience could see in their minds’ eye the beautiful magician working feverishly at her restraints as precious time slipped past. The box jerked to a halt some 30 feet above the stage—almost certainly a fatal plunge once the rope burned through. The music swirled painfully towards a climax, adding to the anxiety of the invisible crowd. Surely, Nina now only had seconds to escape from the cage or plummet disastrously to the stage…


  Then the spell was broken. Over the tense music there was a loud hiss, followed by a long excited yowl like a cat in heat. All attention was drawn away from the cage of doom back down to the dimly lit stage, where a young puma kitten had leapt out of a secret panel in the floor. The flustered animal quickly righted herself and began snuffing around the curtains.


  The music suddenly went silent and the spotlights went out. The “rope” supporting the steel box—which was actually very strong steel—burned itself out with no plummet to the stage. A few scattered claps rang out from the largely empty auditorium of the Strand Theater. Nina Blackstone—miraculously free from her bondage— walked out on the stage and sighed down at the cat, who looked back up at her innocently. The house lights came up, and Nina rolled with the sarcastic applause by bowing deeply.


  “What are you looking at?” She shot a glance at the cute little animal cavorting at her feet. Then she turned to the second row. “I think you got me a claustrophobic puma, Pop.”


  Pop Sanchez sat at a small bar table, his dusty cowboy boots propped on the seat in front of him. His jeans and denim jacket still bore the dust of countless years in the wild. A crumpled cowboy hat bearing an ace of spades in the band rode atop his head, covering a thick shock of graying hair. His skin was like leather, reddened by the elements with deep-cut lines and sunken eyes. His long mustache glistened with drops of beer. Still, there was an undeniable air of strength and good humor about him. He looked exactly like what he was: one of the world’s most famous poachers and animal trainers.


  “Don’t worry ‘bout Katrina,” Pop’s accent was thick and very Mexican. “She grow up with the act. By first performance, she take as much pride in the trick as you.”


  “I hope you’re right. She needs to stay inside that compartment for at least 50 seconds until the cage drops.”


  “She’s just a keetten. Can’t expect her to be fearless like Misha…or you.” Misha was the black tiger Pop had captured for Roman Blackstone—Nina’s father—for use in his own act. Roman had trained with Misha since she was a kitten, just as Nina was hoping to do with Katrina.


  “Well I wish we had time for one more run,” Nina slipped the dress back over her head and secured a leash to the playful animal. “But its almost noon and Benny will be opening the club soon. Can you stick around for another day to work with me tomorrow?”


  “No, Misha is eager to leave. She must mourn the death of her master alone. We leave tonight.”


  With Roman Blackstone six months dead, Pop had come to take Misha back to his sprawling zoo-like ranch in central Mexico. Though Nina had worked with the black tiger for years as Roman’s assistant, she could still be unexpectedly savage around anybody else but Roman. Pop had brought the puma kitten up as a condolence gift for Nina, hoping to spare his orphaned protege the temptation to continue performing with Misha.


  “Pop, I can’t even get Katrina to lay down in the trap door.”


  “You have a way with animals, Nina, just like your papa. One day you will be a great magician. “


  “Thanks for the pep talk, Pop.” Nina rolled her eyes with a sexy, sarcastic smile and leaned close to her friend and mentor, “but I’m already a great magician.” She handed him a small, lethal-looking knife with a handle wrapped in electrical tape. Grinning, Pop took the knife from her hand and reinserted it in his boot. No sense in asking Nina just how she managed to purloin his most cherished weapon.


  “And so humble, chica.”


  Nina led the bounding Katrina into the cool darkness backstage. At the rear of the studio was a makeshift kennel, where Misha paced nervously in her cage and a smaller cage awaited Katrina. The red-haired performer led the puma kitten into her cage and snapped it shut. Misha’s deep eyes followed Nina with such an obvious look of loneliness that she couldn’t help but reach in a hand and run her fingers through the soft, thick coat of the tiger’s head.


  “I guess you do miss the old man, don’t you Misha? So do I, believe it or not.”


  Nina and her father had never been close in the conventional sense. She had spent most of her childhood as a virtual orphan, cared for by the family servants at the dusty Blackstone family estate with an occasional intrusion by her manipulative Aunt Hypatia. With her father on the road 10 months out of the year, Nina grew up independent and willful, with a rapidly developing passion for adventure and danger that frequently landed her in trouble or the infirmary (sometimes both). Her “magic shows” put on for the neighborhood children using her father’s discarded props often involved escape tricks with lethal consequences if Nina was unable to quickly extricate herself from strict bondage. Her solo journeys into the caves beneath the Blackstone mansion in search of pirate treasure generally led to her treatment for bat bites, hypothermia, and deep scrapes caused by squeezing through tiny subterranean crevices.


  It was after learning that Nina had been arrested by the Water Patrol for stealing a sailing ship—crewed by orphans she had “rescued” from the local orphanage—that Roman reluctantly agreed to take his spirited 15-year- old daughter on the road with him as an apprentice assistant. To her father’s surprise Nina proved to be a magic prodigy, with a near photographic memory, perfect timing, and the athletic ability of a gymnast. Within two years the pretty teenager had mastered the act and had replaced Roman’s most senior assistants. By the time she turned 19, Nina was an accomplished magician herself mastering the magical arts of sleight of hand, escape, palming, audience manipulation, silent movement, and ventriloquism. Over the years she had outgrown her role as perky assistant and became Roman’s alluring partner in mystery.


  But their partnership was not a peaceful one. Nina considered her father too conservative and faithful to the old magical cliques. Further, he was frequently distracted and often missed practice for days on end with no explanation. Roman, on the other hand, considered his daughter to be too much of a daredevil. Nina’s inclination toward revealing costumes, loud music, tight restraints, and elements of real danger often brought father and daughter into direct professional conflict. Max Petrov, Roman’s long-time manager, saw the kind of attention Nina’s innovations were attracting to the show and would often encourage the master magician to listen to his daughter. But Roman was a stubborn man and insisted that the act remain true to the traditional formula for stage magic.


  Given Roman Blackstone’s frustrating conservatism, it was particularly surprising that it was he who died in a water escape illusion gone wrong. But from the day Nina learned of the disaster she knew it had been no accident. Roman was too self-obsessed to be close with his daughter, but Nina knew he was a very competent magician. His equipment had to have been rigged, and cleverly enough that Roman wouldn’t notice until it was too late. She shared her theories with the police, but they wouldn’t believe her. The case was too cut and dried. When even Max Petrov wouldn’t believe her, she had taken matters into her own hands. Nina had assumed the role of the Silk Specter, a masked vigilante, to track down her father’s killer. She soon uncovered a lot more than she had bargained for.


  Following the vapor-thin trail of clues, she learned to her horror that it had been Petrov himself who had murdered her Father. Max and her Father belonged to a secret society called the Order. The Order was primarily a social club for the world’s sinister elite—neutral ground where villains could form alliances, share information, and enjoy evil sports. For years Roman had been a low-ranking member conducting the local “business” of the Order in Oceana, including smuggling, grand theft, and blackmail. But at some point Roman had turned against his former brothers, collecting evidence against the shadowy group and foiling their plans whenever he could. He had even gone so far as to steal one of the Order’s prized possessions, a bronze skull reported to have prophetic powers.


  When Max finally uncovered Victor’s treachery he rigged the shark cage to fail during a televised performance and silenced Roman Blackstone forever. When Max learned that Nina suspected his deed, he very nearly managed a similar fate for her by sealing her into a Chinese water torture tank. The details of her escape were still hazy, but as the Silk Specter Nina had managed to bring Max Petrov to justice for the death of her father. It had been one of the most frightening but exhilarating adventures in Nina’s life. Since then she had devoted more and more time to crime fighting activities.


  “So what do I want to be when I grow up, Misha? A magician, or a superheroine?”


  The big cat purred but had no answers. With a sigh, Nina gave Misha a final scratch behind the ears and headed back to the auditorium. When she reemerged into the light of the main room she found the staff scurrying around in preparation for opening. Pop was at the bar, sipping another long neck on her tab. His eyes were locked on the television. Nina followed his gaze to the conservatively dressed reporter interviewing a fat Mexican man in an expensive suit. Oddly enough, they were standing before a rough-looking group of hombre’s dressed in cowboy clothes.


  “…here reporting live from the Mission District, where the entire city is looking forward to the Roundup Festival, a tradition dating back to Oceana’s days as a major livestock center. Now those days are long gone, so the buffalo herd will be provided, as in the past several years, by millionaire rancher and philanthropist Juan Chavez. I have Mr Chavez with me here today. So tell us, what can we expect for this years festival?”


  “Gale, this festival will be the best in the modern history of Oceana. By 12:00 tomorrow, my cowhands will arrive driving over 300 head of buffalo! For a few hours it will be just like the old days.”


  “And I understand you will be bringing a special guest with you.”


  “Ahh, yes. An albino calf was born was born in my heard last Spring. She will be honored at the Roundup Festival this year.”


  “Honored?”


  “Yes! The Hicsoc Indians who dwelt here even before Oceana was founded believed strongly that the white calf was a powerful omen. I have invited them to perform their ancient rite of welcome for the crowd this year.”


  “Sounds exciting, Mr Chavez. Thank you for your time.”


  “Thank you, Gale, for having me.”


  “So that’s it for the Mission Square, Carl. As you can tell, the party has already started here and will run all night until the arrival of the thundering herd tomorrow morning. So if partying with 300 buffalo turns you on, come on down…” The camera drew back from the reporter and surveyed the crowd of revelers.


  “Ey Caramba!” Pop suddenly slammed his beer bottle on the bar and leaned closer to the TV.


  “What is it Pop? Chavez?”


  “No, there next to Chavez. Joey Dakota!” Pop pointed to the screen. Following his finger, Nina was led to a savagely handsome cowboy flanked on all sides by tough-looking Indians in leather. His smile was broad but the gleam in his eye looked definitely dangerous.


  “Dakota is a horse thief, a murderer, a kidnapper, and Casanova,” Pop never took his eyes off the screen. “Last I heard he was serving six consecutive life sentences in Mexico. What’s he doing here?”


  “Are you sure it’s him?”


  “I never forget the face of the man behind a gun pointed at me.”


  “What about his Indian friends?”


  “Apache Lords. Biker gang. Very tough. The man next to him there, that’s Billy Bare. Killed ten men with his bare hands, they say. Sadistic bastard too. “


  The image of Joey and Billy Bare was gone, replaced by the vanilla personage of the news anchor. Pop snapped out of his spell, and turned his head to Nina.


  “You got trouble.”


  “But if they’re up to no good, why would they be down there standing next to Juan Chavez?”


  “Maybe just chance. Maybe they’re together.” Pop had a healthy distrust for rich men like Chavez. “You’d better call the police.”


  “Yeah I will. Thanks for the warning Pop,” she gave Pop a friendly hug. “Drive safe.”


  Nina threw her athletic bag over hear shoulder and headed to her car, an inexpensive Japanese sedan. As she drove through the crowded streets of Oceana her thoughts were focused on Dakota. If Chavez was involved in some kind of caper, it wouldn’t do any good to call the police. The cops of Oceana were virtually controlled by the rich and elite, who paid extravagant sums to avoid undo monitoring of their business and pleasure activities. But maybe the Silk Specter could pay Dakota a visit, to let him know that his presence wasn’t lost on Oceana’s newest vigilante.


  Nina left the fashionable streets of Oceana’s entertainment district far behind and finally pulled her car into an alley leading to a small garage behind the dilapidated Spirit Theater. After Roman’s death, Nina discovered to her fury that Hypatia had doctored her father’s will over the years so that she would receive the entire estate, including the house and all his money. Hypatia didn’t know about the Spirit Theater, however, which Roman had purchased to serve as the headquarters for his activities against the Order. Nina had uncovered the deed while investigating Roman’s murder and now used it as her own home. The strange old theater held many secrets, but none stranger than the fact that it served as the headquarters of Oceana’s newest femme fatale.


  Entering through a heavy rear door, Nina immediately mounted a set of circular stairs and headed for her loft apartment. She had been meticulously restoring the sprawling art deco apartment since moving in and had decorated it with treasures she discovered while exploring the theater. The dark, polished oak paneling was now restored to its original luster and the parquet floor was sanded and sealed. The original stained glass and art deco light fixtures had been fully restored and perfectly complemented the new overstuffed furniture and modern art. Nina’s black cat Tabitha padded over from behind a restored fortune telling machine to greet her master.


  “No time to cuddle, Tibi,” Nina picked up the purring cat. “Going out tonight.”


  Nina took a quick shower and rinsed the red theatrical dye out of her hair. Her father had insisted she dye her hair for the act, and at first Nina had bitterly resented the demand. But now as a seasoned performer she could see the wisdom in the decision — her coppery locks had added a splash of color to Roman’s otherwise black and white show. It also had the added advantage that all her fans and stage associates thought of Nina Blackstone as a natural redhead. This made it easier to conceal her identity as a masked crime fighter, but it also caused a strange identity crisis: she often felt more like herself as the Silk Specter than as Nina Blackstone.


  After finishing her shower, the now raven-haired magician trotted still drying her hair to the small library packed with books Roman had accumulated over the years, mostly on the subject of the paranormal. She pushed on the spine of a copy of “Martyrs, Magicians, and Madmen.” The bookcase clicked ajar, and Nina pulled it open just far enough to slip inside and close the secret door behind her.


  The room behind the bookcase was crammed with the effects of her daredevil alter ego, Silk Specter. Though her father had given her little love he did leave a lot of money in the form of gold coins stashed in the theater. She used her strange “inheritance” to purchase some of the best equipment money could buy. Her costumes were hand-made in Italy by the Baretta Corporation, incorporating the latest high-tech fabrics as well as the Italian flare for exotic design. Her car, Black Magic, was a Dodge Viper modified in England with armor, bulletproof glass, defensive weapons, and a self-healing paint job. Her tricks and crime fighting gadgets were the best the magic community could provide.


  Nina completed her transformation and emerged into her secret study with the speed and precision only possible for a skilled performer. Her costume consisted of a long-sleeve turtle neck body suit, French cut and tight around the trunk but loosening near her chest. Shoulder pads sewn in the body suit gathered the glossy fabric at her shoulders and gave her 5’7” frame a more angular look. The sleeves tapered quickly until they were skin tight from her elbow to the cuffs of her short leather gloves. Nina’s legs above her thigh-length high-heeled boots were clad in ultra-sheer, translucent tights that glistened in the dim light. A silky flowing cape extended to just above her knees and an eye mask was secured to her face with theatrical adhesive, covering her face from hairline to cheekbones with wet-looking latex. The entire outfit was violet-black and made of a soft, elastic material with a silky look that well suited her namesake.


  In addition to the skintight costume she also wore a utility belt and left wrist bracer. Her broad utility belt was lined with compartments for crime fighting gear, secured by a brushed steel buckle bearing her double-s insignia, with one “S” appearing as a mirror image of the other creating a representation of a shapely ghost. A holster was secured to the rear of the belt in the small of Nina’s back, neatly concealed behind her cape. Into the holster she slipped her 9mm Glok, loaded with gyro tranquilizer darts. The wrist bracer was especially designed for firing a number of custom projectiles, including drag lines and fiber optic probes.


  Her secret study contained all of Roman’s journals and other information regarding the members and activities of the Order. It contained enough leads and intimate information on criminal masterminds for a life-time of crime fighting — a lifetime that even the most junior of Order members was capable of cutting dramatically short. At the center of the room was the strange bronze skull, the Oracle of the Spirit Theater, which Roman had stolen at the cost of his life. She had heard it actually speak on several occasions, and each time her very survival had depended on her correct interpretation of it’s shrouded prophecies. It was, in fact, the Oracle that had given Nina her name, greeting her as “Silk Specter, servant of The White.”


  But the Oracle apparently had no words for her today and Nina was in a hurry. She stepped to the back of the room and put both gloved hands on a fireman’s pole that descended into the basement of the Spirit…


  “Greetings Silk Specter, servant of the White.” The deep inhuman voice of the oracle sent chills up and down Nina’s spine. She stopped and walked slowly back towards the skull, which seemed to glow softly. “The praedial gods are liars that tell the truth. Among their own words are sown the seeds of their destruction. But beware, their living seed is death to mortals, and their offspring are as snakes in the desert.”


  The Silk Specter stood expectantly, waiting for the lurching voice to start up again. But the Oracle had fallen silent, leaving Nina to ponder its latest utterance.


  “What the hell is that supposed to mean, praedial gods? Hmmm.”


  Keeping her eye on the Oracle for any last-second bursts of clarification, Nina backed up to the pole once again. At last, she slid down the long bar into the cellar of the Spirit Theater, where Black Magic waited. The heavily modified black Dodge Viper brooded in the musty darkness.


  “Locks,” the Maid of Mystery broke the eerie silence. Black Magic successfully matched the voiceprint and the door clicked open. The Silk Specter slipped into the black leather confines of the car behind the tinted glass. The control console glowed orange before her.


  “Power plant on.”


  The engine purred to life as the Specter strapped herself in and added a black helmet. A touch on the gas pedal sent the sleek car forward into the darkness.


  The basement garage beneath the theater emptied out into the large storm sewer system beneath Oceana’s ancient streets. During the tropical wet season, the broad tunnels would be flooded with five feet of water. Then the Specter would use the secret above ground exit near the theater. But during the long summer, the tunnels were dry as a bone and gave her concealed access to almost anywhere in the city. Through the infrared filter of her helmet-mounted display, she could vaguely make out the contrast between the walls of the tunnels and the floor. The phosphorescent markers she had carefully painted on the walls over the months clearly directed her towards the proper exit. She emerged from the tunnels only blocks from the vast Mission Square.


  She left Black Magic on the outskirts of the huge open space, which had been converted into an impromptu parking lot. Her costume didn’t earn her much notice in the unwholesome, wildly dressed crowd assembled for the pre-roundup party.


  The Specter clenched her fists at her sides as she saw that Pop’s suspicions were confirmed: this was no ordinary street festival. The revelers had added their own sinister twists to traditional Wild West themes. There were Indian’s with evil war paint and skin-tight leather, Chinese coolies with tattooed chests and long pig tails, and ghoulish gun-slingers of every description, most of which were carrying real .44’s. The crowd definitely went beyond the limits of good clean fun, and into the shadowy realm of gang-related psychoparties. And somewhere in their midst was Joey Dakota, leader of a band of outlaws that had traded in their horses for Harleys.


  The Silk Specter penetrated deeper into the crowd. She made her way around the shadowy perimeter of a bonfire attended by a group of ragged, wild-eyed confederate infantrymen. Then she came upon a wagon where a skull-faced traveling salesman was peddling an elixir called “demon fire.” In each bottle of reddish liquid floated a small twisted body that Nina did not care to inspect further. Next, she came upon a woman standing naked in the midst of a small ring lit by torches. She was surrounded by rattlesnakes. Indeed, they crawled all over her body. She danced and swayed in the midst of the slithering mass and, remarkably, the snakes seemed to ignore her.


  So absorbed was the Maid of Mystery in the woman’s hypnotic dance that she walked headlong into a huge man. He was dressed like a Mexican soldier from the era of Santa Ana and smelled of tequila and body odor.


  “Excusa, senior,” She muttered, but found his arm blocking her way. She made eye contact with the man, fully two feet taller and 200 pounds heavier than she.


  “What is the rush, little cowgirl?” the Mexican’s English was poor and slurred. He tried to seize her with a thick hand but she easily ducked aside.


  “Look, I’d love to stick around but I’m looking for someone…”


  “And you have found him!” The man reached out again. The Specter took one wrist in both her hands and ducked nimbly behind him, pulling the arm behind his back. With his arm in a tight hammerlock the man was forced to double over until he was at eye-level with the teenage vigilante.


  “I’m looking for Joey Dakota. Know where he is?”


  “Owww, Seniorita. Let me go!” The Mexican’s struggles all but lifted the slim heroine off her feet. But she held firm.


  “Just tell me where to find Dakota!”


  “ARRRGGH!” With no regard for his own arm, the Mexican finally threw the Silk Specter over his shoulder.


  “Look I don’t want any trouble with you…”


  “Then, how about trouble with all of us.” Rough hands seized at her from behind. The masked avenger shook free and moved back towards her initial assailant, reevaluating her tactical situation.


  The drunk man’s friends had shown up. Now a circle of dirty, uniformed “soldiers” formed around the Silk Specter. The stench of the rabble was staggering, but that was the furthest thing from the petite crime-fighter’s mind at the moment.


  “The Silk Specter?!!” A neatly mustachioed man lit a match and held it against a short thin cigar. “Horhe, you have extremely good taste in women. But don’t be deceived by her small size. She’s a fighter.”


  “Look compadre, ” the Specter’s voice was steady. “I’m looking for Joey Dakota. You seen him?”


  “Oh yes! In fact, we’ll take you to him. After, of course, we get a little peek under your mask. Bring her to me.”


  TEN ON ONE! SOUND LIKE FAIR ODDS? WELL DON’T COVER YOUR EYES YET. ITS BUTT-KICKING TIME IN OCEANA, BUT WHOSE BUTT WILL IT BE?


  (II) HONKY TONK OF DOOM


  Men at all points along the circle around the Specter produced long bullwhips. After giving the sexy heroine a moment to appreciate her dire situation, they lashed out, aiming for wrists and ankles. But the teenage dynamo was ready for them. One she struck full in the chest with a grapple fired from her wristband. With the other hand she seized one of the whips which had far over-shot its mark, wrenching it suddenly out of its drunken wielder’s grasp. The two whips at her ankles struck home, however, pulling her suddenly into the splits. Then the men were upon her, chains and brass knuckles in hand.


  For a moment, the Specter was completely obscured by the crowd of reeking attackers. But then there was a crack, and the violent assemblage was shrouded in green smoke. In seconds the men fell over unconscious and the Maid of Mystery pushed her way out of the mass. She trained her Glok on the leader.


  “You’re lucky I have bigger fish to fry tonight, senior. Now where is Joey Dakota?”


  “You wouldn’t shoot an unarmed man, Seniorita. You super heroes are all alike.”


  “True,” the Specter shrugged as she picked up a whip from one of the unconscious men. “But I can be very persuasive.” She cracked the whip with skilled precision.


  The man’s eyes narrowed as he stared deep into the eyes of his shapely adversary, probing her will to carry out the threat. He saw only remorseless determination in the young crime fighter.


  “Very well. Mr Dakota is camped near the fountain at the center of the plaza. Look for the circle of totems and the tribal fire.”


  “So Joey’s been hanging out with the Indian’s hugh?”


  “Among others, yes. I wonder how much they will charge me for your fine raven scalp.”


  “More than you got, considering what its going to cost them to get it.”


  “We shall see Seniorita.” With that the Silk Specter continued towards the center of the plaza, picking her way through the gawking crowd, dazed from her recent performance.


  Slipping through a line of closely parked semi trailers, the Silk Specter emerged in full view of Joey Dakota’s camp. Just as the Mexican had said, there was a large bonfire set, flanked on either side by evil, grinning totem poles. Over 20 thugs clustered in groups, talking roughly, swilling Mad Dog and smoking crack. They were all dressed as Indians, as if Indians ever wore biker chains, tattoos and .357’s. The only true Indian the Specter could confirm was Billy Bare—Joey’s mass murdering sidekick—standing almost next to her. He wore a long leather coat that concealed a sawed-off .12 gauge. So silent had been her approach that Billy was still ignorant of her presence.


  And the Silk Specter took the opportunity to introduce herself. With a smooth sweep she knocked Billy’s feet out from underneath him. Then she landed with an elbow to his esophagus, partially collapsing his airway. Still, Billy was a tough hombre, and made to get up despite the punishment. The Specter seized the shotgun beneath his coat and swung upward between his legs with all her might. The big man would have cried out like a new born babe on his way to the ground if the dark-haired vigilante hadn’t quickly covered his mouth.


  Joey himself was lost in the throws of passion in the back seat of his ’74 Impala convertible. He was a brutally handsome man, slim with sharp features, a dimpled chin, and sandy blonde hair. He filled every inch of the back seat, and was perhaps 6’2” standing up. His long face bore two days of stubble and his steely blue eyes were utterly confident and dangerous. Despite herself, Nina quietly caught her breath at the site of the gorgeous outlaw.


  A beautiful, petite Indian woman straddled Joey Dakota, determined to ride the desperado for all he was worth. The firelight from the distant bonfire reflected from her sweat-covered body, highlighting her sexy war paint. Joey was lost in the heat of the moment until he felt the lurch of the car. The Silk Specter pumped the shotgun for dramatic effect, ejecting a perfectly good shell onto the front seat.


  “Good evening, Joey. Hands off that Peacemaker.”


  Joey’s hand froze—just inches away from the pearl handle of his favorite shooting iron—and he smiled up at his unwanted guest with surprising calm. His eyes seemed to bore right through her and the blood rushing to Nina’s cheeks was from more than just adrenaline. After a tense moment he pulled his hand away from the gun. The Specter kicked it quickly away with her foot.


  “Well, well, if it isn’t Miss Law and Order. I see they’re arming superheroes a little heavier than I remembered.”


  “A gal can’t be too careful in these rough neighborhoods.” She motioned to the girl. “Off.”


  “That’s okay, sugar,” Joey cooed to the woman. “Take the front seat. Have a smoke but don’t you even think about coolin’ off.”


  The woman slipped off Joey, leaving the bare-chested cowboy alone in the sites of the .12 gauge with his jeans down to his knees. Joey was lean but not overly muscular and—Nina couldn’t help noticing—very well endowed. Around his neck he wore a heavy chain which bore a gold medallion the size of Nina’s fist. At its center was a beautiful green emerald. Nina diverted her eyes from sightseeing and got back to business.


  “See anything you want to buy?” The bandito smiled slyly. “I can guarantee you a hell of a lot better time than your prom date.”


  “I see they’ve reduced the sentence for extortion and multiple homicide in Mexico to…what…six months?”


  “Yeah, well, I got time off for good behavior.”


  “So what brings you to Oceana? You and the rest of the tribe following the herds of college girls to the beaches for spring break?”


  “Now Slick, I’m offended. I’m deeply saddened by the plight of the red man. Reminds me of my own rejection by society.”


  “That a little present from the chief? Looks pricey.” It was more than pricey, Nina knew, and it somehow tugged on the corners of her memory.


  “Just a little something I want to keep close to my heart. I only wear it around those I trust.”


  “Spare me the theatrics. Once you bilk these people of their…” she looked over at the Indian woman, “hospitality, I’m sure they’ll find a knife in their collective backs.”


  “Look, honey, are you going to talk me to death? Better use that hogs leg or put it up and let me get back to my party.”


  The Specter slowly ejected the shells from the shotgun as she spoke. “Just wanted to let you know I’m watching you, Joey. You break the law here and I’m taking you down.”


  “I’m just here for the Roundup. And for a good time.”


  “I doubt that. Here, give Billy his thunderstick back. Tell him his balls will stop hurting in about a week.” She threw the shotgun at Joey, who caught it in both hands. With that, the Silk Specter faded into the darkness.


  “Yeah, ” Joey sounded preoccupied. “I’ll do that.”


  After a moment, the Indian woman crept back over the seat and nuzzled in close to Joey, but he seemed distant. “Little Feather, go fetch Mad Mary. I think I’m going to need a special bridle for that filly. I’m going to break her good before I string her up.”


  * * *


  The moon was huge in the sky, causing the white stucco that dominated Oceana’s Spanish architecture to give off an eerie glow. The wind blew stiffly in from the warm ocean, carrying the mingled smells of salt, surf, and rotting sea vegetation. The all-night parties still raged in the clubs along the beach, even at three o’clock in the morning. The wharves also bustled with activity, just as they did every day of the year. Huge cranes relentlessly loaded and unloaded the cargoes of foreign freighters and crates from a thousand ports-of-call piled up in the countless warehouses lining the waterfront. It was a businessman’s dream…and a smuggler’s paradise.


  Joey Dakota’s rusty green Impala rambled up to a small overhead door in a side alley away from the main warehouse entrances. After a moment the door lifted and Joey pulled slowly in. The car was greeted by a half dozen men in black suits carrying machine pistols. Joey stepped casually out of the car, accustomed to trafficking with such men. Billy Bare, strangely enough, opted to remain seated in the car.


  “Ahh, Hans,” Joey walked up to distinguished gentlemen in the midst of the bodyguards. “What’s with all the pistolaros?”


  “I apologize for the theatrics, Mr Dakota,” the man spoke in a thick German accent. “But I have instructions to continue our operations here in Oceana with utmost caution.”


  “Caution, hugh? Well we know what you mean, don’t we Billy?” Joey flashed a mischievous grin at his partner. “Seems Oceana’s got a ghost problem.”


  “Yes,” Hans smiled. “I see you’ve already met our daring little friend. She’s a minor irritant, but she has something that belongs to us. Until we eliminate her, I take no chances.”


  “Well, I’m arranging a very special surprise for the Silk Specter. I don’t think you’ll be seeing her again.”


  “I look forward to hearing of your success. In the meantime, we have some business to conduct. Where is the priestess?”


  “She is preparing her people for the attack. Sort of stirring the pot.”


  “Commendable, but if I don’t get the amulet there will be no pot to stir.”


  “Yeah, man,” Joey smiled and withdrew the golden amulet from beneath his shirt. “The Amulet of Teczcatlepulca.”


  The man took the amulet, greed showing plainly in his blue eyes. Then his smile disappeared.


  “Wait, there should be a stone here, a green emerald.”


  “Yeah, there is. But you get that, AFTER you hold up your end of the bargain.”


  “Fair enough, Mr Dakota. Care to sample the merchandise?”


  Men came forward with a heavy wooden crate. They pried open the lid and moved aside the packing to reveal a line of Uzi sub machine guns.


  “Five hundred automatic weapons, as our deal stipulated, plus 500 pistols, 220,000 rounds of ammunition and 20 Dragon anti-tank missiles. My supplier in Tel Aviv even threw in a case of claymore mines for the volume business. That’s enough to start a tidy little war.”


  “Tidy little holy war, Hans.”


  “As you wish,” he inclined his head. “So where do you want delivery?”


  “Out in El Nino, a ghost town near the Reservation. “


  “Of course. Is tomorrow acceptable?”


  “That’s just fine. That’ll give me some time to wrap up my personal business.”


  “Very well, I’ll make the necessary arrangements.”


  “Good, I get the guns, and you get the gem for that little necklace of yours. And one more thing. Might want to lay low for the next couple of days. Its gonna be a hot time in the old villa, if you know what I mean.”


  “Don’t worry, Mr Dakota, you steer clear of the areas we’ve agreed upon, and the rest of the city is yours. If you violate the boundaries, you’ll know.”


  * * *


  The Silk Specter pulled up discreetly in an alley deep in the heart of Ocean City’s northside barrio. Nina traveled with no headlights, relying instead on the infrared viewer in her helmet. The only indicator of her arrival was the crunching sound as Black Magic rolled over the bits of fallen ceramic tile from the roofs far overhead. The tracker she had placed in Joey’s car was working perfectly. After spending a few more hours at the party he had traveled directly here, to a large moldering building fronted by dingy bars. Most likely it was the hideout of the Apache Lords. She would have to be very careful.


  The Silk Specter moved over to a heavy steel door and optimistically tried the handle. Of course, it was locked tight. Removing the picks from her utility belt, the masked teenager went to work on the lock. After long minutes, the stout mechanism yielded to her highly trained fingers. With a swirl of her silky cape she slipped into the darkness beyond.


  The Maid of Mystery stopped just inside the door, waiting for her eyes to better adjust and to absorb the feel of the place. It was pitch black, and there were no sounds. The floor underfoot was uneven, as if covered by broken tile. Based on air movement, she estimated she was in some type of open area, perhaps a garage. It smelled of mildew, oil, and old age. After satisfying herself that she was alone for the present, the Silk Specter slipped on her night vision goggles. Now she could see some contrasts that confirmed she was on a landing overlooking a dilapidated storage area, cluttered with junk. A set of stairs to her left led steeply down to the floor of the garage. Like a shadow, she started to descend.


  But suddenly, the stairs beneath her disappeared with a loud clang. They all dropped at once to form a steep, smooth slide descending toward the basement floor. The masked avenger realized almost too late, however, that there was no floor at the foot of the stairs. Instead it was the maw of an open pit. At the bottom of the slide the Specter felt the sickening feeling of free fall, which she only just managed to halt by a lucky grab at the edge of the pit.


  Her gloved hands worked desperately to improve her grip as she hung suspended above inky nothingness. She tried desperately to touch the walls with her feet but to no avail. Then she heard a noise that made her blood run cold. It sounded like the urgent shaking of a child’s toy rattle. The night vision goggles showed nothing but the rattle was soon joined by a chorus of others, all coming from the unseen floor not far beneath her feet. Suddenly, the lights came on with blinding fury. The Silk Specter shook the goggles off her head, slinging them into the pit where they were greeted by renewed rattles.


  “Well, well, if it isn’t the Silk Specter. I figured you’d be along soon enough.”


  The Specter squinted up to see Joey Dakota grinning down at her with a relaxed cowboy scowl. He held a sawed off shot gun trained at her head. She could now clearly make out the carpet of rattlers perhaps four feet below her feet. The walls of the pit were a good six feet away from the mouth of the trap door, denying her any opportunity to plant her feet and improve her grip.


  “You’re pretty good Slick. It took my boys over an hour to find the bug you planted in my car.”


  “You just can’t get good help anymore,” Nina quipped coolly.


  “I know you beach babes would probably prefer a pit of sharks or something,” Joey chided, “but snakes do have one advantage. They’re cold blooded and hard to spot using night vision goggles. By the way, this is the part where you beg for your life.”


  The Silk Specter was gasping for breath, struggling to keep her grip. “Now doesn’t that seem a little extreme, Joey. It’s only our first date.”


  “Well, I’m afraid you’re worth more dead to me than alive.” Joey positioned the balls of his feet over the Silk Specter’s fingers. The teenage heroine grimaced as her fingers were crushed between hard leather and cold steel. “You know business is business.”


  “Gaining a little weight, Joey?” the Specter hissed.


  “Yeah, but Mama always said I was a little scrawny. ‘Till I shot her.”


  One hand slipped suddenly free, leaving the Silk Specter dangling by a single hand. But it was release with a purpose. With blinding speed, the Maid of Mystery reached into a compartment of her utility belt and dropped a number of pellets into the pit. They went off all around her, enveloping the entire pit in stun gas. Then she was gone, dropped into the pit. A moment later, a drag line shot up from the pit and wrapped around a steal beam supporting the roof. The Silk Specter followed immediately behind it, kicking the shotgun from the hands of a shocked Joey Dakota.


  But just as she began her swing to freedom a heavy knife whizzed through the air. The blade cleanly severed the line, sending the Specter plummeting back down to the steel floor of the pit. The jarring impact was enough to make the sexy vigilante take in a small gasp of surprise, but that was all it took. She immediately fell unconscious, victim of her own stun gas.


  “Great throw Billy. You knocked our little birdie clean out of the sky.” The huge Indian walked up to stand beside Joey, staring into the pit. “Now what do you say you go down there and fish her out, ‘fore them rattlers wake up.”


  * * *


  When the Silk Specter woke up, she was lying flat on her back on a long bar stinking of stale beer. She was still dressed in her costume, though her cape, utility belt, and wrist bracer had been removed. Her arms were pulled tightly behind her back, with each wrist tied to the opposite elbow.


  “Oh, awake already?” Joey stood behind her putting the finishing touches on her bondage. “That’s good ‘cause I just love a girl with spunk. Its a shame to sleep away your last few minutes of your life.”


  Joey tightened a final leather strap then sat the Silk Specter up to confront her fate. She was in the main room of the dark seedy bar, empty but apparently equipped for business. It seemed to be a “honky tonk” with a Wild West theme.


  “Normally, I’d like to have a little fun with you first,” he ran the tip of his knife lightly across the Specter’s shapely breasts. She shivered with unwanted stimulation. “But you pointed a gun at me. Any man—or woman— who points a gun at Joey Dakota shares the same fate.”


  Joey directed her attention to the contraption in the corner of the room. In the midst of a ring of sawdust stood a mechanical bull, the machine designed to test the machismo of urban cowboys. But the Specter’s eyes narrowed with apprehension as she noticed the modifications made to the bull’s saddle. Set into the rubber saddle of the machine was a knobbed black dildo. And from the ceiling just above the mechanical bull hung a hangman’s rope.


  “I’m going to go steal that albino buffalo from that old ranch hand who doesn’t know anything better do with it than show it off at two-bit rodeos. In the mean time, you’re going to have a little rodeo of your own. Then you’re going to hang.”


  The Silk Specter struggled as two thugs carried her towards the mechanical monster.


  “I imaging you can figure out for yourself how this thing works,” Joey ran a finger down the dildo and it came back dripping with lubricant. “You’re going to romp on this lady-killer here while we steal the buffalo. It may be a little uncomfortable, but as soon as you get bucked off, you hang. Mount her up!”


  Rough men lifted the petite vigilante until she straddled the horse just behind the dildo. The touch of the monster against her crotch sent a chill through her body. She tried to kick at her captors with no success as a sea of lusty hands easily lifted the bound heroine until her crotch was at the level of the dildo. Eagerly a man pulled aside the silky material of her body suit and slit her hose just over her pussy. She was already wet from the indescribable mix of fear and sexual tension.


  “Get away from me you sick bastards!” she muttered as she was forced against the dildo, lips spread wide.


  “Should have thought of that before you cold-cocked Billy. Now its you who gets the cold cock.”


  “Hmmmm! Ahhhhh!” The Silk Specter’s moans filled the room as she was forced down on the dildo. As her bottom settled into the saddle the men guided her boots into the stirrups on either side.


  “Ahhh, now you’re sitting pretty. But wait, that’s not all. Gentlemen, how about that rope.”


  The Specter was powerless to resist as the men slipped the rope over her head, pulled her long hair through, then tightened the noose around her throat.


  “That’s one of Billy Bare’s deluxe one-way slip knots. Once it gets tight, there ain’t no loosening it. Now this bull works on a timer, the longer you ride the harder it bucks. Snakeman tricked it up a bit so I figure it will take about an hour to reach full power, enough to throw a 200-pound man clear across the room. Luckily, you’ll have a little extra leverage.”


  Joey’s henchmen laughed roughly in anticipation of the costumed cutie’s cruel ordeal. The dildo was not overly thick , but was quite long and secured very firmly to the saddle. As Joey said, it would certainly extend her ride on the bucking machine, and ensure she was thoroughly reamed before meeting her death dangling from the one-way noose. Nina’s heart raced as her own juices mingled with the lubricant already coating the phallus. Joey continued.


  “Now you have quite a ride ahead of you, and I don’t want you waking up the neighbors. So I made a special bit and bridle just for you.” He produced a broad leather strap with a long rubber penis attached to it. “Any final words?”


  “What do you want with that buffalo, Joey,” Nina played for time. “Doesn’t sound like your kind of caper.”


  “Well you are a curious little kitty, ain’t you Slick? That calf may be a trophy to Chavez, but right next door on the Hicsoc reservation she’s an omen. The legend says that Nahoc, the great war chief, will one day appear on a white buffalo and lead the Hicsoc nation to crush the white devil.”


  “So YOU’RE going to ride onto to Hicsoc Reservation and pretend to be Nahoc? Sounds a little ambitious for a two-bit gunslinger like you.”


  “Well I got friends in high places. Too bad Mariposa ain’t here to watch you die. She goes through cute gringos like Billy Bare goes through tequila.”


  “The High Priestess of the Hicsoc?” Roman’s journals noted that Mariposa was a viscous, ambitious woman, but Nina was amazed that she would trust the fate of her entire nation to a bandito like Joey Dakota.


  “Never trust a woman, Slick. You of all people should appreciate that. Now open wide.” The Silk Specter was stunned, all she could do was open her mouth and allow Joey to force the penis gag in. Once in her mouth, he positioned the buckle behind her head and pulled it tight.


  “Alright boys, let’s vamoose. I’m sure the Silk Specter is dyin’ to get started.”


  With that he flipped a switch on the wall and the bull started to move. The mechanical beast glided around the sawdust ring, flipping and bucking gently on its lowest setting. The Silk Specter struggled prettily in her bonds, muscles dancing beneath the skin-tight fabric of her costume. Joey Dakota blew the Maid of Mystery a kiss and turned out the lights.


  IS THIS THE END OF THE SILK SPECTER? WILL JOEY AND HIS MYSTERIOUS ACCOMPLICE SUCCEED IN TAKING CONTROL OF THE ENTIRE HICSOC NATION? AND IF SO, THEN WHAT? HANG ON TRUE BELIEVERS, THE ANSWERS ARE HANGING JUST AROUND THE CORNER.


  (III) TATTLERS AND RATTLERS


  The Silk Specter lost count of the number of orgasms that had torn through her while she rode the sinister horse. The dildo was aligned with fiendish precision. Each buck sent her body straight up along the knobbed shaft until her feet caught in the stirrups. Then back down she would fall until fully impaled, and another wave of stimulation would course through her. As the minutes bucked by, the gyrations of the bull grew more frantic and her mechanical rape took on new dimensions of pleasure and pain. She pulled with all her strength but the leather bondage was expertly tied and very tight.


  Click.


  The unpredictable motion of the mechanical bull grew noticeably more violent and the Silk Specter was thrown yet more wildly up and down on the dildo. She was exhausted and her body was drenched with sweat from the constantly intensifying effort to stay alive. Her long dark hair streamed regally behind her jerking head as the head as the bull lurched madly around the sawdust ring. The room was nothing but a blur and the teenage heroine’s mind was awash with passion brought on by the tight bondage, mortal danger, and prolonged ramming. Coherent thought was all but impossible, but this was actually a blessing. For the expertly tied leather straps and painful gag kept her helpless and silent, while the noose around her throat promised nothing but death. By all rational accounts, she was as good as dead.


  Click.


  Again the mechanical bronco stepped up its motion, and the Specter realized with horror that her boots were beginning to slip free from the stirrups. The rope had already been drawn quite tight around her throat by the jerking motion of the bull, a precursor to the death that awaited her at any moment. But still her young body responded to the endless stimulation of the dildo, driving her further and further beyond the limits of sexual endurance. She had think—to fight through the haze of endorphins—or she was doomed.


  But then she saw her last slim chance for survival! The rope about her neck was secured to the ceiling by a steel “J” hook attached to a rafter by a swivel joint. As the bull bucked it also moved laterally around the sawdust circle. At one point on the lateral trajectory she could actually look up and see the rope firmly seated deep in the crook of the “J” hook. So at the opposite extreme of her lateral motion—when the top of the rope was behind her and out of sight—the knot was certainly being pulled to the outer lip of the hook. If she could leap up and out with enough force, she just might be able to pull the noose entirely off the “J” hook.


  If not, the rope would probably snap back with enough force to break her neck. At least her death would be quick and at the moment anything seemed better than being fucked into oblivion by the fiendish bronco.


  She timed her leap as carefully as the dildo torture would allow. When she was in the proper lateral position and at the top of the latest horrible buck, she slipped her feet from the stirrups and gained an instantaneous foothold on top of the horse. Then with all her remaining strength she propelled herself into the air and forward. The rope snapped sickeningly taught as it reached full extension and Nina thought for a moment that she was dead. But then it suddenly went slack as the rope came free from the hook and Nina landed amidst the strategically placed bales of straw!


  She lay there motionless for several minutes, trying to recover her breath — which was no small feat considering the tight noose and the shaft of rubber in her mouth. The mechanical bull, sensing that it had finally thrown its persistent if unwilling rider, whined to a stop. Nina’s crotch tingled and burned, but the pain at least proved that she was still alive.


  And it would all be a small price to pay for the opportunity to kick Joey Dakota’s butt.


  The Silk Specter wouldn’t have to wait long for the rematch opportunity with Dakota. Just as she worked her way free from the bondage holding her arms and cut the noose, she heard a large garage door opening in the back of the building. Part of her just wanted to flee, to rest after her ordeal. But Nina fought down her natural instinct to retreat. Pop was right when he said Joey was up to something big. The lives of hundreds, perhaps thousands of people were at stake. She had to put a stop it before it was too late.


  Nina unbuckled the penis gag even as she unbolted the heavy door leading out the front of the tavern. Then she ducked back behind the bar, slipping into a small cabinet with sliding doors.


  “… so now lets see if Slick is still ‘hanging’ around,” Joey said grandly as he and his gang burst into the bar room. “What! Gone?”


  Nina heard the shuffle of men’s feet and the rustle of iron against leather. She wished, and not for the last time, that she still had her pistol.


  “Door’s unlocked, Joey, ” one of the Lords said with a Jersey accent. “looks like she scrammed.”


  “But she’s STILL ALIVE!” Dakota bellowed in frustration. “No one points a gun at me and lives!


  “Blackhawk, track her down. Sniff the ground, taste the wind, do whatever that crap is you do to find her. And Mary.”


  “Yeah, Joey?”


  PAHHHH! Nina could hear the impact of Joey’s fist against flesh then the sound of fist on bone.


  “I told you we needed a bridle to hold a wildcat!” There was heavy whump and a gasp as a heavy foot drove the air out of the unfortunate henchwoman. “String her up on that bronc. If the Specter could escape, lets see if Mary can figure it out before she hangs.”


  Nina could hear Mary curse, buck and sob as her clothes were torn away. Finally her cries were stifled as someone ripped off a piece of duct tape and covered her mouth. The rustle of rope indicated that she was securely bound then dragged kicking and screaming to the horse.


  “What are we gonna do now Joey? That Specter kid is going to go straight to the cops.”


  “And tell ‘em what? That some lone desperado just rode into town and is gonna lead the entire Hicsoc Indian nation down Main Street and loot the city? They’d laugh her tights right out of town hall!”


  Mary’s moans became more urgent as the men laughed the laugh Nina knew all too well. Apparently she was being lifted astride the terrible machine.


  “Now this place could be crawling with cops any minute. When they get here the only thing they’ll find is Mary, dead, dumb and about 4 inches taller. You men, go with Blackhawk. I imagine the Silk Specter ran home to daddy after her little joy ride. You can kill everyone else, but I want her back ALIVE, you hear?”


  “You got it boss.” The men snickered. Mary’s moaned pitifully as she was impaled on the horse.


  “Billy, Little Feather and I have to get back to the bunkhouse to meet some old friends. You still got our little green friend there close to your heart Darlin?”


  “Feel for yourself,” Little Feather cooed and Nina could imagine the groping scene that followed. The problem was, she could even see herself participating without much protest. Pop had warned her that Joey had animal magnetism, and he wasn’t joking.


  The horse started up with the whine of hydraulics and the buzz of electric motors. Mary’s muffled, almost unintelligible cries for help fell on deaf ears as the men made hasty preparations to clear out.


  Nina listened to the doomed cowgirl’s forlorn moans as the mechanical bull came up to speed, much quicker than it had for her. Each hydraulic whine was met with a wet sliding sound which could only be the dildo doing its work. The Specter wanted to come to the woman’s rescue, but prudence demanded that she make sure all of Joey Dakota’s men were gone before acting. Besides, like Nina, Mary’s moans of pain were also tinged with a surreal pleasure. The stimulation was all the more intense when one realized that it could be her last.


  Finally, Nina rolled out of the bar cabinet and peered cautiously around the room. The room was again deserted except for the slim, large-breasted redhead astride the horse. She had been stripped naked except for her cowboy boots and a black leather gloves. She may have once worn a black cowboy hat, but it now lay off to one side. Like Little Feather, she was a striking woman with long flaming hair, hazel eyes, and delicate features. Heavy duct tape covered her mouth and her nostrils flared with the effort required to breathe. Nina was surprised to note that Mary had gotten her arms free, and was clutching desperately at the one-way noose.


  Mary’s eyes changed from despair to surprise when she saw the Silk Specter move to the controls. Her face was filled with mute relief as Nina tripped the safety, causing the mechanical bull to slide quickly to a stop.


  “You ever get the feeling you’re under appreciated?” Nina smiled as she reached up a gloved hand and pulled the duct tape off the bound woman’s face. With effort, Mary forced a wadded bandanna out of her mouth and spat.


  “Only today.”


  “You got your arms free. I’m impressed.”


  “Yeah, well I trick up all my leather work for Joey, just in case he ever tries it out on me. Just push it slack, rotate both limbs in the same directions, then twist.” She demonstrated as if her arms were once again bound. “Always figured it would come in handy, but I didn’t count on this damn noose.”


  “Never hurts to have a backup plan when your boss is a back-stabbing snake.”


  “Hmmm. So are you going to get me down, or what?”


  “Sure, but I’m going to need a little help in return.”


  “Help? What kind of help.”


  “Oh just the usual. How about the location of Joey’s bunkhouse?”


  “Well I’ll be, guess Joey underestimated you. But if you think I’m going to help a vigilante track down Joey Dakota, you’re crazy. Why, he’d kill me.”


  “Would he?” Nina flashed her trademark mysterious smile. “Well, don’t think of it as assistance, just consider it a trade.” Nina leaned against the control console.


  “You wouldn’t let me die up here, would you?”


  “No. But a few spins on high might do the trick. I’ve been there and believe me it’ll make you feel like talking.”


  “Ohh, all right. Joey’s holed up in a little ghost town—El Nino I think he called it—near the Hicsoc Reservation. He and about 50 Apache Lords, for all the good it’ll do you.”


  “Is that where they’re taking the albino buffalo?”


  “Of course. Leastwise until the ceremony on the Indian reservation…” Mary stopped short, ashamed for divulging information.


  “That’s okay, ” Nina smiled. “I’ve heard enough.”


  Nina took the gun from Mary’s discarded belt and took careful aim. With a single shot she severed the noose so the loose rope fell to the ground at Mary’s feet.


  Nina could hear sirens in the distance. Somehow the cops must have been tipped off that there was trouble.


  “Better grab your things and high-tail it out of here, Mary.”


  “You’re not going to bust me?”


  “No.”


  Mary cautiously grabbed her clothes and headed for the hall leading out back. But before she left, she turned around a final time.


  “Hey Specter. Sorry about that saddle…”


  But the Silk Specter was gone.


  * * *


  The moonless night was absolutely pitch-black 45 miles inland from Oceana, on the boarder between the Chavez ranch and the Hicsoc Indian Reservation. The infrequent cars on the county highway were lightening bugs beneath the inky vault of heaven, their minute patches of illumination far too weak to highlight the moldering ghost town of El Nino only a mile off the road. And on most nights that would be no big loss, but on this particular evening titanic events were unfolding in the forgotten cow town.


  “Nice to see you again, Pop.” Joey drove a fist hard into the wiry Mexican’s stomach. The big Indians holding Pop’s arms allowed him to crumble to the ground. His wrists and ankles were chained so he was easier to keep hold of. “Been a long time. I’d a been here sooner, but I had some business to take care of in town.”


  “What do you want, Joey Dakota?” Pop managed to force out between coughs. The Apache Lords had not been kind to the old poacher since his capture on the highway outside of Oceana.


  “You see Pop, it’s a coincidence that you happened to be in Oceana. I need a little professional assistance.”


  “What assistance do you need, Joey? Just kill me and get it over with.”


  “No, Pop you got me all wrong. Let me show you something.” Joey picked up his Coleman lantern and carried it to an expensive-looking horse trailer. He opened the rear door and led out a fantastically odd-looking creature. It was like a buffalo, but its hair was almost translucent, and its skin milky white. The Buffalo’s eyes were huge and light blue. The creature looked…unearthly.


  “You got the albino buffalo.”


  “That’s right. Tomorrow is the tribal council for the Hicsoc and I need to be able to ride this walking pot roast into the circle—the Claw they call it—and announce myself as Nahoc, legendary war chieftain of the tribe.”


  “The Hicsoc are a fierce people. They’ll never believe you.”


  “Would people quit saying that!” Joey’s .44 appeared in his hand so fast it almost seemed like an optical illusion. “The next person that says ‘Joey, you can’t pull it off. Joey, you’re just too stupid,’ I’m just going to shoot all to hell. Now I want you to train that Buffalo to take a rider by tomorrow at sundown. Nothing fancy, just giddiyup and whooaa.”


  “Teach a buffalo to take a rider?”


  “I know it ain’t easy, but I hear you’re the best at breaking animals. And I’ll tell you what, you teach this buf to take a rider, and this time tomorrow you’ll be on your way back to Mexico safe and sound. You let me down, and Billy runs a cactus up your ass and skins you alive. Deal?”


  Pop said nothing. What choice did he have?


  “Alright, that’s the spirit! Now boys, set a lantern on every other fence post, give the man a little light. Put a few scouts out towards the road, in case we get any unwanted attention. I’ll come out a little later to see you you’re doing, Pop.”


  As the lights were turned up one by one, Pop could see that he was indeed in a corral fenced in with mummified timbers. The integrity of the fence had recently been restored by the Apache Lords. The corral flanked a barn which was remarkably in tact and sheltered a number of new pickup trucks The partially collapsed hotel/saloon across the dirt road from the corral also showed recent signs of activity. Boards had been nailed across the gaping windows and the groaning structure now served as Joey’s temporary command post. A line of Harleys parked before the two-story watering hole gave mute testimony to the fact that the old town swarmed with gangsters.


  “And boys,” Joey handed one of the Lords a bullwhip. “Use this tickler if you think Poncho here is slacking off. Got it?”


  Joey made his exit while his henchman promptly put the bullwhip to good use. Pop slipped back to the ground trying in vain to protect himself with his chained hands while the roaring men gleefully strapped him with the long strip of braided leather. The bikers enjoyed their sport, urging the weakened Mexican to his feet only to beat him back down with savage blows. Only when another Apache Lord arrived with a bottle of Yukon Jack did the guards lose interest in tormenting their charge, allowing Pop Sanchez to crawl over to the jittery buffalo.


  “Hola, Tatonka,” the old man leaned on the animal for support. The ghostly buffalo was not at all disturbed by the arrival of the dusty, bruised man and seemed to listen intently to the strange song Pop sang into its ear. Indeed, both were prisoners in the camp of their enemies and they seemed to borrow strength from each other’s presence.


  Pop’s humming suddenly hitched and the old man looked around. The night was peaceful, and the wind whipped vigorously out to sea as it always did this time of night, but something was wrong. Someone or something else was out there, concealed in the inky darkness beyond the hissing lanterns. And it meant trouble, though for who he couldn’t yet determine. He pulled the strange head of the buffalo close and sang it songs of peace in the language only a few living men knew.


  The wind carried a muffled moan from the back of the corral—a man being bludgeoned unconscious. But the attacker was good, very good, and the other Apache Lords seemed oblivious to the danger. Then another man fell, closer this time, and perceptible to anyone who was listening. Fortunately, the arrogant Apache Lords were too interested in the whiskey and their own crude humor to notice the defeat of their sentries. Pop stilled the now anxious spirit of the buffalo, preparing her for the imminent onslaught.


  Then the mysterious attacker was upon them. The Coleman lanterns were suddenly extinguished in rapid succession by muffled pistol shots and only then did Pop’s guards respond. The fighting was fierce but brief, and Pop could only imagine what was happening based on the sounds whirling around him—the thud of body blows, the skittering of booted feet, the shouts of excitement and pain, the whizzing of chains. Then there was a single gunshot, and Pop got a brief still-life image of the corral. He saw a biker frozen in mid-fall, bleeding from the leg as a chain slipped from his hands. Another gun-wielding Apache Lord stood directly behind a small, dark figure almost as if they were making love. But the intruder had managed to clamp the thug’s pistol arm between arm and body, firing the huge man’s weapon even while it was still in his opponent’s meaty grip. In the harsh light of the pistol flash Pop was almost certain that he caught a glint from the stranger’s dark clothes and cape. It was almost like…silk.


  The sounds and fury of battle receded just as quickly as they had come, to be replaced only by the moan of the wind. Then Pop was suddenly face to face with his rescuer, and he could not have been more surprised. It was not a man but a young woman in a dark, tight-fitting costume, cape and mask! Her body was slim and athletic, and she panted softly from the recent fight. Luxurious black hair billowed down to her shoulder blades. Despite the mask and the furious look in her eyes, the woman’s identify was etched upon his memory.


  “Neena Blackstone?! What are you doing here?”


  “SHHHHH! Saving your ass, Pop.” She made quick work of his ancient manacles with a lock pick and handed him a shotgun. “Looks like Joey Dakota did little dance on your face.”


  “Silk Specter,” Pop said slowly, noting the mirror-image S’s on Nina’s belt buckle, which formed the stylized outline of a floating ghost. “You’re that vigilante.”


  “Yeah, but lets just keep that our little secret. Right now we need to get you and this buffalo out of here.”


  “She is very frightened.”


  “I’ll bet. Can you really ride that buffalo?” The Mexican shook his head.


  “She is too simple. I could guide her from her back, but she would never learn from the lessons.”


  “That’s okay, ” Nina grinned. “Just put her back in the trailer. I saw a truck in the barn. Get ready to roll.”


  The Silk Specter disappeared while Pop Sanchez quickly led the buffalo back in the horse trailer. A moment later, a diesel engine purred to life and Nina whipped out of the barn stopping near the trailer. The Maid of Mystery got out and the two moved the trailer onto the hitch, making ready to travel.


  “Now get in the truck and head for the highway!”


  “I can’t leave you here alone. We go together.”


  The heroine shook her head.


  “We’ll never get away if we go together.”


  “But Nina, they’ll kill you…or worse.”


  “I’m a big girl now, Pop. I can take care of myself. Besides I’ve planned a little surprise.”


  “No, Roman would never forgive me…”


  “Pop, Roman’s dead. And we will be too if you don’t get in that rig and high tail it to town. NOW!”


  Pop locked gazes with his former pupil, once a cute strong-willed little girl, now a beautiful young woman in the uniform of a vigilante. Nina’s green eyes blazed with confidence and Pop knew he would never talk her into going with him in the truck. Besides, she had just bested 10 men before his very eyes. The silken-clad teenager clearly had strength that belied her petite stature.


  Pop reluctantly got into the cab of the pickup truck and slipped it into gear.


  “Nina, I won’t desert you! Good luck.”


  “Thanks. I’ll need it.”


  The old poacher popped the clutch and sped off into the night, taking the linchpin of Joey’s plan with him.


  Just as Nina has suspected, the Apache Lords acted quickly. Even as she raced through the night at top speed, men were running out of the saloon with angry shouts and mounting their bikes. The Maid of Mystery reached her position just as Pop was driving past her, nearing the main road back to town. She smiled as the taillights disappeared in the darkness, giving Pop at least a minute head start on his pursuers. It would never be enough …under normal circumstances.


  With the truck safely passed, Nina heaved on a heavy chain, which she had secured to an abandoned car on the far side of the road. The Specter could hear the ominous rumble of 2-stroke Harleys as she raised the chain to approximately shoulder level and lashed it several times around a utility pole. She had just gotten the chain secured when the first echelon of riders whipped by.


  They never saw what hit them. The chain caught the bikers neatly at chest level, throwing them from their motorcycles onto the dirt road. The second wave of gang members laid over their bikes trying to avoid the first wave, and those skillful enough to navigate the field of iron and bodies found themselves dismounted by the chain as well. Chaos quickly descended on the injured, angry, and disorganized rabble as they realized they had been had. In the meantime, Pop had completely disappeared from view.


  “Well, that takes care of that,” the Specter giggled. “Better get out of here before they start looking for the end of this…”


  The Silk Specter turned and her heart leaped up into her throat. Standing directly before her was a tall female silhouette, flanked on either side by shadowy lieutenants. Nina immediately went for her gun, but even as she cleared her holster there was a loud CRACK and a leather lash wrapped painfully around her wrist. The gun flew from her hand was she was jerked toward the silent trio.


  “Going so soon,” came a cold feminine voice. “But the party is only just beginning, Silk Specter.”


  “Yeah? Well I…”


  CRACK! A whip caught her other wrist and both whipsman pulled the masked crime fighter towards them with great force. The Specter managed to twist at the last possible moment to dodge a blow from some type of club aimed right at her midsection. But the swing of the cudgel put one of the whipsmen off balance and Nina seized the small opportunity to snap them into each other like Keystone cops using their own whips. Surprised by the speed at which the Silk Specter seized the initiative, the two fell embarrassingly to the ground, allowing their prey to spring clear.


  “I never was much for surprise parties.”


  Nina swept the feet from underneath the third attacker and used the moment of confusion to withdraw a sleep grenade from her utility belt and detonate it in her enemies’ midst. She rolled away from the billowing cloud, but her attackers did not.


  “That must have been Mariposa and her friends. Don’t know how they sneaked up behind me, but…”


  Nina’s blood ran cold when she heard the rattling noise behind her, a noise similar to the one she had heard while dangling over Joey’s pit of snakes. Only this was a single rattle, and much BIGGER than any she had heard before. The nightmare sound struck Nina to her soul and stopped her for a moment dead in her tracks.


  But the Silk Specter had only a moment to ponder her unnatural peril. The teenage dynamo saw the blur like a huge snake’s head, then fangs sank into the flesh of her thigh. Her left leg exploded in pain and then burned as venom seeped into her body through the finger-sized puncture wounds. The head disappeared into the inky night as quickly as it had struck, leaving the dazed superheroine to wonder if she had only dreamed the entire incident.


  The Specter tried to take a step forward but collapsed to the ground in pain. Her leg simply wouldn’t take any weight. The masked vigilante tried to stand up again but her vision was blurring and her limbs uncoordinated. The burning sensation which had started at her thigh was spreading upward across her pelvis. She rolled to her back and felt for the snake antidote injector in her utility belt, knowing it may be her only chance for survival. She was beginning to shake uncontrollably.


  But someone was drawing near, the Silk Specter looked up to see the silhouette looming over her, framed against the starry night. If the inhuman apparition chose to strike a killing blow there was nothing Nina could do to stop it, so she ignored her deadly foe, withdrew the injector and administered the shot. It took all of her fading strength to complete the task and after emptying the plastic container the teenage avenger went limp on the hard ground.


  “Very impressive,” the woman hissed—presumably Mariposa, priestess of the Hicsoc. “You humiliated Billy Bare, outsmarted Joey Dakota, stole back the sacred buffalo and laid out half the Apache Lords. Now it seems you may have cheated death again.”


  Nina tried to talk but she was too weak. Her mouth felt as dry as the desert sand on which she laid.


  “But very soon you’ll wish you hadn’t. I think you’d find death by snakebite far more honorable than the death I have planned for you. Pleasant dreams, Silk Specter”


  Mariposa’s wicked laughs echoed through Nina’s mind as at last the Maid of Mystery slipped off into peaceful oblivion. Her last thoughts were of Pop Sanchez and his promise not to leave her.


  (IV) FESTIVAL OF MARTYRS


  For hours Nina drifted in and out of delirium. She only had vague impressions from her brief periods of lucid consciousness: being chained to a squeaky iron bed, sucking water from a cloth offered by Little Feather, coughing from the heat, moaning in pain when her bandages were changed.


  And her feverish mind was full of images from her past, as if her very life were flashing before her eyes. She remembered staring down from the balcony of her father’s house while her hated Aunt Hypatia entertained a group of men—German men she had decided. Hypatia had pretended it was her own home even then, years before she had taken it from Nina by doctoring Roman’s will. It was at that moment that Nina decided she would oppose evil tyrants wherever she could.


  Then she saw herself bound hand and foot and wearing only a black bikini, hanging inverted over the icy water of the Chinese Torture Tank. Victor Petrov, Roman’s manager and murder, spoke gleefully of her imminent death, which was carefully staged to look like an accident during an unsupervised rehearsal. He told her she was foolish to interfere with the affairs of the Order and that he had long looked forward to killing Roman’s brat daughter. Then he lowered her into the water and bolted the lid closed. Nina could remember clearly the vibrations of the electric wrenches and the distorted view of the empty theater from within the deadly confines of the Torture Chamber. Victor and his men appeared bloated and distorted as they retreated, turning out the lights and leaving Nina to die alone in the tank beneath the single ghost light remaining on the darkened stage. It was there she learned to never give up hope.


  Then she saw herself in the loft of the Spirit Theater with Kimberly Osborne, better known to the rest of the world as the superheroine Aquagirl. Only hours before Nina had rescued Kimberly—bound hand and foot with her legs trapped in a tub of quickly curing cement—from the hold of a yacht owned by the drug tycoon Ilyia Dragos. Nina had saved Aquagirl from a watery grave two miles beneath the surface of the open ocean, and the beautiful college post-doc was expressing her gratitude beneath the satin sheets of Nina’s king-sized bed. After relieving the initial tension generated by Aquagirl’s close scrape with Dragos, Nina had handcuffed herself to the athletic, blonde vigilante at both wrists, forcing the two to cooperate in order to continue with their lovemaking. At almost dawn Kimberly had completed the job, slipping a twin-shafted dildo between them and then cuffing their ankles together. Almost as mirror images of each other the two young vigilantes struggled beneath the silk sheets, enjoying for the first time another who shared the same passions for danger, violence and justice. It was there that Nina learned the connection between the Silk Specter and her own sexual identity.


  Then she was standing before the Oracle, the Oracle of the Spirit Theater. His voice haunted her feverish dreams.


  “…But beware, their living seed is death to mortals, and their offspring are as snakes in the desert.”


  The Silk Specter’s eyes snapped open, confirming many of her feverish impressions of her surroundings. She was in a small bedroom, perhaps one of the hotel rooms over the old saloon. Through the cracks between the boards covering the window she could tell it was still daylight, and the hotel room felt like an oven. Nina had been stripped naked and chained to an iron bed frame. The mattress beneath her was filthy and smelled of urine. Little Feather sat in a chair near the bed, wearing little more than Nina. A bandage was on Nina’s leg covering the two puncture wounds fully five inches apart.


  “You’re awake,” Little Feather smiled, with a look somewhat akin to admiration. “You have defeated the poison.” She knelt near the bed, and squeezed a rag full of water into Nina’s parched mouth. Little Feather wore only a white bikini bottom. She was adorned with an armband on her left bicep and a gold chain bearing a large green gem stone. The stone danced between her round breasts.


  “How long was I out?”


  Little Feather just smiled. “Only 14 hours. Today is the day of the Council.”


  “Great,” Nina rested a moment, “Wouldn’t want to miss the excitement.”


  “Had you not awakened, Mariposa would have slain you in your bed before leaving for the ceremony.”


  The Ceremony! Joey would have to ride the buffalo into the circle to claim himself as Nahoc.


  “What about the albino buffalo?”


  “The truck ran out of gas just down the road. Joey has the buffalo.”


  Nina’s heart sank.


  “And Pop Sanchez?”


  “He was not found. He will surrender or die in the desert.”


  Not good, but at least Pop was still at large. She almost hated to ask the next question.


  “So what happens next?”


  “You will die for Mariposa’s entertainment. I am to alert her as soon as you regain consciousness.”


  “So why haven’t you summoned her yet?” Nina could see that look in Little Feather’s eye, just like Kimberly Osborne’s on the night of the rescue.


  “I’ve never seen anyone do what you did to Joey Dakota back in town. And Billy Bare. And Snake Eyes. I’ve never seen a true female warrior. Men are built for combat, woman for pleasure. You are built for both.”


  Nina could tell that the little minx was getting ideas. Perhaps that could be of value. “Little Feather, do you want me?”


  “Joey would not be pleased. He greatly looks forward to your death.”


  “Do your people honor a last request?”


  “Yes, but only before combat is joined.”


  “Then take me, Little Feather. If you would see me honored, give me one last taste of earthly pleasure.”


  Little Feather was being drawn in as she ran her hands across Nina’s smooth, young body. The heroine’s breasts were firm orbs, inviting to the touch. Her stomach a flat plain marked with subdued ripples, curving gently to her dark pussy where her further treasures were concealed by her delicate outer lips. After warming up slowly, Little Feather descended with soft kisses to Nina’s most inviting sex. She worked her tongue skillfully across the petite vigilante’s clitoris, using a gentle touch to open her lovely enemy’s soft pussy. Nina writhed deliciously as Little Feather’s caress did its work. Warmth oozed from her crotch filling her with tingly pleasure.


  At last Little Feather could stand the Silk Specter’s gyrations no more. She looked up uncertainly and her raven-haired prisoner knew this was her only chance. The slim Indian’s desire for satisfaction was too strong, and Nina pressed the advantage.


  “My arms, Little Feather, free my arms. I want to touch you. Its okay, I’m still bound at the ankles.” Little Feather hardly hesitated. She reached up and slipped out the pin securing each wrist manacle to the bed frame. Then she mounted Nina, with her own crotch only inches from the teenage avenger’s face. Nina responded by using her own skills in female stimulation to send Little Feather into new realms of pleasure.


  Both women became enraptured in their work, Nina gently nibbling on Little Feather’s clit and Little Feather fully probing Nina’s tight sensitive pussy. In fact, neither of them noticed the approach of Joey Dakota and his men until Little Feather was roughly pulled off the sexy adventuress.


  “Uhh, uhh, uhh, Little Feather. I think the Silk Specter might be enjoying that too much.” Men roughly chained Nina’s wrist cuffs back to the bed frame, while Nina struggled weakly. Finally she defiantly locked eyes with Joey Dakota. ” I had something in mind more like…THIS!”


  Joey lashed out with a leather strap and struck Nina across the stomach. The Specter moaned and tried to bunch up defensively. Of course, it was futile and Joey struck her twice more to illustrate the point. Nina’s whimpers were still quieting as Joey turned his attention to Little Feather.


  “You will get your punishment later. She gets hers now.” He threw two pairs of steel cuffs at the terrified Indian along with the Specter’s mask and bikini underwear. “Put that bitch into these cuffs and bring her sexy ass up to the snake pit pronto.”


  Little Feather eagerly took up the manacles and moved towards Nina, grateful that the green-eyed crime fighter was the target of Joey’s wrath instead of her.


  * * *


  “I must admit, you’ve made quite a nuisance of yourself, Silk Specter,” Mariposa preened. “I’m going to enjoy watching you die.”


  Nina stood on the brink of a large pit, easily 50 yards across and 25 feet deep with steeply sloping natural clay walls. She wore only her mask, a dirty bandage on her thigh, and the nylon bikini underwear she normally wore under her costume. Her legs were free, but her arms were now tied behind her back with hemp rope. Little feather had pulled the masked teenager’s matted hair back in a dark ponytail.


  The Specter stood before the imposing Priestess Mariposa, a sun-baked severe-looking woman whose brown eyes were hard and merciless. She was flanked by her bodyguards, two shapely Indian women in black leather body suits with long whips coiled at their belts. Joey Dakota, Billy Bare, and over 20 recently bandaged Apache Lords lined the lip of the pit, ready to enjoy the show.


  “Give it up, Mariposa. I don’t know what story Joey Dakota has been feeding you, but this crazy scheme will never work.”


  “Ahh, but I beg to differ. I still have the buffalo, despite your pathetic rescue attempt last night. I have the fastest gunslinger in the world to serve as Nahoc, the invincible warrior chief of the Hicsoc Nation. In a few hours my German friends will be arriving with enough weapons to take all of Oceana by force.”


  “Until the first detachment of Marines land and slaughter your entire people.”


  “Oh yes, a regrettable sacrifice. But by then I will be long gone with the wealth of an entire city at my disposal.” Her cruel laugh chilled Nina to the bone. She really intended to sacrifice her entire race for profit.


  “That’s madness.”


  “Indeed. And let me now show you just what madness I have in store for you. The trailer please!”


  A large dusty trailer was maneuvered to the far side of the pit. Even from where she stood Nina could faintly distinguish the coppery smell of fresh blood. The snarls and howls that came from the interior of the trailer were savage yet strangely familiar. Carefully, two heavily armed gangsters opened the door of the trailer. The snarls of the beast within the cage were terrifying as the men goaded it with cattle prods until it was finally forced out of the trailer, down the sloping walls and into the pit.


  “My god!” Nina caught her breath.


  It was Misha, but hardly the Misha Nina remembered. She had been blooded, and her chops still dripped from her last meal. Her feline eyes were wild as she charged the walls of the pit. Her attempts to escape were almost successful and many a hand strayed to his pistol butt, just in case. Misha roared and sprang into the air with unrelenting fury.


  “I was a little something we picked up last night. Since her capture I’ve been feeding her raw meat and wortwood bark. I’m afraid the poor thing is quite mad with blood lust. And after the tiger has torn you limb from limb and feasted on your entrails, we’ll fill in this pit as the final resting-place of the Silk Specter. “


  “And the worst part is I’m allergic to cat dander!” The Silk Specter was irritatingly calm for a woman only moments from grisly death. Mariposa’s face clouded over in frustration.


  “Little fool! If you think you can save yourself with courageous words then you are sadly mistaken.”


  The Specter met her gaze, wearing her trademark secret smile.


  “We’ll see. But I think you’ll miss me when I’m gone.”


  “Don’t flatter yourself, imp. I’m afraid you’ve no allies among the Apache Lords. Throw her in!”


  Mariposa’s guards each grabbed and arm and propelled the slim heroine toward the pit. Nina tried to stop her forward progress, to maintain her footing on the edge of the precipice. But then she toppled over, pitching and rolling down the steep, unforgiving wall until she came to rest face down at the bottom of the pit. The Maid of Mystery lay motionless as a cloud of dust briefly enveloped her. It seemed as if the fall had knocked her unconscious.


  But on the far end of the pit, Misha took note of the small woman’s plunge. She came bounding over, roaring madly, eyes wild with blood lust. Less than 50 yards stood between the Silk Specter and grisly death!


  Nina started showing some life, but apparently far too late to save herself. With her arms bound tightly behind her back, the Specter bunched her legs up in a fetal position. Slowly, she slipped her bound arms under her body so that her wrists were bound in front of her rather than behind her back. Then, at the last possible moment, Nina rolled to her back and forced the stout rope running between her wrists into the tigers mouth, wrapping her own legs tightly around the viscous beast’s neck.


  “Resta, Misha, Resta.” Nina tried her old verbal commands on the animal, but they seemed to have no effect. Her only hope was to stay close to the tiger’s own throat and to avoid the long claws. Misha’s breath was hot with blood and claws passed only inches away from the Specter’s exposed back. If she could only get the deadly cat to sever the ropes…


  The tiger realized that she would have to get rid of her clinging passenger in order to make the kill, so she moved quickly in circles while shaking her head, hoping to throw Nina off. The Specter’s injured leg ached fiercely and her vision was graying from frequent blows against the ground, but still she hung on for dear life. And she could see the rope fraying within the confines of the cat’s blood-caked mouth. If she could just hang on!


  But finally the fearless teenager’s strength failed her, and the next thing the Silk Specter knew she was flying free. She had been bucked from the cat, but the extra force of teeth against rope had parted her wrists. The raven-haired adventuress did a graceful tuck in mid air and landed on her feet, but her left leg could not absorb the impact and she fell to the ground again, choking in dust.


  She was dead, as if the outcome of the contest had ever been truly in doubt. Nina tried to catch the cat in mid pounce with her legs and fling Misha away but the weight of the cat was simply too much. 300 pounds of clawed feline death settled in on Nina’s 108-pound body, and the blood-caked face of the cat Nina had known for years pressed close. But Misha didn’t strike immediately. It was almost as if she were savoring the quick victory over her fiery adversary.


  This gave the Silk Specter an opportunity for a last desperate gamble. She managed to slip an arm free and pulled the mask off her face to maximize her appearance as Nina Blackstone. Then she put on her best scowl and slapped Misha on the snout with an open hand.


  “Bad Misha! Baaad Girl!” It was a disciplinary swat that Nina had dished out a thousand times in practice, virtually the worst punishment Misha had ever endured since joining the act. And the simple rebuff seemed to work! For the first time, Nina saw a dawning look of recognition on the face of the drug-crazed tiger. Misha reared up, staring down at her mistress with a childish look of trepidation. Nina squinted her eyes in feigned anger, willing the deadly blood-soaked cat away from her.


  Then there was a loud CRACK and the familiar whiz that one only hears when shot at and missed. Misha’s body suddenly shivered then went slack, falling back on poor Nina with crushing weight. It was all the masked avenger could do to pull her filthy body out from beneath the steaming, reeking corpse.


  When the Silk Specter painfully regained her feet, she could see Joey Dakota standing on the lip of the pit, still holding a Winchester rifle against his shoulder. He had brained the big cat with a single shot.


  “What is the meaning of this?” Mariposa’s eyes narrowed with malice. “The beast was about to finish her.”


  “The emerald, Priestess. That Silk Specter bitch has the emerald.”


  He pointed towards Little Feather. Sure enough, she still wore the leather thong Joey had given her around her neck. But the huge green emerald—the centerpiece of the Amulet of Teczcatlepulca upon which the arming of the Hicsoc Nation relied—was gone.


  * * *


  Four men dragged the battered Silk Specter chained hand and foot to the small courtyard behind the saloon. After her narrow escape from Misha’s jaws in the snake pit, the lovely vigilante had been rebound and rinsed clean under a squeaky water pump. Now the late afternoon sun glistened off her tanned body and the water still dripped from her long black ponytail as she was led to confront the wrath of her sadistic captors. Her black bikini top had been ripped off by the eager hands of her bathing assistants and she now wore only her mask, her black nylon g-string, and a pair of pumps provided by Mariposa.


  “Welcome to the shooting gallery, Darlin’,” Joey greeted her. “Your place of honor is right down there.”


  The “shooting gallery” was actually a long and narrow open-air courtyard, well suited to its name. At the far end of the galley was an ancient horse-drawn carnival wagon belching smoke from a rusty steam engine. Dim yellow bulbs flickered dimly along its perimeter and much of the paint had flaked away revealing bony-white wood. Nightmare circus music with many flat tones and broken keys radiated from a hurdy-gurdy within the wagon. Nina shuddered from its evil aura.


  “I found that wagon on the abandoned ranch of Enrique Shafez, better known as Enrique the Worm,” Joey explained as the Silk Specter was ushered through a group of armed men towards the wagon. “He was a roustabout for Dr Edmund Malvent. He ran some kind of traveling show in Central America.”


  “The Fiesta Los Martir,” Nina commented as she was taken toward the wagon. The evil show of Dr Malvent was renowned in the shadowy corners of magic circles. Countless innocent villagers were put to protracted deaths for the entertainment of the decadent Latin gentry at the turn of the century.


  “Say that’s pretty good Slick, the Feast of Martyrs. Well, this was Enrique’s contribution to Dr Malvent’s Midway. He called it Jacob’s Ladder.”


  Nina could now see that the side of the wagon facing the gunslingers was opened wide into a sort of bizarre shooting gallery. A number of moving and stationary targets were arrayed around two heavy vertical wooden beams with iron crossbars that did, in fact, resemble a ladder. Nina could see heavy manacles waiting for her above and below the rungs. Chains from the manacles led to rusty screw-winches within the wagon. Nina could vaguely make out the words “Jacob’s Ladder” in Spanish along the top of the hellish wagon.


  “Tightrope once offered me $100,000 for it. The damn thing fires itself up all the time and stinks to high heaven every Halloween, but I keep it around for kicks. I’ve killed a man or two on it, and it ain’t pretty. Help her in there boys, she ain’t your homecoming date, she’s a damn vigilante!”


  The men removed several of the lateral bars that comprised the ladder and positioned the Specter between the two vertical posts facing the leering posse. The bonds which held the semi-naked heroine were removed only to be instantly replaced by the heavy leather manacles of the Ladder. Her feet were secured tightly to the ground, with the first bar of the ladder just behind her ankles. Nina’s arms were stretched high overhead with the top ladder rung situated just in front of her wrists. The next bar comprising the “ladder” was precisely positioned just behind the joints of her elbows. Others rested against her shoulder blades, the small of her back, and at mid-thigh.


  The men replaced the rungs they had removed, leaving Nina sandwiched between alternating bars, one in front and one behind, along the length of her stretched body. As the men secured the bar just in front of the teenage avenger’s breasts, the Specter came to understand the chilling fate that awaited her. Each cross bar was situated on a short lateral track. The bars behind her would move forward, the bars in front of her would move back, and by the time all of the bars had traversed the short tracks her bones would be snapped in a dozen places. The maddening music suddenly took on much more sinister tone.


  “Don’t pull her too tight just yet, boys, we want to make this last, ” Joey had approached and now stood inches away from the sexy avenger. “Now Slick, since you’re so smart I suppose you already got an idea how the Ladder works. See those targets there,” he steered Nina’s face up towards a line of rusty ducks moving along a belt over her head. ” Every time a gunman hits one of those you get stretched a little tighter. Every time you hit one of these,” Joey indicated a line of small circular targets to the immediate right and left of the ladder, “that shifts one of the bars in a direction that your sexy bod just doesn’t go. ‘For long you’ll look like one of them fun house mirrors.”


  “Bringing out the heavy guns now Joey?” Nina’s voice was level even as they positioned the final bar just over her abdomen. “Time is running out, and without that emerald there won’t be any party.”


  “I’m not worried about that.” Joey drew his .44 and checked the cylinder. “I’ve never killed no party girl on the Ladder before, but I imagine you’ll fare ‘bout as well as the men. So I’ll make you a deal, you tell me where you stashed that emerald and I promise the next bullet will go through your pretty little head.”


  “Doesn’t sound like much of a deal.”


  “True, but then again, you don’t have your own bones sticking out of your body at 20 different places like you will in about an hour. I promise you, a bullet to the head will be quite a bargain.”


  “Fuck off.”


  Joey smiled. He ran his fingers down Nina’s arm and across her breasts.


  “Mariposa was right, you are a tough bitch. Should have romped with you when I had the chance. Alright Snake Man, fire up that puffer belly and lets get to shooting.”


  Nina hung her head as the men loaded up their weapons. The rumble of the steam engine became more pronounced and the music reached fever pitch. The bars already rested sung against her and Nina could easily imagine what effect their motion would have on her body. Her death would not be quick or pleasant.


  “She hides her fear well.” Billy Bare noted grudgingly as Joey rejoined the crowd. Joey ejected the cylinder of his pistol and adding a bullet to the chamber normally under the hammer.


  “Yeah, she’s a real cool customer. Almost a shame to bust her up.”


  With that he leveled his pistol, and took careful aim. The Silk Specter stared at him defiantly, struggling almost subconsciously against the inescapable bonds. Most of the targets were less than eight inches away from her body. If any of these men fired a wild shot…


  As she now knew from all to frequent experience, the bullet arrive just slightly before she heard the bark of the pistol. It hissed like and angry hornet, striking one of the moving ducks just over her head. Then there was a rusty creaking from behind and Nina felt her bonds draw noticeably tighter. She pulled desperately at her manacles and Joey fired again. This one hit another duck, and Nina was again stretched tighter. A third shot and the tension drew her off her feet, taught between wrist and ankle manacles. Nina’s eyes were wide as the horror of her predicament was driven home with each deadly round.


  “Now she’s getting the idea.” Joey fired again. So close did the bullet strike to Nina’s body that the doomed heroine threw her head to the side with a yelp. The target was hit and the bar behind Nina’s back pushed her abdomen forward. Joey fired again and she was pushed farther forward.


  “Alright boys, time for open season. Load up one round and everybody hit her, firing squad style. No sense in asking her any questions until she’s sporting a few compound fractures. Hit whichever target you want, but no funny stuff. I got one round left, ” he waved his pistol. “For the one that hits her instead of the target. Take your aim!”


  Nina pulled desperately at her bonds, as ten pistols bore down on the torturous shooting gallery. The cuffs were thick and brutally tight, and Joey had already drawn all of the slack out of the chains. The dim bulbs flickered evilly and the sinister music promised the Maid of Mystery that nothing would save her from this death trap. It was only a matter of time before she would gladly exchange anything for an end to her suffering on Jacob’s Ladder.


  Still, the Silk Specter struggled courageously in her chains, hoping beyond hope for any advantage that might save her from her dire predicament. The waiting was a torture unto itself, and Joey delayed for long moments, enjoying his captive’s delicious struggles.


  “Fire!”


  THE SITUATION LOOKS GRIM FOR THE SILK SPECTER, GENTLE READERS. CAN ANY POWER ON EARTH SAVE HER FROM JACOB’S LADDER? IS OCEANA DOOMED TO PERISH IN FLAMES? DON’T GIVE UP HOPE, THE CATACLISMIC CONCLUSION IS JUST AROUND THE CORNER!


  (V) THE QUICK AND THE DEAD


  Ten shots rang out in rapid succession, filling the courtyard with noise, smoke, and deadly lead. The Silk Specter, chained and stretched taught amidst the rungs of Jacob’s Ladder, had no where to turn her head as bullets struck all around her. The machine groaned in response to the multiple hits, stretching her painfully tight, forcing her pelvis forward and pressing both the knee and elbow bars firmly against her locked joints. The teenage avenger’s green eyes betrayed the shock and horror of her predicament despite her struggle to maintain self-control.


  “Now she’s getting the idea. Let’s hit her again. Fire!”


  Nina let out a yelp of fear and pain as another volley of rounds struck home. The men seemed to migrate naturally to the targets near to Nina’s upper body where she could better appreciate the rounds striking only inches for her defenseless body. When the din finally died down the Maid of Mystery was firmly and painfully crushed among the filthy, rusted rungs, chest pushed forward with her collarbone on the verge of snapping. Her breath came in ragged gasps as Jacobs Ladder compressed her ribcage. Nina hung her head and gasped for the air that she could barely inhale.


  “Well, that should about do it…”


  “Again!” Mariposa’s eyes glowed as she watching the shapely vigilante struggle in the tightening fingers of the Ladder. “Shoot her again!”


  “Priestess, she’s all out of tricks. She’s ready to tell us what we want to know.”


  “I don’t care. I want you to break her wrists, then her ankles. The Silk Specter must pay for her insolence.”


  “You’re the boss. Hand me that Winchester, Snakeman.” Joey bore down on the doomed heroine, aiming for the target beside the Specter’s slim wrists. “You boys, order arms.”


  To his surprise the Silk Specter looked up to meet his gaze. Her face was youthful and delicate, but behind the violet-black mask her entrancing green eyes still glowed with inner fire. Perhaps Mariposa was right. It would take a lot more than just a hard squeeze to break the Silk Specter.


  BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!


  Nina struggled hopelessly as the bar behind her wrists was pushed forward almost to full extension. Her wrists burned fiercely with a throbbing unnatural pain that one only experienced under torture, though the force was not quite strong enough to snap her bones. But any movement of the bar at mid-forearm would stress her slim wrists beyond the breaking point and that was where Joey was aiming next. Panting heavily the Silk Specter stilled herself for the first of what would be many broken bones before she was at last allowed the mercy of death. She only hoped she could maintain her silence through the ordeal. At least Mariposa’s plan would be thwarted.


  Her salvation came from a most unlikely source. Even as Joey bore down on her for the crushing shot, a heavy-set greasy desperado interrupted his concentration.


  “Boss!” The man’s voice was a girlish squeak as he found the business end of the rifle suddenly pointed at his head instead of the Specter. “Don’t kill me! The Germans, they’re here with the guns!”


  “Damn!” Joey carefully released the hammer and lowered it to the strike plate. “Great moments in bad timing. Another 10 minutes and she’d a been willing to tell us who popped her cherry.” Joey handed the rifle to the densely tattooed Snakeman and turned towards the suffering Specter. Nina threw her hair to one side and stared at him defiantly. “If you think this is going to keep you alive one minute longer, you’re wrong. See, I think you and this Hans have a little history. He’ll probably throw in a free F-16 just for the opportunity to watch us squeeze the location of that gem out of your dyin’ body.”


  “Then go for it,” Nina panted with maddening resolve. “Better bring all your troops when you tell Hans that crap about me stealing your gem.”


  “Christ, you talk! Come on, Priestess, lets go bring Hans back.”


  Nina’s warning had little effect on Joey, but Mariposa seemed to consider it carefully.


  “Yes, let us go…but perhaps you should bring your men. As a show of strength.”


  Joey was clearly incredulous that Mariposa would even suggest such an act of cowardice, but by the time he had turned to face the priestess, he had regained a facade of composure. Clearly, he chaffed at Mariposa’s leadership.


  “Sure. Whatever you say. Come on boys, lets go bring Hans around to the party. Toby, you better stay and watch Slick.”


  The entourage of men led by Mariposa filed out of the room, leaving Nina alone with Toby and the infernal wagon. Thick smoke from the wheezing steam engine set Nina to coughing with excruciating results. By the time she had regained her composure she noticed that her dimwitted guard was observing her strangely. She knew by the gleam in his eyes what was coming next, and this added to her feeling of complete vulnerability.


  “I ain’t never capped a superheroine before,” he walked towards Nina with evil intent. “They all as sexy as you?”


  “Well, we’re not nearly as cute broken into a dozen pieces.”


  “You’re in one piece now.” Toby touched Nina’s defiant breasts, then worked his way down across her abdomen, feeling her pussy beneath the sweat-soaked g-string. Nina was revolted by the unwanted caress, and turned her eyes upward toward the sky. She saw her wrists tightly restrained in stout cuffs of … new leather! Suddenly, she saw her first real glimmer of hope since her capture.


  “Toby, kiss me. Kiss me one last time.” Toby promptly bent forward and began delicately kissing Nina’s breasts. “No, on the lips Toby. Haven’t you ever kissed a girl on the lips?”


  Toby straightened up, looked at her awkwardly and knelt forward to kiss her. He was drunk and bristly, and smelled like he hadn’t bathed in weeks. Still, he was fully diverted as Nina put a lip lock on him like she normally reserved for her most passionate lovers.


  Now, let’s see: push it slack, rotate both limbs in the same directions, then TWIST!


  True to Mad Mary’s words, the leather cuffs snapped free. She almost had to bite Toby’s lip to keep him occupied while she unthreaded her arms from the crushing steel bars, but then she gave him a good double chop to the antivertibral nerve bundle. The beefy man dropped like sack of potatoes.


  “Wow, I didn’t know I was that good a kisser.”


  Painfully, the Silk Specter began weaving her arms through the lower portion of Jacob’s ladder, straining for the ankle cuffs. She had to escape before Toby regained consciousness or Joey Dakota returned with his army of horny executioners. But the insane music from the demonic hurdy-gurdy was blaring in her ears and she could hardly concentrate. She stretched and strained to extend her arms just a little further!


  Then her heart lurched. She could feel the press of the bars getting tighter—Jacob’s Ladder was slowly closing of its own accord! Nina just managed to remove her arms and straighten up before becoming snared while doubled over, but her legs, pelvis, and abdomen were still trapped between the rungs. Desperately, the Specter struggled and strained against the fiendish machine as her body was relentlessly squeezed to the breaking point. The possessed steam engine revved to full power as her ankles, thighs and lower back were forced slowly forward even as her knees, calves and pelvis were pushed back. For the third time in less than 24 hours, the Silk Specter was moments away from death, and the pain was electrifying. She closed her eyes and clenched her teeth, determined not to scream.


  But suddenly the pressure released and the insane music wound slowly down. The star-crossed heroine opened her eyes in amazement. Little Feather stood at the controls of the twisted circus wagon. It was she who had pulled the plug!


  “My god, thank you!”


  “You have great courage,” Little Feather pulled a lever and Nina’s bonds slowly relaxed. The Indian woman quickly unlatched the chains, allowing Nina to fall to the floor.


  “They’ll be here any minute.” Nina warned. “You’d better go.”


  “I am already Mariposa’s prisoner. I will be punished for losing the emerald. But her bodyguards make poor wardens. Still, Joey’s suspicions must be allayed.”


  Little Feather unzipped Toby’s pants and pulled them down to his ankles, while the Specter rolled tenderly up onto her knees.


  “Wait a moment.” Little Feather pushed her hand between Nina’s legs. Her fingers came back glistening with the teenage dynamos own juices.


  “You must enjoy your work,” she laughed gently as she smeared the slippery fluid along Toby’s weakening shaft. “Joey should just shoot you next…”


  Little Feather look up startled to find herself alone. The Silk Specter had vanished.


  * * *


  “…so I think this will still work out for all of us. You see, we got her strung up on an old carnival wagon I picked up in Central America.”


  Joey strode around the corner leading Hans and a legion of neatly dressed German thugs. Hans looked down at the end of the room where Jacob’s Ladder still belched acrid smoke.


  “She seems to have lost weight, Herr Dakota.” Joey did a double take when he noticed that the Silk Specter was no longer strapped to Jacob’s Ladder. Toby was rolling around groaning near the wagon with his pants at his ankles.


  “Well goddamit!” Joey stormed down the courtyard toward his framed henchman. “Toby did I tell say you could dip your wick while the rest of us was staring down 50 German storm troopers.


  “Joey, I…I,” Toby stuttered. Joey shook his head. The gunslinger drew his gun, fired his last round into the man’s head, and reholstered his pistol in the blink on an eye.


  “Good thing I always keep a spare round…”


  “So this woman you claim was the Silk Specter.” Hans was calm despite the high tension in the air. “Is she gone?”


  “I don’t know what to say, Hans. She can’t be far, lets just go track her down.”


  “That won’t be necessary, Herr Dakota. I think you’ll find her quite difficult to locate. But if you’re story about Little Feather is true, then we needn’t bother. Can you take me to her room over the Saloon?”


  “You think you know what she did with the gem?”


  “If it really was the Silk Specter, then yes. You might say we share a bond closer than family. But if I can’t produce it, you may wish you hadn’t used your last bullet.”


  * * *


  The warriors danced with reckless abandon, more passionately than even the oldest could remember ever performing the ancient ritual. Priestess Mariposa had passed out the dream pipes just as in past years and they had smoked, then words of summoning were spoken and the war drums started pounding. The next thing they knew, over 1,000 Hicsoc warriors, stripped to loin cloths and ceremonial war paint, were dancing madly around the huge ceremonial bonfires that ringed the Counsel Grounds. The tension in the air told all the Hicsoc warriors that this would not be an ordinary Gathering. Whispers spread through the assemblage like wildfire: he’s coming tonight.


  The savage group was assembled on a broad paved plaza littered with weatherworn statues and commanded by a circle of huge stone totems resembling strange creatures from Hicsoc legend. At the center of the ring of totems was the Claw, a huge geyser that was to the Hicsoc the gateway into the Underworld. Once every five years the geyser would erupt, sending a pillar of boiling water hundreds of feet into the air. That was the coming of Nahoc, the God of Vengeance. It was on these rare occasions that the Hicsoc gathered, on the night before the geyser’s eruption, to perform the Ceremony of Deliverance.


  The Claw spewed foul steam into the fading twilight as the drums suddenly reached a crescendo followed by oppressive silence. The men froze in placed like the myriad of small statues dotting the plaza, then turned to face their Priestess Mariposa standing atop the alter near the billowing geyser.


  “Mighty Nahoc! On this the most sacred of all nights, your people have gathered just as you have commanded! We await the coming of your chosen leader, the invincible war chief who will lead the Hicsoc Nation to dominion over the white devil! As a people we are mighty. As the arm of Nahoc, we are INVINCIBLE!”


  These same words had echoed over the barren hills every five years for generations. But this time they were about to be answered.


  “I have heard the cries of my people! In the name of Nahoc I come!”


  The crowd let out a collective gasp. Suddenly a strange man broke into the circle of bonfires. He was tall and bony, his face deeply tanned from the desert. He sat astride a milky white buffalo, just as the legend had promised. His eyes were blue-gray like his ghostly mount and they foretold death to any who would challenge him.


  “Nahoc!” One man yelled.


  “Nahoc the Conqueror!”


  “Nahoc Whose Touch is Death!”


  “Nahoc! Nahoc! Nahoc!” The crowd chanted with ever-increasing fervor. The men could hardly believe their eyes, but their warrior king had finally come!


  The gaunt man approached the altar and Mariposa fell at his feet. He disregarded her after a cursory inspection and turned to face his army.


  “I am well pleased, Nation of Hicsoc! You have remained true to the old ways. You have cleansed yourselves of outsiders—purified from their evil influences! Now I have come to restore the land to my people!”


  The men cheered hysterically. Their eyes were bright with enthusiasm and madness. Though Mariposa pretended to be prostrate before her Lord, secretly she smiled. The tainted dream pipes were working better than she had imagined.


  “You’re no champion!” Came a voice, light and feminine, put still penetrating the mob with amazing clarity. “You’re a pretender!”


  The crowd gasped again, the shouts dying in their throats. The mob of huge men parted in confused silence to reveal the Silk Specter. She was dressed in her “night suit” – tight black catsuit, knee-high leather boots with high heels and long black leather gloves. A glossy eye mask covered her youthful face, and a long black cape billowed behind her. She wore a broad belt with the mirrored S’s that were her trademark. Slung low on her left hip, no longer concealed from view, was her sleek 9mm Glok.


  Mariposa’s smile turned sour. She stood up.


  “Here is one who challenges your authority, mighty Champion! Shall we strike her down?”


  Joey picked up on the subtle snare quickly. Mariposa was covering her ass. If he was defeated by the Silk Specter or asked the Hicsoc to intervene, it would be a sign of weakness. He would surely be slain as an impostor. Mariposa was already distancing herself from him.


  “No, let her come forward and die. Or flee and die. It makes no difference.” Joey stood up and swung his holster into quick draw position.


  The tension was heavy in the air. The light from the huge bonfires played off the Specter’s sultry hair and silken costume as she approached her showdown with Joey Dakota, one of the fastest guns crime had to offer. The sulfuric cloud of the Claw billowed out from behind the gaunt, handsome gunfighter, and Nina knew she was facing the greatest challenge of her short career. If she could capture or wound him, then every Hicsoc warrior would know he was a mortal man. Mariposa’s plans to loot Oceana would be thwarted. If she failed, she could only hope that Joey’s shot would be lethal. Inside, Nina tingled with anticipation.


  “You never should have come back, Silk Specter. You’re too young to die.”


  “That’s funny coming from you, Joey.” Nina had only narrowly escaped three of Joey’s fiendish deathtraps.


  “No I meant…” Nina almost completely missed his move. It was that fast. In slow motion, she saw his hand dip toward his gun, and she knew she was already beat. Still, her cat-like reflexes took over and she went for her gun. The caped crime fighter had just cleared her Glok from its holster when Joey fired. Even as she brought the gun to bear, the high-tech ceramic weapon disintegrated in her hand. The force of the blow turned the shapely vigilante completely around and threw her flat on her face. By the time she had scrambled to her knees Joey’s gun was at her back.


  “What I meant is you’re too young to die yet. But you know, ” his hand came down, striking the Specter on the back of the neck with the butt of his pistol. Nina fell in a heap. “I think that time’s comin’.”


  The Hicsoc were obviously impressed with Joey Dakota’s handling of the Silk Specter.


  “What are your commands, mighty Champion?”


  “First, I have a little present for each and every one of you: a MAC-10 machine pistol with 500 rounds of 9mm ammunition. As an added bonus, I’m going to make an example of my little friend here. Tonight she will suffer. Tomorrow, if she lives, she will be the bride of Nahoc, the first victim of our conquest against the white man!”


  The men resumed their wild cheers, now utterly confident that Nahoc had truly come. Somewhere far off, the dazed Silk Specter could hear their bloodthirsty cries for vengeance and knew that she had failed to save the Oceana. And she would be the Hicsoc’s first victim.


  * * *


  The warriors of the Hicsoc encouraged each others’ madness as the weapons were distributed from the back of the Germans’ tractor-trailers. The Silk Specter, bound with heavy chains to a one of the many life-sized statues that dotted the plaza, watched helplessly as more than 1000 naked warriors lined up to claim the weapons that would make them better armed than the entire Oceana police force. The once packed tractor-trailers rapidly emptied as the long line of Indian warriors streamed past. All of them gave the Specter a long hungry look as they walked by the totem to which she was tightly bound. Some even paused to grope and taunt the doomed gringo until driven off by Mariposa’s guards. Many spat on her or pointed their unloaded guns at her beautiful head in simulated execution. A large ball gag ensured that the Silk Specter accepted the humiliating abuse without complaint. But the Maid of Mystery could hardly contemplate her own fate when confronted with the devastation this army would cause when set loose on the city she had sworn to defend.


  So Joey Dakota came by to remind her.


  “You’re quick on the draw, kid,” Joey pulled the ball gag from the Silk Specter’s mouth. “I had you beat, but you still almost cleared your iron. Let me give you a pointer: in a shoot out between two quick-draw artists, whoever draws first wins. You never should have let me make the first move.”


  “I’ll remember that, next time.” Nina smiled defiantly.


  “Sorry, Slick,” Joey started massaging the Specter’s taught body through the thin fabric of her catsuit. “But there’s only one showdown per superhero. Besides, I don’t think that hand of yours will be working a pistol for some time.”


  Nina’s heart sank. Since she had awakened tied to the statue she hadn’t been able to feel or see her hand. At least Joey’s comments hinted that it was still there. Her future as a one-armed crime fighter, or magician for that matter, would be dim. That is, if she had any future at all.


  “Its still there,” Joey correctly read the expression on her face. “Not that its going to matter in about 30 minutes. Once we get those trucks unloaded Mariposa is going to be taking you down to her playroom for little warm up.” The men were already unloading the last box of weapons and ammo. The only other box in the truck was full of useless claymore mines. That meant she didn’t have much time. “If you’re a religious girl, I’d start making peace with my maker.”


  “Thanks for the advice Joey, ” Nina was surprised at how cool her own voice sounded, “But why don’t you just look out for yourself.”


  “Damn you’re a spunky bitch,” Joey put his hands on Nina’s hips, and kissed her with an animal magnetism which the teenage avenger found irresistible.


  “I hear you’re quite a ladies man,” Nina sounded sultry as Joey pulled away from the kiss. “So how come you never fucked me?”


  “Well, you never asked.” Joey looked over Nina’s young body then over at the steaming mouth of the Claw. “Besides, you look pretty fucked to me…”


  He gave the Silk Specter a final kiss that she eagerly participated in with eyes closed. When she opened them she was surprised to see Mariposa standing behind Joey flanked as usual by her leather-clad assistants.


  “A final kiss goodbye? I hope you found it sweet, Silk Specter. For now you are a Bride of Nahoc and in four hours you will be cast into the Claw where the flesh will be scalded from your living bones. But first, you must prove yourself worthy.”


  The Specter’s face showed concern tainting her resolve as Mariposa ran her fingers through the masked cutie’s soft black hair. The evil priestess showed every sign of being far crueler even than Joey Dakota and Billy Bare and Nina could see that sinister look of desire on the face of the sun-baked hag. Nina’s body tingled at the thought of the sexual tortures that the sadistic bitch must surely be capable of. The crotch of her catsuit was wet with helpless anticipation.


  “Take her to the Lodge of Supplication!”


  * * *


  The Lodge of Supplication was a squat, sturdy 15-foot dome of rock and mortar with a small steel door that bore a sinister resemblance to a kiln. The interior was stiflingly hot, and so dense with steam that the actual dimensions of the room were indiscernible. The four electric torches hung on the stone walls only succeeded in creating a hazy world of dense twilight. The sounds of footsteps on the wooden floor were almost immediately consumed by the oppressive atmosphere.


  The Silk Specter, stripped naked except for her mask and a sweatband holding her hair off her face, was suspended some two feet in the air in the midst of tripod of thick wooden poles. An intricate web of rope bondage held her suspended in a kneeling position with her ankles lashed to her thighs and knees pulled wide. Her arms were secured behind her back at the wrists and elbows, bound to a short wooden pole running between her arms and her back. Ropes attached to the pole bore the majority of Nina’s weight, terminating at a pulley system secured to the summit of the tripod. Another system of ropes secured tight thigh and waist ropes to a slipknot around her throat, forcing the sexy vigilante to push her chest forward and head back to avoid asphyxiation. Wires around the base of each round breast and secured behind her back ensured that Nina’s perky mammaries maintained just the right orientation for the ordeal Mariposa had in mind.


  But the deadly, inescapable bondage was only half of the scene. The courageous crime fighter was also ensnare in a complex web of strung beads. The long strands of marble-sized bony white beads were strung taught from anchor points on the tripod and criss-crossed her slim body in an intricate mesh that concentrated at her breasts and crotch. The slippery beads were almost cool to the touch despite the terrible heat of the chamber.


  “Now this is a trap infinitely better suited to a girl of your obvious talents,” Mariposa—stripped to a loincloth like her other assistants—loomed out of the darkness. “No more nonsense with torture wagons and wild animals.”


  “Aren’t beads a little old fashioned?” Nina quipped. “Don’t you have a keno machine of doom or something?”


  “Bead-making was the only vocation left to my people after the White Man took our land, raped our women, and hunted the buffalo into near-extinction. But I fear you will soon discover that our skill in beadcraft is now disturbingly advanced, Silk Specter.”


  Nina tested her bonds, then stopped suddenly with a shiver. Even the slightest movement caused the beads to slither across her naked body, and the sensation was like a dozen soft, cold fingers.


  “Intriguing, isn’t it? I call your bondage a Widow’s Web. The beads up against your most tender flesh are called Ahut Hucmut—the devil’ caress. The slightest movement will set a unique set of strands rubbing against your luscious body. I’m afraid you will find even the most subtle struggles most—stimulating.”


  Mariposa ran her fingers across the Specter’s firm abdomen and down to her crotch, which was criss-crossed by six long strands of slippery beads. Pushing two strands aside the mad priestess gently rubbed the trapped heroine’s clitoris, which was wet from sweat, steam and Nina’s own juices.


  “I see you’re getting the idea already.”


  “So you were the mastermind behind this caper all along, not Chavez or Joey Dakota.” Mariposa didn’t pause in her expert stimulation of the sexy superheroine. If Nina wanted answers she would have to work for them.


  “Greedy men like Chavez are blinded by the lure of easy wealth. The fat dolt has been entertaining the fools of Oceana with his buffalo heard and his bastardized Indian ceremonies, keeping the Water Patrol and Port Authority distracted while my German friends unloaded hundreds of crates of weapons and ammunition. Your pussy is so delicate—so innocent.”


  “And Dakota?”


  “Yes he and his biker friends make excellent attack dogs. I will reward them handsomely when Oceana is in ruin. You’re so wet, Silk Specter, you must find danger quite exciting. It seems I’ve found your weakness.”


  “Mariposa, listen to me. Joey Dakota and Billy Bare are mass murderers, and you’ve just given them influence over the entire Hicsoc Nation. You’re setting yourself up!”


  “I appreciate your concern for my safety, especially in light of the fate I’ve planned for you. But I think you overestimate the power of the male mind. You yourself are my proof. The entire law enforcement community of a great city is arrayed against me, yet the only one to even uncover my plot is a teenage girl.”


  “I’ll be 20 next month.”


  “I doubt it. You will almost certainly die in this very chamber, having proven yourself unfit to serve as a Bride of Nahoc. And if by some miracle you survive until dawn I will hurl you into the Claw where you will die in the scalding embrace of Claw. When I seal that door you will be a dead woman, Silk Slut. And your final hours will be a haze of pleasure, exhaustion, and pain.”


  “I think I’d prefer just the pleasure.”


  “Ah, but even your western philosophers understand that you can’t have one without the other. But I’m afraid our interview is at an end.” Mariposa produced a black ball gag and held it close for Nina’s inspection. “The walls are thick but not that thick. I must meditate before the coming of Nahoc.”


  Nina was powerless to resist as the hag forced the ball gag deeply into her mouth and secured the strap behind her head. The sheer tightness of her cruel bondage was mute evidence that she was not supposed to survive her ordeal in the Lodge of Supplication. In three hours so bound she would almost certainly lose the use of her arms and legs permanently.


  “Life is a struggle Silk Specter, and so is the Lodge of Supplication. You see, your bonds are actually secured to counterweights just beneath the floor. The weights are just slightly lighter than your body. Only by straining against the Widow’s Web will you be able to prevent yourself from sinking.”


  Mariposa started backing away until she was but a shadow lost in the suffocating haze. Nina tried to struggle in her bonds but the movement sent the beads oozing across her most sensitive flesh. Her efforts were reduced to gyrations of unwanted pleasure.


  “Your pleasure-tomb is almost complete, but it seems I’m forgetting something. Oh yes, remove the floor boards!”


  Nina’s eyes were wide with horror as the planks were pulled ponderously aside to reveal a broad pit of bubbling, sucking mud two feet below the wooden floor. The boiling mud bath was the source of chamber’s stifling heat as well as choking humidity and a the heat wave blew against the Specter’s exposed pussy like steaming breath. But that wasn’t all, for protruding from the mud to almost the level of the original floor was a long rudder shaft, precisely positioned beneath the Maid of Mystery.


  “Insidious, isn’t it Silk Slut? If you relax for more than a minute in the next three hours you will slowly submerge yourself in a bath of boiling mud! And I should tell you that, though the Ahut Hucmut beads are quite stimulating, they are ultimately unfulfilling. You will find orgasm as elusive as the desert wind. But to ensure your death is humiliating as well as painful I’ve added a dildo beneath you, suspended on a float. Once impaled you will experience climaxes beyond your wildest dreams. But they will be climaxes of doom since the dildo will also prevent your effective struggles against the Widow’s Web!”


  “MMhhhh!” Nina moaned while Mariposa cackled evilly. The teenage avenger’s body was already dripping with sweat yet craving the cold touch of the beads.


  “Do not beg for mercy now, my dear. I have none. Remove the pins!”


  Mariposa’s henchwomen removed the long steel pins that prevented Nina’s bonds from playing out over the pulleys attached to the tripod. For a moment the sexy crime fighter was suspended by inertia, but then she began slowly sinking toward the deadly pool, just as Mariposa had promised. The long strings of beads slipped slowly across Nina’s body and the raven-haired adventuress shivered under the delicous caress. Her downward trajectory quickened and Nina reflexively strained against her bonds. The slide of the beads in a dozen different directions was electrifying, but the portion of her mind that wasn’t paralyzed by pleasure or panic noted that her downward motion had indeed stopped. Nina was numb with fear as she realized that she would have to stroke constantly against the Widow’s Web for over three hours in forced masturbation or die in the scalding mud.


  “That’s right, Silk Specter, only the constant motion of the beads across your body stands between you and death. Endless stimulation without a single orgasm to soothe your red-hot desire.”


  Based on the waves of pleasure washing over her, Nina could hardly believe she wouldn’t climax. It felt as if she was only moments away from her first screaming orgasm. But minutes passed as the shadowy form of Mariposa enjoyed Nina’s delicious, powerful struggles. To the green-eyed vigilante’s amazement the orgasm that seemed imminent simply refused to arrive. And already her head was dizzy from the exertion. She would be lucky to last an hour in the withering heat.


  “I would enjoy watching your protracted death, but I must prepare to conquer your city. Ladies, please gather your lamps. I understand specters prefer to lurk in utter darkness. I’m sure you will find your sense of upward and downward movement quite confused in your current predicament. The touch of the dildo against your pretty little cunt will be the only portent of your doom.”


  One by one the torches disappeared and all the dim shapes around the Silk Specter faded into inky black. Only the sounds assailed her – the hissing steam, the bubbling muck, the click of the beads as they slid against each other, her own soft moans as they slid against her. Only a small dot of light was still visible in the direction of the door to the sweat lodge. Then even that disappeared with a heavy clang and the grinding of iron-on-iron as huge bolts were slid into place sealing her in the torturous deathtrap. The sadistic women walked laughing into the cool night, leaving the Silk Specter alone to struggle in the embrace of the Widow’s Web until such time as her strength or courage wore out and she allowed herself to be consumed by the sucking mud.


  (VI) THE BRIDE OF NAHOC


  Time had no meaning for the Maid of Mystery within the Lodge of Supplication. Her bondage was fiendishly tight and the mesh of sinister beads rubbed endlessly across her ultra-sensitive body in response to her desperate struggles. Every combination of movements would produce a different combination of sensations as the web stroked her breasts, crotch, inner thighs, sensitive throat—everywhere. Denied of any light, the Specter’s eyes played tricks on her in concert with the sensations coursing through her dehydrated body. Blobs of deep blue would fill her empty vision when the movement of the beads was minimal, quickly lightening in color as the movement started. Sparkles filled her eyes as the fiendishly erotic trap reached its maximum effectiveness, and she would throw her head back screaming into the gag. Worst of all, despite the endless grinding of the beads and the torrent of self-inflicted stimulation, she hadn’t experienced a single orgasm. Just as Mariposa had promised, the Silk Specter was starving for release. Death at times seemed a small price to pay for a vigorous romp on the unseen dildo. The torture was exquisite.


  But the teenage dynamo was not without hope. One of the first tricks she had ever performed before an audience was the old chair escape, where a member of the audience would tie her to a chair as tightly as they cared, and she would free herself in less than a minute. The trick behind the escape was simple—tying a person’s wrists securely to a hard surface like the arm of a chair was impossible if you knew how to hold your wrists at the proper angel. Of course, Nina had done this instinctively while being bound to the short trapeze, so she had been able to free her arms shortly after Mariposa closed the door. But the teenage crusader was still bound by a myriad of tight knots and now suspended in total darkness with only the friction of her soft flesh against the icy beads holding off a slow descent in the suffocating mud. And to make matters worse, her head was swimming, and not just from the action of the beads. The events of the last few days were taking their toll: Nina was on the brink of passing out, and even a moment of oblivion would be fatal.


  Once her wrists were free, the Silk Specter went to work on the ropes securing her ankles to her upper thighs. It was like conducting two symphonies simultaneously in the dead of night, stimulating herself rhythmically against the web while also working at the expertly tied bondage. And despite the terrible danger—or perhaps because of it—her pussy ached to be filled. Her head swam from exhaustion, passion, and fear, and at any moment the courageous cutie feared the touch of the dildo which would foretell her slow plunge into screaming, orgasmic death.


  Then the ankle ropes came free and the Silk specter was confronted with yet another torture. If she straightened out her cramping legs, the ropes around her thighs would tighten the slipknot at her throat. Her muscles were all but incapable of supporting her legs, but by shear force of will she held them up and picked urgently at the thigh ropes. But it was too much: the rhythm of her forced masturbation was interrupted. She was falling apart —her head was spinning and brilliant colors danced before her eyes. Her delicate fingers twitched ineffectively against the ropes.


  “MHHHHHHHH!” The touch of the dildo against her burning pussy was electrifying. At first her swaying pelvis just glanced the awaiting phallus, but then she was caught, slowing sinking onto its knobbed shaft. The orgasm, which Mariposa certainly intended to be her last, tore through her without apparent sign of letup. Her body went fiercely taught and the noose pulled tight around her throat, trapping her last breath of fetid air in her lungs. Each fraction of an inch of the knobbed shaft entering her cunt produced new waves of pleasure that paralyzed all action. Just as Mariposa intended, the Silk Specter was powerless to save herself as the dildo pulled her inexorably into the mud. She could almost see Mariposa’s face now, laughing in sadistic glee…


  Suddenly the Specter clamped down on the dildo with all her waning strength. The slow descent stopped and along with it the progressive waves of passion. Stabs of ecstasy radiated out from her crotch as the Silk Specter dug fingers of steel into the ropes around her thighs. They yielded in less than 15 seconds to her desperate grasp, and this released the slipknot allowing the fearless avenger to finally exhale. After taking a half dozen desperate breaths, the Silk Specter reached out her hands, wrapped them in as many strings of beads as she could seize, and pulled!


  At first her efforts seemed ineffective, but then with a primal scream she started to lift herself almost reluctantly off the dildo. Her slight weight helped her here, and once she got moving it was a simple if electrifying matter to lift herself free.


  Though it had been difficult to see in the final moments before her entombment, she was fairly certain that only the wooden planks directly beneath her feet had been removed. Now free from her restraints, the Specter could easily affirm that this was indeed the case. Swinging nimbly from the web of slippery beads, Nina’s bare foot touched down on the rough, wet surface of the timber floor. She released the Widow’s Web and rolled onto the floor, beyond exhaustion. With quivering fingers she reached up and removed the ball gag from her mouth.


  “Nice try Mariposa,” Nina panted. “But I want the man I marry to respect me for my mind.”


  The Maid of Mystery lay motionless for long moments trying to regain her strength. But it was almost impossible in the suffocating chamber: she would have to escape soon or die anyway from simple heat stroke. Nina had just rolled onto her knees to feel for the entrance when she heard a tiny knocking at the door. Alarmed, the Specter quickly homed in on the source of the tapping and took position to one side of the heavy iron portal. Nina’s heart leapt into her throat as the bolts slowly, almost stealthily, slid into the open position. Were they coming for her so soon? Could she really have been in the Lodge of Supplication for three hours, or was Mariposa just checking in on the fate of her captive? Nina could hardly think straight, but she would fight until the bitter end, and she certainly would not endure the bitter end alone. With the mud pit so close at hand, it would be a simple matter to hurl two or three acolytes to their deaths before they got her.


  The door slipped open. The first touch of cool air was like heaven, but the Silk Specter stilled her own breathing, poised to strike.


  “Neena? Neena?”


  “Pop!” Nina could hardly believe her ears. Despite her better judgement, the naked superheroine leapt through the open door and into the surprised arms of her friend and mentor. “What took you so long?”


  Only then did she allow merciful darkness to overcome her.


  * * *


  “So how did you find Black Magic?”


  The Silk Specter slipped into her spare lightweight costume, a halter-top body suit of violet-black wet-look spandex, high-cut at the hips with a mock turtleneck collar. Her legs glistened in ultra-sheer transparent hose that also served to keep the narrow crotch of her sexy costume in a respectable position. She clasped the collar closed behind her neck and picked up her sparsely equipped spare utility belt.


  “A little bird told me.” For anyone else that would be a stupid put-off, but not for Pop.


  “And how did you get past the security system?”


  “Beneath the armor, smoky glass, and fancy paint, she is still a Chrysler.”


  “Hmmm, remind me to have that looked at when we get out of here.”


  Despite water and salt tablets Pop had administered, Nina still felt weak and light-headed as she bent over to adjust her thigh-length boots. Her hands, now encased in glossy gloves that ran up to her biceps, were still shaking slightly. At least the coolant that flowed through tiny capillaries in the boots and gloves finally managed to halt her sweating.


  “Okay, you’re no longer naked. Let’s get out of here!”


  “No,” Nina’s response was flat, “I’m going back to the Claw.”


  “Are you crazy, chica? Over a thousand Hicsoc pistolaros are sleeping on the Plaza. We need to alert the police!”


  Nina shook her head. “The police won’t be able to do anything with two hours notice except magnify the bloodshed. We have to stop Mariposa before she reaches the city.”


  “Neena. You’re crazy. You’re in no shape to fight! Let’s go!”


  “Pop! I think I know how to defeat the Hicsoc. I need your help—desperately—but I’m going back with or without you.”


  Pop again found himself staring in awe at the woman before him. Nina Blackstone could hardly stand upright, and Pop could only imagine the horrors she had endured as Mariposa’s prisoner, but still she was resolved to return once again to confront her enemies. The Silk Specter looked gorgeous and deadly in her fresh costume and mask, but Pop could see that the face behind the mask was etched with fatigue. Nina was his student, and the orphaned daughter of his close friend. He couldn’t prevent her from returning, and if she went on alone she would certainly die.


  “Very well, Neena. Or should I say, Silk Specter. But you must promise me one thing.”


  “What’s that?”


  “If you force me drive off in any other cars, please make sure you fill up the tank!”


  * * *


  After the Silk Specter had scouted out the area around the Claw, she and Pop Sanchez went to work saving the world. Fortunately, supernatural awe and fear of the impending eruption had prevented any of Mariposa’s warriors from camping too close to the Claw. Despite her gimpy leg and numb hand Nina had been able to easily slip into the last of the semi trailers, purloin its remaining cargo, and rendezvous with Pop at the edge of the huge geyser undetected. Pop was surprised to note that the Specter had traded her usual black cape for a backpack now loaded with deadly claymore mines. He also couldn’t fail to notice the teenage avenger’s pronounced limp.


  “Es loco. The men are everywhere.”


  “Don’t worry, Mariposa gave them some kind of drug.” The Silk Specter handed Pop a long coil of rope. “Just take this rope and tie it off on one of the stone totems.”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “You’re going to lower me down into the Claw.”


  “What?!” the old poacher hissed. “What kind of drug did Mariposa geeve you?”


  “Look, that sweat lodge you found me in is heated directly by the geyser. I was in there over an hour. I can take the heat for another 20 minutes.”


  “Es muy demente—imprudente—necio bello,” Pop muttered to himself as he moved to tie one end of the rope to a stone totem even as Nina tied the other end to her own waist. Presently, Pop returned and eyed the slim, tightly clad vigilante before him, as if sizing her up. Then he lifted up on her black backpack and moaned.


  “For a minute I thought this was going to be easy. That rucksack weighs as much as you do.”


  “More!” the Specter kissed Pop on the cheek. “But I’ll shed the load quickly. Just lower me down a little at a time and help me repel around the circumference of the geyser. Start me down about 15 feet. Hope you took your Geritol this morning.”


  “Hey, where’s your gun?”


  Nina looked at him with a calm that couldn’t hide her regret.


  “Lost it. Dakota shot it right out of my hand.” Her fingertips were still numb from the experience.


  “Here,” Pop pulled his trusty knife out of his boot and handed it to the Specter. “A girl foolish as you needs protection.”


  “A knife Pop? How is that going to help me?”


  “That’s no ordinary knife, Neena. If is blessed by the breath of the Sirocco. It has the power to kill even the gods!”


  The knife in her hand looked more like a prison gaff than an enchanted weapon. The blade was sharp but uneven from decades of sharpening, and the electrical tape covering the handle was already peeling. Still, she would humor the old man.


  “Ahh—yeah, okay. Thanks.” Nina slipped the knife into her glove and then promptly forgot about it. “Lets get this over with.”


  Pop braced himself as the Silk Specter leaned out into the plume of the geyser. Instantly she was blasted with a wave of all too familiar heat and a thrill shot up from her sore crotch as memories of the Widow’s Web assailed her – she could almost feel the cold slippery beads on her body. The footing on the slimy, uneven walls was treacherous and visibility was nil. Her chest heaved as she struggled to extract oxygen from the polluted cloud, and what little fluid she had managed to replace after her ordeal in the Lodge of Supplication began to quickly drain out through her pores. The heavy backpack threatened at any moment to send her screaming into the depths of the earth. Every instinct told her that what she was attempting was impossible; that she should turn back as Pop had suggested. But the teenage avenger paused only long enough to suppress her fears, then continued the descent into the blistering depths.


  After a dozen carefully placed steps, the Specter’s feet touched on a region of dressed stone that was much smoother than the natural shaft. Just as she had suspected the central channel had once been pocked with a network of smaller vents similar to the one feeding the Lodge of Supplication. The raven-haired daredevil repelled to a level just below the masonry, then slid her gloved hand along the slimy face feeling for an appropriate cranny. The boarder between natural rock and ancient brick provided an excellent perch, so she withdrew a dense anti-personnel mine from her pack and nestled it into the fissure. After groping briefly for the arming mechanism she withdrew the pin and held her breath. The lethal device was now armed and the next slight impact would set off the seven pounds of high explosives nestled in the fragmentation case.


  With her first mine in place, the Specter worked her way slowly down the geyser shaft and whenever she encountered one of these primitive stone works, she selected another claymore from the backpack and wedged it among the rough stones near the sealed vent. She noted as best she could the location of each mine in her near-photographic memory, knowing that her survival depended on her successfully stepping through her own minefield to escape the pitch-black hellish abyss. But despite the artificial cooling of her costume Nina’s ability to concentrate withered even as the number of randomly placed mines grew greater. By the time her backpack was nearly exhausted the fog-bound heroine was forced to confront the fact that she had made a terrible mistake. Despite her own courageous words Pop was right: she had no business attempting such a dangerous mission. Her left thigh burned like fire, and on several occasions she lost her footing altogether—only Pop’s safety line preserved her life. It was almost impossible to concentrate on anything but the task and hand, and Nina’s sense of disorientation was getting worse. Of course, her own admission came far to late to save herself. She was committed now to see her plan to the bitter end.


  *Nina.*


  The Silk Specter stopped dead. A deep resonant voice seemed to echo in her head, chilling her to the bone. But then there was nothing, just the hiss of the geyser, the pounding of her own terrified heart, and the rushing of the blood through her ears.


  “Must be more out of it than I thought,” Nina quipped to herself. “Better get out of here before I start seeing Elvis.”


  Finally, more than 80 feet into the Claw, the Specter took up her final mine and wedged it home against some of the most ancient stone work she had yet encountered. At first she was flushed with victory – her trap for Mariposa was set. But in the next breath she had to confront the fact that the trap was set for her as well. She was exhausted, dizzy, and disoriented. In the endless choking night of the geyser her senses had completely abandoned her, and only the tug of the rope told her which direction was up. She was now trapped over 80 feet down in the throat of an active geyser with a maze of sensitive explosives between her and her next breath of fresh air.


  Little did she realize that her problems were only just beginning.


  *Nina Blackstone. Descendent of Colossus the Magnus.*


  The voice this time was undeniable, and the sexy vigilante was suddenly gripped with supernatural fear. Every instinct in her body told her to start climbing up as fast as her exhausted muscles would carry her, regardless of the peril. But the pattern of mines was intricate and erratic. The chance of her successfully ascending from the Claw with no mental map was very low. And if in her blind stumbling she detonated a mine, she would die and Pop would fall into the hands of Mariposa.


  *Nina Blackstone, Knight of Artimis, servant of the White, surrender to me!*


  All around the Silk Specter that walls of the Claw began to glow faintly green and the once blistering steam turned suddenly cool. The white vapor also took on a luminescent green tinge and seemed to slowly clump into denser tendrils. The rumbling, inhuman voice emanated from everywhere and nowhere at all. The masked avenger tried to convince herself that it was all in her mind, but the fact that she could now see her own booted feet planted against the wall was chilling proof that this was no illusion.


  “No!” the Specter insisted. “You’re not real!”


  *You are doomed, Nina Blackstone. You no longer belong to the world of the living. You are my mine!*


  “Mhhhh! Get away from me! Mhhh!” Nina moaned. The tendrils of steam were becoming rapidly more solid, and converging eagerly on the shapely intruder. The spandex body suit and hose were apparently invisible to the supernatural manifestations that began lapping at her with wet tongues fantastically more arousing than the Widow’s Web. With terrifying certainty Nina knew the name of her new inhuman attacker.


  “Nahoc! What are you doing to me?!”


  Heedless of the risk, the Silk Specter tried to pull herself upward, desperate to gain any margin that would inch her towards the world of sanity. But the throat of the Claw was now bright with glowing tendrils and they all eagerly sought Nina out to grasp and lap at her with unclean hunger. Despite all that she had endured, her young body was quickly awakened by the inhuman caress of the ghostly tendrils. The brightest and most substantial apparitions slithered their way up her legs like slimy chains, lifting her from the safety rope and spasmodically encircling her waist, wrists, and chest. In horror she noticed the safety rope fall away from her waist; only her desperate grip on the line prevented her from plummeting into the bottomless void.


  *I have watched you from afar, Nina Blackstone. I have controlled your every move! Surrender to your new master.*


  “God! My God. Ahhhh!” The Specter’s moans filled the subterranean shaft as the less corporeal tentacles went to work on her erogenous zones. Every inch of her body was manipulated so as to maximize her sexual stimulation and arousal. A dozen tongues concentrated on each nipple, a half dozen on her clit, another thirty on each labia. The Specter had no idea her body was even capable of generating such sensations of fathomless pleasure. The ghostly appendages had not yet even entered her tight pussy and she was already rushing towards a mind-numbing climax.


  “Ahhh! Ahhh! My GODDDD NO! AHHHHHH!” A mighty orgasm ripped through the young heroine, and the safety rope slipped free from her hands. But instead of falling, the tendrils accepted her entire weight and bore her out to the center of the channel. Once suspended over the abyss, bright tendrils appeared in force, wrapping themselves tightly around the Specter’s limbs and spandex-clad body. Soon, she was suspended spread-eagled in the midst of the Claw, legs spread wide and chest thrust forward. Every inch of her body was assailed with delicate kisses that seemed to penetrate deep into her flesh.


  “God no! Can’t – stand – the – AHHHHHHHH!”


  *Nina Blackstone. Commit yourself to me. Die so that I might live.*


  “F-fuck you.” was all Nina could manage under the unimaginable stimulation of the tongues that now seemed to number 1000. The onslaught was nothing short of torture—her own human sexuality was being used to efficiently break her will. And worst of all she knew that the sensual overload she was enduring was merely foreplay preparing her for supernatural rape at the hands of Nahoc the Conqueror. It was a rape she could not possibly survive, but one the masked heroine was powerless to resist. Indeed, death seemed to be the only fitting conclusion to the pleasure that threatened to swallow her at any moment like the rising tide.


  You’re…you’re…immortal! Nina forced herself to think. Why…me?


  *Blackest sorcery reduces me to a ghost in the world of men, but through you—a Warrior of Light—I will be made flesh. Then will I drink deeply the blood of the White Man.*


  The Silk Specter’s mind reeled at the implications of her fate—a fate far worse than death. Nahoc planned to use her as his vessel! All of Mariposa’s evil scheming was nothing more than a ploy to draw her here, to suffer the lethal mating with an unimaginable nether-being! Nina herself—or some being carved out of her life essence—would lead the Hicsoc Nation. All the players in this adventure—including the Specter herself—had merely been acting out a scripted drama for the amusement of greater powers. The brief glimpse into transcendent reality slashed through the Specter’s spirit like a lightening bolt. Resistance now seemed not only impossible but pointless and she felt herself rapidly sinking into her new reality of pleasure and pain. The tendrils sensed her weakening resolved and redoubled their efforts to crush her spirit in the tide of her own passion.


  “Please…AHHHH…Nahoc. Please!” she heard herself begging the entity. “No more!”


  As the intensity of her “preparation” drove her tortured mind far beyond the limits of mortal orgasms, the Specter noticed dimly that her previous reality had faded into nothingness. She was no longer even in the geyser, but was now suspended high in the night sky over the Council Plaza, completely enveloped in a towering spectral visage that was the essence of Nahoc on earth. The doomed vigilante could see the Hicsoc warriors scattered all about the plaza sleeping soundly, and could even make out the tiny figure of Pop Sanchez holding the rope on the lip of the Claw. The countryside for as far as she could see was lit by a patchwork of dim green arteries feeding the glowing conflagration. And at the center of the spectral geyser was forming a new manifestation: an appendage much brighter and presumably more material than all the other tendrils forming Nina’s prison. Nina watched between the twin-peaks of her own rock-hard breasts as the new horror rose regally to meet her in the sky. The smaller tendrils began pulling her sleek legs farther apart in preparation for its arrival and worked with limited success to move aside the slim crotch of the Specter’s shimmering body suit. She could guess the purpose of this new implement of her destruction.


  “You…AHH AHH…must take me…AHHHHH…as a mortal?”


  *I choose to take you as a man. A Knight of Artimis deserves no mercy. Here in my realm beyond time, I will take you endlessly for the next 500 of your years. I will rebuild and crush your mortal form as clay on the potter’s wheel. Then will I rebuild you to suit my needs and as my ravaged champion you will lead my army against the world!*


  Nina couldn’t speak, couldn’t think, couldn’t even breath. The thought of countless years as Nahoc’s doomed “mate” with every atom of her being singing with immortal pleasure was unfathomable.


  The lethal tentacle had finally reached the level of her face. It hovered before her eyes, glowing bright with malice, as if taunting the young woman doomed by supernatural trickery to serve as the vessel for the true Warrior King of the Hicsoc. The tendril itself was actually made of an infinite number of smaller tendrils, each writhing and twitching in concert. The crude form of a human penis waxed and waned as the unearthly member twitched and writhed. The thought of being impaled on the huge phallus was both horrifying and intensely desirable. She closed her teary eyes against the sickening sight. She could only hope that no trace of her original essence would survive her transformation after 500 years so she would not have to bear the burden of the atrocities Nahoc would certainly inflict on the world.


  The praedial gods are liars that tell the truth. Nina’s eyes shot open as another voice echoed through her tortured subconscious. Among their own words are sown the seeds of their destruction.


  Desperate with terror, the Silk Specter managed to look once again out over the panorama far beneath her, frozen in time. She could now better see the veins of green radiating out from the Claw and into the surrounding countryside. She now knew instinctively the meaning of a praedial god—one spawned from the land. The spectral phallus was almost certainly the central point of Nahoc’s presence on earth. It was along that shaft of blazing light that the mad god of the Hicsoc was at his most material. Then her mind grasped onto a last desperate hope.


  “Take me…as a man, will…AHHHH…you? Well let’s see if you think with your dick, just like all the other men!” With a flick of the wrist Nina produced Pop’s knife, and ran it against the tendril holding her arm. The semi-corporeal tentacle parted easily against Pop’s “enchanted” blade. Then the Maid of Mystery seized the huge glowing phallus in one gloved hand and hacked laterally at it with all her strength. It was like cutting flesh and even oozed spectral blood, just as the Specter had hopped.


  Nahoc’s response was immediate and gratifying.


  *AHHHHHH!!!!! NOOOOOO!* Nahoc shrieked in inhuman anguish. The severed appendage dissipated quickly in her hands as the tentacles holding her body writhed in sympathetic pain.


  *Human bitch! I will feast on your soul! I will quench my thirst on your life’s juices!*


  The wind swirled instantly around the Silk Specter with tremendous force as Nahoc marshaled his forces to crush the impetuous mortal. But it was too late—the killing blow had already been delivered by a 107-pound human girl. Denied his focal point in the material world Nahoc’s power rapidly ebbed. The tendrils grew dimmer and Nina found herself dropping toward the desert far below.


  *NOOOOOOO! I shall not be defeated! I…shall…not…depart! OHHHHHHHH!* Nahoc’s moans slowly faded until they became one with the howling wind. The supernatural glow abated further and the tendrils defocused into a hazy mist. The pleasure-tongues—which had already lost much of their strength—rapidly degenerated into simple points of pressure, then cold drafts of air.


  The statue-strewn Plaza grew rapidly larger as Nina’s rate of descent increased. The last remnants of unearthly power still attempted to grasp at the falling mortal but they only served to break the fall of the woman they desperately wanted to destroy. Then like Icarus—who also defied the gods—the Silk Specter fell to the ground and landed hard on the parched desert, leaving a bewildered Pop Sanchez holding a slack rope.


  * * *


  Day broke reluctantly under a brooding gray sky – the sort of day that occurs only a few times a year around Oceana. It was almost as if the Claw itself had overnight completely concealed the azure blue behind a heavy blanket of corruption. Great gouts of steam poured from the open mouth of the geyser in anticipation of the eruption that was only minutes away. Painted men lined the plaza brandishing their weapons, awaiting the awesome spectacle that would signal the beginning of their conquest of the White Man. A ragtag convoy of trucks, jeeps and motorcycles waited on the twisting dirt road leading away from the sacred grounds to transport the hoard to the Oceana. It was altogether a fitting day for the destruction of the world’s most exotic city.


  “Today is the greatest day in the history of the Hicsoc Nation!” Joey’s voice was hoarse from shouting, but his eyes blazed with malice and his black gloved hands were clenched in fists of rage. “The crimes of 500 years will be repaid in kind: treachery for treachery, suffering for suffering, invasion for invasion! Today the white streets of Oceana will run dark with blood!”


  Joey’s pearl-handled pistols appeared in his hands as if my magic and the crowd shouted wildly. The very earth pulsed and vibrated. The Claw was a physical presence, eliminating any doubt but that Joey-Nahoc would lead them to victory.


  “Who among you doubts their courage?!” The men moaned in despair that their leader could suggest such a thing. “Who doubts their own resolve?! Who among you will stand at this nexus of history and shy away from vengeance? It is he who is corrupted by the blood of WHITE men!”


  The men looked about at each other somewhat suspiciously. The warriors would mow down a group of school children in cold blood rather than be accused of cowardice or impure lineage. The wily gunslinger knew this and was more than happy to use their own arrogance against them. Any remaining inclination toward mercy or humanity was being rapidly whittled away by Joey Dakota


  “The eruption of the Claw is the sign, and just as Nahoc’s water breaks across the land so shall the fury of the Hicsoc be unleashed against our enemies! To the vehicles, sons of Nahoc! Nothing blocks your way to victory!!!”


  “Wrong Again, Joey Dakota! Dead wrong!”


  The men stopped in their tracks even as they turned toward the vehicles. Standing directly in the middle of the road atop the rise marking the boarder of the Counsel Grounds stood a young woman clad in a tight-fitting black costume. Her dark cape swirled about her in the wind and her dark hair glistened like patent leather. She was apparently unarmed, but stared down at the small army with contempt etched onto her masked face. The men instantly recognized her as the same woman who had challenged Nahoc the night before. They had all seen her sealed into the Lodge of Supplication, from which no woman had ever emerged alive.


  “Well now Silk Specter, back from the dead so soon?” Joey dismounted from his armed jeep some 50 yards from where the Specter stood. “I suppose it was too much to hope for that you had just boiled to pieces in the sweat lodge. I should have just shot you.”


  “Games over Joey. Surrender now and I might let you live.”


  Suddenly the quaking earth became more noticeable as the Claw gained power. Five years of slowly building geothermal fury was about to be unleashed.


  “Funny, I was about to say the same thing. See, once the Claw erupts my first order is going to be to blow you into pieces. But if you surrender I might just give you one more romp in the sack. After of course, I break your arms and legs.”


  “Joey, how you talk. You make a girl feel positively unloved. Ready for the last round up?”


  Joey Dakota just smirked at her mildly. With a chill Nina recognized it as the look Joey always wore the moment before her gunned someone down. The Specter’s heart beat in her chest like thunder, and she fought the foolish urge to dip her hand to her empty hip. Still, she held her ground.


  But suddenly, the geyser erupted like the ignition of a rocket, sending a thick jet of steam and water high into the brooding sky. But something was wrong. The raw outflowing of power was hampered by a series of muffled pops from somewhere beneath. Then the earth began vibrating in earnest, and all the Hicsoc knew something had just gone terribly wrong. Joey felt it too and looked back in confusion, momentarily taking his eye off the sexy crime fighter he had moments before intended to kill. All around him, the statues dotting the landscape unexpectedly flew into the air as if they were blow-up dolls, revealing the myriad of smaller vents that had been sealed off over the centuries to focus the geysers power on the Claw. The land mines planted by the Silk Specter had ruptured the ancient masonry sealing off the sub-shafts, efficiently converting the awesome Council Plaza into a boiling, seething cauldron of death.


  The vast assembly of warriors, bikers, and acolytes collectively dismissed their visions of world conquest and started fighting for their lives. They scampered in a disorganized route for the hills surrounding the plaza. But before they could make much progress, huge sections of the parched earth melted away as the weakened channels leading to the lesser geysers ruptured under the sudden pressure. The men sank into the muddy quagmire moaning and crying to Nahoc for salvation.


  Joey was stunned, even more so when a hand suddenly wrenched his gun from his grasp and bore down on his forehead.


  “Games over Joey. You lose.”


  The Specter noted with satisfaction that armored personnel carriers from the Oceana Special Crimes unit appeared on the hills surrounding the enclave, and two sleek black helicopters broke from cover and hovered overhead. Commando’s dressed in black body armor fanned out from the tracked vehicles and trained their automatic weapons on the mass of humanity assembled around the Claw. Under normal circumstances the puny paramilitary police force would have been mown down by the assembled might of the Hicsoc Nation. But as it was not a shot was fired—Mariposa’s men were more than happy to surrender after losing their weapons and a good deal of their flesh to the boiling geysers. The officers from the Special Crimes Unit quickly began dispatching details of men to arrest the stragglers that were fighting their way out of the horrible pit.


  “You’re one sorry son of a bitch, Joey Dakota.” Nina pulled the hammer back on the pistol. “I hope you enjoy a few life sentences here in the United States.”


  “We’ll see, Slick,” Joey smiled disarmingly. “For your sake you’d better hope you’re right.”


  Commando’s suddenly arrived on the scene where Nina held Joey at gunpoint. The defeated desperado was efficiently searched, cuffed, and herded into a waiting paddy wagon. Nina followed the progress of the gorgeous outlaw until she noticed that Pop had pulled up behind the wagon driving Black Magic. Her heart leapt at the sight of her friend and the powerful car. The Specter wrapped her arms around the filthy Mexican and pecked him on the cheek.


  “I see you managed to rouse the cavalry.”


  “Chavez was captured by the Port Authority. He told them everything. I just needed to lead the charge. Strange how things worked out.”


  “Maybe not so strange. Lost track of Mariposa.”


  “Probably drowning in mud.” Pop inclined his head towards the pool of reeking marsh, which now bore a striking resemblance to the floor of the Lodge of Supplication. Except that this mud pool was now littered with dead bodies.


  “The world should be so lucky. Come on, I think the police can clean up here. I’ll give you a lift into town. I need about 14 hours of sleep and Katrina needs a therapist. Tomorrow we’ll get you a new truck.”


  “Neena,” Pop looked earnest as they walked back to the car. “This might not be the best time, but thank you for saving my life. Joey would have killed me.”


  “That’s okay Pop.” Nina flashed her mysterious smile. “I owe you a few. Besides, Dad would never forgive me if I let anything happen to you. Oh and here.” Nina produced Pop’s ancient blade. “Thanks for the knife. It worked great.”


  Mystified, Pop held up his blade. It now seemed to have a greenish tinge, and he could almost swear it was faintly glowing. With a sudden surge of icy fear that he could not begin to understand, the hardened poacher threw his prized knife into the boiling mud, and then hurried to join his young friend in the car.


  THE END
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  Midnight in Oceana. Along the waterfront, scantily clad college students dance wildly to the pulsing music of high-tech dance bars, obliterating the gentle lapping of the water along the moon-washed beaches. The mystery and romance of the enchanting tropical city is all but lost on the drunken revelers, whose sole ambition is to attract someone to share the beach with that night. Meanwhile, in the run-down Mission District far from the glitter of the night life, a dark intruder pays an unwelcome visit to the City Morgue, planning on making a less savory pickup of his own!


  (I) THE MORGUE OF MYSTERIES


  “Carefully, carefully. There, now, stop.” The corpse slid into view from its small, refrigerated vault. The Nightcrawler, dressed in a filthy suit of turn-of-the-century design, rubbed his gloved hands in anticipation. The fiend was impossibly tall and thin, with mad eyes and continuous facial tick. He wore the rings, lapel pins, and other cherished items from a hundred robbed graves. A polished reddish stone was strung around his neck by means of coarse twine. He fingered the stone nervously as he cackled.


  “He’s a darlin’ boy,” he preened over the body of a lanky young man, frozen in death with waxy skin and empty staring eyes. The Nightcrawler’s cockney accent was so thick as to make every word sound almost like a sneer. “But not what we’re grubbin’ for tonight, lads. Quick now, check the other vaults!”


  The six lumbering thugs fanned out awkwardly across the darkened examination room, searching for other doors bearing names of the recently deceased. All the men were dressed in old-fashioned attire—rag wool sweaters, canvas duck pants, moldering suits—and they all smelled of dirt, embalming fluid, and alcohol. They walked stiffly but without hesitation through the darkened room.


  Then one let out a child-like whimper. “What now? Who said that?” The Nightcrawler drew an antique multi-barreled pistol from his ragged greatcoat. Three more muffled shots rang out in rapid succession, followed by more mournful groans. The Nightcrawler began stroking his good luck charm nervously.


  “Quickly, you men, back to me!”


  Only two of his henchmen returned, apparently unconcerned about the fate of their comrades. The Nightcrawler’s command, however, was ill-advised, for even as they rallied together a gurney came racing across the floor at break-neck speed, knocking them all over like ragged bowling pins. Even as the men scrambled for their feet another groaned, clutching futilely at a gyro dart embedded in his back. The last henchmen was caught neatly under the chin with a powerful kick. That left only the Nightcrawler, pinned beneath the strangely heavy old-fashioned steel gurney. A sleek booted foot kicked his gun safely out of his reach.


  “Who in ‘ell are you?” The Nightcrawler howled, squinting at the darkness.


  His eyes grew wide as a figure suddenly materialized before him, almost as if from thin air, dressed all in black with a black cape that reached nearly to the floor. The thin lighting from the skylight above revealed almost no features except for the pistol dully gleaming in a gloved hand.


  “Hands up, Nightcrawler!” Came a voice that was commanding, yet young and feminine. “Your grave robbing days are over.”


  “Could it be the Silk Specta? Bloody hell. I’ve heard that there was a new vigilante in Oceana. You’ve got nothing on me, angel.”


  “Tell it to the judge, when I send you to stink up the Oceanis State Pen.” A flare burst to life in the Specter’s hands. She dropped the brilliantly burning stick to the floor, filling the room with reddish light and dancing misshapen shadows.


  The splash of light revealed the Silk Specter to be a shapely young woman with shoulder-length black hair and calm, enchanting eyes. She wore a turtleneck bodysuit, tights and cape, all violet-black, made of a silky, form-fitting material well suiting her namesake. The bodysuit was tight around her abdomen, loosened somewhat at the bodice, and tapered rapidly as the sleeves extended down her arms. Shoulder pads within the costume gave her firm body a lean, angular look. A utility belt lined with compartments and equipment was secured around her thin waist, clasped with a brushed-steel buckle bearing the symbol of a shapely stylized ghost, which upon closer inspection was made of two S’s with one reversed as if in a mirror. Her identify was concealed behind an eye mask that seemed almost painted on. Even with high heel boots the Specter couldn’t have been taller than 5‘7”.


  “So the Silk Specta is but a girl, ” the Nightcrawler chuckled dryly, resuming his interrupted massage of the reddish stone. “Well I’m afraid, Specta, you’ve made a…grave…error in judgment.”


  “What…?” the Specter asked rhetorically, until she felt the press of hands against her body. She tried to level her pistol at the unseen and unheard assailants, but found the gun swiftly pulled from her hand. She struggled like a wildcat, but more hands seized her until she was lifted into the air by a full press of men, the same thugs she had just injected with over 10 cc’s of a powerful animal tranquilizer. Their vice-life fingers were icy against Nina’s soft skin, and the sexy avenger was suddenly confronted with the terrible possibility that her captors were not men at all but some unnatural creation of the Nightcrawler’s.


  “And who says it don’t pay to ‘elp out a friend in need. Lets find our two lovebirds an’ get out ‘o ‘ere.” He walked up to the Specter with eyes full of malice and perhaps a little lust. “You, we’ll take along on the hoof. I think we can have some sport with you alive…for a bit.” He ran his dirty fingers through the Specter’s mane of black hair. She turned her head to one side as if to remove his fingers from her person.


  The Nightcrawler picked up the Specter’s gun and pretended to check its sites. “Wicked iron, this is. Packs quite a wallop I fancy.”


  “Better be careful with that thing,” Nina sounded surprisingly cool. “It’s not safe to play with guns.”


  “Thank ye for the warnin’, I’ll just make certain I keep it pointed at you. Sweet dreams, Silk Specta.”


  He drew a point-blank bead on Nina and pulled the trigger. But instead of firing a deadly projectile, the pistol grip delivered a powerful electric shock to his hand that sent him flying across the room. While the Nightcrawler lay sprawled out motionless on the floor, the Specter seized the opportunity to break free from her captors and lunge for the fallen weapon. She began firing even as she rolled and by the time Nina had gained one knee the pistol in her gloved hand was empty. But in that split second she had struck each reeking henchmen at least once, injecting each with enough tranquilizer to stop a charging rhino. The Maid of Mystery stared wide-eyed while, as a group, they swayed and moaned but refused to topple over. Her heart raced and she was almost transfixed by their unholy dance.


  “Ohhh, my ‘ead. After her, boys. Show no mercy!”


  Nina was stunned as the group of burly, reeking men suddenly charged at her with gurgles of renewed fury. The drug had had no effect on them at all! She made a move to pull another clip from her utility belt, but quickly realized the futility of the gesture. Dropping her gun, the masked vigilante instead assumed a defensive position and lashed out at the leader of the group. The battle was brief but furious. Nina landed savage blow after savage blow but the punishment was lost on the crazed oafs. Finally, she fell under the sheer weight of her attackers. The Silk Specter was seized roughly and lifted into the air.


  “Bring her here, lads.” The Nightcrawler had regained his feet and righted the steel gurney. “We’ll chain her down here, on the cremation gurney.”


  Nina struggled wildly as she was carried over and slammed down on the steel cart. The force of the impact left her all but unconscious and by the time her vision refocused, the uncanny criminals were wrapping layers of heavy chain around her arms and legs, securing her to the gurney. The masked dynamo turned her head to one side and noticed even in the dim reddish light that the top of the gurney was indeed pitted and blackened from frequent use in the blazing crematorium.


  “I’m afraid you’ve made your final heroic gesture, Silk Specta. You’re a bit more dangerous than I gave you credit for. I’d best just take what I want from you now and dispose of the rest in the incinerator.”


  “Come now, Nightcrawler, where’s your bedside manner?” Nina pulled at the tightening chains searching for a means of escape from the deadly trap. Meanwhile the Nightcrawler was lovingly extracting an array of filthy but razor sharp antique surgical instruments from a leather case in his coat pocket.


  “Don’t worry, I haven’t lost a patient yet, least until they begged fer it. You’ll be quite alert when I commit you to the flames. Now lets see, such a unique opportunity, I’ll have to focus on your more stunning attributes. I’ll need both nipples, one of those exquisite eyes, and your left ovary—are you pregnant dear? Pity. Oh, I’m forgetting something: your anesthesia.”


  Nightcrawler reached into his coat and pulled out a ball gag, covered with dirt and deeply gouged from past wearers. He forced the gag past Nina’s clean white teeth until her mouth was completely filled, then strapped it into place. The toadies had finished their work with the chains and had withdrawn to a discrete distance.


  “Much better. Wouldn’t want to wake the dead, would we Silk Specta?” Nightcrawler fiddled with the stone around his neck nervously while he admired his handy work. “Just one more thing—the incinerator. It’ll need a sec to warm up. I’ll be right back. Gents, if the Specta breaks free, crush her skull. That’ll help pop those eyes right out!”


  The Silk Specter was numb from shock, pain and horror as her captor strode gleefully out of the room. She was now only moments away from live dissection and cremation at the hands of a death-worshipping lunatic. The simple message uttered by the Oracle of the Spirit Theater that dispatched her on this mission did not seem to predict such a dire brush with death. “You must learn the secret of the Nightcrawler. Where his treasure is, so is his heart.”


  Treasure. Heart. Nina tried to force herself to think calmly. But the words meant nothing to her now. She had only a moment’s respite to plan her escape!


  In her normal life, Nina was a premier magician, escape artist, and daredevil, and her skills had helped her to some degree already. Even as she was being chained to the gurney she had instinctively held her arms in the position which would create some slack in the chains once she relaxed. She had used it countless times on stage and it gave her at least a small glimmer of hope. Her arms had some play and in time she could get free, but surrounded by impervious henchman as she was, it wasn’t nearly enough. She strained to reach for her utility belt but the chains went tight with her fingers still an inch away. The seconds ticked by and Nina knew her brief opportunity to attempt any type of escape was rapidly evaporating. She moaned into the gag and pulled hard against the chains in exasperation.


  Where his treasure is, so is his heart. The voice echoed again as if in answer to prayer. Where his treasure is, so is his heart.


  Nina closed her eyes and forced herself to relax, she could visualize the Nightcrawler strutting about, fighting, fawning over the corpse, gloating over her trapped body…fiddling with his good luck piece! That must be his treasure! He clearly had some kind over unnatural control over his henchmen—she had felt their confusion when their master was shocked by her pistol. If the Nightcrawler relied on a mystical charm to control his muscle, she might just have a chance after all.


  She couldn’t reach her utility belt but her captors had not bothered to remove her left wrist bracer, which was equipped to fire a number of projectiles. Nina looked down the length of her own chained body and saw that her feet were pointed approximately toward the doorway through which the ‘Crawler had disappeared. Nina concentrated desperately on moving the chains encircling her left wrist just enough to give herself a clear shot. She would have only one opportunity. Her body quivered slightly as she fought to hold the exact same position. Finally, the triumphant villain emerged in the doorway.


  “There now, everything getting warm and…”


  The Specter let loose with a volley of tranquilizer darts from her bracer, trusting more to the shotgun effect than to her ability to aim while chained to a dissection table. The words died in the Nightcrawler’s mouth as a number of darts struck home. He tried to stagger forward even as the drug took rapid effect. His hand went spasmodically for the stone but his strength was rapidly leaving him.


  “Men…get…dead.” Before he could take two steps he sank to his knees. Nina looked about her breathlessly awaiting the response of the brutes to the collapse of their master. She would be helpless to save herself if they opted to pound her into a pulp. Her hunch was correct, however, as men lapsed into their humming shuffling idiot dance just as they had when Nightcrawler had been shocked by her pistol.


  The Maid of Mystery went to work on the chains with the efficiency of the world-class escape artist. In moments she had slipped herself free, removed the disgusting gag, and slid down to the floor.


  “Yeach!! I’ll probably have to get a tetanus shot because of that thing,” she muttered as she worked her aching jaw. “Now, lets take a closer look at Nightcrawler’s ‘treasure.’”


  Nina bent down to examine the stone around his neck. It was about the size of a silver dollar, crystalline and worn smooth from untold hands. In the center of the crystal was what appeared to be a small severed hand or claw. To her amazement, the claw seemed to slowly move and flex, somehow displacing the solid crystal.


  “Zombie Stone. Sure hope the Oracle knows what its talking about.” With a sigh, Nina snapped the twine and placed the disturbing stone into a compartment of her utility belt.


  Her work done, Nina picked up her gun and slipped it into its holster while backing slowly out of the room. It was an eerie scene, with the last of the light from the flare still illuminating the six men as they swayed and moaned about the room like autistic children. Nina’s heart raced, however, when she noticed that they turned as one and shambled after her as she made for the door. Apparently, they followed the stone and not its wielder. But a sudden burst of speed put Nina outside the room well ahead of the reeking ruffians. It was with great relief that Nina closed the door to the steel-lined room and locked it shut, leaving the bizarre scene for the Oceana Special Crimes Unit to sort out. The zombie-thugs began pounding at the heavy door moaning as she backed slowly away.


  Suddenly, the Specter heard sarcastic clapping from the doorway behind her. Nina whirled around defensively aiming her bracer as if it were still loaded, cursing herself for daydreaming and not promptly reloading her gun. In the darkened hallway stood one of the more striking women Nina had even seen. She was tall and slim wearing a form-fitting waterproof silver catsuit with built-in hood, pulled down to free her shoulder-length blonde hair. Her face was not beautiful but more exotic, with sly eyes, prominent cheekbones and a hook nose. Like Nina, she wore a fully equipped utility belt, but bearing equipment for a different purpose. She was a thief.


  “Silver Seal,” Nina said with confidence in her voice. “You here for round two?”


  “Really, Silk Specter, I don’t think all the hostility is necessary. Especially since I could have just had you for my own little play toy right now, had I desired.” Nina didn’t lower her arm, though the thought of serving as the pet of the Silver Seal—famed master thief and master lover—sent a shiver up her spine. The Seal had amassed a fortune as an amphibian burglar, robbing the houseboats and island hideaways of the world’s rich and famous.


  “So what brings you to the morgue on a night like this, Silver Seal? Hoping to cut in on the Nightcrawler’s action.”


  “Stolen ovaries and stillborn brain tissue are hardly my line of work, though it might have been fun to watch him carve you up for spare parts. Of course, if you were fool enough to fall into his hands, I would have no use for you.”


  “I’d prefer if you just keep YOUR hands where I can see them.”


  “Hee, hee. Just put your arm down, Silkie. We both know you’re empty. Besides, aren’t you a little curious about why I’m here?”


  Nina sighed and lowered her guard, crossing her arms before her.


  “That’s better. You know, you’re every bit the looker I heard you were. Those grainy pictures in the papers don’t do you justice.”


  “Just what do you want, Seal?”


  “Please call me Stacy. That Silver Seal rubbish was started by the press. Come on, since you’re so interested in cadavers tonight, I have something to show you.” And with that she slipped out through the doorway with shocking grace and speed.


  The Silk Specter followed quickly through the dimly lit halls of the morgue, cursing her trusting nature. She could well have just let one of Oceana’s most notable criminals slip through her fingers. But then she caught sight of the Silver Seal again, standing before a heavy vault door. Her firm body showed almost no signs of exertion beneath the rubbery costume, despite the long sprint.


  “Having a hard time keeping up?”


  “Just show me what you want to show me. Then I’m taking you in.”


  “Fair enough,” the Seal smiled. “Guards usually protect this room 24-hours a day, but they were driven off by the Nightcrawler. In ten minutes this place will be crawling with cops, so we’ll have to peek fast.”


  Stacy made short work of the vault lock and opened the door. It was another cold storage room similar to the one that Nina had just been in, only smaller. “This is the maximum security vault, where they store the evidence for on-going police investigations.”


  The Silver Seal looked about until she found a nametag she was looking for. “Ready? Better hold onto your lunch.” She pulled the refrigerated crypt open.


  Nina gasped in horror, but then forced herself to assume a businesslike composure. The crypt contained the body of a young woman, or at least what once had been a young woman. The corpse was fried to a crisp and plugged with several bullet holes for good measure. The body was covered with what must once have been some sort of rubber or vinyl costume. The limbs were missing at the elbows and knees.


  Without giving Nina any time to think, Stacy opened an adjacent refrigerator to reveal another young woman in much the same state of mutilation. She too had died wearing some sort of costume and was missing her limbs.


  “Looks like they had a rough day at the office.” Nina came off sounding tougher than she felt. “Vigilantes?”


  “No, thieves. Once very good thieves. Now very dead thieves.”


  “Did they work together?”


  Stacy shook her head. “They were both loners. But they died together trying to break into the private art vault of Evander Rockroth, the shipping tycoon and arms smuggler. Practically a suicide job, and you can see the result.”


  “Could they have rented themselves out as hired guns?”


  “No, but I think they may have been surreptitiously recruited.”


  “Go on.”


  “There have been a number of contract thefts on the street recently for a new client known as the Prime Sinister, all Slovakian pieces. Very valuable. I know for a fact that several of the items on Sinister’s wish list were acquired.”


  “By these two?”


  The blonde thief nodded. “Among others. They’ve all disappeared without a trace, until these two turned up in the river this morning. God only knows what’s happened to the others. And see this?”


  Stacy pointed to the shoulder of one of the corpses. The rubber costume bore a symbol, almost like a military patch. It was of a bird with its head turned to one side and its beak opened as if in mid-scream. The symbol reminded the petite avenger of ancient Germanic heraldry, though pulled off with a modern aesthetic. The effect was very impressive.


  “Never seen it before.” Nina answered. “Almost looks like some kind of German military insignia.”


  “Very good. Looks like they both were in some kind of uniform.”


  “So you weren’t kidding when you used the word ‘recruited.’”


  “Perhaps it’s strictly voluntary but I don’t think so. I’m not a big fan of law enforcement, but I think this Prime Sinister might be preying on my own kind.”


  Nina gave her sultry enemy a good hard look. The Silver Seal had the body of warrior, long lean and powerful. She had the face and poise of a runway model but her manner was dead serious, and the look in her eyes dispelled any illusion that Stacy was anyone’s vacuous trophy girlfriend. Nina had made a career out of manipulating people’s thoughts, impressions, and feelings, yet she could find no evidence of deceit in this legendary thief.


  “So what’s your proposal?”


  The Silver Seal produced a golden rectangle from a belt pouch on her right hip. It looked like a picture frame, but it was decorated in dull red and green stones and the gold work was slightly lumpy and uneven. In short, it had the look of genuine antiquity.


  “It’s an akhlad—an ornamental frame used to decorate icons in the Eastern Orthodox Church.”


  “Excellent! I didn’t know they were teaching medieval art history in high school these days. This is one of the items on Prime Sinister’s wish list. I want you to back me up when I take it in to collect my fee. If he tries anything funny you take him down.”


  Nina thought about the offer for a moment. She couldn’t see anything wrong with tailing the Silver Seal for a while. Hell, on many nights that would be a dream come true. Still, something seemed fishy…


  “Okay, I’ll back you up. But after you make the drop safely, the deal’s off. I take you and your fence down if I can.”


  “I’d expect nothing less,” The Silver Seal smiled sweetly.


  “Just one more thing. Why me?”


  Stacy considered the question with a sexy brooding frown. “Because you’ve developed a bit of a reputation for yourself as a big game hunter, happy to throw the little ones back for a shot at the kingpins. I’m certain this Prime Sinister will be more of a challenge than a simple, nonviolent burglar.” The word ‘nonviolent’ had sort of an empty ring. “Besides, if you take down the Prime Sinister I win. The Prime Sinister takes down you, I win again. I like those odds. Satisfied?”


  “Perfectly.”


  “The Prime Sinister set up the meeting for 3:00 this morning, at the 47th floor penthouse suite of Rothrock Towers. How best to cover the situation I leave up to you. Surveillance was never my forte.”


  The Seal made to leave, her message delivered.


  “Wait one second! I’m not letting you out of my sight until after this meeting. You know what they say, no honor among thieves.”


  Suddenly, the door to the crypt burst open. The Nightcrawler’s six thugs ambled stiffly into the room braying like lost sheep.


  “I’d like to stay, but I think your dates have arrived.”


  “You gotta be kidding me,” Nina shook her head in disbelief as the group milled mindlessly around the room, content to be within the immediate proximity of the Zombie Stone. When the Maid of Mystery returned her attention to the wily thief, she was nowhere to be found.


  * * *


  “What are you doing here, Nina?” The Specter crouched on a rooftop adjacent to the building where the Seal was making her drop. The massive edifice of the Rothrock Towers was mostly dark, except for the penthouse suite on the 47th floor. Beyond the 47th, the structure narrowed to two-thirds of its original width and rose skyward for another forty darkened stories. “Me providing top cover so one of Oceana’s most notorious crooks can fence a priceless relic right under my nose. The Silver Seal’s probably laughing her ass off right now.”


  Looking through her binoculars, Nina could see the Silver Seal in a large office talking to burly, close-cropped man in a black business suit sitting behind a vast desk with his back to the window. A jeweler’s pad of green velvet was spread out across the desk and the man was examining the relic under a monocle eyepiece. The floor was of marble that glittered as if the were veined with gold. The rest of the room was concealed behind drapes of expensive-looking white silk. The Silver Seal looked right at home in the opulent environment of the corner office, sitting in a plush chair of white leather content to exchange few words with the man who most likely was the “Prime Sinister.” Occasionally, Nina glanced down at the small screen on her left wrist bracer. The bug/tracer she had placed on the Seal back in the morgue prior to her disappearing act was functioning well; the precise latitude, longitude, and altitude of the large office was displayed on the tiny screen.


  “Excellent work, Ms…”


  “Silver Seal. They call me the Silver Seal.”


  “Of course, your reputation precedes you. The akhlad is certainly genuine, once belonging to the Greek Orthodox Church of the Sacrament in Stanislov. I believe the agreed upon price was $325,000.”


  Nina almost choked. She was letting the Silver Seal walk away with a $325,000 score. It took all the willpower she had to remain in her hiding place. The masked vigilante now understood why the Silver Seal had recruited a vigilante rather than hiring one of her own to provide backup. She certainly could not trust one of her own.


  “Precisely the posted price,” the Seal sounded pleased. “It’s always a pleasure to meet an honest criminal.”


  “Loyalty to a higher calling is often perceived as immorality, Ms Seal,” the man said with a refined Eastern European accent as he handed the Seal an attaché case, which Stacy didn’t even bother to check. “Perhaps one day you will understand.”


  “Doubtful.”


  The two rose and shook hands, the burly fence towering over the graceful thief. Everything seemed very cordial—very under control. Then the Silver Seal disappeared behind the curtains, as if walking towards the private elevators of the 47th story office. Then she simply vanished.


  The indicator light on Nina’s wrist console went red as all contact with the tracer was lost.


  “Damn! They cut off her signal in the elevator.”


  Instinctively the Silk Specter fired a drag line from her wrist bracer. The slim Teflon line arced gracefully through the warm night air to the distant skyscraper and the fearless heroine followed close behind. True to her namesake, she floated swiftly across the open expanse 400 feet above the ground and landed softly on the far roof. Her boots crunched along the rock-covered surface as she sped toward the metal enclosure housing the motor for the elevator. It whined powerfully, testimony to the fact that the elevator was in use. Nina made short work of the lock and was inside before 15 seconds had elapsed. The Silver Seal would have been envious.


  The blind descent through inky darkness to intercept the dropping elevator would be chancy. Any number of unseen obstructions could be waiting to rend flesh and break bones. But with the Silver Seal at the mercy of unknown captors, there was no time to lose. Nina secured a line to the steel infrastructure supporting the elevator motor and dropped into the abyss, keeping just enough tension on the line to slow her descent. It seemed that she fell forever through the warm, oily void until her feet at last contacted the still-moving elevator. Once on the roof, she ignited a small light at her belt, felt for the emergency access hatch and flung it open.


  Just as she had suspected, the elevator was rigged. The hatchway was covered with a mesh of thin wire that would effectively block all electromagnetic transmissions. Wafting up through the mesh was a dense choking gas. The Specter pulled a pair of cutters from her belt and removed the wire grid from the opening. The red LED on her wristband went from red to green, proving that the Silver Seal was trapped somewhere in the mist below. But then the elevator began slowing to a stop. She was out of time. The Specter would have to decide whether to risk her life attempting to save the notorious thief or allow her to be taken by the mysterious Prime Sinister.


  At the ground level, the elevator was met by a squad of storm troopers wearing tailored black uniforms, riot armor, and gas masks, armed with automatic assault rifles. Despite the fact that the thief had been trapped in a tiny space flooded with stun gas for over two minutes, they took no chances. The men took up firing positions even as the elevator announced its arrival with a subdued “ding.”


  “The lift is arriving now,” their leader spoke with a polished Eastern European accent into a compact radio. “Prepare the helo for departure.”


  The elevator doors slid open, releasing an avalanche of smothering vapor. It only took a moment for the fog to clear enough to reveal the lovely thief lying unconscious on the thickly carpeted floor.


  “Bring her out,” the grim-faced captain ordered and two troopers promptly complied, shouldering their weapons and sauntering toward the woman. But the moment they entered the misty, enclosed space, the Silk Specter swung down from the roof, skillfully flipping off their gas masks as she descended. The highly trained men sputtered in surprise as the teenage dynamo snatched a machine gun and opened fire. The commandos scrambled for cover as bullets ricocheted madly throughout the marble-lined lobby. Nina ran out of ammunition just as the elevator doors slid mercifully closed. The storm troopers return fire came too late: the digital display on the wall indicated that the elevator was again heading up.


  “Adolph company, to Prime Sinister. Trouble, I’m afraid. The pigeon has flown with one accomplice. Looks like they’re headed back for the roof.”


  “So the clever thief has a guardian angel, has she? Well they’ve made a foolish mistake. The executive elevator only stops at the 47th and 101st floor executive suites. Alert Bruno company on the roof at once. Kill the angel, but I want the thief alive. It they stop on the 47th I’ll see to it personally.”


  Though swift by many standards, the ascent of the executive elevator allowed plenty of time for Bruno company to set up an inescapable web of firing positions around the elevator door. Even as the elevator announced its arrival with a friendly “ping” they opened fire, shredding the sliding doors with 9mm slugs before they could open more than a few inches. Then the firing abruptly ceased and, obeying the terse commands of their superior officer, two troopers charged forward and pried the ruined doors open for a look inside.


  “Captain Spaazman, the elevator is empty!”


  Indeed it was. All that remained in the elevator was the attaché case containing the $325,000 in counterfeit money


  “Anything on the roof?”


  One of the men lifted the other for a peek through the emergency hatch. “No, nothing.”


  “Damn!” Spaazman fumed. “They must have gotten off the lift on a lower floor.”


  At that time, a second elevator arrived bearing reinforcements from the ground level.


  “You men. The thief is on the loose. Back to the ground level and seal off the building. I wish this clever guardian dead!”


  Nina heard the order from atop the second elevator and knew she had to work fast. She had been able to transfer the inert Silver Seal to the roof of the second elevator in the nick of time before it started upward. Now it seemed it would start down again just as quickly. She had to hand it to them—the Prime Sinister’s men were efficient.


  The superstructure supporting the elevator motor was some 20 feet above her, barely visible in the dissipated beam of her belt light. The Silk Specter adjusted her wrist bracer and fired another drag line up into the network of girders. With its grappling action disabled, the projectile at the end of the line fell back down to her, creating a loop of wire. Then she quickly secured the Silver Seal to the line and began hoisting her to the level of the motor housing. Once she tied the line off it would be a simple matter of collecting her package at the top.


  The light-colored form of the Silver Seal ascended into the twilight at the top of the shaft. Then, to Nina’s surprise, she seemed to disappear from view, accompanied by the hiss of steam and the whine of poorly calibrated hydraulics.


  “Stacy!” Nina whispered, hoping that the woman was at last regaining consciousness.


  But the hissing and whining sounded again and a bizarre figure tilted into view. It seemed to be some sort of nightmare robot from the dawn of the industrial revolution. Parts of the creature appeared genuinely human—its face, its upper body, its right arm. But the rest was a jumble of molded plates, hoses, tension rods, hydraulic cylinders, and blinking lights comprising a vaguely human form. The man-thing wore what appeared to be a dingy, dented gray helmet with a visor bearing green glowing optics.


  “Thank you for surrendering the thief, intruder,” came the thing’s emotionless, metallic voice. “Your extermination is now greatly simplified.”


  It raised a mechanical arm and the Specter realized too late that three of the rods in the nightmarish limb were the rotating barrels of a minigun. The gun’s report was absolutely deafening in the enclosed area and Nina was amazed that the bullets passed through her with so much force that she barely felt a thing. But the firing died away and in a rain of empty shell casings Nina realized that she was still alive. The thing hadn’t even bothered to shoot her.


  “I am the Iron Lung. Have a nice trip.” A deep hissing blue flame leapt from a finger-like appendage. The creature ran the flame slowly across the cable supporting the elevator. It quickly turned cherry red and began falling away in great globs of molten steel. It was only then that the Specter realized the true target of the minigun attack: the emergency brake mechanisms that would halt the descent of the elevator in the event of a cable failure. Before she could react, Nina felt the elevator lurch downward in free fall as she started her fatal descent to the sub basement of Rothrock Towers.


  The Iron Lung peered down the elevator almost wistfully as he savored the symphony of moaning steel and singing gears. But suddenly a steel line whipped out of the depths and wrapped itself around the greasy rusted seal that approximated his waist. He braced himself instinctively against the steel superstructure as the entire weight of the elevator quickly transferred to his body.


  “Arghhhh!” he moaned as his hydraulics were stressed to the limit and beyond. But the Iron Lung held, at least for the moment, and the elevator jerked to a stop. The strain was enormous, and the steel cable threatened at any moment to pull the mechanical monstrosity into the maw of the thousand-foot shaft. As the desperate tug of war continued, the Silk Specter slid gracefully up the dangerously overloaded drag line and swung up to the level of the floor. The haphazardly constructed man-robot towered over the slim heroine but every ounce of his concentration was consumed bearing the weight of the elevator.


  “I am the Silk Specter,” Nina plucked the line like a guitar string. “And you just stay right there.”


  “Ahhhhh, don’t move… Arrrrghhh…intruder. I will destroy you!”


  “Sorry, Sparky,” Nina scooped up the Silver Seal, lifting the much larger woman with deceptive strength. “Got to be moving on.”


  “NEVER!!” An arm slowly emerged from the Iron Lung’s torso. Once at full extension it sprouted a number of slim blades, which began rotating rapidly. The Iron Lung then slashed at the overloaded line with the saw. It snapped with a ‘TWANG’ and the elevator resumed its plunge but the change in force sent the robot pitching over backward.


  The Specter, now bearing the Silver Seal, pressed her small advantage and dashed for the elevator shaft. If she could reach the utility ladder she could get access to any floor in the building. It would be like finding a needle in a 100-story haystack for the Prime Sinister’s goons and they would soon be forced to abandon the search due to the onset of daylight. All she had to do was get past the now prostrate Iron Lung…


  “Going somewhere, intruder?”


  The huge cyborg at up and swung his mechanical arm like tank turret, catching Nina at the knees and sending her sprawling to the floor. Escape, it seemed, would not be so easy. The Maid of Mystery pushed the Seal safely into a corner, and stood up slowly to confront the mechanical nightmare.


  The Iron Lung stood over seven feet tall. Upon closer inspection it seemed that he must be some sort of mechanically enhanced human, though the quality of the enhancements was closer to that of an H.G. Wells novel than a modern biomechanics laboratory. His “limbs” seemed to be made of structural girders with steel plates riveted over strategic points. Within the steel gridwork Nina could see the hydraulics, actuators, and wiring that accounted for his tremendous strength. Circuit boxes with blinking lights were distributed almost randomly across his great body, seeming to focus at an armored access panel on his chest. His body was filthy and dented with most of the paint buried under grime or long ago worn away. His mechanical components were leaking lubricant, and he reeked like a gang of automobile mechanics. The backpack was apparently his power source, for it bore the yellow symbol of radioactivity in chipped, faded paint. The portions of his anatomy which Nina took for flesh were sickly white with purple splotches, as if the long-ago procedure that merged man and scrap pile had left him permanently bruised. She could now see that what she took for his visor were, in fact, glowing optics mounted permanently in his eye sockets.


  “Surrender now, intruder. Spare yourself the unnecessary and futile pain.”


  “My daddy always said I was a glutton for punishment…”


  The Silk Specter picked up a long torque wrench and launched herself at the Iron Lung. She swung the wrench with deceptive power, striking him low on the head where he seemed the most vulnerable. But the blow bounced harmlessly away and the Iron Lung responded with a backhand to the abdomen and follow-on chop to the back of her neck. The Specter was far from invulnerable and sank to her knees as stars danced before her eyes.


  “You see, it was pointless to resist.” He swung his massive arm upward for a crushing blow that would snap the shapely heroine’s back like a twig, but in that instant Nina pulled a charge from her belt that detonated with a blinding flash followed by thick smoke. The dull green lenses that served as Iron Lung’s eyes purred as the mechanical irises adjusted to the sudden changes in light. By the time he had regained his vision, the Specter was gone.


  “There is no escape. You are completely surrounded…”


  “Just taking a little detour, Sparky!” Nina landed on the huge cyborg from above and immediately smeared a black paste across his eyes.


  “You little fool!” the Iron Lung, finally departing from his robotic impartiality. “I will grind your bones to paste!”


  He reached his more human-like hand up to wipe his eyes while he raised his robotic three-fingered pincer to crush the Specter’s skull. As soon as the black-gloved hand reach the optics, however, Nina cuffed his wrist and clicked the other cuff closed around several pipes and hoses leading from his torso to his steel shod cranium. Then she ducked under the grasping artificial manipulator and was gone.


  “Careful with that arm, Sparky. Wouldn’t want you to blow a gasket!”


  “Silence! I want none of your…AHHHHHHHH!” Without fully understanding his situation the Iron Lung wrenched his arm down with all his massive strength. The pipes and wiring tore lose with an explosion of sparks and a geyser of oily fluid. The bizarre cyborg sank slowly to the floor amongst a widening pool of his own juices, a look of foolish surprise frozen on his face.


  Without waiting to see if the damage was lethal, the Silk Specter once again scooped up the rubber-clad Silver Seal and made a beeline for the elevator shaft before the rest of the paramilitary goons could close in. She had just reached the steel ladder leading down to freedom, when disaster struck: the Silver Seal started to moan.


  The Iron Lung lashed out once again with his long artificial hand, homing in on the source of the sound and Nina gasped as he clamped down on her throat with his three unsteady digits. The masked young vigilante’s windpipe was slowly forced closed and it was all she could do to dump the dazed thief back on the floor before grasping futilely at the vise closing around her throat. Nina struggled madly as the Iron Lung swung her far out over the empty void of the elevator shaft, but her legs weren’t long enough to kick him and she couldn’t begin to loosen his grip around her throat. Her airway was completely closed off and the young daredevil’s head was starting to spin.


  “I could just snap your spine right now, intruder.” The Iron Lung’s eyes were dark and his voice scratchy and distant. “But I am denied the sight of it. I think I will enjoy hearing your screams as you fall through the darkness.”


  The Silk Specter could do nothing…say nothing…to save herself. It was a struggle to even remain conscious, so as to grant the Iron Lung his request to hear her screams. The Silver Seal was beginning to stir on the lip of the shaft, but she would require hours to regain her strength, and an army of thieves could not hope to stop the monster before her. The ever-calculating machine that was the mind of the Silk Specter rapidly began losing its focus as her oxygen supply was exhausted. It was almost time to die.


  “Now you die, human bitch, just like all other enemies of the state.”


  “Wait!” came a voice from behind. “Don’t drop her.” It was the voice of the Prime Sinister, who had come to the roof to supervise the capture operation personally. “That would be far too pleasant a death for a girl who has caused us so very much trouble. Drop her before me.”


  The damaged robot complied, dumping the youthful crime fighter in a heap before the Prime Sinister. Nina coughed and gasped for breath as the Prime Sinister’s armored guards secured her arms in a rubber single glove and attached chains to her ankles.


  “Remove her equipment then bring her to the sub basement. I think it’s appropriate that she join Commander Alexis in the sub basement. She will be an integral part of my little thank-you gift to the residents of Oceana.”


  * * *


  Nina Blackstone swam through the darkness of her own mind, struggling to reassert her grip on reality. The sound of her own heartbeat pounded with a primal, urgent rhythm that reminded her of tribal drums on some uncharted tropical island. Then it dawned on her that that the noises she was hearing WERE drums and she opened her eyes in surprise. She found herself standing within a shallow but lofty ceremonial cave, ornately carved with long twisting sea creatures, tiled with dark volcanic stone, and lit by a ring of sputtering torches. Steps leading down from the mouth of the stage-like cave descended into a sea of faces, all concealed behind skeletal white make up with darkened eye sockets. Directly in front of her was a rough stone altar, set with chains and deeply grooved to funnel the blood from ritual sacrifices into ornate clay urns at either side of the timeworn edifice. Commanding the scene was a huge statue of a sinister eerie-looking man with a heavy brow and rippling muscles, apparently carved out of the living rock. But the figure was overgrown with vines and brush so that its Olympian lines were distorted and altered until the statute seemed almost inhuman. Before the altar was a woman—a priestess—in white robes, holding a long flint dagger stained to the color of rust from innumerable sacrifices. Nina herself wore only a loincloth of white linen, with her arms tied behind her back and her long black hair flowing down over her shoulders. Burly and powerful, but oddly insubstantial, men in black robes flanked her to either side.


  The drums radiated from everywhere and nowhere and Nina found herself slowly swaying to the penetrating rhythm. It was as if she were drugged, witnessing a scene which she was part of yet powerless to control; as if she wasn’t aware that she was the sacrifice whose blood would soon be trickling into the ceremonial urns. Then the priestess lifted her arms in a grand expression that was the sign for the men flanking Nina to lift her and place her on the table. She didn’t—couldn’t—struggle as the men secured her to the altar with the ancient manacles. The snare was far more than merely physical, but emotional and spiritual as well. Her body was like lead, and she was entirely unable to struggle, despite her mounting sense of desperation.


  Then the priestess leaned over, and Nina’s eyes widened in recognition: this was not some mysterious Polynesian priestess on a long-forgotten island of mystery, it was the Silver Seal. Her flowing blonde locks were caked dark with mud, but even the reddish skeletal makeup could not conceal her striking features. But if the Seal recognized the identity of her sacrificial victim she gave no indication as she ran her long fingers along the hilt of the primitive dagger in her hand. To avoid looking at the disturbing countenance of the pagan-Stacy, Nina turned her attention to the heavens, to the roof of the shallow cave, and to the countenance of the god to which she was to be sacrificed. She gasped again in surprise! The vines, the way they covered strategic portions of the idol, created a godly caricature of the Iron Lung! At last Nina found the strength to struggle, and the illusion around her began dissolving into murky chaos, but it was too late. She was held fast, completely unable to move…


  “Comfortable on your little bed?”


  The Silk Specter’s eyes flew open and she was greeted with a horrifying sight. Just as the dream had foretold, she was lying bound on her back, but on a cold steel cylinder rather than a sacrificial altar, and in coil after coil of tight rope rather than ancient chains. The cylinder was some four feet in diameter, painted drab green, and tapered at either end, nestled in a wooden crate filled with wood shavings. She still wore her costume, though her utility belt, cape, and wrist bracer had been removed. Her captors had replaced her utility belt with a broad leather bondage belt pulled to its tightest setting around Nina’s surprisingly narrow waist. A leather crotch strap held some sort of thin electronic device snuggly up against her sex. Her arms were pulled straight back around the cylinder as if hugging someone behind her, where her wrists were chained together, to reinforce the tight rope bondage. It didn’t take much imagination to come to the conclusion that she was tied and chained to a huge bomb.


  “Very comfortable, thank you.”


  “We’ll soon take care of that. My men tell me you are the vigilante known as the Silk Specter. An impressive display you put on against the Iron Lung. He has never been so nearly bested in single combat.”


  The Prime Sinister, as her initial view through the spy scope had indicated, was a large blocky man with broad shoulders and powerful arms. His hair was graying and buzzed short, his eyes a steely blue. His expression was intense and the cut of this jaw betrayed that he was a man of little mirth and less mercy. He was dressed in an exquisite black silk suit of Italian design, with a starched white shirt, conservative tie, and shoes polished so as to shine like a mirror. He wore black rubber gloves and a trench coat made of some high-tech rubber derivative. On the lapel of his coat was a pin of a strange bird in profile, with its beak open in fury. It was the same symbol the Silver Seal had pointed out to her on the shoulders of the dead girls in the morgue.


  “It is time for you to die, Silk Specter, but I’ve planned a particularly spectacular exit for you. Indeed, it will be a spectacular death for many.” He stepped aside so the Specter could get a better look at her surroundings. They were in some sort of narrow, squat room with heavy steel doors and cement walls lined with electrical conduits. Just beyond the Prime Sinister was another crate that also contained an olive drab bomb similar to Nina’s. Interestingly, it too bore a bound young woman, unconscious but stunningly beautiful even in oblivion. She had dark brown shoulder-length hair pulled back in a French braid, delicate features, and soft creamy skin. Her long, lean body was encased in a black jumpsuit of kid leather that almost resembled patent, with boots and gloves of a similar material. The only marking she wore was a shoulder patch of a national flag that Nina could not identify. She wore a utility belt still loaded with equipment, that better resembled the tools of a utility worker than a spy, but at least the belt spared the woman the indignity of the bondage strap Nina wore. The sexy girl was secured to her own bomb with heavy nylon straps pulled painfully tight, though the woman apparently didn’t care.


  One end of the adjacent bomb—and presumably Nina’s as well—bore stubby fins, while the other end terminated at an empty socket, presumably designed for some sort of detonator. In place of the tapering propeller-type detonator normally found on air-dropped bombs, the Prime Sinister’s men had simply rammed a large blob of plastic explosive into the socket. Bold yellow writing in the Cyrillic alphabet adorned the bomb at various points and Nina couldn’t help but wonder if at least one of the warning labels advised against using unapproved detonators. Wires ran from the lumpy plastique to a heavy aluminum transit case along one cement wall. The lid of the transit case was removed, revealing a sophisticated control panel with red LED readouts. The box was clearly some sort of timer.


  “As you may be aware, two of my Dangergirls were killed yesterday while attempting to obtain a certain artifact from the private collection of Evander Rockroth. Normally I take such losses in stride—my Dangergirls pride themselves on grace under fire. But Mr. Rothrock had the audacity to allow their bodies to be recovered by the police, and that offense I cannot forgive. So I plan to blow up Rothrock Tower—his headquarters—along with a considerable portion of downtown Oceana.”


  Nina looked about at the small army of faces surrounding the pair of bombs and their female victims. Most were concealed behind impassive gas masks integrated with their combat helmets, and the few officers in the group nodded with understanding. Apparently they were as prepared to detonate 2,000-pound bombs in a crowded city center as they were to abduct thieves in the night. Indeed, most looked down at her with a secret smile, as if approving of the fate their pesky prisoner would soon endure. She would get no help from anyone in the room.


  “So what have you done with the Silver Seal?”


  “Nothing yet. But soon she will embark on a brief but glorious career as my newest Dangergirl. I daresay that you eclipse her in beauty and perhaps even in fighting prowess, but your irritating heroic streak would be difficult to break without intensive and prolonged therapy.” He ran his meaty hand up Nina’s abdomen to her chest and gently kneaded her breasts. “Not that Princess Christine wouldn’t enjoy the challenge, but I’d best spare her the temptation.”


  “Oh I don’t know. I’d hate to miss out on all the fun.”


  “Oh don’t worry, I have a game for us to play right here. I call it heads you die, tails you die.” The Prime Sinister tugged lovingly at one of the coils of rope holding Nina tightly against the cold metal of the bomb. “These may feel tight now, but I assure you they aren’t. They are tied with constrictor knots; the more you struggle the tighter they draw.”


  “So all I have to do is keep my cool while the timer on this bomb ticks down to keep from getting turned into paste, right?” Nina fought to remain calm though inwardly her heart was racing.


  “Yes in theory, but there is this,” he gently touched the device snugged against Nina’s thinly-covered pussy. “It’s called soni-stim, one of my own inventions. I brought it along to entertain a pesky nuisance prior to her big performance, while I conducted some other business.” He smiled at the leather-clad woman. “But she has alas succumbed to human frailty, so I will put my toy to better use.”


  With that he reached down and activated the belt around Nina’s waist. Instantly her crotch was bombarded with powerful sonic waves focused precisely on her clitoris. Despite her precarious predicament she found the pulsing fingers of the sound waves intensely erotic. Nina began to gyrate her hips discretely.


  “As a superheroine, I’m confident you expect only the harshest treatment, so here is your challenge. In 45 minutes both of these bombs will explode, killing thousands innocent citizens. If you can control your own sexual appetites, then you will be allowed the full time to contemplate some sort of daring escape. But every slight struggle will tighten your bonds, breaking bones and halting circulation. My men are experts at leaving just enough slack around your vital organs to ensure that you can survive well into the constriction process, savoring every snapping bone. Judging by your reaction to the belt on its lowest setting I think that the last 45 minutes of your life will be the longest.”


  “So this is just a setup, right? You’re setting up that girl over there to take the fall for the explosions.”


  “Inquisitive even into the jaws of death, eh? Yes, I’ve taken the liberty of removing any kind of metal object from your costume, anything that might survive the blast and subsequent collapse of this building. Commander Alexis is lying on a Kevlar sheet, which will prevent her body from being completely shredded as yours will. Her tattered remains will be discovered in the wreckage some weeks from now, as will the metal implements of her utility belt, all tools used to service military bombs.”


  “So at least you fear international retribution.”


  “I fear no one. But any discomfort I can direct toward my enemies is always satisfying.” To illustrate his point he reached down and turned up the stimulation belt.


  “Uhhhhgggh. MMMMhhhhh!” Nina moaned. The caress of the belt was like the kiss of the most discrete lover, but the Maid of Mystery didn’t dare allow her body to respond.


  “I didn’t realize Oceana’s defenders were so beautiful. I should have attacked the city years ago.”


  “This isn’t over, Prime Sinister.” The Silk Specter hissed, though the tear in her eye betrayed her growing frustration.


  Even the Prime Sinister couldn’t help but admire the spunk of his young adversary. She had the wide-eyed wholesome good looks of a beauty queen; her body was trim with firm generous breasts, a thin waist accentuated by the tight stim belt, and gracefully flaring hips. The high-cut bodysuit and translucent hose perfectly flaunted her tanned, athletic legs and her close-fitting high-heeled boots accented her graceful lines as she struggled. The silky violet-black bodysuit was clearly custom designed to highlight the sensuous features of the Specter’s body. As her pelvis rocked gently in the embrace of the stim belt, the flat muscular plain of her stomach shimmered even in the low light. Her breasts strained against the looser fabric at her chest as her nipples hardened despite the smirks of her onlookers. Under other circumstances this Silk Specter would be ideal fodder for his personal entertainment or that of Princess Caroline. But she had very nearly defeated the Iron Lung and would have escaped if not for her ill-conceived concern over the Silver Seal. The look of determination in her huge green eyes further convinced him that he was doing the right thing. She had to die, and the hell she would endure in the constriction bondage was at least some consolation for the nights of lost entertainment.


  “No this isn’t over, but you’ll soon wish it were. And in case you’re counting on a rescue, we will booby trap the door once we leave. The bombs will instantly detonate the next time it is opened. And though I assume you are far too courageous to scream for help, I must take steps to ensure your complete silence.”


  A man came forward with a complex two-piece gag. Nina tried to turn her head away, but it was pointless. One man seized her head roughly between two strong hands while the other inserted the first piece of the gag: a large steel ring that rested firmly against her front teeth, holding her mouth open to its maximum extent. After securing the ring in place with rubber straps behind her head, the man produced the second piece of the gag: an inflatable rubber plug. He inserted the plug through the ring and began pumping until her mouth was completely filled, tongue forced firmly against the floor of her mouth. The effect was devastating and inwardly Nina wondered if she could even survive for 45 minutes gagged in this horrible but utterly silencing fashion before choking on her own saliva. With a chill, she realized that the Prime Sinister didn’t care.


  Nina fought to remain perfectly still, breathing in cautiously through her nose as the men packed up their gear and filed out of the room. Yet even the rise and fall of her chest was causing the ropes to tighten, forcing the small of her back tighter against the bomb casing, which would in less than an hour would tear her to shreds.


  <<Detonation in 45 minutes,>> came a soft female voice. <<Please clear the area.>>


  “The timer is set. Enjoy my little love bomb, Silk Specter. Oh, there is one more amusing feature of the stim belt that you will enjoy. Every three minutes, the sonic bombardment will intensify until it reaches maximum power in 33 minutes. I will be eagerly listening for the ‘report’ of your ultimate demise.”


  With that, Nina could hear the heavy clang as the Prime Sinister closed the door, leaving her to a torturous death. The overhead emergency lights, tucked away behind steel safety cages, shed gloomy dungeon-like light on the Maid of Mystery. The ropes were already fiendishly tight, and the cuffs holding her in the lethal embrace of the bomb were military—very difficult to escape under the best of circumstances. But these were not the best of circumstances; she could already feel her body swirling upward towards her first climax. Things were about to get very tight.


  IT THIS THE END OF THE SILK SPECTER? CAN SHE POSSIBLY ESCAPE THE DOUBLE DEATHTRAP OF SEXUAL CONSTRICTION AND TICKING TIME BOMB? OUR PERKY HEROINE HAS IT ALL ON THE LINE, TRUE BELIEVERS, AND ONLY SHE STANDS BETWEEN OCEANA AND 4000 POUNDS OF DISASTER!


  (II) THE MINISTRY OF BETRAYAL


  Focused—the Silk Specter had to stay focused. No cavalry was coming to the rescue and her only hope was escape from the web of constricting knots. She had to concentrate on her training and never question the fact that she could escape from even the complex military cuffs. Her enemy now was not the Prime Sinister or the Iron Lung, her enemies were pain, fear, and the ticking clock. But the stim belt had already driven her to three climaxes in the space of nine minutes—each three-minute intensification had driven her helplessly over the edge — and the transient pleasure was immediately repaid only with cruel and irreversible tightening of the ropes. The circulation was already all but cut off to her legs and her hands were tingling beneath her leather gloves. Yet she had to fight through the pain and pleasure and fear and continue working on the cuffs. If she lost her composure she would certainly die here, after of course, enduring the slow self-infliction of horrific internal injuries.


  But the Prime Sinister had been wrong about one thing: he hadn’t removed all the metal objects in Nina’s costume. He had missed the needle-thin lock pick that the Maid of Mystery had sewn into the sleeve of her costume. The moment the Prime Sinister locked the doors Nina had extracted the pick and went to work on the strange lock. She knew she could do it—eventually—if only she could remain disciplined to the procedure and keep her cool. There were about 280 combinations of pressure and rotation to try on a strange lock, and she could conceivably get through half of them before the bombs exploded. She still had a chance.


  Click.


  The stim belt suddenly intensified again, and the Specter’s own body betrayed her with waves of paralyzing pleasure. Just as in her past experience, she was simply unable to control it. The delicious stimulation, amplified by her own disturbing fetish for bondage and danger, sent the Maid of Mystery spiraling over the top. Waves of bliss radiated out from her sex, momentarily blotting out all pain, and Nina was forced to redirect all her efforts to simply maintaining a tenuous grip on the lock pick. But then the sensations slowly dissipated, to be replaced by the deep maddening pain that foretold the nearly complete constriction of her circulatory system. The bonds were serving as a web of painful tourniquets rapidly killing her limbs; if she couldn’t get free soon there would be no point in escaping.


  But, oddly, for a moment Nina almost wished she HAD dropped the pick; it would have absolved her of any further responsibility. She would no longer have to maintain her discipline and her sense of hope. She could then just abandon herself to the wonderful stimulation of the belt, focusing on the mind-numbing pleasure even while her limbs were reduced to dead, crushed, and ultimately useless appendages. But the pick was still in her quivering fingers and the raven-haired vigilante applied herself to continue working through the myriad combinations of lock patterns that could in theory spring the lock. Her life, her silent companion’s life, and the lives of a thousand innocent civilians depended on her determination.


  Clack.


  Nina could hardly believe it: the cuff around her right wrist suddenly sprang loose and the chain fell away.


  “Thank god!” She moaned to herself, and tucked the pick back into her glove.


  The ropes were another matter entirely. An escape artist cut her teeth on escaping from rope knots, and Nina’s first trick was allowing members of the audience to tie her to a wooden chair and entertaining them with her banter while she miraculously wriggled free. These ropes were much more expertly tied, but the result was the same. In less than two minutes she had escaped, urged onward by the impending intensification of the sonic stimulator still nestled firmly against her crotch.


  Gratefully the Silk Specter eased herself off the bomb and worked the circulation back into her arms. With fumbling, half-dead fingers she worked at the rear buckles of the bondage belt. The belt, unfortunately, was locked too, so she was forced to meet yet another onslaught head on. The incremental waves of passion were electrifying, though tempered somewhat by her lack of helplessness. She sank to her knees with her head down, silky mane all but concealing her face as she pressed the insidious device against her drenched pussy like her lover’s head. When the powerful orgasm finally abated, Nina began surveying her surroundings for some means of escape. She could certainly get free of the belt eventually, but in doing so she could compromise her opportunity to escape from the cement chamber before the detonation of the bombs.


  Her method of escape came to her after only a moment’s contemplation. Her surprising flexibility and athletic ability allowed her wriggle through very small spaces. Any of half a dozen conduits would serve the purpose of getting her to an adjoining room. But then Nina was forced to confront the other woman still strapped to the massive bomb. If she fled now, she could easily get free of the blast zone. But the city would still suffer terrible destruction and the mysterious woman would suffer the fate she had just narrowly avoided for herself.


  Trying her best to ignore the delicious but distracting stimulation of the belt, Nina walked to the detonator and examined the high-tech control panel. But Nina was no electrical engineer by any stretch of the imagination, and the myriad of lights and buttons left her baffled.


  “Damn. I knew I should have played more Nintendo.”


  She ran her finger across the panel, as if to push a button at random. But the danger of a fail-safe mechanism actually detonating the bombs was too great. Overcoming her natural tendency toward decisive action, the masked cutie pulled her finger away. She had to find another way.


  Well, maybe sleeping beauty over there can help me out, before these bombs blow us all to dog food. Her hand strayed again towards the vibrator. Her hips were beginning to gyrate again against her will. Or before this belt drives me crazy!


  Nina waddled over to the bound young woman, and was once again impressed by her beauty. She was thinner than Nina and several inches taller with the soft rounded feminine features of a plastic surgeon’s masterpiece. Her leather catsuit fit her like a second skin from high collar to tapering legs disappearing in her soft boots, custom designed for silent movement. If anything this woman was more athletic than Nina, with narrower hips and smaller breasts. Nina wondered silently why she hadn’t had the plastic surgeon correct the breasts while she was at it. Nina almost hopelessly withdrew some smelling salts from her belt and held it under the woman’s sculpted nose.


  Nothing.


  “Damn, she must be really out. Ohhh, ohh nooo.” The belt was having its effect again and Nina was forced to kneel back down to endure the waves of feminine ecstasy. At first her body was only marginally interested, but after realizing that only her good fortune with the cuffs excused her from enduring the same orgasm still strapped to the puke-green bomb while trying to maintain a grip on her pick, she reached such great levels of delight that she slipped over onto her side in a nearly fetal position. But at last the climax abated and the Specter could get back to work.


  The salts had no effect, so Nina was forced to institute the most dramatic measures she could. In her belt she did have an injector that was actually made to counter snakebites, but the serum was suspended in solution of adrenaline extract. The injector actually contained enough medicine for four injections, but Nina emptied the entire thing into the woman’s arm, just below her shoulder patch.


  Again nothing.


  “Fuck. I might as well just blow these bombs and get this over with.”


  In disgust she withdrew a set of wire cutters from her tombmate’s utility belt and headed back toward the detonator. Nina reasoned that she had almost no chance of disarming the detonator using the keyboard. Its array of displays and control was simply too complicated figure out while trapped in a concrete chamber being diddled by a sonic vibrator. But the wires she could appreciate, there were only thirteen of them, five to each bomb and three jumpers between sockets. Assuming at least one wire would disarm the device that gave her a 7.7 percent chance of success. The odds were not good and the assumptions shaky, but at least it was a concept she could grasp.


  “Okay sleeping beauty, we either live together or die together. Along with half of Oceana’s business elite. This superheroine business really sucks sometimes. So what color?”


  A rainbow of colors greeted the magician-turned-vigilante, so she naturally regressed to her experience with theatrical pyrotechnics. A red, a black and a ground normally led to each flash pot, and either the red or the black would prevent the device from igniting. Jumper wires were used just to keep all the devices from detonating in case of a power surge or a failure of the detonator. Now, each bomb was indeed connected with a red and a black wire as well as a white, a yellow and a pink one. The yellow wires seemed to be cross-connected in the same bundles that led to the other bombs. But on closer inspection one bomb actually had a brown wire, apparently making it some kind of master device. So therefore it made complete sense that she could try to cut the brown wire…


  “The green wire.”


  The Specter looked up startled, to find Sleeping Beauty looking at her through narrow slits of eyes.


  “Cut the green wire. Then push the red plunger on the upper left of the detonator.”


  After delivering her crucial message the women again went silent, lost in oblivion as if she had never spoken. Astounded, Nina bent back down to inspect the back of the transit case. One of the jumpers was in fact green. She reached out and steadily cut the wire.


  <<Failsafe redirect,>> came the feminine voice from the detonator. <<Detonation in 5 –4-3…>


  Quickly the Specter reached up and depressed the plunger per instructions.


  <<Failsafe redirect terminated. System off-line.>>


  Nina breathed a huge sigh of relief and sank down beside the detonator. With her mind occupied with thoughts of the many tight scrapes she had narrowly escaped in her short career, she turned over on her stomach and withdrew her lock pick. It was high time to get rid of the stim belt.


  * * *


  Kirsten Alexis rolled over with a long, luxurious moan and opened her eyes. She was amazed to find herself lying in the midst of a huge bed, heavenly comfortable with soft satin sheets, a thick down comforter and genuine goose feather pillows. The walls of the room were paneled in dark oak with intricately carved molding running along the ceiling. The floor was varnished hardwood with a thick animal pelt throw rug that Kirsten thought might well be from a polar bear. Golden sunlight streamed in through a bay window with a built-in window seat, though if it was light from a setting or rising sun she could not guess. Several bookshelves lined the wall of the room, filled with neatly ordered books and antique curios. The head and footboards of the bed were of intricately patterned wrought iron, which formed a frame for mosquito netting. A swag of sheer cloth was thrown decoratively over the frame and it swayed serenely in the breeze generated by an antique ceiling fan.


  But despite the quiet, almost inviting surroundings Kirsten’s mind was filled with a powerful sense of dread and elusive fear. Her waking thoughts were focused on darkness, helplessness, humiliation and encroaching madness. It seemed almost as if death itself had seized hold of her heart while she slept, that she had been trapped in a monstrous nightmare from which there was no escape. Her heartbeat quickened as she summoned up these images from her subconscious. Then it came back to her in a horrifying flood—her investigation, her capture at the hands of the Prime Sinister, her days as his helpless plaything, her long ordeal in sensory isolation, and finally her attachment to the 2,000 pound bomb. And now she was…here, wherever here was. Perhaps just another trick of her mind; a fantasy world of her own construction. Yet even the fantasy of her slowly dying brain was preferable to the endless void of the suspension chamber. She shuddered at the horrors she had endured and the evil of the man who would casually condemn his enemies to such a fate.


  Every muscle in her body ached as Kirsten sat up in bed and swung her legs over the side. She felt as if she had just gone ten rounds with Mike Tyson while giving birth to sextuplets. But an antique full-length mirror on one corner showed that she appeared none the worse for the wear. Her uniform had been removed and she was now dressed in a sweatshirt with nylon athletic shorts. The shirt bore a picture of a black mask with zebra stripes and the words “I am the Masked Magician.” Kirsten’s long dark hair was disheveled but clean and her blue eyes looked weary.


  She turned her attention away from her own familiar visage and walked gingerly over to the window. Beyond the dusty panes she could see a garbage-strewn lot surrounded with dark brooding tenements. Even the glorious sun (which was setting, she concluded) could not breathe beauty into the crumbling, soot-stained hulks. Yet on the horizon rose a modern skyline of awesome glass spires, some over 100 stories tall. It could only be the skyline of Oceana, the strange, beautiful city where she had vacationed for two weeks after completing her grueling basic training. It seemed like a century ago, but the skyline still comforted her. For long days as the Prime Sinister’s prisoner she had craved desperately for just this moment: one more glance at a sunset.


  Her reverie was broken by what sounded like applause from a large crowd, and not very far away. Kirsten’s eyes were drawn to the door from which the sound seemed to emanate. Next to the door hung a framed poster showing a man chained hand and foot being thrown into the ocean. It was a handbill for a magician known as Houdini who would be making his grand escape off the New Jersey peer on November 13th, 1904. She had never heard of him, but the handbill seemed authentic.


  “If I’m dreaming all this,” Kirsten murmured in a delicate Slavic accent that made her words seem very precise, “then I should have been a poet rather than a spy. I have no allies in this cursed city, so it seems I have a secret admirer. Might as well get this over with.”


  Kirsten reluctantly moved away from the window and tried the door. To her surprise it wasn’t locked, so whoever her benefactor was he apparently didn’t consider the sexy spy much of a threat. The door opened to a narrow hallway carpeted in plush hunter green and lined with antiques. In a shallow alcove stood a full suit of armor, which a moment’s inspection convinced the well-schooled agent that it was Prussian and absolutely authentic. Then the not-so-distant crowd erupted into scattered applause once again followed by a single penetrating voice.


  “Oh what a rogue and peasant slave am I! Is it not monstrous that this player here, but in a fiction, in a dream of passion, could force his soul so to his own conceit, that from her working all his visage wan’d; tears in his voice, and his whole function suiting with forms to his conceit…?”


  Accompanied by the distant soliloquy, Kirsten completed her short journey down the hall and through an archway into what appeared to be some kind of study, gorgeously decorated with overstuffed black leather furniture, tiffany lamps, art deco iron work, priceless antiques, and huge potted tropical plants. Sitting at a roll-top desk was an equally gorgeous young woman—almost a girl—with deep red hair and captivating green eyes. She wore a cream-colored vest of crinkled silk with a matching pleated skirt that came to mid thigh. Though Kirsten didn’t consider herself overly fond of females, this shapely and immaculately dressed woman even gave her pause to reconsider.


  “Tell me this is not a dream,” Kirsten almost whispered from archway. Nina looked up from the papers she was scanning to regard Kirsten with placid green eyes through a pair of antique glasses. The glasses magnified the size of Nina’s eyes tremendously and Kirsten couldn’t help but smile. When Nina realized what Kirsten found amusing she pulled the glasses off her face with a wry smile.


  “Oh, of course this isn’t a dream. In dreams women don’t need reading glasses.” Unless of course the ‘reading glasses’ speed up your reading rate four-fold, Nina thought but did not add. The glasses were another little priceless treasure she had come across over the months since she had taken up residence in the Spirit Theater.


  Nina stood up and approached the woman. “How are you feeling? I couldn’t rouse you, so I brought you here.”


  “I have had worse,” Kirsten lied. “You rescued me from the bomb?”


  “Yes, my name is Nina Blackstone. You’re safe here in my home.”


  “I am greatly in your debt. My name is Kirsten Alexis. How long have I been out?”


  “About 14 hours. Please, sit down,” Nina motioned to a library table lit by accountant lamps of green glass. There was a tray on the table loaded with fruit, bread and covered tin of soup. “Here, I saved you some lunch. I figured you would be hungry when you woke up.”


  At the sight of the inviting plate of food, Kirsten’s stomach did a flip. Until that moment she hadn’t realized just how famished she was. Nina helped the beautiful stranger into a chair and returned to her papers for a moment while Kirsten ate eagerly. The last rays of daylight streamed in through massive stained glass windows commanding one wall and the dramatic play of colors made the scene almost surreal. Occasionally the mysterious crowd would burst out in cheers or laughter and Kirsten started getting the bizarre sensation that she was somehow on stage.


  “Ay; truly; for the power of beauty will sooner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd than the force of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness: this was sometimes a paradox, but now the time gives it proof…”


  “Excuse me, but where is all that crowd noise coming from?”


  “I live above a theater. The Spirit Theater it was called.”


  “Oh, and there is a performance going on tonight.”


  Nina give her new friend a mysterious smile. “Not exactly. The last performance in the Spirit that I’ve been able to confirm was in 1927.”


  “So what is going on down there?”


  “I think it’s Hamlet, somewhere in the third act. Lets just say the theater is spiritually fortified.”


  “You mean haunted?”


  “Among other things. If you feel your stay with the Prime Sinister weakened your mental state, I’d recommend against exploring the theater after dark.”


  “Oh, I see.” Kirsten had no idea whether to believe this woman or not. Her claims seemed absolutely ludicrous but her manner was so matter-of-fact that Kirsten was forced to conclude she was serious. The dramatic words of not-so-distant actors seemed to be carried into the study only occasionally as if on a nonexistent wind.


  “I’m sorry, ” Nina looked up from her papers and smiled. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I guess I’ve grown a little hardened to the odd goings-on around here. Of course, you can leave as soon as you feel up to it. I considered admitting you to a hospital for a more controlled recovery, but you struck me as the type who was looking to avoid official entanglements.”


  “I appreciate your discretion. My clothes…?”


  “Certainly.” Nina picked up a neatly folded black outfit from one of the leather chairs. “It had a lot of rubber material on it but I took it off with theatrical adhesive remover. I hope I didn’t damage it.”


  Kirsten held up the garment, a black catsuit made of soft kid leather custom made by the Security Ministry to her exact specifications. On many occasions her very life depended on the complete freedom of movement stealth characteristics, and the distracting sex appeal her uniform offered. After days of interrogation in the various rubber costumes forced on her by the Prime Sinister she was returned to her uniform for her final death on the bomb. Clearly it was meant to be a warning to her government of the dangers of intervening in his affairs.


  “Do not worry. It is tougher than it looks.”


  “Good. If you want to go out a little more casual, I think you’ll find some clothes that fit you in the wardrobe of your room.”


  “Yes,” Kirsten looked down at her clothes then over at Nina’s razor-sharp business suit. “I do feel a bit like I am on holiday compared to you.”


  “I had a little business to conduct in town this afternoon. I’ve been researching a mutual enemy of ours. Perhaps you can help me fill in some blanks.”


  Kirsten stopped eating and her expressed was guarded. This young woman was almost certainly more than she seemed. Perhaps she wasn’t out of danger after all… “Hmmmm. So what is your interest in the Prime Sinister?”


  “I could ask you the same question. The Prime Sinister has been abducting some our local color—female thieves. He’s luring them in with large payouts for Eastern European antiquities then somehow coercing them into going after the big stuff. Calls them his Dangergirls. He snatched one girl from right underneath my nose.”


  “So are you also a thief?” That would explain a lot about the opulence of the apartment if not the strange goings-on downstairs.


  “No. I’m a vigilante—the Silk Specter.”


  “I thought you American vigilantes all had secret identities.”


  “We do, but that only protects you from the people who can’t possibly harm you. Besides anyone who the Prime Sinister hates as much as you can’t be all bad.”


  Kirsten laughed softly and went back to her soup. Despite a spy’s natural paranoia, she liked this clever young vigilante. Nina continued.


  “The item my mark was trying to collect on when she was ambushed was an akhlad looted from a church in Stanislov, in Slovakia. I did a little homework and I think the patch on your shoulder belongs to the Slovakian Security Ministry. The Prime Sinister had an Eastern European accent as did his storm troopers, and he seems to have plenty of money—enough money to pay retail for his goodies and hire powerful henchman like the Nightcrawler to recover his dead thieves. Sounds like the Prime Sinister is trying to pull together an entire museum of Eastern European history and using his Dangergirls to acquire the pieces when the owners won’t sell.”


  “You are a smart girl Nina Blackstone. And if you managed to snatch me from the Prime Sinister, you must be quite brave as well.”


  “And I’m very persistent.” The queer look in Nina’s eyes told Kirsten that this was her cue to share her knowledge of the Prime Sinister.


  “I do not suppose you would consider leaving this matter up to international law enforcement agencies?”


  “Maybe, as long as they get to him before I do.”


  “Oh, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown! The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s eye, tongue, sword: The expectancy and rose of the fair state, the glass of fashion and the mould of form, the observ’d of all observers – quite, quite down!…”


  “Very well. His name is Vlad Koskov. He is a doctor of clinical psychology from the Institute of Health in Kursk and a leading authority on mental conditioning and mind control. He served as the Minister of Internal Security for the country of Moldavia, our southern neighbor, under the Communists where he was given ample opportunity to perfect his technique. When the Communists fell, Koskov was forced to free the country, though not before he managed to loot much of Moldavia’s treasury. He used it to purchase an island 200 miles southeast of your city. He calls it the Isle of Tyranny.”


  “Some kind of concentration camp?”


  Kirsten snorted. “Hardly. It is more like–how do you say–Fantasy Island. Like an amusement park! Koskov calls himself the Prime Sinister and rules the island like a militant fascist state. The people are worked hard and brutally oppressed by his special police, the Dredgard. You have little choice in his state–he calls it Tyrantis–but to join the Loyalists Party, enlist in the Dredgard, or join the resistance.”


  “And just who would want to take a vacation like that?”


  “Oh, you would be surprised. Many residents of the former Eastern Block long for the old days, for some it was the days of their youth, for others it was the days of stability, or the days of intrigue, or the days of persecution– we all glorify the past, do we not? The Prime Sinister caters to all these passions, and adds his own special twists.”


  “How so?”


  “There is a strong fetish element in Tyrantis. First, Tyrantis is the world’s leading producer of exotic rubber products, based on a species of rubber trees unique to the island. The clothing, equipment and even some of the building materials are based on resins and compounds from these plants. Then there are the living conditions. The people are amply supplied with all the necessities of life, just like a resort. But the laws of Tyrantis are intricate with a dizzying array of degrading and painful punishments specified for even insignificant crimes. Of course, living under such a law is quite unbearable. Fortunately it is applied very unevenly. By aligning yourself with the loyalists or a powerful rebel group you can make yourself immune to most petty prosecution– for a price. The loyalists and Dredgard must be willing to inform on their friends and neighbors and participate in the torture and humiliation of their countrymen. The rebels must fight for the cause, and suffer Vlad’s more elaborate and time-consuming punishments for their crimes against the state. So the sadists join the Dredgard, the masochists join the rebels, and the escapist either become informing toadies or unaffiliated victims.”


  “So just how many ‘guests’ are at the island at any one time?”


  “It is hard to tell: most are regulars and stay for weeks on end. Many of the people on the island are ‘staff’ members—primarily women—who provide the theatrical cohesion. Some are certainly held on the island against their will, and are forced to play their roles under very real threat of torture and death. It is often difficult to distinguish between the three groups–guests, staff, and prisoners–and even the novices are quickly drawn completely into their fantasy roles: shock troopers, interrogators, rebel warriors, resistance leaders, political officers. The intensity of the veterans and staff as well as the brutal treatment of the unwilling inmates adds spice to lives of the paying customers. The total number is in the thousands, but the line between guest and prisoner is vague and constantly shifting. The money collected by the guests is inconsequential–Vlad is wealthy from the export of his rubber products alone.”


  “Sounds like the perfect environment for a mind control expert to continue indulging his interests and turn a profit while he’s at it. Have you ever seen his Dangergirls?”


  “Vlad has always been more advanced at the conditioning of his female subjects, partially due to our mental make-up and partially due to his personal interests. His most trusted lieutenants have always been beautiful women, but if what you say is correct he seems to be forming a new cadre of women with specialized skills in burglary.”


  “He mentioned a ‘Princess Carolyn’ to me. Ever heard of her?” Kirsten shivered visibly.


  “My god yes! I don’t know where she came from, but she’s apparently Vlad’s latest student of the macabre. She assisted during my interrogation sessions and Vlad turned me over to her several times after hours. Her appetite for cruel ‘sport’ is only surpassed by her horrible creativity. With all of Vlad’s resources at her disposal, I would prefer a valiant death to life in her hands.”


  Nina leaned back in her chair lost in thought, so Kirsten bit into an apple and took in her unlikely rescuer. Nina’s face showed youth and radiance; her tailored business suit, expensive French hose, and Italian pumps showed culture and refinement; and her perfectly formed proportions spoke of grace and beauty. But Kirsten couldn’t quite see Nina Blackstone in the role of a superheroine. The professional vigilantes Kirsten was familiar with were all quite…butch. But Nina’s next comment gave her a better appreciation for Nina’s gifts, if not her value in a firefight.


  “So you traveled to Tyrantis to retrieve some of your country’s citizens, or at least to ensure that they weren’t being unduly influenced by Vlad’s conditioning. And when you made contact, they turned you in to the Dredgard.”


  For a moment Kirsten was speechless. Nina had pegged her almost instantly. “That’s classified, but yes.”


  “They’re connected,” Nina spoke with absolute certainty, “Your missing citizens and my missing thieves, and Vlad is up to something big. Care to tell me who it was that you were sent to check up on?”


  “I’m sorry, Nina Blackstone, but that is classified. I would tell you if I could.”


  “Of course, I understand. So are you interested in sharing a ride back to Tyrantis?”


  “No, not right away,” Kirsten shivered inwardly at the thought of returning. “I must quickly convey what I know back to my government. Slovakia owes you a great debt. But in consideration of your safety, Nina Blackstone, I must ask that you not to go to the Isle of Tyranny. Vlad Koskov will only be brought to justice by the combined efforts of international security agencies. There is little to gain by you going there, and much to lose.”


  “Thank you for your concern, Commander Alexis. Unfortunately an associate of mine has recently been recruited into Koskov’s little army of thieves. I don’t think she will live long enough as a Dangergirl to allow for protracted multinational negotiations.”


  “Very well, then at least take this.” She reached into a secret pocket of her black costume and pulled out a small chip. This card will allow you to bypass most of the security systems on Tyrantis. Just attach it to the side of the key card box and let it do its work. All of your worldly possessions will be confiscated before you are allowed on the island, so I hope you know how to smuggle it in.”


  “I think I can manage. So how do I find the Island of Tyranny?”


  “Simple, you just sign up.”


  “They have an office in Oceana?”


  “Of course. It is on the 47th floor of the Rothrock Tower, where else? Getting onto the island is the easy part. Escaping against the will of the Prime Sinister, however, is all but impossible.”


  Nina smiled her mysterious smile then held out her hand. “Come on. Now I’ve got a few things I want to show you.”


  * * *


  Nina Blackstone had proven a most remarkable rescuer. Kirsten Alexis had spent another four hours in the Spirit Theater in the delightful company of the captivating vigilante, and they did see some amazing sights. Nina showed Kirsten the main auditorium with its intricately carved box seats, dual balconies and main stage, eternally lit by a single creepy “ghost light.” Just as Nina had indicated, despite the intermittent sound of crowd noise and recitations, the theater was completely empty. Then they toured the main lobby, once a grand entrance with marble floors, Corinthian columns and massive candle-lit chandeliers. But the dust was thick everywhere and the chandeliers leaned at crazy angles. The wood on the massive banisters leading up to the balcony seats was bony white and splitting in places. The stairs were once carpeting in a luxurious red, but the carpet now was threadbare and moth eaten. Despite its relatively good condition, the entire building smelled of mildew, neglect, and rats.


  Then they had returned to another part of the loft that Nina had renovated into a gymnasium and rehearsal area. The facility once again showed Nina’s sharp eye for design, with a glossy parquet floor, overhead track lighting, and original artwork on the walls. But the equipment occupying the room better resembled a high-tech torture chamber than a modern gymnasium. There was a bed of nails, a hydraulic press suspended over a strap-lined table, a sinister-looking rack situated beneath a huge circular saw, a glass chamber lined on all walls with telescoping spikes, a suspension frame with a variety of chains and cuffs to trap an unsuspecting victim, and a Lucite tank of water sealed off from above by heavy steel doors. The machines were disturbing to the 24-year-old secret agent, who had already survived a number of close encounters with madmen who had sadistic and kinky notions of how best to deal with captured female spies. Kirsten relaxed, however, when Nina explained that the apparatus were all part of her act: she was a professional magician.


  Nina had proceeded to prove her point by performing a series of tricks that were invaluable to girls in their respective lines of work. She produced a prop gun out of thin air, guessed Kirsten’s age after asking an apparently unrelated series of questions, and slipped free from a pair of police handcuffs while casually discussing the fringe benefits of being a local celebrity. Then she demonstrated how she would easily extract herself from most rope bondage and even a leather straightjacket. Kirsten was fascinated and they worked late into the night until the lovely spy had mastered a few basic principles of escape and sleight-of-hand. Despite her sore muscles and foggy head, Kirsten couldn’t help but enjoy the feel of the snug but not painful knots tied by the expert magician. The love of danger and peril just came with the job, and by 10 O’clock, Kirsten was more than a little aroused by their flirty games.


  It took all of Kirsten’s will to decline Nina’s offer to spend the night, with all its implied possibilities. But Kirsten had urgent news she had to report to her government and it simply couldn’t wait. Kirsten had been sent by the Ministry of Security to recover Konrad Illych, the Speaker of the House for the fledgling republic of Slovakia and the charismatic glue that was holding the fragile government together. Unfortunately, Konrad Illych was a regular at the Isle of Tyranny, and his latest visit had extended for over 3 weeks. With militant nationalist forces with bases in Moldavia on the verge of taking over the government, it was imperative that Illych return to Slovakia and reassert his authority. Kirsten had traveled to Tyrantis as a tourist and, with the help of the high-level access chip obtained by the Ministry, was able to locate Illych and implore him to return. The Speaker of the House had other ideas, however. He promptly turned her over to the Dredgard, and after three days of interrogation and torture, she was sealed into the suspension chamber, never to see the light of day until waking up in Nina’s guest bedroom. She had to inform her superiors immediately that Illych was a traitor and was now a brainwashed follower of the Prime Sinister. The fate of Slovakia might very well depend on the information she carried.


  As a final courtesy Nina set Kirsten up with a smart pant suit in black wool with a silk camisole, $1000 in cash and drove her to the Oasis, one of Oceana’s more fashionable hotels. From there they bade each other good bye and good luck, and Kirsten could almost feel the tears welling up as her new friend drove slowly away. As a beautiful woman in a dangerous job, sham and deception was her entire existence. The honesty, wit, and courage of Nina Blackstone came as a refreshing surprise, and the crumbling majesty of her secret lair was breathtaking. If only duty didn’t demand so much right at the moment…


  Suppressing her emotions, she had contacted her safe house in Oceana and asked to be “taken in.” The voice on the other side of the phone was a forced monotone impassive, trying to conceal any element of emotion or tractability. Perhaps it was just her exhausted mind playing tricks, but did the man sound almost surprised to hear from her? He gave her instructions with a bored air, but it seemed to be so lacking in personality that the man could well be hiding something. But then she hung up the phone and the moment of suspicion was gone. Besides, what did it matter? A spy with no support infrastructure whatsoever was as good as dead. Certainly, the man had been told that she had disappeared in the area and to be on the lookout. He must have simply been pleased to hear from her.


  * * *


  Pleased my ass, the young agent thought to herself as she struggled in her bonds. Kirsten was laying in the bottom of a slimy fishing boat, handcuffed and the wrists and ankles, wrapped in a weighted fishing net then tied again with hemp rope. The smell of dead fish was strong on the net and even stronger on the surging deck. The sky overhead was moonless and crystal clear, ablaze with ten thousand stars. But the wonderful view was spoiled by the stern faces of the two guards looking over her with their machine pistols at the ready. They seemed to enjoy the show as the young spy pulled vainly against the layers of bondage.


  Kirsten had been taken completely by surprise. She had met her contacts at the appointed hour along the waterfront near a series of run-down warehouses far from prying eyes. She had exchanged the secret words that meant the difference between life and death and it seemed that the codes were all exchanged correctly. The next thing she knew, attackers were all around her. Suddenly regretting that she had not asked Nina for a gun, Kirsten took them on hand-to-hand. Though she doled out some stunning blows and forced one man over into the water she was eventually overcome by sheer numbers and her own lingering weakness. No one spoke a word as Kirsten was bound, netted and bound again. Her repeated protests were finally answered by a ball gag, which was thrust deeply into her mouth.


  They had been chopping out to sea for over an hour, wanting to make certain Kirsten’s murder was unobserved. Finally the tinny moan of the small outboard motor died down, replaced only by the rush of the water across the hull. Somewhere far beneath them was the bottom of the ocean . Soon it would serve as the final resting place of Commander Kirsten Alexis. Apparently the new lease on life which Nina had purchased for the star-crossed spy was to be very short indeed.


  The station chief had a bushy black beard and deep set eyes. In the darkness he was little more than a shadow as he worked his way back from the wheelhouse.


  “And now, traitor, it is time for you to reap the harvest of your treason. Lift her up.”


  The two guards manned the small crane normally used to haul in the fishing nets. Kirsten was lifted until she was hanging vertically like a roped mummy. She moaned through her gag and twisted prettily as she was maneuvered out over the water.


  “I have strict instructions not to listen to your lies, prevetta. And my orders come from the highest levels. From the Speaker himself.”


  For a moment, Kirsten was stunned: how could she have been so stupid! Konrad Illych wasn’t defecting to the Prime Sinister, he had been a double agent all along! When he betrayed Kirsten into the hands of the Prime Sinister he must have thought his secret safe and returned to Slovakia to resume his duties. The Prime Sinister must have contacted Konrad about her escape so the speaker had alerted all Slovakian agencies that she had gone rogue. The moment she contacted the Ministry she was to be apprehended and killed. If so, the Prime Sinister probably knew all about the secret access chip. The moment Nina tried to use it she would be captured as well!


  Kirsten was suddenly drawn from her reverie as the station chief drew a .44 and drew a bead on her head, even as she swung helplessly over a watery grave.


  “Lieutenant Commander Kirsten Alexis, special agent for the Ministry of Security, I am to personally verify your death before committing your body to an anonymous grave. The net will ensure you are undiscovered until you are completely consumed by the sea. May God forgive us all for our crimes.”


  With that he pulled back the hammer of the pistol and took careful aim. But what the station chief didn’t know was that the expensive suit Kirsten wore was actually from the wardrobe of Nina Blackstone. During her long hour in the bottom of the boat Kirsten had discovered a thin but very hard strip running up the inside of one sleeve. Forcing the strip through the fabric she found that it was actually a very sharp steel blade. Her sensuous struggles over the last hour were largely to distract the guards while Kirsten worked on the net and the thick ropes. Even as she hung bound and in the sights of her executioner, Kirsten gave a mighty kick and the net gave way. She plopped quickly into the water, still cuffed but mercifully out of view.


  “Impossible!” The station chief howled as he fired into the water. “Fire at will, you men. Don’t let her get away.”


  The crackle of gunfire was weak and fleeting as they peppered the black water beneath the boat. They sprayed the ocean in precise patterns, leaving no room for survival for the handcuffed agent.


  “That’s it men, hold your fire. She isn’t coming up.”


  The men shouldered their smoking weapons. Each had exhausted half a dozen clips.


  “Lets get back to the city and tell the Ministry the job is done. I’ve had enough killing for one night.”


  (III) THE ISLE OF TYRANNY


  The powerful foghorns of the Sunish Agate sounded a long final farewell and Sub Luftant Monica Talis broke from her usual impassive demeanor to cast a final eye out to the rusting Algerian freighter. The Agate had been at port less than a day, just long enough to complement her existing cargo of tropical fruits, wicker baskets, fuel oil, and hashish with several hundred bolts of exotic rubber-based cloth from the Isle of Tyranny. In accordance with Tyrantian law, she had stayed in port for less than a day and her crew remained aboard ship for the entirety of the loading process. Sub Luftant Talis had personally supervised the loading operation while also keeping a close eye on the millato crew of the pirate freighter to ensure that no contraband found its way onto the island.


  In the world beyond the sun-washed oppression of Tyrantis, the slim raven-haired guard was known as Nina Blackstone. But she was amazed at how quickly any notion of objective reality had eroded during her two weeks on the island. Monica Talis had been a complete stranger to her on the first day of her arrival–just a random name she had come up with during her interview on the 47th floor travel office. The customs agent saluted her upon arriving on the island when her card identified her as a junior officer of the Dredgard, the elite of the Tyrantian Defense Arm–an honor that had cost her an extra $4,000 over the basic admission price. Her attempt at returning the salute was almost ludicrous, despite being coached on the plane on the way out. But with each day she spent in the warm, stifling environment of Tyrantis, Sub Luftant Talis became more real and Nina Blackstone more distant. Now, after only two weeks in the absolutely stunning illusion that was the Isle of Tyranny, Nina Blackstone had to struggle to bear in mind just who she really was and why she had come.


  The moaning of the foghorns was joined almost immediately by the peels of huge chimes, from the massive bell tower at the center of town.


  “Seven o’clock, comrades,” the foreman bellowed. “Another fine day of work is done, to the glory of Tyrantis. Now to political education hour!”


  The twenty warehouse and dock workers arrayed about the floor beneath Monica’s watchful eye didn’t complain –they didn’t dare–but instead froze in a silent collective moan and, after suppressing their anguish, they then began filing out through the small side doorways of the massive dock works to claim a seat at the “Patriot’s Hall.” There they would be lectured on the virtues of obedience, the inherent benefits of working to the good of the collective, and the evils of serving ones own selfish greed. The talk would be trying and dusty-dull, but the wait would be worth it, for at the end of the lecture one or more citizen’s observed breaking the law would be publicly punished for his or her crimes. The punishments for misbehavior on the job were generally more entertaining to watch and less painful than those dolled out for civil or criminal activities, which were downright cruel and abusive. In fact, it lent a sense of community almost like fraternity hazing, since everyone who worked in Tyrantis for any length of time had endured the public dunkings, paddlings, and bindings for violating one or more of the countless workplace rules. Suffering under the heel of brutal and arbitrary authority was what the Isle of Tyranny was all about to most visitors. Except for those like Monica Talis, whose goal in life was to impose order, regardless of the human suffering inflicted in the process.


  “You heard the Foreman, slack-jaws! The last man out of the warehouse joins the rest of the shitheads on the stage for public scourging!”


  Sub Luftant Talis’s command had great effect on the workers and they all bolted for the door towards Patriot Hall. True to her orders, the last straggler—a small mousy man trying desperately to force his way in front of a pregnant woman—was seized by two guards on the floor.


  “Take that man to the Lictor. Tell Master Kruskiev that he assaulted a guard. Let him decide his punishment.”


  “Mercy, mighty guardian!” The man groveled. “The others, they tripped me!”


  “Then perhaps the cut of the Lictor’s lash will teach you to be more assertive comrade!”


  With that, the guards dragged the small lumpy worker off to a happy night of torment. The man was a shameless masochist–he would be back to work in the morning with more energy than if he had gotten ten hours of sleep and a blowjob.


  With the warehouse completely emptied, Talis’s men busied themselves locking down the place for the night. The Dredgards never attended the indoctrination sessions with the general citizenry except in an official capacity. They received their instruction (and torment) from the Captain of the Guard starting at 5:00 every morning. By the time the normal citizens of Tyrantis had awoke, Sub Luftant Talis had already been called every name in the book and performed every known form of exercise to the brink of exhaustion. By quitting time she was eager to get to bed to rest up for the next morning’s ordeal.


  As soon as the guards had completed their rounds Monica Talis transferred her command to the officer in charge of the night watch and departed to wind her way wearily through town toward the military compound. The citizens she happened upon along the way sited her distinctive black jumpsuit and holstered pistol and gave her a wide berth. A Dredgard officer was authorized to dispense punishments at will, so her isolation gave Talis another opportunity to observe the sights of Tyrantis.


  The architecture of the island was an exotic mix of Euro chic, tropical utility, and medieval paranoia, all designed to elicit a sense of awe toward the government and a feeling of insignificance in the individuals inhabiting the fortified cities. The high walls, guard towers and presidential palace were all made of dark unfinished stone quarried from the ancient lava flows that originally formed the island. The palace walls were lined with narrow window slots, many over 50 feet tall, and the upper peaks and turrets were lined with intricate carvings and life-like gargoyles. Tall imposing crimson banners bearing the black symbol of Tyrantis were hung at strategic points–along central walkways, beside the doorways into the national factories, flanking the archways at strategic choke points–uneasily reminiscent of the days of Nazi occupation. The smaller structures were also made primarily of long slabs of volcanic basalt, with doors, window frames and other adornments made of a black resin that resembled dull plastic. The windows were of greenish slag glass that distorted images but was apparently a byproduct of the rubber production process. The large sections of the city that weren’t covered with solid modern-looking structures were neatly groomed community areas such as parks, parade grounds, combat training areas, and “correction squares” where the citizens of Tyrantis endured public punishment for violation of the islands dizzyingly complex and random laws. There were no business districts in the city, since all that was necessary for daily life was provided by what amounted to an industrial-strength maid service. The grueling schedule and frequent run-ins with the law ensured that the citizens had no time for casual shopping.


  Just, as Kirsten Alexis had told her, Tyrantis was a huge experiment in kinky social conditioning. The laws of the land were unlivable so people had to form subcultures in order to survive. The subcultures themselves took on endless variations, though their basic nature was always the same: oppressor, resistor, enabler, or victim. In Nina’s first week she had participated in the crushing of a resistance movement resembling urban youth gangs, complete with secret signs, internal dialect, military organization, and a black market slave trade. In a matter of days the leaders were captured and the sophisticated social system wiped out–many of the leaders were still in custody for “questioning.” But no sociologist mourned the passing of the group, since a new and even more innovative rebel group would inevitably rise to take their place. As long as the unchanging forces of oppression and injustice continued their work, the social pot would continue to stir. It was this dangerous and tense game of resistance, insurrection and suppression, played out on the eerie stage of the high-tech tropical island amongst the backdrop of a thousand non-combatants that made Tyrnatis so tantalizing. Everywhere there was the feeling of barely-concealed rebellion: everyone was a potential rebel or government informant. The very real possibility of broad-based rebellion was the greatest hope of many, and the greatest fear of the rest.


  Just outside the military compound Sub Luftant Talis came upon the Traitors Square, the place where several of the more extreme public punishments were administered under the watchful eye of the Dredgard. Two men from the recently smashed gang ring were still lashed to the blades of a spinning wheel. At its lowest point the heads of the victims were shallowly submerged in water heated by the tropical sun. They wore only rubber loin clothes and their bodies showed deep irritation from their bonds, though ample sun block had been applied to keep them from getting seriously burned by the sun. Another man was also undergoing punishment for speaking ill of the Prime Sinister. He too wore only a rubber loincloth, doubled over on all fours with his hands and feet embedded in a shallow tank of hardened rubber. The rubber had completely enveloped his extremities and he was forced to remain in bear-crawl position while baking under the hot sun and enduring occasional lashings until he managed to free himself. Monica noticed that he had managed to free one foot at last. With luck he would escape by morning and report to the infirmary to recover from the dehydration that allowed him to pull his shriveled limbs from the flat plate of black goo.


  Then there was the Hanging Lady, almost certainly one of the unwilling prisoners Kirsten had mentioned who were forced to suffer for the entertainment of others. They called her Morgan, a rebel Captain who was captured on a raid against the port facility. She hung some 15 feet in the air spread eagle between two bondage poles, completely covered by a rubber sweat suit. The only openings in the suit were at the mouth and crotch. The mouth opening was filled with a tube that presumably gave her air as well as ample water, which she sweated by the gallon as she hung in the tropical sun. The crotch opening was more of an elastic orifice that all but disappeared unless she was wearing some type of punitive dildo. Morgan currently wore a broad leather belt with a single steel chain threaded tightly through her crotch. No woman could walk past such a sight without feeling at least a pang of sympathy for the rebel, whatever her crime.


  Walking past the Hanging Lady, Sub Luftant Talis presented her ID card to the sentry at the gate and was admitted with a sharp salute, which she now returned naturally and without hesitation. The compound was laid out with a military precision that characterized the entire island. At the center of the area was the drill pad, where they met every morning for grueling calisthenics and abuse. To the north were the general barracks, large airy domes of tightly stretched rubber interconnected with a maze of passageways. To the south was officers’ country, small single-person tent dwellings set end-to-end like teeth of a black plastic saw. At the far end of the row of tents she could see the armory for her unit. The weapons they normally carried fired only stun darts, not unlike the weapon Nina carried as the Silk Specter. But in the armory was supposedly a huge cache of heavy military weaponry. If any actual insurrection was to get started, the Dredgards had authority to put it down with lethal force. After all, Tyrantis was technically a sovereign territory far beyond the influence of other countries. Anything could happen out here, and an individual had no recourse other than ineffective diplomatic appeals that would only fall on deaf ears. Utter vulnerability to the whims and pleasures of one of Eastern Europe’s most sinister strong men was another of Tyrantis’s great appeals.


  OOOOOOOWAHHHHH! Sub Luftant Talis heard a horn far off in the distance, it could only be from a ship. But the Sunish Agate would be miles away by now, and her horns had a scratchy old-fashioned quality to them. These sounded new and powerful, and not so far away. Could it be another ship? Monica stopped and quickly reviewed the port docket in her nearly photographic memory, scanning the names of all scheduled inbound and outbound shipping. No other vessels were expected for day and a half, so this latest arrival, if a ship it was, was strictly off the record. Her heart picked up its pace as she realized that this could be the break she was waiting for.


  Nina had booked a two-week “tour” on the island hoping to catch site of the Silver Seal and gather more information on the Prime Sinister’s activities. Kirsten’s warning about international law enforcement and Vlad’s own easy willingness to destroy most of downtown Oceana to keep the police from investigating his dead Dangergirls suggested that he was up to something big. But the line between reality and illusion was difficult to discern on the Isle of Tyranny, even for a woman who had made a living in magic, so she had been reluctant to make any move using Kirsten’s access card without some clear indication of intrigue afoot. But she never caught sight of the Seal or the Iron Lung, though she did get a glimpse of Prime Sinister holding court escorted by two beautiful women in vinyl catsuits that she assumed must be Dangergirls. This mysterious ship was the first clear hint of clandestine activity that she had picked up on since her arrival. And with her planned departure time rapidly approaching, she would have to make her move now or never.


  Trying to act nonchalant, Sub Luftant Talis continued her disciplined march to her quarters and disappeared inside. Within the rubber-walled tent, her accommodations seemed high-tech and almost inviting. She had a single living area with a small kitchenette and bathroom set behind a rubber screen. A spongy blown-rubber mat served as the carpeting underneath her boots and the sparse furnishings were a mix of black plastic, chrome, glass and rubber derivatives. European light fixtures consisting of stacked disks of greenish glass hung from above and lit the small room, and cool air circulated briskly from a vent in the floor. Her bed was also of a soft spongy rubber with a single blanket made of a synthetic material with the feel of velvet. Her entire Tyrantian wardrobe–three close-fitting uniforms, boots, lycra underwear and a spun rubber bodysuit that served as her civilian dress (minimal clothing was encouraged in the blasting tropical heat)–hung in a small wardrobe. All of her possessions from the outside world had been confiscated by just prior to her boarding the plane for the Isle of Tyranny.


  “That is, almost all,” she grinned to herself, careful not to say too much aloud given the thin fabric of the tent compound. The walls literally did have ears.


  After securing her door and listening carefully for any signs of nearby habitation, Nina peeled back a portion of the mat covering her floor to reveal her Silk Specter costume, pressed unnaturally flat by the constant pressure. Of necessity she had brought her lightest-weight outfit and a minimum of miscellaneous equipment. Her thin flexible mask was pressed up against a sheet of adhesive backing and her utility belt was largely disassembled to minimize any lumps in the floor.


  “Baby, am I glad to see you,” She whispered. “All this rubber is nice, but its hell on personal hygiene.”


  Nina slipped out of the skin-tight uniform and into her equally skin-tight but much slinkier fighting togs, breathing a sigh of pleasure as she slipped into her imported translucent tights, and raised the back zipper of the silky custom-tailored body suit. Then came her gloves, boots, cape, and close-fitting utility belt. Her military pistol served as an adequate substitute for her Glok as its comforting weight settled low on her left hip. Finally, Nina peeled her eye mask from its backing and pressed it skillfully over her face. Any remnants of Monica Talis still rattling around Nina’s consciousness were quickly consumed by her true alter ego–the daring and quick-thinking Silk Specter.


  Once the decision to move was made, the Specter wasted no time–spot inspections and evening hazing were common in the Dredgard so her little room provided almost no protection. She crept out of the room in time with the changing of the guards, which she had closely monitored for the past 11 nights. The web of sentries was ruthlessly efficient at surveiling the area, but Nina had identified several small windows of opportunity where a quick shadow could escape the compound without being detected. Once certain the guards were out of sight, she worked her way with relaxed urgency from shadow to shadow until she was near the base of the wall encircling the compound. She held her breath until the bright spotlight of the wall sentry swept past, then sprang from her hiding place, fired a drag line at a steel rod supporting the barbed wire atop the wall, and scurried over with the poise of a circus acrobat. By the time the light swept by 35 seconds later, she was on the other side and had pulled her only line over with her.


  Once free of the secured compound it was a simple matter to work her way through the shadows of the deserted city until she reached the warehouse where she normally worked. The ship had not sounded its horn again, so either it had recognized its foolish mistake and continued its entry silently, or it was merely passing by the island with a jaunty honk, in which case Nina was blowing her cover and risking her very life for nothing. Kirsten’s warnings about the enigmatic Princes Carolyn set her body tingling at the thought of the stakes she had riding on this particular mission, but the raven-haired teenager put the matter from her mind. Her lot was cast and she would either find the evidence she was looking for or be forced to flee the island empty-handed.


  And she knew just the place to look. Near the back of the warehouse was a series of doors that had been off limits for the duration of her visit. She had been told it led to “impound” facilities, where contraband was stored prior to shipment off the island. But Nina had seen the locked doors opened once: that same day by two women who looked a lot like the menacing female bodyguards of the Prime Sinister. As an isolated event, the presence of the bodyguards made sense–they would quite likely be involved in the confiscation of illegal material from the island. But their visit in concert with the possible arrival of the mystery ship indicated that something larger could be afoot.


  After waiting for a moment in the darkness of the warehouse, the Silk Specter withdrew the ID chip from her utility belt and tried it on the rear doors. They opened with a soft gratifying click and Nina slipped inside. The room beyond was a smaller warehouse subdivided into sections with chained link fencing. All of the fenced areas were empty. However, a flat bead truck was parked directly in front of her, loaded with rough-looking wooden crates.


  “‘UN International Aid Agency’”, Nina whispered in the darkness as she read the sides of the crates. “‘Perishable relief supplies. Destination: Moldavia.’ That’s the Prime Sinister’s native country. Why would the Prime Sinister be sending relief supplies to the same country that kicked him out.”


  After looking about for any signs of a guard, the Specter climbed up onto the flatbed to have a look at the boxes. They had all the look of relief supplies, just as the writing on the boxes suggested. She even opened one of the larger, refrigerator-sized crates and confirmed that it did, indeed, contain large bags of rice. But just as she was about to replace the lid, she heard the loud rumble of a rising overhead door. Someone, it seemed, had come to collect his supplies.


  Reacting quickly, the Specter slipped into the crate she had just opened and nestled her back against the rice bags, creating just enough room to allow her to close the lid. She could hear voices outside, but the words were lost as the truck’s engine suddenly rumbled to life. While Nina tried to improve her uncomfortable niche, the truck eased out of the warehouse and onto the docks. The trip was rough and bouncy, sandwiched as she was between rough wood and scratchy burlap bags, and Nina for a moment actually missed her tough, sexy military uniform. As the truck squeaked to a stop the Maid of Mystery wondered if any further sudden movements might not cause her to inadvertently bump the lid off the container. Struck with an idea, the Silk Specter pulled a blade from her belt and cut open the bags of rice. As the sea of tiny grains redistributed itself about the crate, she could feel herself sinking back and away from the lid. It was now almost like lying on a giant beanbag chair, except that the air was dense with rice dust. At least she was in a better position to hold the lid of the box.


  And it came not a moment too soon. No sooner had the masked vigilante nestled into her rice bed and seized the lid with her gloved hands then the crate lurched violently as a fork lift sank its steel fangs into the narrow slots at its base. Nina again experienced the unsettling sensation of motion as her crate was transferred with rough jerks from the truck to some unknown location, the tines of the forklift withdrawing with a dry wheeze of metal against wood. But the ride wasn’t over yet. Nina still felt that she was swaying gently and, on some unseen cue, the crate ascended slowly skyward. The perpetual swinging conspired with sporadic linear heaves, bumps, and jostles to make Nina feel suddenly seasick. But with a final lurch the crate came to merciful halt, still bearing its plucky occupant safely ensconced in a dusty cocoon of rice.


  On the ship, the teenage avenger mused to herself with glee. I must be on the ship, down in the hold.


  All was quite outside, so Nina decided to brave a little light. She reached for the small flashlight in her utility belt and flicked it on. The hard splintery wood of the inner surface of the crate was just inches from her face. On all sides was dried rice, and crude bags of burlap. And there was something hard and sharp just under the small of her back. With difficulty she worked her arm behind her back and fished out the uncomfortable object. It was a dagger, with a hilt of intricately carved solid gold, wrapped with gold wire. The scabbard was leather covered with a fine gold foil and crusted with jewels. Set in its center was an ovular disk of creamy ceramic, on which was painted the bust of a beautiful girl in impossibly thin brush strokes.


  “And I was happy when I got a book of lick-on tattoos in my cereal box,” the Specter whispered.


  Her small size and great flexibility came in valuable here, allowing her to slice open some of the other rice bags without disturbing the lid. Each contained a priceless treasure; masterfully wrought jewelry, ornamental weapons, religious relics, jeweled tapestries, solid gold statuary. All of objects—many almost certainly acquired by the Prime Sinister’s Dangergirls at grave risk—were now crated up disguised as relief supplies bound for the land of their origin. Or at least to a point closer to their point of origin then they had been in hundreds of years. If the other crates contained similar treasures the shipment was easily worth tens of millions of dollars. Just what was the Prime Sinister up to? Surely he didn’t think he could buy them off–he was one of the most universally hated men in the land.


  There was only one way to find out. The area outside her crate had been silent for some time so the Silk Specter decided it was safe to risk sneaking out of the relative safety of the treasure-laden box. Just as she expected she was now in a deep hold within the belly of the mystery freighter. Its steel sides were ribbed with heavy girders painted dark gray. Dim hold lights were still on to keep the rats in hiding, providing just enough hazy illumination for the Specter to survey her situation. The aid boxes from Tyrantis were now mixed among an entire sea of crates all apparently containing relief supplies and bound for Moldavia. The chance of the antiquities being detected as they passed through customs was minute, mixed as it was among so much bulk cargo.


  The Specter paused a moment to beat the rice dust out of the silky folds of her cape. She spotted a heavy steel hatchway along one bulkhead and opted to make her exit. With most of the guards likely to be out on the wharf, doing a quick search of the rest of the ship should be a snap.


  “Quite a war chest you got there, Vlad, all national treasures,” she mused as she worked the pressure wheel to release the waterproof door. “Only question is, just what are you going to do with it?”


  The Silk Specter slipped into the next hold and shouldered the heavy door shut, but then gasped in surprise. Tanks. High-tech models in two neat rows bristling with guns and antennas, their barrels covered by leather sleeves. The tanks gave way to self-propelled howitzers, tracked vehicles bearing quad-mounted 40mm cannons, and four suits of high-tech combat armor attached to their diesel tender vehicles. At the far end of the dimly lit hold was an A-10 attack jet, wings removed and engines capped with plastic lids. Packed among the vehicles were crates of ammunition and 50-gallon drums of fuel. All the vehicles were painted a deep forest green and bore the screaming bird insignia of Tyrantis. Hardly the kind of hardware one needed to control a small island resort.


  “My god,” the Specter whispered. “I’m in trouble.”


  “Very perceptive, Silk Specter.” Looming on the deck of a T-80 tank the dull lights of the Iron Lung glowed with orangish menace. “But a bit of an understatement, I’m afraid.”


  The armored antiquity raised his arm and his built-in minigun, the stream of bright tracers looked like a laser beam in the murky hold. But the Specter moved quickly, leaping for the fender of the nearest T-80, then disappeared in the tightly packed maze of ammunition crates.


  “Hold your fire, you filthy oaf!” Came a commanding feminine voice. “This entire hold is full of ammunition! Our little ship rat wants to play. Ladies, lets flush her out.”


  As that single voice trailed off, the Specter heard nothing that would betray just how many others were in the hold with her. Whoever was accompanying the Iron Lung, they were far from amateurs. She moved fast along a row of boxes with her heart racing, hoping she could find an escape before her enemies could organize an effective dragnet. But the crates were packed tight and she hit upon frequent dead ends. Finally, to her despair, she arrived at the end of a box canyon (no pun intended) formed by the crates and the tread of a self-propelled howitzer. No choice but to go up and over.


  A black shadow descended from above even as the Specter slinked across the deck of the armored gun, heading for the relative safety of the crate maze beyond. Instinctively the Maid of Mystery swept out with a leg, but the figure leapt over it and attempted to pin her leg with a stomp that would have shattered Nina’s knee. The Specter twisted her leg so that her knee bent naturally with the stomp reducing what would have been a devastating injury to a simple charley horse. This arrogant all-or-nothing move left the Specter’s opponent vulnerable, and with a twist of her pelvis, the masked vigilante brought her other leg through, hurling her attacker against the armored housing of the gun. The move was not a knockout blow, but Nina was more than happy to oblige, springing quickly to her feet and ramming her attacker headfirst into housing. Nina was not surprised to find that her attacker was a female, dressed in a black, tight-fitting catsuit with a utility belt, high boots and a silken mask that covered the lower part of her face. A blonde ponytail ran down the girl’s back. Dredgard assassin.


  But the masked fury had no time to celebrate her victory, for a dart struck the wall of the gun just inches from her head. Responding solely on instinct, Nina did a flip up and over the gun housing, concealing herself briefly from the unseen shooter. But rather than using the cover to catch her breath, she immediately leapt for the wall of ammunition crates on the far side of the howitzer and vaulted to the top. The shooter was visible, dimly lit by the starry night on the other side of the canyon formed by the sea of crates surrounding the lower silhouette of the self-propelled gun. Nina drew her own dart pistol with blinding speed and dropped the other assassin with a well-placed shot to the chest. But then her own legs were kicked out from under her by a completely silent assailant. Her heavy pistol plummeted down into the canyon and clattered along the deck of the self-propelled gun.


  “So the intruder is just a girl.” The Specter leapt to her feet to confront a slim compact oriental man who also wore the uniform of a Dredgard colonel. Like the others his face was partially concealed behind a tight mask like a modern ninja and the oriental sword slung over his back completed the look. “Time to die, little girl.” The sword appeared in his hands, a living tendril of razor sharp steel.


  The ninja blocked Nina’s escape across the top of the crates and a quick glance confirmed that the woman she had just defeated on the howitzer was back on her feet, gazing up from the gun deck and raising some sort of weapon. She had no choice but to press the attack against the ninja or risk remaining in the gunwoman’s line of site. A flash pellet from her belt gave just enough distraction to allow her a quick move against the oriental shadow, striking him just below the chin with both feet and bowling him over. Then she was on top of him, one hand on his thick wrist and one dug into sensitive nerve points on his neck. Again the Prime Sinister’s troops had underestimated her, and now the leader found himself disarmed at close quarters.


  But the ninja was no stranger to combat. Despite losing his sword, the slippery man managed to break free from the Specter’s grip and easily deflect a series of blows from the attacking heroine. On the last punch he caught Nina’s arm and, holding her at full extension, neatly drove a knee into her abdomen. After two more hard knee blows, the ninja deftly positioned her arm in a wrist-breaker hold then back into a half nelson. Nina broke the dangerous man’s grip by driving her head hard against his nose, but it was clear that the teenage avenger was hopelessly outclassed in hand-to-hand combat. Cheap shots and stall tactics would only save her for so long.


  The Specter fought the master assassin with great courage, and received quite a beating in exchange. He landed blow after staggering blow and Nina seemed completely unable to prevent it. Her attacks on the other hand were met with a constantly fluid blur of arms and legs. Repeatedly he threw her to the ground and could easily have delivered a killing blow, but instead he let her get up to continue the fight. It was clear that the man was playing with her, and the other assassins were enjoying the sport. The colonel meant to make an example of her before his troops, and even if she managed to defeat the deadly ninja, she was still within easy pistol shot of half a dozen Dredgards.


  Time blurred for the green-eyed vigilante as the beating progressed like a slow, brutal dance that she dared not stop. Her ears rang and blood was flowing liberally from her nose and split lip; the world was spinning and she could only regain her feet with ever-increasing effort. Then her hands were in the iron grip of the Dredgard leader, two sets of finger’s splayed wide almost to the breaking point with wrists forced painfully back like a playground game of mercy. The natural force of the hold was pushing her down to her knees, but even as she descended he would kick upward firmly against her lower abdomen, working over his masked opponent like a punching bag. Finally he tired of the cruel game and brought his knee up explosively under Nina’s chin: a knockout blow. The Silk Specter felt like a prizefighter about to take a final dive as her chin exploded in pain and the world spun crazily around her; the crates, the tanks, the twinkling stars and the almost benevolent-looking colonel watching her final descent to the ground. She was helpless to stop herself as she swooned, staggered, then pitched over the edge of the crates, plummeting 20 feet to the steel deck below.


  “Constance, Riccardo, please retrieve our new guest. The Prime Sinister might want a word with her before the execution.” With a sense of deep satisfaction over a job well done, the Dredgard leader found his sword and slipped it back into its sheath. She had been good, this mysterious intruder. He hadn’t been struck in many years, much less disarmed in combat. With the proper training and counsel the young girl could have been a spectacular combatant. AS it was, some aspiring international espionage agency must have discovered her as a natural prodigy and prematurely thrown her into the high stakes game of international intrigue. Such a pity that she had to die.


  “Master Lee, she’s gone!”


  “Gone? Impossible!” Lee scaled the pile of crates like a spider and reached the other two Dredgard assassins accompanied by the Iron Lung, searching the walkway between the rows of boxes and vehicles for the defeated intruder.


  “This cannot be. Iron Lung, scan the area with infrared. She must be hiding from her fate.”


  The lumbering cyborg complied, as attested to by the clacking and humming of his optical implants.


  “I see nothing, though there is much interference.”


  “Well fan out, she could not possibly have gone…”


  Master Lee’s thought was suddenly interrupted by a loud hydraulic hiss–the sound of one of the combat suits being lowered from its support vehicle. They all turned to stare at the mirrored, faceless head of the black armored power suit. As the 3,000-pound monster suddenly surged toward them with a powerful stride, they didn’t need to ask who was at the controls.


  The Dredgards scattered like ghosts, leaving the Iron Lung to take the brunt of the Specter’s attack. With all weapons removed and no operational experience with prototype combat armor, the teenage avenger could do little but ram the Eastern Block nightmare at full speed, and that’s exactly what she did. The two armored chassis struck each other with a seismic thud and they toppled over together in a graceless heap. But the way was now clear. If Nina could just reach the bulkhead she could almost certainly tear through it using her newfound war machine. She raised awkwardly to her feet and the power suit responded. Just a short jaunt to freedom…


  But suddenly a vast cargo net descended on her from above, tangling her legs and toppling her over onto her back. Overhead, she could see the huge cargo crane had been positioned over the hold. Some unseen operator had apparently maneuvered the net directly overhead while she fought the Dredgard colonel.


  The Iron Lung got to his feet and smiled malevolently at the sight of huge armored robot struggling within the strands of the inch-thick steel reinforced netting.


  “Welcome to our little trap, Silk Specter. I thought you might try to stop our invasion, so I arranged for a little top cover. I also brought along a few special attachments.”


  He raised his heavy, industrial-composite arm and fired a heavy grapple, trailing a thick black cable, into the entangled power suit. The lead secured itself firmly to the chest of the robot, then sparked and sizzled with electricity. As intended, the electric field overrode Nina’s control of the suit. The combat robot fell to the deck, actuators firing randomly as if in some sort of electronic seizure.


  “It’s done,” the Iron Lung pronounced. “The power pack is destroyed and she is now trapped within the suit.”


  “Well done, Iron Lung. It seems your careful planning was not in vane.”


  “I had my suspicions, Master Lee. But the Silk Specter will not escape this time.”


  “You have orders with respect to this one?”


  “No, just a personal score to settle. Lower the chains and attach them to the power suit. Careful not to touch it, the surface is still highly charged.”


  The unseen crane operator lowered a chain from the long boom and the Dredgards wrapped it around the mounting brackets of the power suit. The mirrored surface of the helmet made it impossible to see the Specter now trapped within the powerless steel prison but they could almost taste the mounting desperation of their doomed foe. At the command of Master Lee the crane was raised until the suit was hanging a foot off the ground. The Iron Lung rotated the robot around until he could remove the transit power cell from its backpack. With the power cell removed there was no possibility that Nina could reactivate the suit, so he removed his debilitating electrode.


  “Without the transit power pack the suit is a prison. The hatches cannot even be opened. Only the ventilation holes prevent the suit from being airtight.” He leaned close to the mirrored face of the armored suit. “Any number of fates could befall someone trapped inside.”


  The men paused for a moment. It was easy to envision the horror of the young girl trapped inside, completely helpless in the stifling interior of the suit.


  “Let us lower her over the side,” the Iron Lung’s words were icy. “Sixty seconds under water, sixty seconds above the water. I think things will become very uncomfortable for our uninvited guest.”


  “As you wish, Iron Lung. But I would advise a simple lethal dunking over prolonged execution. We gain nothing from her suffering.”


  “Thank you for your candor, Master Lee. Now let us proceed with the dunking.”


  The crane lifted the combat suit ponderously into the air, while the Dredgards and the Iron Lung climbed up onto the main deck. The Iron Lung was in charge of the sinister ceremony.


  “Swing her out over the water.” The operator complied. “Excellent. By now, I imagine she is beginning to catch on. Now stop the crane.” His order was apparently missed, for the crane continued to swing back toward the docks. “I SAID STOP!” The order was again ignored. The suit swung past the dock works over towards the high wall that guarded the perimeter of the port. “IMBECILE! STOP NOW!” The robot leveled his minigun on the cab of the crane. The lax operator was one moment from death.


  Finally, the crane halted with a jerk that set the power suit swinging in a broad arc. But rather than trying to correct the mistake and position the suit back over the water, the operator suddenly released the winches on the crane. The expensive combat unit plummeted earthward, landing with a crash in the jungle beyond the port.


  “FOOL! I said over the water! I will extract the cost of repairs to that combat unit from your hide personally.”


  “Sorry, Iron Lung. My doctor always told me not to operate heavy machinery due to my prescription.” The Silk Specter darted from the cab of the crane out onto its long extended arm. The Iron Lung spotted her thin, dark form only as she reached the very end of the crane.


  “Nooooo! It cannot be!” He raised his cannon-arm and sprayed the night air with 20mm rounds, but he was a moment too late. The Silk Specter seized hold of the chains and slid like a ghost down into the trackless jungle beyond the walled city.


  The Silk Specter was jubilant as her feet contacted the head of the combat suit. Of course, she had slipped out of the suit the moment after standing it up after the collision with the Iron Lung. Giving the audience a decoy to associate with the magician was a common trick and would generally fool even the most astute observers. She had been completely free to sneak up the crane cab, surprise the unwary operator, and take over. And now she had critical evidence she could use against the Prime Sinister. Once the Navy took control of that freighter, the Prime Sinister would be revealed as an international thug with aspirations to incite global conflicts. Despite the terrible beating she had received by Master Lee, it seemed she was going to get the last laugh.


  “Good evening, Silk Specter. Nice of you to drop by.”


  Even as Nina’s boots touched the jungle undergrowth she was hit with floodlights from all directions. The lights came from atop a circle of eight tanks, all manned and ready to decimate her at the slightest command. She could hear the restless clicking of a hundred rifles as bullets slid into chambers. Though she could see no one, the Specter assumed all those guns were trained on her.


  “I was wondering what had become of you, since you found some clever way to escape my little bomb trap in Oceana. Hands up where I can see them.”


  The Silk Specter raised her hands. Resistance or belligerence at this point was not only futile but suicidal.


  “Well, I’ve prepared a few surprises for you here on Tyrantis. And you can trust me when I tell you, you won’t be escaping again.”


  * * *


  “Ahhhh! MMHHHHH!” Nina’s cries echoed throughout the dark, foreboding expanse of the Prime Sinister’s audience chamber, mixed with the powerful zap of electricity and the deep humming of huge electrical transformers. “Noooo! AHHHHHHHH!”


  The Silk Specter was bound in an upright crucifix position in the midst of massive black iron ring some nine feet in diameter. The sinister ring was backed with a mesh of rusted wires like a shallow ashtray and lined with bizarre glass insulators shaped to represent the signs of the zodiac. Heavy cylinders of dingy red ceramic completely enveloped the young vigilante’s hands and feet. The massive torture machine was bolted firmly to an iron pedestal atop a low stone stage that provided for clear viewing from anywhere in the room. Flanking the device to either side was rack after rack of ancient looking electrical equipment connected to the ring base by means of cloth-wrapped cables as thick as a man’s arm. On the floor nearby was a bank of huge electrical transformers that was the source of the powerful humming that was felt more than it was heard. Huge paintings of the brooding Flemish style looked stared down from the lofty walls, each busy with images of martyrdom, torture, and demonic possession. The heavy chandeliers overhead cast very little light over the grim scene. Clear images were only visible during the moments when the device was activated, as electric current arced blue across impossibly wide spark gaps and monstrous vacuum tubes took on a deep red glow. The fruit bats in the invisible rafters overhead skittered about in response to Nina’s tortured cries.


  The Specter’s costume had been removed with the exception of her mask and replaced with a sleeveless halter-top bodysuit of glossy black rubber with a thong crotch. Though her hands and feet were lost in the ceramic insulators, it was clear that she was heavily and intricately bound. A stout leather belt encircled the teenage avenger’s waist, secured to the grim electrified ring by two heavy chains and two thick black cables. Similar electrified cuffs were secured around her upper thighs and forearms. A steel collar with smaller cables encircled her throat like a choker, and a complex headgear of leather straps and buckles held an array of electrodes firmly against her skull. Nina’s luxurious mane of raven hair was pulled tightly behind her head in an immaculate French braid. The swelling on her face from the beating she endured at the hands of Master Lee had gone down in the three days since her capture, and expertly applied makeup concealed her matching raccoon black eyes, split lip, and deep bruises. Even so, a week of fist beatings would be infinitely preferable to her inhuman interrogation on the Leyden Cross. Sweat poured from her body, collecting in a pool beneath the antique monstrosity, while Nina suffered all but lost in a haze of pain, fear, and sleep deprivation.


  “So this is the American superheroine! I expected someone a little…fiercer.” A ghostly thin girl in a rubber sheath dress joined the small group assembled at the foot of the stage. The girl was perhaps 25, with dark hair, ivory skin, and haunting gray eyes. She took the arm of the Prime Sinister—looking resplendent in a black neat uniform with rubber appointments—who was overseeing Nina’s interrogation. The woman eyed the shapely teenager with a disturbing intensity.


  “Yes, this is the Silk Specter, a most resourceful and dangerous enemy.”


  “Really, but she’s such a doll!” Princess Carolyn ascended the stage for a closer look. “Why didn’t you tell me she was here?”


  “I…I didn’t want to trouble you.” The Prime Sinister’s tone clearly conveyed that he was dealing with a spoiled but somehow dangerous child. “Forgive me my oversight.”


  Nina locked a defiant gaze on the “princess” but Carolyn dismissed her insolence as if Nina were a rebellious child. Carolyn’s eyed were cold and disturbing as she knelt closer to examine the American vigilante.


  “Princess please, not so close to the Leyden Cross…”


  Carolyn shot him a look of disgust. “Really Vlad, you mustn’t dote on me so. The Iron Lung has been letting me extract confessions from rebels. Gloves.”


  Even the Prime Sinister seemed hesitant to challenge the authority of the strange woman as a technician pulled heavy rubber gauntlets down over her small hands. And Carolyn seemed to only have eyes for Nina. The Maid of Mystery could tell by the look of fascination, glee, and lust in the girl’s eyes that she was perhaps even more dangerous than the Prime Sinister.


  “The Cross has many secrets, my dear, beyond the mere delivery of powerful static shocks. The operation we are undertaking is very delicate. The slightest miscalculation and our pretty intruder will be prematurely dispatched.”


  “HMMM, I see she’s all the way up to Pisces, how exciting. And still she hasn’t broken?”


  “She is a stubborn one, your highness, but not invulnerable. Its taken 16 hours, but we have almost everything we need to know.”


  “You…you must be Princess Carolyn,” Nina forced out.


  “My, but you are a tough one—I’ve never heard anything but blubbering from a person on the Leyden Cross. That’s right, Silk Specter, direct descendant of Cragar the Soul Harvester and sole heir to the throne of Moldavia. Soon to be Queen.”


  “Queen?”


  “Yes,” the Prime Sinister joined Princess Carolyn up on the stage. “Tyrantis has been a very profitable and satisfying exercise, but I long to return to my homeland. At the same time my homeland needs a return to order, a rebirth of pride in their heritage, and a figurehead on whom to focus their adoration and love. In short, they need a queen.”


  “But the Slavic nobility…were some of the most viscous and bloodthirsty…tyrants ever to rule under the mockery of divine right.”


  “Oh, really,” Vlad withdrew a long steel wand from a metal tube mounted on the side of an equipment rack and handed it to the ghostly youngster. “I hadn’t noticed. I suppose then that Queen Carolyn will be in need of a Grand Vizier to help maintain order.”


  “Oh this looks lovely!” Carolyn grinned at the wand, which was glowing a dim blue in the presence of the fierce electromagnetic field generated by the Leyden Cross. “Do I strike her with it?”


  “No, no, no, that will hardly be necessary. Her entire body is charged with energies at all of her critical life frequencies. You merely need to approach her body at the appropriate chakra points.” He pointed to a ancient chart hanging on the wall, showing a life-sized figure of a woman dotted with a dense array of numbered dots and stars. A scribe was marking through the dots with red paint as the treatment was administered. “The cross interrupts the flow of her basic life force at strategic points, literally threatening to pull her soul from her body and dangling her over the Dark Void. The pain is gratifying, but I assure you it is the least of our pretty American’s concerns at the moment.”


  Taking Carolyn’s hands in his, Vlad moved the wand toward Nina’s body at the precise point indicated by the chart. The Specter whimpered and struggled as the air around her body took on a bluish glow. Her whimper became a long haunted moan until the Prime Sinister finally withdrew the wand and Nina’s cries faded. She went slack in her restraints once more as the scribe marked through the point with bloody paint.


  “That looked wonderful, you never told the Leyden Cross was so diabolical!” Carolyn’s eyes glowed. “Lets do another!”


  “In good time. Perhaps, Ms Blackstone, you would be willing to tell us a bit more about the chip given to you by Lieutenant Commander Alexis. As I’ve told you, there is no need to protect her, since she was executed by her own countrymen for treason.”


  “Information for information, Koskov. Quid pro quo.”


  Vlad was taken aback. Negotiating with a dead woman on the Leyden Cross? Preposterous, but it could save him hours of interrogation time, and the settings of the cross were dangerously close to fatal levels. If he weren’t careful, this remarkable vigilante could well take her few remaining secrets with her to the grave. “Very well. Quid pro quo.”


  “So just why would Moldavia give itself over to a…queen like you. Surely you can’t expect to take it by force.” Nina asked between deep breaths.


  “Why for protection, little fool. My romantic countrymen will flock to the red standard of House of Villinovich when I come riding in at the head of an avenging army to free them for our ancient oppressor, Slovakia.”


  As if innocently testing, Carolyn allowed the wand to stray toward Nina’s intricately bound body. The gentle tug at her essence was almost as horrifying as a full treatment. The sequential death and rebirth of various aspects of her life force had been more brutal than any punishment she had thought the Prime Sinister capable of. Still, the Maid of Mystery had to bargain with Carolyn before Vlad hurled her permanently into Dark Void she had dangled over for the last many hours. She could tell that Vlad clearly intended to kill her.


  “But…but Slovakia is peaceful and prosperous. And Moldavia is free.”


  “Ahhh yes,” The Prime Sinister smiled evilly. “We’ll have to take care of that, won’t we?”


  Nina’s eyes opened wide. “The art! It’s all art stolen from Slovakia! You plan to smuggle it all into Moldavia as relief supplies.”


  “When the Slovakians discover that Moldavia—my dear homeland—is financing its teetering government with stolen Slovakian treasures, they will be quite outraged.”


  “But outraged enough to invade?”


  “Don’t worry,” Carolyn ran a gloved hand across Nina’s sweat-soaked cheek. They again locked eyes. “Slovakia will invade. We’ve seen to it.”


  “Because you have highly placed plants in the Slovakian government. Plants that you brainwashed during their frequent trips to the Isle of Tyranny.”


  “You know, you are a clever one, Silk Specter. Perhaps the most intelligent woman I have ever spiritually dissected on the Leyden Cross. Now, the chip.”


  “Commander Alexis gave it to me. It was hidden in her costume and you gave it back to her when you dressed her to die on the bomb.”


  The Prime Sinister noted the heightening level of interest Carolyn was taking in the fiery American spy. The fact that the Silk Specter could think coherently and unravel their plans while being tortured was as unnerving to Vlad as it was arousing to Carolyn. He had to get rid of her now. “Well Princess, I think the interrogation is at an end. Dr. Dietrich, please blindfold and gag our plucky little friend. Charge the capacitors for the Gemini setting–complete separation of body and soul. I’m afraid we must give the Silk Specter some room, dear Carolyn. Its time for her to become a true specter, and its quite a spectacular show.


  The technicians complied, adding a large rubber ball gag to Nina’s facial harness and effectively terminating the conversation. Carolyn handed the wand over to the Master Inquisitor and watched in rapt fascination as Nina continued staring at her defiantly until the moment the rubber blindfold was secured into place. The ever-present hum of the transformers took on a new, even more sinister tone and the Specter began twisting in her restraints. The light of the spark gaps danced off the rubber costume covering Nina’s muscular, hourglass body and filled Carolyn’s cold eyes like a strobe lamp. The whole of the iron ring began to glow an insidious lavender, like some gateway to an unknown domain of torment. At the epicenter of the glowing sphere, the mute, sightless Silk Specter struggled and twisted desperately in her intricate bondage, a she began her final descent into the black void of death.


  * * *


  CAN IT POSSIBLY GET MORE DIRE FOR THE SILK SPECTER? WHAT TRICKERY COULD POSSIBLY DELIVER OUR STAR-CROSSED HEROINE FROM HER HORRIFYING DEMISE? DON’T TOUCH THAT BROWSER, TRUE BELIEVERS, ONLY THE MIND OF THE CLIFFHANGER CONTAINS ALL THE AGONIZING ANSWERS!
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  Chapter 1

  A Chilling Development


  Barbara entered her apartment and threw the digivid crystal across the room in disgust. The latest news it reflected was distressing at best. Arox Kemp had just escaped from Arkham. The Mariner was once again on the prowl.


  Batgirl and the Mariner had crossed swords before, and each had victories and defeats counted in their tally. Kemp was a wily criminal who would go to any lengths to achieve his goals. Barbara had managed to thwart him in the past, but he had escaped several encounters before the final run-in where she had cornered him. Even then, it had been luck coupled with skill that had been his undoing. Batgirl didn’t mind using luck, but she didn’t like to depend on it too heavily.


  Barbara had scanned the other articles on the crystal, and was unsurprised to discover several thefts listed. In a city the size of Gotham, thefts were an everyday occurrence no matter how diligent the nighttime vigilantes were. But two of the articles were of more than a passing interest…


  A chemical company had stated that a midnight prowler had made off with several drums of various chemicals. The listing would have been meaningless to anyone but a chemist…or a well educated crimefighter. Individually, none of the chemicals were of any great concern. It was the possible combination that poised a threat.


  Barbara knew that possible mixtures led to explosives, nerve gasses, and poisons. It certainly seemed like the kind of thing a vengeful escapee would be interested in.


  The other article listed a burglary at an electronics firm. Again, the components seemed to be innocuous enough; it was the possible combination that led to detonators, actuators, or other servo type devices.


  If it was the work of the Mariner, Barbara would have to think like him to analyze his next target…


  * * *


  Several hours later, a shadowed figure exited at high speed from a hidden alleyway on a Black Ninja 5000. The flash of night raised a storm of dust behind it, but little else. Atop the bike, Batgirl shifted her weight smoothly to negotiate curves that she knew all too well. The Ninja had been hideously expensive, but supported some of the most advanced electronics of this age. She could jam signals, paralyze an opponent, and redirect traffic all from the control panel in front of her. In stealth mode, as it was currently, the only sound emanating from her passage was the tires against the pavement. The engine was totally silent, attracting virtually no attention unless viewed directly by pedestrians. That feature alone had cleared her of more than a few sticky situations, as the bike rocketed into the midst of her enemies before they knew she was approaching.


  Barbara had spent several hours mixing and matching possible combinations of chemicals. She suspected that the Mariner would try to gain revenge in the grandest way possible. But no matter how she arranged the chemicals, nothing on a wide-scale use came to mind. If her hunch was correct, then Kemp was still missing critical components, components that weren’t available at the site of the first robbery.


  If it was a grandstand play that the Mariner was after, he would almost surely hit the other large supplier of chemicals in Gotham, Oxo Corp. It was worth a stakeout if it meant putting him back in Arkham quickly.


  The bike whispered to a halt in one of the alleyways adjoining the fenced property of Oxo Corp. Batgirl dismounted, and made her way to the fence. A quick tetherclaw fired at one of the protruding struts, and she had made her way to the roof. The dark angel approached each corner of the building and tossed a microsensor to the ground below. The sensors would transmit any movement near the storage facility from about 10 yards out. Though Barbara intended to keep a close watch on the darkened end of the building, it never hurt to have an edge. She settled herself in for a long wait…


  * * *


  It was well past midnight when a darkened figure approached the rear side of the building that Batgirl was covering. The silhouette approached the doorway, and seemed to examine it closely. Then it slipped inside.


  The dark angel watched the door for a few minutes. If it was Kemp, there would be others involved. Batgirl caught the sound of the truck immediately. It rumbled quietly, crawling into position alongside the fence that surrounding the area. Once in position, another dark figure exited from the back and slipped through the hole in the fence that had been silently cut. A driver was still visible in the van, prepared for a hasty getaway if needed. Whether it was Kemp or not, a crime was being committed. Atop her current perch, it was difficult to make out the faces below. No-one else had entered the building, so it was likely that the two perps were extricating what they needed as the driver stood by. After several more minutes of waiting to ensure no reinforcements were coming, Batgirl decided that the time for action was upon her. She removed the grate that covered a ventilation duct, and secured a claw to a rooftop fixture. Then she wriggled backward into the opening, sliding silently down the tether until she touched lightly on the floor below.


  Batgirl listened intently for several seconds. The slight scraping of metal on concrete echoed back to her. She moved liked a shadow across the main floor, using the cartons and drums as cover whenever possible. Within seconds she had made her way to the opposite side of the building. The two burglars had already assembled a stash of several items, which rose in a heap next to the door.


  One of the assailants was busy in a crate at the base of a stack, while the other had his back to the first on the opposite side. The distance and position were ideal. Batgirl checked the motion sensors outside one last time. Still no movement. That was a good sign. Batgirl carefully ascended the back side of the wall of crates; once she was in position, she leaped downward, a tensed foot crashing into the back of the first assailant’s neck. The carefully executed maneuver banged the thief’s head against the crate, knocking him unconscious instantly.


  A diving roll and extended arm brought her crashing into assailant 2, who was pounded forward into the wall of crates on the opposite side. Stunned, he would need a moment to recover. Batgirl never gave him that moment. A flurry of spinning kicks and jabs crashed onto her opponent, and he fell to the ground seconds later.


  Batgirl removed their hooded masks, and was disappointed to discover that neither was Kemp. Still, if they worked for him, the evidence of what they were gathering could supply the clues she needed to pinpoint his location.


  Barbara examined the first small box of neurotoxins, but it was actually rather harmless. It was the next box that was deadly, in more ways than one. As the curious Batgirl lifted the lid, a spray of liquid doused her across the face and eyes. A trap! Stupid…careless…


  The dazed heroine stumbled backward, and watched the room begin to spin rapidly as the chemical seeped into her bloodstream… She had just enough time to see Arox Kemp appear from behind the second wall before she fell to the floor. As the spinning increased, and blackness faded in on the distressed crimefighter, she had time for one final thought….He had arrived before her, and been waiting motionless the whole time….


  * * *


  When Batgirl awoke, Kemp and his two cronies were positioned directly before her. Barbara shifted her weight, and discovered immediately that she was bound into immobility. The Mariner had gone a little crazy with the straps, it seemed. She was unable to get a full view of what had been done because a canvas strap ran directly across her forehead. The strap was cinched tightly enough to hold her head completely immobile. A rubber ball filled her mouth, prying apart her jaws in the process. Another strap held the ball in place, pressing tightly against her lips and silencing her very effectively.


  Peering downward as well as she was able, Batgirl discovered some other distressing news. The slitex costume had been stripped from her upper torso, and was now bundled about her slim waist. Her proud breasts thrust outward with no protection, exposed to the sight of her captors. She was secured to an aluminum frame with many additional straps; at the throat; at the shoulders; both above and below her breasts; across her midriff; at her hips; across her thighs in two locations; above and below her knees; at her ankles; and across her feet. Several levels of secondary strapping secured her arms to her waist, and her wrists to her thighs. Kemp had definitely gone overboard on the straps; it was obvious that he didn’t want her moving around.


  Batgirl twisted furiously for a few seconds. With the multitude of straps pulled tightly against her, the only motion that the exertions produced was a slight trembling of her nipples. There was just no room for give in the unrelenting straps. Batgirl stared into the intense eyes of her nemesis.


  “It’s good to see you again, Batgirl. It’s been a while, hasn’t it? Three years, four months and six days for those of us who kept count.”


  Batgirl stared back. It was obvious that the Mariner was nursing a grudge. Now she was going to find out just how deeply…


  “Since you seem intent on thwarting my plans, it looks as if I’ll have to take steps. I’m in something of a rush, so you’ll have to excuse the crudity of the design…”


  Kemp nodded to one of the two thugs that had regained consciousness after being pummeled by Batgirl. The thief withdrew a small device from his pocket, and pointed it at the pipes that crossed the warehouse above the bound heroine. A sharp red beam stabbed out, and burned its way into the pipe for several seconds. Then the beam shut off. The thug repeated the process at another point on the pipe, about 8 inches from the first location. Another nod from Kemp, and the two felons exited the area to regain their stolen property.


  The purpose of the beam wasn’t immediately apparent to the secured Batgirl. It was almost thirty seconds later when the first drop of hydrocoolant dripped downward, its flight stopped dramatically by her extended left nipple. The coolant was chill, producing an instant effect. Batgirl’s nipple stiffened immediately, tightening until it was fully erect. After another thirty seconds, a crashing droplet struck the right nipple, and the stiffening was repeated.


  Kemp walked calmly to the tightly bound detective, and lifted a hand to caress the right protrusion. He rolled the nipple between thumb and forefinger, then flexed it a few times. He was fascinated as it repeatedly sprang back into position, despite the angle or extent of bending that he applied.


  Batgirl was not inactive during this time. Though not actually painful, this was intimate contact that she would have preferred to stop. She struggled mightily against the confinement. Her struggles were ignored by the lewdly exploring adversary.


  To be sure, the Mariner had done things in the past that made this academic. Her most vivid, distasteful memory was the labia and nipple piercing that he had overseen. Under duress, the captive doctor had been as gentle as possible, but the process still hurt. Kemp had been overjoyed at his newfound ability to secure Batgirl in a way that was previously unattainable. He had devised and applied several scenarios that used the new attachments. It was an incident that Barbara preferred to forget. Though the episode had eventually ended in Kemp’s capture, Batgirl had been permanently marked in a way that was unerasable.


  Even now Kemp studied the erect nipple to ensure that the piercing was still available. Barbara struggled all the more. The Mariner knew his business, however, and her attempts to break free produced not the slightest motion in the aluminum frame, or the perfectly formed dancer’s body.


  “Exquisite, Batgirl. You truly are incredible. It’s a shame to kill you, but I can’t have you traipsing around, trying to thwart my plans. So I’m going to let Oxo eliminate you.


  “We’ve started the supercoolant refrigerators that feed the pipes above you. The coolant running through the pipes will get progressively colder as each hour passes. Within an hour, the liquid will be at -256 degrees, instantly solidifying into crystal anything it touches.


  “And I’m sure you’re aware of what’s being touched…”


  Batgirl stared downward as another drop struck her left nipple. The liquid was definitely colder this time, and the nipple hardened further.


  “I’d love to douse you outright, but the drop in pressure would set off all kinds of nasty alarms…and we certainly don’t want the security guards to know you’re here, do we?” Kemp asked with a feral smile.


  Batgirl stared angrily at her captor. If she couldn’t find a way to break free of the straps, she’d be a frozen popsicle by morning. The alignment ensured that she would have an erotic demise, which had always been the Mariner’s style.


  “I’ll leave you to your subzero Sword of Damacles, my dear. Try to keep a stiff upper lip…or a stiff something, at least…”


  Barbara watched as Kemp turned and left. Another drop struck her right nipple, accompanied by not only the requisite hardening but also a slight pain. The coolant had begun to chill further.


  Batgirl thought furiously. Her thrashings against the straps hadn’t succeeded in moving her an inch. She suspected that the frame was probably bolted into position on the floor below her. Avoidance wasn’t a viable solution.


  A release in pressure would trigger alarms. That held some possibility. Several problems though. She couldn’t reach her utility belt with her wrists strapped down. Even if she could, an explosion or larger hole on the pipe would soak her in supercoolant. If she could do that now, the idea was promising…but each passing minute the coolant was more dangerous to release. A sudden dowsing in cryogenic liquid would be a very bad idea…


  Was there some other way to attract the security guards? Nothing came to mind since she was totally immobilized.


  Batgirl decided that her best chance lay with the implant.


  Barbara remembered the history of the grafting. After several harrowing adventures, Batgirl had decided that she needed a hidden edge. New technology had allowed the harmony of flesh and inanimate material…up to a point. The dark angel had struggled with the decision of how much was too much..and finally decided on the thumbnail implant.


  Beneath her right thumbnail was a very tiny compartment that could house one of several devices. She typically accessed it by pressing hard on the nail, which would release a hidden catch. She was able to carry any individual small, easily concealed object as long as it fit in the housing below the nail. Her normal repertoire included a choice from a small lockpick, a razor, a dart projectile, and an activation transmitter. Standard operating procedure was to carry the razor, since it could be used as a surprise weapon or as an object to secure her freedom from bindings.


  Batgirl pressed hard on the thumbnail, and the razor snapped outward into position, slicing through the thin fabric of her costume. Now the difficult part began. The angle from her thumb to the wrist-straps was all wrong. Though she could reach the strap by bending, she had to hold her hand at an unnatural angle to press the razor against the strap.


  Another drop struck her left nipple. An instant of intense pain, followed by regular pain, followed by a deeply frigid cold. This wasn’t looking good. The air allowed the nipples to re-warm somewhat…but the warming/freezing/re-warming combination was actually more painful. The defrosting/refreezing effect was something that Kemp had probably planned on, knowing that it would bring her the greatest displeasure.


  Batgirl started to saw at the straps, working the thin blade against the material with as much pressure as she could…


  Damn!!


  The Mariner had prepared well. The straps had thin kevlar strands running through them. The razor still cut these…with effort…but it significantly slowed the process. An effort that should have freed her wrist in sixty seconds had accomplished only a quarter inch of progress in the same time. This was looking worse and worse.


  Another droplet. Right this time. Barbara was shivering, her torso covered with goosebumps as the coolant chilled her upper body. She directed her eyes upward to see the pipe above her. The exterior was forming a frost as two more drops readied themselves. Her furiously working right hand had worked through a half inch of strap, but two and a half inches remained…


  Left. Liquid fire seethed into the nipple, but Batgirl knew that the pain was from cold, not heat. The nipple felt as hard as a diamond, and stood stiffly at attention. Barbara tried to shift her position again, but to no effect. Three quarters of an inch had been sawed…


  Right. Her breasts shuddered as the extreme cold settled into them, her body quaking with reaction as the shivering muscles tried to regenerate enough heat to ward off the icy chill. Batgirl started to gasp through her nose as she tried to supply enough oxygen to both sets of muscles, chest and hand.


  Left. Only with a difference. There was no pain this time. And that was a bad thing… The freeze had settled into the protrusion enough that she no longer felt the pain of the drops. That was a precursor to frostbite. She had to break free soon….


  Right. Again, no feeling. She had sawed through an inch of strap, but she could see that the time invested was too much. At her current rate of slicing through the material, the supercoolant would win the race, freezing her lungs before she could escape. Her upper body was shivering so hard with reaction that it was getting difficult to concentrate….but she still kept fighting…


  Left. The glazing of ice wasn’t melting as quickly this time, and each breath of air hurt as Barbara filled her lungs. A deep ache stretched across her ribcage as she willed the muscles to continue their progress, to fill the lungs with much needed air. It was as if a hundred pound weight crushed downward, squeezing the air from her. Barbara resigned herself to the fact that the Mariner was going to win, and that a Batgirl ice-statue was all that would remain in the morning. Her right hand still worked feebly at cutting the kevlar infused straps…


  It was then that the glare of a spotlight flashed across her eyes; Batgirl was confused at first as to its origin. After several seconds, as the beam jostled toward her, she realized that a security guard had found his way to the scene.


  Right. The guard stopped momentarily as he watched the coolant splash across the nipple, and as the shapely midriff began to shudder more intensely from the biting cold. Then he rushed to the shivering superheroine, and began removing the straps as quickly as he could.


  The unfortunate Batgirl couldn’t utter a sound, as the breath froze in her lungs from the frigid air around her. Though she couldn’t fault him in his haste, her savior made at least two bad decisions. His first error was that he worked from the ground up to free her, so that her gag was one of the last items to be removed. She was unable to say anything that would help him with her plight.


  His second error was that he had failed to cover her exposed breasts with any protection, so that two more drops struck home before he had reached the forehead strap. Once he snicked opened the pressure rollers, and the last strap eased up, Batgirl reacted.


  The dark angel staggered forward a step to remove herself from the line of icy fire, then she promptly fell to her knees. Her quaking chest muscles were still trying to eliminate the effects of the cold. She grasped the hardened nipples, one in each hand, to return what warmth she could to them. The guard watched for several minutes as her shivering finally subsided. , and she was able to move again.


  Batgirl finally stood, hands still clasped to breasts. She turned her back to the security guard, and examined the nipples. Though still hard as a rock, they seemed to be unharmed. She redonned her costume with shaking fingers and turned to face the guard once more.


  “Are you all right?” he asked.


  “Yes. A little chilly, though. Thank you for the help.”


  “Who did this to you?” Batgirl knew immediately by this reponse that the Mariner had gotten away unscathed.


  “Thieves intent on robbing your supplies. I caught them with several neurotoxins and poisons. Did you see any remaining canisters by your side door entrance?”


  “No. I was on a routine patrol when I discovered the cut in the fence. I found the stock area disrupted, and immediately checked the rest of the building. You’re lucky I did…that coolant would eventually have frozen you solid. As far as the burglary, it looks like all the relatively harmless stuff is still there; but the high security chemicals are all gone.”


  Batgirl thought for a moment. Some of the chemicals would require special conditions, even to open the canisters. When she looked up from her reverie, the distracted guard was focused…but not on his job. His eyes were locked on the two hard nubs below the stretching slitex costume.


  “I suggest that you concentrate on an area that would help with the situation…like the scene of the crime perhaps?” Batgirl remonstrated.


  The embarrassed guard recovered quickly. “Of course…sorry.. If you need any more help, let me know. I need to call this in anyway…”


  Barbara watched him go. She couldn’t really blame him too much…her nipples were making very obvious protrusions below the thin fabric. And she was still shivering slightly, which definitely wasn’t helping matters…


  Batgirl fired her tetherclaw and exited the warehouse the way she had entered. This round had gone to the Mariner, but the fight was far from over. And there was still the micro-transmitter that she had attached to the first canister, unseen by her adversaries… The dark angel would be tracing the canister right back to its owner, the maniacal Arox Kemp. With a little luck, the Mariner would be back in custody by daybreak….


  Chapter 2

  Pavlov’s Verification


  The Ninja whipped around the edge of the building and decelerated rapidly to a halt. Batgirl climbed off quickly, rechecking the sensors. The bugged canister was about 100 yards ahead and to the left. In the alleyway, Barbara retrieved an electronic map of the building ahead of her. The console of the bike lit up with the details.


  The blueprints showed several street level entrances, and at least one rooftop access point. The skylight was ideal for her purposes since it allowed an overview of the ground floor. After her last encounter, she wanted to make sure that Arox Kemp was within her field of vision before she moved in on the crime scene.


  A dark shadow flitted across the adjoining rooftops, melding with the shadows as if a part of them. No guards appeared on the roof that Batgirl had designated, but she tossed an ‘Ear’ just to be sure. The ‘Ear’, or Electronics Array Receiver, would feed back a signal if any electronic device was being used to monitor the rooftop. The Ear showed nothing, though.


  A quick leap, and the dark detective had crossed to the needed roof. She peered carefully over the edge of the skylight, to view the ground floor activity below. It seemed that Kemp had hired mercenaries for the job. As Barbara watched, the Mariner paid two of the three assistants. A small passbook was handed to each, and the two promptly exited the building.


  Batgirl let them go. Time enough to hunt them down later, once Kemp was in custody. The third henchman was unloading the truck, and was positioned directly below the skylight. A nasty looking auto-pistol was slung in a holster to his thigh. The low-recoil format would fire 500 rounds a minute with perfect accuracy and no sound whatsoever. Barbara examined Kemp again. He was making his way to the office, and didn’t seem to be carrying any weapons.


  The choice was easy. Batgirl affixed her tether to an extended pipe, then freed a concussor grenade. She leapt upwards, crashing bootfirst through the thin glass of the skylight. As the shards rained downward and she zipped to the floor below, she flung the concussor directly at the feet of the third mercenary. The shockwave toppled him instantly, sending out a pulse that felled him like a tree. Luckily, the utility belt on Batgirl’s waist contained a mini-generator that dampened the effect for her, but the proximity of the shock was still enough to rattle her momentarily.


  It only took a second to regain her bearings, but in that time the Mariner had turned and fled to the office. He was frantically trying to unlock a desk drawer that probably housed a weapon. Batgirl flung herself forward, charging up the stairs in an instant, and barreled through the open doorway.


  Which was exactly what Kemp had been hoping for…


  As soon as her ankles blocked the threshold beam for an instant, four steel grapplers fired from the adjoining wall of the office. The titanium bands snapped around Batgirl in an instant, and she walloped to the floor in a flamboyant display of unfortunate ensnarement. The bands tightened automatically, squeezing her in a crushing grip of passion. Her elbows were locked to her waist by a loop that circled her midriff, while her wrists were similarly secured to her thighs by another clasping loop. What had caused her to come crashing down were the remaining two bands, that clutched her about the thighs and locked across her calfs.


  Batgirl had skidded to a halt across the office floor, and now occupied the center of attention directly in front of the Mariner’s desk. The wind had been knocked out of her by the thunderous crash, and it took her a moment to relocate Kemp.


  Bastard! He wasn’t in the slightest rush. In fact, he was now leaning back in his chair, watching the struggling Batgirl. The frenzied display with the desk key had been to bait her into the room in a headlong rush. It had worked. She squirmed against the bands, trying to loosen a wrist or ankle to provide leverage.


  Arox stood slowly, and sauntered over to the battling superheroine. He revelled in the show as the shapely silhouette thrashed against the bonds. The titanium was just too stron though. Batgirl was no match for the constriction being applied.


  “Hmmmmm….you don’t look like you’re frozen…isn’t that how I left you? How did you escape?”


  Batgirl glared upward, silencing her contention against the bonds as she realized the hopelessness of breaking them. “Trade secret. If you’d like, I can secure you in the same way, then give you some pointers as the supercoolant drips down. I’m sure you’ll find it informative…”


  “Ha-ha! Quite amusing. I see you’ve still got your sense of humor. That’s what I like about you, Batgirl. You never give up.”


  “Gee, thanks.. Since I don’t, perhaps you will?…” she asked.


  “I don’t think I’m ready to give up quite yet, thank you very much. In fact, if I’m not mistaken, you’re the one who’s in trouble here…”


  Batgirl simply listened intently. Her left wrist continued to work at the bonds, but she knew that unless the catch failed, the titanium wasn’t going to yield.


  Arox continued. “The problem, as I see it, is that killing you outright is not very satisfying. Having a frozen batsicle isn’t really very conducive to repaying you for my incarceration. The more I thought about it, the more I decided that something more intriguing was in order….”


  Barbara listened with half an ear as she continued to try to work the catch. She didn’t like where this was heading.


  “So, maybe you should lock me in a prison cell for a few months so that I can empathize with your jail term?” she asked, knowing that the jibe was useless. Still, she might be able to reach the lockpick on the utility belt if she could wriggle in the bands enough.


  “No, my little lovepile, I was thinking of something a bit more intense…”. Kemp casually raised a booted foot, and nestled it directly between her clamped legs, so that the toe pushed hard into her crotch.


  “I can see that your muscles are as taut as ever…I think a good workout is in order, don’t you?”


  Batgirl continued to squirm…if the Mariner was appeased with her submissive writhing, he might miss the fact that she had just released the lockpick behind her…


  “But, since it’s obvious that you’re hiding something in your hand, I guess we’ll have to remove pretty much everything you have on…


  Damn!! Batgirl worked furiously in the hopes of picking at least one lock on the bands to free a wrist. With a hand free, her utility belt could finish her adversary in an instant…


  “Nighty-night, my dear…” Kemp removed a remote from his pocket and pushed downward on a button. Batgirl felt a sharp sting in her lower back as a needle jabbed into her. The lockpick fell from numbed fingers, and blackness closed in….


  * * *


  The dimly lit surroundings began to filter through to the slowly recovering Batgirl. She concentrated on regaining her senses, knowing that every minute she was inactive was a minute closer to whatever the Mariner had in mind.


  Barbara found herself chained to an examining table, ending in leather cuffs attached to her wrists and ankles. A cool breeze wafted across her loins. She noticed this immediately, due to the fact that her costume no longer covered her body. She was quite naked, except for her mask. Her arms and legs were suggestively if not painfully spread, allowing easy access to wherever the Mariner might take an interest. The room was dimly lit, with few details to indicate where she might be. The few things she could see, however, made Batgirl very concerned. Next to the table was a tray with several ominous looking utensils on it, none of which looked particularly amusing to the prone superheroine. A large dildo was the focal point that drew her attention immediately, the smooth rubber surface gleaming dully in the reflected light. Alongside the dildo was a pump gag attached to a half-mask, the numerous straps and buckles providing a testament to its permanence once attached. Then there were the four plexiglass tubes, with a strange valve arrangement inside each. The function of the valves remained a mystery, and Batgirl was hard pressed to identify exactly how they would operate. Several thin chains were also in evidence, coiled together in a way that made them difficult to identify from one another.


  Whatever the Mariner had planned, it didn’t look to be pleasant. Batgirl began tensing in the chains, stretching the cuffs to take advantage of any weakness that might be found. After several long minutes of straining, she had to come to the unfortunate conclusion that the bindings were too secure to overcome by simple force. She had placed a sleeping gas capsule in her thumb compartment, in the hopes that it would have been very effective in the close confines of the warehouse she had been captured in. Useless in her current situation. She did the only sensible thing she could think of at this point; she rested, awaiting a more opportune moment to try and break free.


  It was several hours later when the creaking of the door indicated that the Mariner had returned. The thin shaft of light was blinding after her prolonged stay in darkness; and by no coincidence it fell directly between her wide-forked legs. He flipped a switch on the wall, and several flourescent lights now filled the room with moderate lighting.


  “Ah, my dear, awake at last I see. Good. I wanted to be sure you were fully rested for your newest ordeal.”


  Batgirl tensed her muscles but gave no other outward sign of her displeasure. Behind the mask, green eyes smoldered with suppressed anger. “Well, Mariner, back from whatever slimy rock you crawled under…”


  “Indeed. I trust you’ve had time to examine your newest gifts on the table beside you? They were hand selected to ensure that you’ll remember this session for a long time to come. Do you like them?”


  “Not particularly…the only thing I’d like is to see your face back behind the bars at Arkham, where it belongs.”


  “Tsk, Tsk, Batgirl” Arox remonstrated, “I’d hoped you would be a good sport about this. You lost fair and square. Now you have to accept the consequences.”


  “It’s obvious that you don’t know the meaning of ‘fair’. And when I get free of this, I’m going to show you exactly what ‘consequences’ are…”


  “Bold words from a naked female, chained spreadeagled and helpless….most amusing, really…” Kemp remarked. “It’s unfortunate that your parents never taught you the ‘silence is golden’ lesson…let me show you exactly what I mean….”


  Batgirl watched as her captor walked slowly to the table and retrieved the gag, examining it as if he hadn’t seen one before. He turned it this way and that in the light, seemingly pleased at the way the buckles clinked against each other.


  “Now, my little minnow, we can do this the easy way, or the hard way.”


  Barbara had been through this before with the fiend. She recalled vivid memories of both options; she definitely didn’t want to do this the hard way. She grudgingly opened her mouth to accept the bladder, wincing at the vile rubbery taste as it squeezed between her teeth. The Mariner methodically buckled the straps into place, eagerly pulling the notched cutouts one position beyond what was comfortable. The leather mask hugged her jaw, while the forehead strap ensured that no slippage was going to occur for the unfortunate wearer. Two straps on either side of her nose connected upward to the forehead strap, sealing her inside the hideous thing with no possibility of parole. The gag wasn’t going to come off without help.


  “I think we can start at three-quarter pressure, since we’re only just beginning…” Arox gently, lovingly held the pump bulb in his hand, almost caressing it as he gave it the first squeeze. The vile rubber bladder increased only slightly. A few more squeezes, and Batgirl could definitely observe its presence in her mostly packed mouth. After a few more pumps, the pressure on her cheeks and lips was beginning to border on painful, but wasn’t quite there yet.


  “Now I want to make sure that I’m as supportive as possible to your situation, if you’ll pardon the pun…” Kemp removed some kind of cushion from beneath the table; lifting Batgirl at the small of the back, he slid the cushion beneath her. Her rump was now almost 6 inches from the surface of the table.


  Arox now gingerly grasped the first chain; Batgirl watched as he threaded it through a pulley directly above her left breast. Three more chains were then threaded, one above the right breast, and two onto pulleys just above her crotch. Barbara was beginning to get a sinking feeling about this, especially based on the placement of the pulleys directly over sensitive erogenous zones.


  “Mmmmph!!!” she retorted, the gag completely masking whatever words she had actually spoken. The Mariner paused, smiling down at the helpless Batgirl.


  “I’m sorry my dear….did you have something you wanted to say?”


  Daggers shot from the captive eyes, but Batgirl didn’t reply; she didn’t want to give Kemp the satisfaction of knowing how effectively gagged she was.


  “I didn’t think so….”. The setup continued.


  The four strange plexiglass tubes were now moved into position directly below each pulley. The Mariner attached the chains onto the tubes in two locations, one on either side, so that the opening of each tube was still free and clear. The tubes rested upright on four small stands that surrounded the examination table. Kemp reached beneath the table again, revealing a jewelry case to the gagged prisoner.


  “I decided to get you something special for our date….” The case snapped open, and Barbara hesitantly peered inside. Nestled on a black velvet background, four gold rings glittered seductively at her. If the rings had been a token of affection, their value and beauty would have made her the envy of every other woman who saw them. They were exquisitely detailed, a series of filigrees enhancing their brilliance. Sharp reflections shone off their highly polished surface, immediately making them the center of anyone’s attention. They were undoubtedly worth a small fortune.


  “I’m so glad you like them!!… Let’s put them on, shall we?” Arox asked pleasantly, as he removed the first ring from the case.


  “MMMPH!” Batgirl shouted, writhing frantically to escape the coming assault. Because these weren’t ordinary rings. Because these were punishment rings. And because the Mariner was now angling the first ring toward her previously pierced left nipple.


  “MMMMMMMPPPHH!” Ring one was firmly attached. Ring two was now removed from the case.


  “MMMM—MMMPPPHH!” Batgirl winced as the second ring was threaded home in the right nipple.


  “Very nice, Batgirl… I do believe that you know where the last two are going, don’t you?” her captor asked in a slightly amused tone.


  Despite her best attempts to cover her emotions, an edge of fear was reflected in the shining green eyes. The third and fourth rings were removed from the case, and the Mariner moved to his left, positioning himself downward on Batgirl’s straining body.


  “MMM-MM-MMMPHH! NNNN-MMMPHH!”


  The pussy rings were now threaded into place on her delicate labia, with Batgirl trembling slightly from the aftereffects of the process. The pierced locations hadn’t been used for quite some time, since Batgirl had obviously tried to avoid situations like this. Unfortunately, this time she was unsuccessful.


  “It would be a shame to waste all the slack in the chains, eh?” Arox laughed. Each chain was now led from its associated pulley to one of the four rings, and attached so that no slack was visible. When the arrangement was finished, each of the four rings was attached to a plexi tube, by route of the pulleys. It was an intricate, if not encouraging, arrangement. The only item left on the table was the massive dildo; the Mariner picked it up.


  “Open wide and say ‘Aaaahhh…’” Kemp chortled as he began working the dildo into place.


  “MMPH! Mmmph! Mn-MMph!”


  It was several frustrating, glorious minutes later when the base of the dildo finally nestled home against her chained lips.


  “Comfy, my dear?”. Batgirl’s angry, glaring eyes bored into her captor. It was the only retaliation possible under the circumstances. She watched as the Mariner walked to the wall behind her, and turned a valve. He then returned to the table, smiling down at the beautiful, restrained heroine. Lifting her at the small of the back, he removed the cushion supporting her.


  “I think you’ll find this interesting…”


  Batgirl had immediately supported herself using her leg and arm muscles, but she knew that this was a temporary measure at best. Within a minute the tingling started in her arms and legs, indicating the beginning of muscle fatigue. Barbara suspected this was to be no simple punishment, but she had no choice other than to relax her pose. She gingerly relaxed her hips downward onto the examining table, wincing slightly as each of the four chains tensioned and pulled the lightweight clear cylinders upward.


  The Mariner reached into his pocket and withdrew a final, very short chain. He quickly attached this to the dildo inside the recuperating Batgirl, before she had a chance to recover. She looked at him quizzically, not really understanding the action. Not until a few seconds later, at least.


  Kemp removed a tiny remote transmitter from his pocket, and gently depressed a button on it. Four tiny spigots mounted in the ceiling began to dispense a thin stream of water into each of the four plexi tubes. Batgirl stared in horror, realizing immediately what the end result would be. As each tube slowly filled, the weight began to increase, pulling with more and more pressure at her captive nipples, stretching her already sensitive labia. Another 60 seconds passed while the tubes slowly filled, and still the water descended. The pressure was unbearable. Her lips stretched outward, reaching to the torturous pulleys as if to meet them. Her nipples were yanked upward with far too much weight pulling on them, and still the flow continued.


  “MMMMPHPH!!” Batgirl arched her back once more to relieve what pressure she could.


  When her tightly strained nates were once again six inches off the table, the plexi-tubes settled back onto their respective stands. The function of the valve inside each tube was now apparent. Although the water still flowed from the spigots above, the valve inside each tube now opened a hole that allowed the pent-up water to escape. The release was not instantaneous, however. Batgirl watched the slow stream of water as it trickled from the tubes. It was going to take about 2 minutes, during which time she had to remain exactly arched in this position; otherwise the valves would close again.


  Batgirl swore profusely behind the gag, the stream of invectives coming out as muffled groans due to the inflated gag. It was diabolical. The process of filling the tubes had been precisely timed with the process of emptying the tubes, and the two were of the exact same duration. If she rested for 1 minute, she had to stay arched for 1 minute. If she arched for 2 minutes, it was because she had been resting for 2 minutes. The punishment was devious, painful, and foolproof. She had no choice but to keep offsetting one side of the equation. Too much rest, and her sensitive erogenous zones suffered for her inactivity; too much arching, and her fatigued muscles would fail. Batgirl pulled wildly at the restraints as the realization sunk in that her ordeal had barely begun. “MMMMPPPPPPHHHH! MMMM-MMNNNNPH!” echoed behind the gag as Batgirl screamed her outrage.


  The Mariner laughed as he watched the angry gyrations of the straining superheroine, knowing that the full realization of her punishment had just sunken in. “Now, my dear Batgirl, I’ll leave you to your fate. Since it looks to be rather painful, I wanted to make sure that at least one thing was pleasant for you…”. Arox pressed another button on the tiny remote, watching for the captive heroine’s reactions.


  The dildo that had been squeezed into Batgirl’s tight interior now roared into life, buzzing madly in its tight velvet confines.


  “MMMMMMPPPHHHHH!!!” echoed even more loudly from beneath the gag as Barbara railed against this newest assault. The warm tingling in her loins signaled the start of sexual excitation as the rubber penis worked to achieve its objective. Sweat broke out on her brow as the combination of effects took their toll.


  “Enjoy your stay, little minnow. I’ll stop back in a few hours to see how you’re doing.” A few hours!, Batgirl thought anxiously. Only five minutes had passed, and already the punishment was horrible. Barbara could only imagine what kind of shape she’d be in a few hours from now.


  Arox stopped briefly on his way out, reaching over the straining arms to give the gag a few additional pumps for good measure; the pressure from the gag had now increased into the ‘painful’ level, and Batgirl squirmed in response. Then the Mariner was gone, locking the door behind him.


  Batgirl continued to swear profusely, the muffled “mmph”s echoing in the now empty room. Her trembling thighs needed to rest, and the cylinders were now empty of water. She relaxed her arching back downward, coming to rest once again on the punishment table. As soon as the vibrator chain relaxed, the dildo stopped its incessant drilling. One small favor. But the cylinders were filling again, and within two minutes she was again readying herself for the bowed position. As her seductively curved ass left the table, the dildo chain tightened, reactivating the eager beast inside her. The rekindling of her love fires was faster this time, and at the end of the two minute draining interval, she was close to orgasm. With the activation/deactivation of the intruder, it was harder to ignore and (unfortunately) more exciting, since the barrage wasn’t constant. Another rest as the rings pulled outward, and she was up again to reverse the buildup.


  Batgirl was arched for almost a full minute, trembling on the precipice of her first orgasm. She knew what the loss of control would probably cost her. The result was inevitable, however. The fulsome love lips were fully stimulated now, and the vibrations from the dildo tunneled into her deepest core, too powerful to be ignored. Her entire body tensed as the waves reached their peak… then the erotic storm crashed through her. The wildly bucking body pulled madly at the restraints, her chest heaving and straining in a desperate attempt to capture enough oxygen. The rings were inadvertently yanked by the motion of her trembling body, the sudden movement delivering several pangs of lightning through the captive parts. Beads of sweat had broken out all over her body as her energies were expended in several directions at once. The trembling muscles from the orgasm coupled with the tensed muscles to hold her in position combined to conspire against her. When she finally relaxed back onto the table, she was shuddering in response.


  Then the process began again….


  It was three hours more before the click of a lock signaled the Mariner’s return. The sight that greeted him as he entered the room was really quite amazing.


  Batgirl was still doing her dance of ecstasy, fighting against her fate. The stretching of her erogenous zones was quite pronounced now, as the cylinders were nearly 3/4 full with water. The nipples stretched up in a long line marred only by the thin gold ring at the tip, while the engorged, extended labia were literally vibrating against the restraints that pulled them. Batgirl’s entire body was covered with beads of sweat, as was the surface of the punishment table. Even at rest, the muscles trembled uncontrollably with fatigue and exhaustion. And still she fought, unaware even that her captor had returned.


  A weak, inexorably slow motion began as the ass raised itself into the air, activating the vibrator for who knew how many times. Beneath the dildo and its descending chain, a pool of syrupy love juices had gathered onto the table.


  Batgirl had been a busy little heroine.


  The Mariner stared in fascination as the fatigued muscles exerted themselves as best they could. Trembling violently now, it was obvious that they would not support the unfortunate captive for more than a few seconds at best. He watched closely as the captive labia, punished though they were, continued to respond to the buzzing phallus.


  She was going to orgasm again! Arox focused on the quivering love lips, watching as they tightened in preparation. A quaking, squeezing set of labia was the most animated thing on Batgirl as the orgasm shook her exhausted body. Her legs immediately gave out under the duress, the cylinders having released barely any water at all. Ah, but the tensing of her love canal was still in evidence! More juices flowed into the collection beneath her, but Barbara barely registered the action. Her world had become a dazed cycle of relax / tense / relax , and she was not cognizant of anything else.


  The Mariner turned off the valve that supplied the water to the cylinders, but Batgirl hadn’t even noticed. Though the valve was off, she arched her back yet again, so conditioned had she become to the punishment process. Arox leaned over her straining body, and slid two fingers across her pussy lips, one on either side of the dildo. No reaction, other than to slicken his fingers with her juices.


  Disappointed, he then slid them into her love tube, feeling the tightly strained muscles expand for his digital insertion. That got a response! The muscles tightened in waves, undulating across his fingers as still another orgasm rippled through Batgirl’s body. She was breathing heavily, breaths coming in gasps and shudders as the erotic waves crashed yet again through an already storm tossed erogenous zone. Kemp smiled in surprise as the contractions continued against his fingers for almost thirty seconds. The dildo had really performed beyond all expectations!


  “Mmmm, my dear Batgirl, you really are beyond compare.”


  Hate filled eyes glared up at her captor for subjugating her to the terrible combination of pain and pleasure. The fingers slowly withdrew from inside her, probing and sliding across every point possible during the entire extraction process. Arox was getting what pleasure he could from her helpless position, and she was far too depleted to raise an objection.


  “Very nice, my beauty…” her captor remarked. “Smooth, good muscle tone, and excellent response time. I could make a fortune with you as a call girl, if you were a bit more willing. For now, though, I think you’ve earned a bit of a rest before we move you to my hideout.”


  Batgirl let out a whistling sigh; she was stung by the comments, but was also both relieved and mortified. Relieved since she would be able to recuperate from the grueling bondage; mortified because Kemp obviously wasn’t finished with her yet.


  The Mariner unclamped each of the cylinders one at a time. The cessation of stretching to her already assaulted exterior caused a rush of pleasure to flow through her. She had been under duress for so long that she had forgotten how nice it was to be free. Her aching body would recover its strength in time.


  The rings were removed next, with Batgirl wincing slightly as the threading was reversed. Arox returned them to their case as Barbara watched in consternation. He was saving them…for some future processing? Barbara didn’t envy the recipient…and she certainly didn’t intend to let it be Batgirl again.


  “We’ll need to move you to your cell, so that you can rest for awhile.”


  Batgirl stared gratefully. But Arox continued to gaze at his captive.


  “But we can’t let you get too comfortable, otherwise you might recover enough strength to become a problem.”


  Uh-oh, here it comes, Barbara thought. Nothing was ever simple with this fiend.


  “So I’ve decided to make sure you receive a ‘seat-belt’, of a sort…” The Mariner reached beneath the table, his outstretched hand returning with a wide leather chastity belt. Attached to the center of the backstrap was a slightly narrower leather strap, which hung down to reveal a padlock at its terminus.


  “Mmmmm….” was all Batgirl could muster, knowing that the belt would be attached with or without her approval.


  “Look at the bright side, my dear… I’m letting you keep the dildo!” Arox laughed loudly. Barbara’s eyes widened slightly, but she made no sound in response. There wasn’t any point. The Mariner secured the wide belt across her captive midriff, rolling the buckles till they were snug. He then proceeded two notches beyond snug, so that Batgirl’s waist was squeezed inward tightly.


  He then lifted her slightly by a latch on the front of the belt, reaching beneath her to recover the center strap. Kemp pulled upward with some force, the rough leather pressing deeply between the two halves of Batgirl’s smoothly rounded derriere, and pressing hard against the ever- present dildo. Once the leather strap sank deeply into the soft skin beneath it, Arox used a padlock to secure the center strap to the waist belt. Batgirl’s friend was home to stay for a while. “Mmmm-nnnn……” Batgirl moaned as the leather chafed against her. The Mariner smiled as removed the chains from one cuffed leg, and quickly attached it to the other ankle with a much shorter chain. He repeated the process with her wrists, carefully maneuvering her so that she never had a chance to swing wildly at her captor. Only when Batgirl’s wrists were behind her back, and 8 inches of chain attached her ankles, did he release the final padlocks that secured her cuffs to the table.


  “Now, Batgirl, we’re going to go for a short walk to the back of the lab. I suggest that you take short steps, since it’s all the chains will allow anyway.”


  The Mariner helped his captive to stand, and Barbara swayed slightly as the blood rushed from her head after being prone for so long. Then the walk to her cage began as she took mincing steps in an effort not to fall. Kemp walked proudly behind, watching the seductive sway of the shapely hips, the flow of the churning buttocks as Batgirl shuffled forward. This was just too much fun. His previous encounters with Batgirl had been either an apex of victory, or a crashing defeat. This was definitely shaping up to be the former. And he had some even more interesting times planned ahead for the superheroine who was trying to thwart him.


  Barbara had reached the cell door and waited dutifully as the Mariner unlocked it. A hundred escape plans churned through her mind as Arox stood at her side, but none seemed workable in her present condition. A roundhouse kick wasn’t possible; neither was a leg sweep. A punch to the jaw seemed unlikely with her hands behind her back. And though a shoulder charge might knock her captor to the ground, did he even have the key to her lock mechanisms on him? The split second that she debated the shoulder charge was too long, and Arox was behind her again. Batgirl stepped meekly into the cell, turning to watch the door slam shut behind her.


  “I still have some preparations for our next adventure, so you should get a few hours rest now…..you’re going to need it….” Arox pocketed the key, and turned to leave. “Oh, I almost forgot…..”. The Mariner removed the tiny remote, and pressed a button. The dildo began to buzz rapidly beneath the tight leather belt.


  Batgirl heard the footsteps echoing from around the corner, along with the laughter, then a door slammed shut again.


  Barbara knew she couldn’t endure another session like the last one. It had pushed her beyond all known limits, and even now standing upright was difficult. Yet this might be her only chance for escape.


  Batgirl began examining the bars to her prison. The hardened steel would be almost impossible to cut through, even if she had the tools. The lock to the cell door looked a bit more promising; though the deadbolt was solid, it was a simple tumbler affair that would be picked easily, if she could find a substitute key. She scanned the floor of the cell for any refuse that might give her an edge to insert into the lock. There was none. Then, behind the pump gag, Batgirl smiled. It was the first smile in many, many hours.


  The bed. The bed was a simple mattress, with a steel frame. What was exciting about it was the springs beneath the mattress. A sharp metal edge, bendable with work, that would fit the cuffs that bound her and the cell door. But did she have the time?


  Barbara sat quickly on the bed, working her hands below her buttocks and across her thighs. In seconds, her locked wrists were in front of her. She twisted the valve on her pump gag, reveling in the release of pressure from the deflating bladder. She pulled tightly at the buckles, rolling and removing the balance of the leather face mask, and tossing it in disgust to the floor.


  “Son of a BITCH!” she screamed aloud, mostly as a retort to her long-gone captor. Then she resumed her covert actions. She was building slowly to the peak of another orgasm, and couldn’t spare the time to lament her condition. She moved to the edge of the bed, and painstakingly removed a spring from the frame. It was almost ten minutes later, and after a good deal of bending and manipulating, that anything resembling a lockpick could be seen. The first orgasm struck, her body shuddering in response. But now she was focused, and shook off the effects as she worked to break free. Another ten passed before the locks on the cuffs gave way, and she could work on the door. As vile and distracting as it was, she had made the conscious decision to leave the chastity belt on, at least for the moment. Though the orgasms were a distraction to her efforts, the belt didn’t prevent her from being able to fight if needed. It wasn’t like the cuffs or the door to the cell; those absolutely HAD to be opened first. If the Mariner returned while she was still working on escape, at least she would have her priorities set correctly.


  Almost twenty minutes passed before the dark angel was rewarded by the click of the lock giving way. Another two orgasms had briefly interrupted her progress, the sensations robbing her of her concentration as she worked. She quickly swung the door outward and scanned the corridor. No-one yet. Since a dead end appeared to her left, she returned to the examining room on her right. There, beneath the table, was a sight that warmed her heart immensely. Her costume and utility belt. She retrieved the utility belt first, exhaling a long sigh as she removed a modified concussor grenade from one of the pouches. It was the perfect weapon for the close confines of the room, especially since this one was designed to be directional in its output. If the Mariner returned, a simple toss of the grenade would send the shockwave toward him and away from her. She enjoyed the thought of that prospect immensely.


  Now Batgirl began working on the chastity belt, removing it within a few minutes. She paused briefly; then, very gingerly, she grasped her ‘friend’ and slid it carefully out. Despite everything she had been through, a final, last ditch orgasm ran through her as the dildo reached the end of her love canal, buzzing madly as it crossed the opening. Batgirl almost swooned from the rush and draining of energy that accompanied the final barrage, then she steadied. She dropped it to the floor with a disgusted snort, then kicked it angrily across the tiled floor of the room. Quickly redressing into her costume, the dark angel smoothed the material into place, until the form fitting black slitex hugged her perfectly. She moved to the entryway, and positioned herself to the left of the doorway. Now her vigil began.


  After almost six hours, Batgirl began to despair. Something had tipped the Mariner off. She retraced her steps, and found the culprit within minutes. In her haste to recover her freedom, she had tripped a laser grid that had been set in the narrow hallway. Arox must have prepared for any eventuality, and planted the device to be almost invisible as it lay recessed in the brick wall. He wasn’t going to be returning to a fully armed and expectant crimefighter. She curbed her feelings of rage and frustration for another time. She removed the electric eye, hoping it might provide some clue to the whereabouts of her nemesis. Barbara realized that the lack of the Mariner’s reappearance wasn’t necessarily the worst thing that could have happened; she still needed a fair amount of time for rest and recovery. In her weakened condition she might have failed to subdue her enemy, and would have ended as his prisoner once again. Better to save her revenge for a time when she was fully recuperated.


  Batgirl moved to the front door, methodically examining it for any signs of a trap. After finding none, she opened it. She found herself on the docks. Of course. The Mariner was never far from his beloved water. Her Black Ninja cycle was only a few blocks away, stowed in one of the less used alleys. A long walk wasn’t her first choice for an illustrious escape, especially after what she had just been through, but sometimes you had to take what you could get. Batgirl started off to recover her bike, taking short and carefully planted steps….


  Chapter 3

  The Main Attraction..


  Once Barbara had returned to her apartment, she stripped off the slitex costume and mask, reveling in the feel of warm comfortable cotton against her skin. The cushy bathrobe was one of her favorite items after a hard day, whether or not Batgirl had been on the prowl. Today certainly qualified. After a long, hot bath she lay down, and immediately passed out.


  It was six hours later, with the dying embers of the sunset filtering into the room, when Barbara finally awoke. She hadn’t meant to sleep that long; but it had certainly helped to clear her head and refresh her body.


  Re-examining the lists of prior chemicals with the new agents that the Mariner had stolen, Barbara now had a theory. The Mariner seemed to be working on a plan to infect the water supply. Most of the stolen chemicals had fluidic bonding agents which would allow them to disperse easily and invisibly in water. Though invisible, the chemicals would be bound to the water molecules in a way that made them inseparable. It was the perfect tool for distributing his revenge. Unless Barbara could determine when or how, no-one in the city was safe. She retrieved the case with what little hard evidence she had gathered, and examined the electric eye.


  Nothing unremarkable appeared to her. The device was not particularly advanced, so ‘special components’ wasn’t an aspect that would help. Still, this was a security item, and an antiquated one by today’s standards. Maybe the inverse line of thinking would help.


  “Computer, connect to Oracle mainframe, voiceprint ID BG-Alpha 1. Password, ‘Wraith’.” Barbara waited while the connection was made, traveling through some very sophisticated hacker’s code that she had written to slip through the security on the mainframe in Gotham Central Records. As computer processing had advanced, semi-intelligent computers had filled the marketplace. Now with voice recognition and verbal interlinks, very few people knew or even cared how to write electronic code. But for the few who did, and could get past the impressive security, the possibilities were endless. The Oracle supercomputer was at the heart of every connection in the city, and all data in one form or another passed through it. Even cash transactions were tallied on computers, so there was very little that couldn’t be uncovered by an expert hacker. And Batgirl was definitely expert. ” << CONNECTION COMPLETE…INFORMATION REQUESTED? >> “


  Barbara bit her lip as she pondered how to answer the question. What was the best criteria to narrow the search? It was an Alos device, a 3472. She supposed that the Mariner would have purchased the device since his escape from Arkham, which was recently. And the internal power supply seemed to be a separate item, so would have to be purchased separately.


  “Oracle, give me all purchases within sixty days of Alos Manufacuring device 3472, purchased within the past 60 days, accompanied by Alos device 3475. Display to console.”


  ” << RETRIEVAL COMPLETED >> ” The wall touchpad now lit with 14 separate names and addresses. In some cases, the transaction was identified as ‘Cash’. The Mariner was intelligent….she couldn’t afford to rule out a dummy name and/or address.


  “Oracle, eliminate purchases made with Ident cards.”


  Ident cards were the standard way to purchase items; the user simply swiped the card, and the money was exchanged electronically from an account. But the identification cards were validated by DNA matching, so only the true owner of the card could use it successfully. A stolen card simply wouldn’t ‘open’. Making it more secure was the fact that the same DNA was used to match the birth record DNA. It had almost made other forms of payment obsolete….almost. The Mariner couldn’t use a card as an escaped convict, and it was unlikely that he could have coerced a carduser without flagging the authorities.


  A small chime sounded, indicating the return of data to the console. Four entries remained, three of which were ‘Cash’. Barbara peered intently at the results.


  “Match serial number of 3472. E1023764.”


  The chime sounded. No items were displayed.


  “Return previous. Eliminate items where serial number was recorded, and was not E1023764.”


  The chime sounded once again, and now only one entry was displayed.


  “Display all available data, this transaction.”


  The console flashed every scrap of data that had been stored for this transaction. There wasn’t much. It had been sold by “Technophobes”, a rather seedy shop on the eastern side of the city. Though not officially illegal, it was generally frowned upon not to record a serial number. This was definitely looking like the probable target.


  “Delete query data, and execute BG-Erasure subroutine 1.”


  ” << COMPLYING >> ” All traces of Barbara’s questions to Oracle were now being erased, as well as the history of the connection. It would appear to any systems programmer that the data and the connection had simply never existed. Three more programs were available, which were increasingly more aggressive in their erasure routines; she hoped she never had to use the level 4 routine…


  Barbara reloaded the items on her utility belt. She also clipped a new module into one of the compartments. Though still experimental, she suspected that this new device could come in handy, based on the typical modus-operandi of her quarry. Then she quickly donned the costume, stretching into the form fitting black slitex once again. It was time to pay a visit to Technophobes.


  * * *


  The Black Ninja glided to a halt at the back door of Technophobes. In stealth mode, the 900 CC engine had been absolutely silent in the darkened alley. Batgirl strode to the door, and examined the security. It took her almost 17 seconds to wire a bypass to the outdated magnetic sensor on the door. For an enterprise that sold security gadgets, this place was truly pathetic.


  Batgirl removed the Nightseeker lenses from her utility belt, briefly touching them to her mask. Now adhered, the lenses displayed the room in fair detail. She found the terminal to the computer, but knew that Oracle had already displayed any information available. She was searching for something a bit more archaic…a filing cabinet.


  In the managerial offices, she found a locked desk. Her picks made short work of the locks on the drawers. It was the third drawer that held her interest. A small metal box, with a flip lid, contained notes regarding special instructions. For invoice A-295, there was a note regarding delivery. An address of 427 Aqueous Way.


  Batgirl smiled as she returned the room to its previously undisturbed state. 427 Aqueous way; the name of the location was just too coincidental to be ignored; and the address directly bordered the river in the warehouse district. She was about to pay an unscheduled visit to the location…


  * * *


  Atop 426 Aqueous way, the building next door, Batgirl used her binoculars to search the surroundings. From the slightly higher vantage point, Barbara was able to view into several of the windows to determine what lay within. She had managed to pinpoint at least two guards on a patrol route, but had not found evidence of the Mariner yet.


  What was worrisome was the steel drum from Oxo Chemicals. It hadn’t officially been identified as a stolen component from the recent breakins, since the use was primarily medical. Hemostrychnine. In small doses, it could keep someone from bleeding to death in an accident. In larger doses, it would constrict the arteries so much that the patient would die.


  It looked like the Mariner was making some kind of ‘incapacitation’ cocktail. The stolen fluidic bonding agents, when mixed with Hemo, would dilute into a large body of water quite easily. As the victim drank more and more water, the blood vessels would gradually constrict. Even normal bathing was detrimental, since hemo could be absorbed directly through the skin. Eventually, the victims would faint from lack of proper bloodflow. Worse still, the Hemo was normally an easy drug to countermand. But with the bonding agents, it would settle directly into the lining of the blood vessels and would not be easily dislodged without an antidote.


  The citizens of Gotham would drop like flies, until no-one was left standing to help them. And only a lunatic would have the antidote.


  Batgirl realized that she had to act fast to prevent this menace. The hideout didn’t border the river by accident. The waters of the river were purified in a processing plant just downstream from here, and were the major source of water for Gotham inhabitants. Arox probably had all the chemicals he needed at this point; now he just had to mix them into the correct proportions, and deliver them into the river.


  Batgirl retraced her steps to a side entry that looked to be the best bet for an undiscovered entry. The alarms were more sophisticated on this door, consisting of magnetic catches, motion detectors, and an old fashioned mechanical switch. Clever, really…since a hi-tech burglar would probably miss the meaning of something that looked like a hinge. Batgirl disarmed the devices and was inside within minutes.


  She removed a small projectile from her belt, awaiting the exact moment to strike. As the first armed guard clacked past her in steel toed boots, she stepped silently from the alcove and aimed.


  “Hello…”


  The musclebound guard turned cat-quick as the projectile fired. It wasn’t quick enough though. A small ‘ffft’ sound was heard, and the imposing guard, dressed in flack jacket and armor leggings, collapsed in a heap as the tiny dart stuck in his exposed neck. The drug would keep him unconscious for about two hours. Batgirl knew that the battle would have been won or lost at that point, so it was plenty of time. She carefully dragged the sleeping body behind some crates to minimize discovery.


  The second guard was injected just as he climbed the stairs. Barbara, dressed in her black, blended like a chameleon into the darkness of the stairwell. The dart penetrated the sock on the left ankle of the luckless guard. It was a shame that the guard’s armor leggings didn’t extend further…wasn’t it?


  Two down. How many more?


  The stairs led to another floor of the complex. The dark angel glided through the maze of crates and drums on the current floor, until she felt confident that no other sentries were left unattended to. Then she cautiously climbed the stairs, listening at the door. Nothing. There were no alarms, but it was locked. A few seconds later she eased into the room.


  More crates and drums greeted her. And another sentry at the far end of the room, slowly approaching her. Batgirl quickly ducked behind a crate and prepared another sedative, ensuring that the dartgun was once again fully loaded.


  The third guard went down the same way the second had. Firing between two crates at floor level provided the perfect cover to target her adversaries. Barbara dragged the third sentry behind some crates. She was cautious not to get too confident; the Mariner had shown on more than one occasion that he was an enemy who planned ahead.


  The delivery system for the deadly cocktail was now apparent. A drainpipe led outside, feeding directly to the river. Welded directly to the pipe was a connection leading to a vat on the far side of the room. A digital timer displayed a meter for flow rates and elapsed time. Lucky, Batgirl thought. The timer read 0, and the lid to the vat was open. It looked like she was still in time.


  Batgirl carefully continued her examination of the room, until she verified once again that no-one else was in it. At the far left corner, two large glass panes displayed what she had been searching for. Arox Kemp was in the room, busily mixing chemicals. And better still, his back was toward the door.


  Barbara carefully analyzed what she could discern on the surrounding tables. It appeared that the Mariner had no immediately dangerous elements with which to retaliate. No guns or other weapons appeared in evidence.


  Batgirl crept to the door, picking the lock swiftly. Her only concern was the remaining door of the lab; if Kemp had additional guards, that would be where they would enter. She slid into the room undiscovered, removing her pneumatic dart once more. In the other hand she held a concussor grenade, just in case.


  “Well Doctor Jekyll, it looks like you’ve been caught with your hand in the cookie jar” Batgirl said aloud.


  Kemp started, twisting to see his nemesis framed in the doorway. “Batgirl. How good to see you again. I liked how I saw you the last time better, though.”


  “A memory you should hold, Kemp…because you won’t be seeing it again where you’re going” Batgirl retorted.


  “Still, you have to admit, it did get a rise out of you…”


  Batgirl fumed as she remembered briefly their prior encounter. “I think that’s just about enough of the comments, Kemp.” Batgirl suppressed a smile as she continued. “Now, we can do this the easy way, or the hard way…”


  The Mariner laughed. “Touche, Batgirl. Hoist by my own petard, as the expression goes. Don’t you want to know ‘why’?”


  “Not particularly. Why does a lunatic do anything? To aggrandize his position…for money…who cares? What’s important is that it ends now.”


  “Just so. Well, Batgirl, I suppose I’m ready then.” Arox held out his hands, wrists together, for the handcuffs to be attached.


  Something’s wrong, Barbara thought. This is too easy. Kemp wouldn’t have given up without any kind of a fight. She cautiously strode forward to take control of the prisoner.


  Only…her feet wouldn’t move. Her boots seemed to be mired in quicksand. Batgirl stole a quick glance downward. Nothing was there. She knew something was wrong. She raised the gun to fire, only her arm didn’t seem to obey the command. Her hand began inching forward of its current position, in what seemed to be slow motion. It took nearly three seconds to raise the dart into position. Batgirl, deeply concerned now, yanked the trigger.


  She watched as Arox Kemp deftly stepped aside, a full second before the sleepy finger of her right hand responded to the command to fire the weapon. The dart whizzed past the target, missing it by a wide berth.


  “You seem a little slow today, Batgirl. Maybe I just better take the other weapon so you don’t hurt yourself.”


  The Mariner was striding directly for Barbara’s left hand. She willed her muscles into action, to rapidly fling the concussor at Arox’ feet. She hadn’t even stretched her hand outward before Kemp pried the fingers apart and harmlessly removed the grenade.


  “Neuron Gas, my dear. A recent invention of mine. It slows all voluntary muscle commands to 1/10th of their normal speed. Quite ingenious, don’t you think?” Arox asked. “What I find particularly amusing is the fact that if you hadn’t been so ‘chatty’, you would have captured me, since it takes a few seconds to settle in. But you do like to talk, don’t you?” Batgirl seethed beneath the mask. He was right. If she had fired when she had entered the room, he’d be unconscious by now. Then she would have had two hours to eliminate the effects of the gas. For all intents and purposes, she was moving in slow motion. “H——h——o—o—w- -…” “How, you ask. Well, it’s actually been in the room the whole time. We’ve both been breathing it. But, as you’ve probably figured out, I have the antidote.


  “Now, let’s see if you’re fully minimized yet…” The Mariner slowly removed a long straightpin from his jacket, holding it up for Batgirl to see clearly.


  “Remember, only voluntary muscles are affected…” Saying this, Arox jabbed the pin directly into Batgirl’s shapely derriere.


  Batgirl jumped forward, escaping the pain by an involuntary muscle reaction.


  “Hmmm…seems about right….” Kemp now removed a clamp from one of the tables beside him. “Now let’s check the voluntary muscles, shall we?…”


  The Mariner fondled Batgirl’s left breast, rolling and kneading it between expert fingers until he had located the telltale trace of the nipple. Barbara watched with concern as Arox held up the clamp for her inspection. Then he attached the device, twisting the knob until the slitex, and the nipple beneath it, were squeezed by incredible pressure.


  The pain hadn’t involved a ‘reflex’ action, so the neurons lazily carried the message to her brain that something was wrong. Meanwhile, the gas hadn’t affected her mental abilities at all. The keen edge of Batgirl’s intellect told her exactly what was going to happen and when. It took nearly a full second for the pain to reach home. Even before Kemp had finished the tightening of the thumbscrew, she had sent the command to her hand to flash out and release the clamp as quickly as possible.


  Arox revelled in Batgirl’s slow motion adventure as she sent the multiple commands to her muscles. First, to reach the clamp; next to untwist the screw. And finally, to repeat the process, since each untwist required a separate thought as thumb and forefinger were repositioned. During the entire process, the pain would be undiminished, a continuous stream until she released the device.


  Batgirl quailed as her fingers slowly obeyed the commands. It HURT! Finally, the clamp dropped to the floor. The Mariner smiled as he help up the stopwatch. Twenty seconds had elapsed. About ten times longer than an ungassed state.


  “Though the possibilities for your current predicament are endless, I’ve got some other plans for you. I daresay it may be my most amusing invention yet…” The Mariner held up a syringe with a colorless liquid, stepping behind Batgirl to administer it. Barbara knew that she couldn’t escape the injection, but she tried anyway. The jab came a second later, and the world around her faded to black a few seconds later…


  * * *


  The first sight that greeted Batgirl upon returning to conciousness was the smiling face of Arox Kemp. It was somewhat distorted however, as was the sound returning to her ears. As the dizziness faded, Barbara began to discover what had been done to her.


  Batgirl had become the newest inhabitant in one of Arox’s aqua- tanks. She was sealed into a black rubber wetsuit that stretched tautly over her young, athletic body. It was stretched VERY tautly. So tautly, in fact, that the only difference between being naked and wearing the suit was the color being displayed. The thin, translucent fabric left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Every line of her desirable form was seductively displayed in the gleaming black material, including the most intimate parts.


  Her ankles had been secured together by black zip strips, which threaded through the galvanized steel links of a chain that padlocked her to the bottom of the tank. She could float anywhere within the tank, as long as she didn’t exceed the 24 inch tether that restrained her.


  Her wrists and elbows seemed to be secured in the same way; it was hard to tell, since they were fastened behind her. The zip-strip had been pulled until her elbows touched; the somewhat painful position was an aspect of her bondage that surely wasn’t accidental. Her proud breasts jutted boldly forward, straining hard against the thin neoprene to create an exciting display for her captors.


  The lead weight belt hugged her hips in the exact location that her utility belt should be. No surprise there. Batgirl stared through the glass diver’s mask at the scuba regulator that had been thoughtfully strapped onto her mouth; the wide rubber band seemed to actually be a part of the mouthpiece, so that even an unconscious occupant would not accidentally dislodge it. That didn’t necessarily bode well for the hapless heroine.


  The gurgling sound of bubbles rising to the surface occurred every few seconds as Batgirl exhaled. Otherwise, all sound was blocked by the water in the tank.


  Barbara examined her prison closely, gathering what information she could. The four walls seemed to be high-tensile glass, which allowed her to look outward in any direction. It also allowed her captors to gaze in, which they seemed to be doing with some relish. A thin polymer layer had been fused between the layers of the glass for added strength. A simple kick wasn’t going to crack the material, that was certain. The space between the walls was about four feet across, both side to side and front to back. Not a lot of room to maneuver in. The ceiling, some two feet above her head even when she straightened, looked to be made of anodized steel. The floor was the same. A steady stream of bubbles supplied oxygen to the water in the tank, though Batgirl didn’t understand why. The scuba tanks on her back were supplying her with more than enough air. The bubbles from the aeration occasionally collided with the dark angel, rolling upward on her rubberized exterior until they lost cohesion with the suit. It was a subliminally erotic display that didn’t go unnoticed by her audience. She finally turned her attention forward, staring through the mask at the smirking Kemp.


  She watched as he toggled a switch beside him; then, suddenly, she was able to hear the sounds in the room outside.


  “Hello, Batgirl. I have to say you look absolutely stunning in your new outfit.”


  Barbara blushed slightly, but said nothing. Obviously.


  “Oh, that’s right…you can’t really talk can you? A shame really…. I’d love to hear your thoughts on what’s about to happen.


  “First, let me mention that your scuba suit is non-removable. I coated the interior of the suit with a special fluidic bonding agent from my collection. For the next 24 hours, the rubber is actually fused to the outer layer of your skin. You can’t remove the suit without removing the dermal layer also.”


  Batgirl started at this news. No wonder the suit molded to her figure so tightly!! It was actually a part of her skin!! “But a bonding agent isn’t the only chemical that was added to the suit. I think this part is easier to understand if we demonstrate.”


  Batgirl watched as the Mariner pushed another switch on the control board. A narrow panel opened in the ceiling of her enclosure, and something entered the tank. Barbara watched as it wafted downward past her diving mask, scuttling crazily to keep its balance. It was a fiddler crab. A tiny fiddler crab. The entire creature was only about two inches wide and an inch deep. Barbara eyes followed the diminutive crustacean as it finally came to rest on the floor of the tank. It wasn’t inactive long, however. The little thing scrambled almost immediately to the chain that secured her ankles, and began climbing the links one at a time. Thirty seconds later it had reached her rubber coated feet, and transferred its tiny body to them. Then it scuttled down to her left toe, and stopped.


  Batgirl stared at Kemp. He was waiting. He didn’t wait long, however. A few seconds later, Batgirl let out a sharp yowl as minuscule claws clamped down hard on the exposed toe. Barbara twisted violently several times, and eventually dislodged her tiny tormentor. At this point, the lilliputian soldier simply wafted to the bottom; after several seconds of disorientation, it had begun a return trip to the chain that bound her ankles.


  “If I may be so bold as to make a suggestion, Batgirl… When the fiddler reaches the red circle that surrounds the chain, you should twist violently again….”


  Batgirl watched as the crab neared the circle, then she twisted once again. The motion produced a lifting of the entire circle that she hadn’t noticed previously. A volume of water swept downward into a drain that was located below the plate, carrying the fiddler with it.


  “Now you see how the process works. That was a genetically altered Dwarf Red Fiddler. He was deprived of one critical chemical that he needs to survive. And that chemical has been seeped into the rubber of your suit directly at your left toe. I’m afraid he would have kept clawing there all day until he got what he needed….


  “A pull upward on the ankle chain opens the drain below you momentarily. Anything caught near the red line will be swept away. Unfortunately, that requires you to do quite a few calisthenics, doesn’t it?


  Barbara glared at her captor through the thick glass.


  “I didn’t want you to be lonely, my dear. So I should mention that there are over 300 crabs waiting to meet you in the tank above. And, by sheer coincidence, there are 300 chemical patches seeped into your rubber skin at various ‘interesting’ locations….”


  Batgirl stared in horror at the Mariner, aghast at what she was hearing. One crab was a minor annoyance. Ten or twelve would be painful. But three hundred? The rubber figure shuddered involuntarily inside the aqua-tank.


  “I don’t want to spoil the surprise..but I think you’ll find that some of the locations are more sensitive than others…”


  Batgirl’s green eyes began to reflect fear as she considered the tautness the suit, and the availability of her suspended body. What part of her couldn’t a two inch creature get at, if it meant life or death for it?


  The Mariner was staring intently now, reveling in her distress. “Don’t forget…you can stem the tide by judicious use of the drain. If you can dislodge the fiddlers by shaking violently enough, and if you can pull upward at the right moment, you can flush them down the drain.”


  A small reprieve, Batgirl knew. It was hard enough to dislodge the one…but 300? Each shake would probably detach a few, but as the pain got more intense, she would lose focus on when to pull upward on the drain plug.


  “Ooooo… This is going to be so much fun!!!” Arox chortled as he pushed a lever.


  A tiny warrior dropped to the floor, making its way to the chain. Batgirl, distracted momentarily by Arox’s comments, missed the window of opportunity on the drain. It was already headed upward on the chain.


  It was with surprise, shock, and another small yowl that Batgirl vented her frustrations when the fiddler again attached itself to her left toe. She twisted violently, but the little critter held on longer this time before becoming dislodged. A quick swoop as he neared the red line, and he was gone.


  Batgirl stared venomously at the laughing Kemp. “I didn’t say they were gone forever, my dear!!! Just recycled!!”


  It was obvious now that even if she flushed one of the creatures, it would eventually return. Arox had deliberately re-released the first one she had encountered to drive the point home.


  Three more crustaceans floated past her as she dwelled on this. She yanked sharply on the ankle chain, eliminating one of them, but as she reset her position the other two crossed the red line.


  As the two started to ascend the chain, two more wafted down past her diving mask. Batgirl watched in dismay. This was going to be a long, drawn out affair, and she knew that eventually the fiddlers would win the war. With over three hundred combatants, Batgirl could time everything perfectly but would still be overrun by sheer numbers.


  Barbara focused on the room beyond, ignoring the two crabs on their way up her leg. She scanned the room looking for a particular item that she needed. A sharp stab behind her right calf caused her to squirm abruptly as the first crab found its ‘home’. The second crab was still ascending when she discovered what she had been searching for. Across the room, neatly folded, was her slitex costume and her utility belt. Both items rested on a table about twenty feet away.


  Batgirl spent the next sixty seconds enduring the depredations of two intent marauders as they clamped onto their favorite spots. She tried to ignore the pinching as she focused on activating the new device that she had recently installed in her utility belt. Though it was a prototype, the sonic transmitter was a powerful addition to her electronic arsenal. Powered by a duranium battery, the transmitter could generate a sustained wall of sound or a short intense pulse. The latter was more in line with Batgirl’s current thinking. A powerful blast might be enough to shatter her prison. The key words were ‘might be’. There were several obstacles, however. The first was activation. The device had been tested via her thumbnail transmitter with the intent of being two or three feet from the receiver on her belt. It had never been tested at twenty feet. Add to that the fact that she was underwater, and the chances of activating the device seemed slim. Still, a slim hope was better than none.


  Bending her fingers carefully, the dark angel pressed hard on her right thumb, until she felt a small click. That signaled the activation of the transmitter in pulse mode. Now she carefully pushed hard at the hidden dial beneath the nail, working the control through the slippery rubber. When it felt as if the dial wouldn’t turn any further, she stopped. It was set to full power.


  Meanwhile, two crabs were latched on, and two more were on their way. The pain behind her calf was growing as Fiddler 1 continued to pick. Fiddler 2 had stationed itself on her left shoulder blade, and had just given its first nip.


  As Fiddler 3 and 4 climbed, Batgirl shook furiously in an attempt to dislodge the intruders. Fiddlers 1 and 4 broke loose, but the other two remained. Six warriors were poised at the bottom of the tank, as the concerned Batgirl watched more paratroopers fall with each passing second. A sharp tug flushed two of the six, but three more had crossed the threshhold. The storm was building below her…


  The second item of concern for the gently wafting heroine was the distance. Even if the transmitter was active, the testing for its ability to shatter glass had been at a distance of six feet in the trial runs. Twenty feet could well be beyond its ability. Further compounding the issue was the polymer base to her prison walls; would the reinforced glass be too strong to shatter sonically?


  Her assailants had latched onto the chain again, and begun the slow climb to their tasty morsel. Batgirl pushed hard on the thumbnail again. The device, if it had received the signal, would be charging.


  Which brought Barbara to the final problem. When to activate. One more push on the thumbnail, and the device would deliver whatever the capacitors had charged up to that point. Her testing had shown that the transmitter needed to charge about five minutes to shatter a one inch thick glass plate at a distance of six feet. Her current prison was about that thickness, but she was twenty feet away, and the walls were polymer strengthened. Should she wait ten minutes? Twelve? Batgirl knew that she’d only get one chance at this. If she triggered too soon, the walls wouldn’t break and her captors would discover the device. If she waited too long, the device would overload…frying itself in a shower of sparks.


  As Batgirl pondered the questions, a half dozen bites occurred simultaneously. The coordinated effort broke her concentration, as Barbara cried out underwater. She flailed sharply back and forth to break the tormentors away. A few drifted off, but most remained. This wasn’t going well.


  A sharp tug on the ankle chain flushed a few, but the floor was darkened with dozens more of the little creatures. And still more rained down from above….


  Batgirl began a concentrated effort to minimize her torment. She shook violently every few seconds, especially when one of the warriors passed a vertical surface on her rubber coated exterior. That seemed to be the most successful tact, but while she loosened several on her right side, her left side was exposed as an easily climbed surface. Whichever side she concentrated on allowed the opposite side to be used for ascent. This wasn’t going well at all…


  Batgirl cried out as two dozen locations were assailed individually. Fifteen more were still traveling upwards. Barbara began to lose count. Her projected ten minute wait meant that most of the three hundred would be in the tank attacking her.


  Batgirl glanced outward briefly. Kemp was grinning ear to ear. He touched a button on the panel, and a digivid levitated upward from the table. It was focused on the straining, hapless occupant of the tank, recording every twist and jerk of her furiously pumping hips.


  The bastard!! He was filming her debasement for his own personal amusement. Batgirl had to get her hands on that disk, before the Mariner could make copies….


  As Batgirl fumed, Fiddler 57 had arrived home. As the dark angel pondered ways to prevent the filming, 57 began to snack. The claw vised downward onto her right nipple, as the tiny creature tried to pull it away.


  A huge stream of bubbles exploded from the regulator, and the smooth delectable orbs began gyrating madly in an effort to break her tormentor loose. Inside the mask, Batgirl was yowling from the intensely localized pain, as she struggled vehemently to break 57 loose.


  It took nearly eight seconds, but they were an eternity to the suffering Batgirl. She watched in relief as the fiddler wafted to the bottom. She focused intently, trying not to lose him in the crowd. When he neared the red line, she jerked upward and flushed him into the drain.


  Her relief was profound…at least for the moment. Until she heard the headphones click on again…


  “Nicely done, Batgirl….but I wonder where his twin is?”


  Barbara glanced quickly at her unadorned left nipple. Somewhere out there, jockeying for position, was the brother of 57. She definitely didn’t want him to arrive ‘home’…


  Seven minutes? Eight? It was hard to tell, since her perception of time was jaded by the events around her. It felt like hours had passed. Over one hundred fiddler crabs were currently climbing or attached to her, and the pain was becoming intense. It was a long stream of individual spikes from various locations, and Batgirl was shuddering partly to break the legion free, and partly in reaction. She was losing focus on the world around her as the pain flashed across her nerve endings. Dozens of tiny lightning bolts struck, followed by dozens more. Her breasts were covered with the creatures, as were her thighs and calfs. Her shapely rear had become a refuge for dozens more, all intent on biting through the rubber. And still the storm was growing…


  When Fiddler 142 lanced into her, Batgirl lost any semblance of control that she might have retained. Fiddler 142 had made the arduous climb over his mates, and arrived home directly at the joining of the dancer’s legs. The chemical it sought was located in the rubber that was midway between those curvaceous legs. In fact, the chemical it wanted was fused in the rubber that sheathed the left labia. And 142 was focused.


  Batgirl’s prior gyrations were as gentle breezes compared to her current reaction. The head snapped back, the wide hips thrusting violently to and fro. The breasts bobbed up and down as the chest wildly exerted a dance of agony from the intense pain. The legs straightened and shot out, then repeatedly duplicated the motion in rapid succession. A white hot bolt of pain stabbed into Batgirl, and she had no escape.


  The savage dance continued for long seconds, as the digivid faithfully recorded the crazily thrashing limbs of the suffering superheroine. Batgirl almost succumbed to activating the transmitter at this point. Through sheer force of will she blinded herself to the pain and shook herself as wildly as she could. Her convulsing hips eventually dislodged her nemesis, and almost half of the currently attached pack along with him. Bubbles exploded outward from the regulator as Barbara tried to regain her breathe after the long exertion. Her pubis throbbed from the assault, still sending shivers of pain as a reminder that 142 would be back.


  Batgirl could see the Mariner through the glass, laughing and gesticulating at the recovering crimefighter. She watched as the two guards removed money from their pockets and handed it over to the gleeful Kemp. They were betting on her!! And Kemp had apparently won this round….


  Suffused with anger, Barbara pulled upward on the chain with carefully timed strokes; dozens of the little warriors were flushed as each foray succeeded in diminishing the army significantly. But with 300 enemies, even the careful battles were only partially successful. Stinging welts continued to grow from the fiddlers that hadn’t lost their grip, and each of her resets of the plate allowed some stragglers to advance on the chain.


  And Barbara was tiring. The thrashing, the pull upward on the ankle chains, and the simple act of breathing in six feet of water worked to drain the energy of the struggling heroine. As her reactions slowed, more of the assailants reached the chain…


  Within two minutes, Batgirl was revisiting her previous condition. >From the exterior of the tank, eighty percent of her body was covered with the brutes. And each thrashing was becoming more feeble, allowing more of her tormentors to remain attached.


  It was when Bonni and Clyde reached home that Batgirl finally succumbed. In a stroke of severe bad luck, the twins of BOTH 142 and 57 reached their spots at the same time. Barbara had been fearing the return of the originals, or the arrival of their partners in crime…but she was totally unprepared for both to reach their positions at once.


  Bonnie’s pincer closed on her left nipple, while simultaneously Clyde’s claw viced itself onto her right labia. The detonation of pain was thermonuclear. In the first second, the pain was so intense that the rubber suited Batgirl stiffened into immobility. Her screaming nerves simply refused to carry the command to move the inactive muscles. After the second had elapsed, the most violent shaking yet occurred within the tank. A wildly thrusting rubber body twisted vehemently in every direction…up and down…side to side…front to back. The waters churned with flying crabs as dozens of her assailants flew outward from the violent display. After six seconds of incredible gyration, Clyde was flung off…but Bonnie still maintained a staunch grip on her nipple. Thousands of bubbles burst outward as the sheathed breasts pumped inward and outward to regain much needed oxygen. A wave of blackness edged in as Barbara momentarily felt like she would black out…then it passed.


  The wave of pain from all of the other regions when coupled with this newest assault convinced Batgirl that she could wait no longer. Based on her current reactions, the next explosion could knock her unconscious, eliminating her one slim hope altogether. And she wasn’t sure she could focus her muscles well enough during the next attack to push the switch…


  Another bolt of agony erupted from her left nipple as Bonnie worked it side to side in an attempt to dislodge it. The dark angel mashed down hard on the hidden switch beneath her thumbnail. A wave of fear ignited in Batgirl’s heart…. nothing had happened….


  Wait…there was something… Barbara had expected an instantaneous shattering of the glass, and had focused her attention on the walls around her. Though less than a second had passed, she now looked outward to her true enemies in the room beyond. Kemp and the two guards were gritting their teeth in pain, with hands pressed hard to their ears. Batgirl watched as each of the three dropped to the floor, unconscious from the high frequency assault.


  Then the captive vigilante examined the glass before her again. Through the haze of pain, she focused on the myriad cracks in the glass. The glass had shattered!!! Now only the polymer held it in position. One good surge of water might be enough to break the dam…


  Batgirl thrust herself forward violently, and was rewarded with a crash as the polymer finally failed. Thousands of gallons of seawater flooded instantly outward, carrying the crabs, the broken glass, and Barbara’s rubber sheathed body with it.


  Only the chain prevented her from being washed across the room like her tiny assailants. Still bound at the ankles, the chain and padlocked grate stopped her immediately as the water tried to carry her away. Within seconds, the broken remnants of glass and hundreds of scuttling crabs were all that remained of her prison.


  Still forced to breathe through the regulator, and still bound at the ankles and wrists, Batgirl knew she had to work fast. Though Kemp and two of the guards would be unconscious for hours, the third guard was still unaccounted for.


  The dark angel wriggled sideways, lining her back to one of the anodized edges of tank. The sharp edges of some of the broken glass remained in the liner, and Barbara started to saw her bindings against this. In just a few seconds, her wrists were free.


  Her first action was to pluck Bonnie off her left nipple, where she had remained during the entire flood. Dozens of others were also still attached, but this one was causing her the most difficulty… She tossed the diminutive female warrior across the room, then used the glass edge to saw her ankles free. Once the zip-tie had been cut, the chains through which it had been threaded fell away. Batgirl climbed to her feet, and bee-lined across the room for her utility belt. She was within 6 feet of it when the door to the lab crashed open.


  The third guard staggered into the room. One hand was cupped to an ear, while the other held a machine pistol. Batgirl had the advantage of quicker reaction time, since the circuitry in her thumbnail dampened the soundwave, in addition to the fact that the water had shielded her. She dove to the floor, somersaulting behind the table that contained the utility belt.


  The startled guard was a second too slow to catch the diving Batgirl in his sights, so he did the next best thing. The machine pistol opened fire, spraying bullets into the utility belt and the glassware on the lab table. A shower of broken glass fell onto the crouching heroine, as the cascade of bullets continued.


  Then the utility belt fell to the floor in front of her. The gunfire had riddled several compartments, but had also succeeded in pushing it off the table. Batgirl quickly strapped it on, hoping that some of the devices might still be serviceable.


  The guard wasn’t inactive during this time, though. The pistol had shut off. Barbara heard the soft swish of the fabric against body armor. He was moving forward, advancing carefully on her position.


  Batgirl opened a compartment, extracting an explosive mini- batarang. Poised and in position, she flung the device with an outstretched hand as the muzzle of the pistol appeared around the edge of the table.


  As the guard centered his sights on the crouching superheroine, the batarang caught the tip of the barrel. The explosion blew the gun from his hands, bending the barrel enough to make the gun useless. The stunned guard tried to recover as Batgirl launched herself across the room.


  Barbara performed a flying leap on her assailant, an extended foot burying itself deep into his solar plexus. She ricocheted off, however, realizing instantly that the body armor was going to be a significant advantage to her opponent.


  The guard was flung backward by the force of the blow, but lost no composure as he righted himself. He drew a hunting knife from his belt, brandishing it low and evenly at his enemy. The two circled each other, maneuvering for position and a subsequent opening.


  Pug-ugly tried a feint with the knife, ready to quickly reverse the direction and slice his opponent in half. But Batgirl dodged evenly, then backpedaled to avoid a reprisal. The next feint was to the right. Unimaginative, Barbara thought. A rubber coated foot flew out, cracking into the wrist below the knife.


  Numbed fingers dropped the weapon as the hand withdrew. Batgirl pounced to follow up on her advantage, sweeping the leg in a direct line with her attacker’s head. But Ugly was expecting a follow-up, and caught the ankle in midflight.


  The dark angel was now at a disadvantage, as one foot remained on the floor and one was gripped in the powerful hand of her opponent. Ugly pulled rapidly inward, causing her to hop forward to maintain her balance. In mid-hop, he shoved outward again.


  Batgirl, already in flight, was unable to reverse her momentum. The move threw her backward too quickly to correct, and she crashed to the floor. Ugly didn’t release the leg, though. He used his booted foot to clamp down on her opposite ankle, pinning it to the floor. Then he tried to snap her in half, in a calculated effort to dislocate her hipbone. He pushed upward, forcing the two legs painfully apart, until she was performing a vertical split. The pain lanced into Batgirl’s hips as Ugly continued to extend the angle. He smiled down at her, watching her reaction as he focused on the readily available sex displayed between the wide-forked legs.


  Batgirl was in no mood to play, however. She’d had enough abuse for today. As Ugly focused on her nether region, she grasped the fallen knife and plunged it into his ankle. The guard let out a piercing scream, and stumbled backward as he immediately released his grip. Barbara stretched her legs back together to ensure that they would support her weight, and bolted upright once again.


  Ugly had just extracted the knife, and was a bit too preoccupied to see the tensioned hand as it crashed downward onto his neck. The expertly delivered judo chop felled the guard instantly; he sunk to the floor as his strings were cut. Batgirl knew that he’d be out for at least ten minutes or so. But she was taking no chances. She retrieved an uninjured dart from her belt, and jabbed it manually into his neck. NOW she felt better.


  Her testing on the transmitter had shown that pulse mode would knock bystanders unconscious, as the intense level of sound battered the unprotected senses. It had worked even better than anticipated. The unmoving bodies of the Mariner and his cohorts were sprawled before her. Based on the level of charge, Barbara estimated that they would be out for at least an hour. Batgirl examined the control panel that Kemp had used. It took her a minute to decipher the legend; then she shut down the activation sequence for the hemostrychnine delivery system. Gotham was safe for now.


  Batgirl stepped over broken glass and scuttling crustaceans to secure cuffs on each of the three remaining adversaries. She clamped the ones on Kemp especially tight. Then she retrieved the digivid, which she DEFINITELY had not forgotten. The pulse had smashed the lenses and memory crystal into powder. In fact, as Barbara looked around, every window she could see had been shattered. Ooops. Well, when you’re in a glass tank, being eaten alive by crabs, with a crazed lunatic filming you and taking bets, you don’t really stop to consider the consequences, do you?


  And outside, several dozen dogs were barking furiously. Another unexpected bonus, since it would surely attract the police eventually.


  Batgirl retrieved her costume, donning it prior to calling the police. In most cases she would stay to greet the detectives, helping them to take the criminals into custody. But in this case, she was going to make an exception.


  It would be difficult to explain the black rubber that was coating her body from the bottom of her toes to the top of her jaw. Though her costume covered a fair amount of the adhered rubber, the places that the fusion showed through were quite obvious. Batgirl had no intention of explaining the disconcerting incident to curious detectives. Let the Mariner tell whatever story he wished; in 22 hours she could refute whatever version was still being discussed.


  Batgirl waited until the doors to the lab burst open, and the burly police officers stormed into the room to take possession of the captives. Arox Kemp would be returning to Arkham, as she had promised. The dark angel let a fleeting smile cross her lips as she slipped through the back door unnoticed.


  The smile on Batgirl’s face would have disappeared if she had discovered what was hidden within the remnants of the digivid. Though the memory crystal had been smashed into dust, a micro-transmitter still gripped the circuit board below the plastic housing. Even though Arox Kemp was being led away, a slight smile crossed his lips. The magna- watch on his wrist contained more than the current time. And the Mariner ALWAYS liked to plan ahead, especially after having seen the wonderful gyrations that the lithe and sensuous Batgirl was capable of… The black ninja accelerated away from the warehouse, the threat to the city vanquished for today. Batgirl intended to get some well earned rest, sleeping off most of her imprisonment in rubber. She knew that the Mariner would probably cross paths with her again.. ..but when that day came, the Dark Angel of Gotham would be ready to defend her home, as she always was….


  THE END
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  (I)

  PERFORMANCE ANXIETY


  Night settled over Gotham City like a darkened shroud as Barbara prepared herself for the evening’s vigil. The thin slitex costume was smoothed carefully into place, molding itself perfectly to every peak and valley of her exquisite figure. The utility belt slid comfortably around her hips, clamping in front beneath the emblem of the bat. Every compartment housed a useful or deadly product, some for defense, others to ensure a successful attack. High-heeled boots were snugged upward, stopping high on the calf before being zippered tightly into place. The elbow length gloves were stretched into position, and carefully arranged to ensure that lockpicks and blowdart were readily available if needed. The mask was fitted last, partially covering the cheeks and forehead, shielding the identity of the experienced vigilante. In the years since the Dark Wars, Batgirl had opted for the simpler mask. She never really regretted the decision, since the new mask was lighter, more flexible, and allowed her keen senses to be used more effectively.


  The Ninja 900 rocketed out of the hidden tunnel, Batgirl shifting easily to maneuver the bike through the serpentine alleyways. Within minutes she had arrived at The Depot, an abandoned building that was generally the starting point for her nightly rounds. The bike rolled forward easily into a niche that was somewhat hidden from view. Batgirl set the security to “Ally” mode, enabling any one of several nighttime vigilantes to retrieve the vehicle if needed.


  Barbara had a running list of active trustworthy associates; unfortunately, the list was very small. Fighting crime was a dangerous game, and more than a few names had been crossed off permanently. The ones that remained, like Melee and Nightcat, made up the dedicated few that were willing to pay any price to see the city released from the grip of crime. With Batman’s fate in limbo, the spread of illegal activities seemed to hasten every day.


  Batgirl fired the tetherclaw, and was quickly on the rooftop. Another pull and she swung silently to the next building, reeling in the line to account for the greater elevation. And so it went, as she flitted from location to location, watching for any signs of nefarious behavior.


  The two thieves that were her first encounter of the night were intent on the rear window of the jewelry store. Big Mike had discovered that the jewelers kept the daily receipts on premises, which had immediately convinced Treeg that the place was a cherry, ripe for the picking. Closely examining it for any sign of alarms, Treeg silently lifted the window and slid inside. He had no idea that a sharp green set of eyes was focused on his every move.


  Big Mike watched the alleyway for any signs of disturbance. There were none. None that he could detect anyway. The first sign that he had of any trouble was the high-heeled boot crashing into his collarbone, driving him downward into the pavement. Stunned by the suddenness of the assault, Big Mike had no idea how many assailants he was facing. When he recovered his senses to see just the one, a leering smile crossed his lips. A woman, alone, and weighing only about a hundred pounds. In the dim light, Mike hadn’t recognized the telltale Bat emblem.


  Mike charged forward in a bear hug, only to receive a jolting blow to the back of his neck as he passed. The world seemed to swim dizzily for a second before his eyes, then righted itself. The attacker was poised, unhurried; that was a bad sign. A tree-trunk leg swiftly shot out to cripple the woman, only to be caught, stopped, and twisted painfully. Mike dropped to one knee, trying to recover from the sudden agony in his thigh. That was when he noticed the bright yellow emblem on the waist belt, dimly reflected in the half-light.


  His stunned, terrified expression turned dazed then blank as the boot connected at high speed with his temple. The moment of hesitation and surprise had cost him the battle. Batgirl stared down with little remorse at the petty thief. Then she snapped the cuffs in place.


  “Mike! Hey, Mike!” came the whispered call from the open window, not too loudly for fear of attracting attention. Mike was sitting on a crate in the alley, with his back to the window. Treeg stuck his head out of the window frame, in preparation to climb out of the jewelry store.


  He was a lot faster at recognizing his assailant than Mike had been. The burglar’s stare connected with the belt, then turned upward to the cat-green eyes, just as the karate chop connected with the back of his neck. Treeg slumped unconscious immediately, dropping the stolen jewelry to the ground below.


  Batgirl dragged the second criminal to the first, and interlocked the handcuffs. Where one went the other would follow; and since they were back to back, a long hike seemed unlikely. Barbara activated the police locator, then placed the digivid next to it. The events on the recording would be more than enough proof to convict these two.


  A quick tether to the roof, and she had resumed her vigil once more.


  * * *


  As Batgirl swung past the Gotham First National Bank, she almost missed the oddness that caught the corner of her eye. She looped back to examine it again. In the side alley, almost at the very end, was a hole in the ground. One that shouldn’t be there, she thought.


  Batgirl landed quietly next to the opening and listened intently. No sound arose. She affixed a line to a nearby lamppost, and quickly descended.


  The blackness was almost complete. She slid her nightvision lenses into place, pressing them to her mask lightly. Now a dim glow lit the tunnel. There was no one in evidence. The Dark Angel examined the walls of the tunnel, realizing that it had been an underground walkway at one point in the past. The walls were fairly smooth, but the material was old, and seemed in danger of crumbling.


  Barbara quietly examined the floor. The powdered dirt and gravel that had fallen into the tunnel displayed footprints that led to her right. She stepped gingerly over the rubble, careful to make no noise.


  It was almost five minutes of traversing the tunnel in complete stealth before Batgirl uncovered her quarry. A light shone ahead, and she had to remove the lenses to prevent any blinding effects. A huge giant stood in the tunnel, holding a lantern in his right hand. What appeared in front of him was another hole, this time in the foundation of the bank itself. The tunnel had looped to the far side of the building, and the newest hole was situated directly on the side leading to the vault. Fortunate, if you were a thief.


  Barbara took a moment to examine the floor of the tunnel, since the dust had accumulated more deeply here. There were three distinct sets of footprints here, appearing to be one huge male and two females. She would need to approach the situation cautiously.


  Batgirl removed the blowgun from her glove. The distance was prohibitive, though; the giant was just too far away for a clean shot. She’d have to move closer.


  Like a silent wraith, Batgirl hugged herself to the wall, staying in the shadows as much as possible. When she was ten feet away, and at an optimum distance, she stepped away from the wall and prepared to fire.


  Unfortunately, as she released her pressure on the wall behind her, a section of almost a foot square came tumbling down behind her. The giant whirled rapidly at the sudden noise, just as the blow-dart fired. In a twist of incredibly bad luck, the lantern blocked the dart completely, the small projectile clanging uselessly off of the metal exterior. And the giant was now all too aware of her presence.


  For just a moment, Batgirl was stunned by what she saw. Almost seven feet of powerfully muscled frame arrayed itself before her, ready to dispatch any adversary. A heavily jowled face shone with anger at the intrusion, the mouth grimacing and baring mottled brown teeth. But the surprising thing, from Batgirl’s point of view, was the third arm.


  The right arm held the lantern. A left arm was closed into a fist. And another left arm was open handed. Barbara hadn’t seen that from her previous angle, and she wondered what manner of creature faced her.


  “What we got!??!” grunted the thing. “Cop?!”


  “Not exactly,” answered Batgirl. “I don’t suppose you’d like to turn yourself in?”


  For an answer, a huge ham-fist swung at Batgirl, as the giant rapidly closed the distance between them. The dark crusader backpedaled rapidly, easily avoiding the clumsy blow.


  “You go down!” he yelled, and charged the readied Batgirl.


  Barbara saw the charge coming, and deftly maneuvered herself to the thing’s right side to avoid the double coverage. When he was almost in grasping distance, she pivoted, and dropped to one knee, thrusting forward a toned leg. Grabbing the hand before it could grab her, she pulled forward.


  The giant, unprepared for this, flung forward into the outstretched leg. He crashed to the ground in an immense heap, while Batgirl flung herself upward and delivered an incapacitating kick to the neck.


  Only the kick didn’t incapacitate. The groggy giant stood, obviously in pain, and faced his opponent more warily now. Barbara was somewhat taken aback by the strength of the thing. That blow should have put him under for hours.


  The two foes circled each other, both looking for an opening in which to strike. As Batgirl faced the opening of the tunnel, she caught a glint of reflected movement. Unable to ignore another possible threat, she slid her eyes sideways to examine the entrance. But there was no one there.


  That instant of concentration was the moment the giant picked to attack once again. He lunged forward once more, this time with two left arms facing his rival. Batgirl was expected to dive to his right again, at which point he would bring the readied fist around to crush her.


  So Batgirl did exactly the opposite. She whirled to the giant’s left, pushing the two hands toward the inside of her body, ending up back to back with her opponent. Then she dove to the floor, landing on her hands, and kicked viciously upward and back with her powerful legs.


  The giant, taken off guard again, crashed headfirst into the side of the tunnel. Barbara quickly resumed her stance, waiting to see the effect of this latest attack.


  Amazingly, the giant stood again. A glazed, unfocused expression appeared in both eyes though. As Batgirl watched, the three hands slowly unclenched. Then the giant wobbled. Then the giant fell…headlong, smacking facefirst into the packed earth of the floor.


  Wheeew! thought Batgirl. Quite a hardy specimen.


  She approached slowly, anticipating a feint. But there was none. The thing was out cold. Now she could proceed into the foundation of the bank, to discover what the remaining partners were doing.


  Batgirl had just stepped forward once, when a sharp sting jabbed into her leg. She whirled like a cat, preparing for any attack. At first, her light adjusted eyes failed to pick up anything. But she knew something was there.


  The room started to spin lazily, when Barbara finally realized her nemesis. Crouched into the wall, and blended perfectly in coloration and shade, was a woman. Batgirl spared a glance at her leg, and saw the deflected blow-dart sticking out of her thigh. The costumed crimefighter realized that she had about five seconds of consciousness left…not nearly enough.


  Batgirl took one half-hearted lunge at her enemy, but missed entirely…then she crumpled unconscious to the ground, a victim of her own devices.


  * * *


  Chamelea smiled at the heroine below her. Batgirl wasn’t the first to fall prey to her blending abilities, and she wouldn’t be the last. But right now, she had to wake Ogre and get all of them out of here…including the crimefighter. They needed to know if the valiant Batgirl suspected the complex plan that was being worked.


  The Ringmaster was going to be pissed…


  * * *


  Batgirl awoke to a splitting headache. When she tried to move an arm to comfort her aching head, there was resistance. As the spinning room finally came into focus, Barbara realized that her enemies had carted her off somewhere.


  She was inside a large canvas tent, bound at both wrists and ankles atop a huge rubber ball. Stretched spreadeagled, Batgirl surveyed the surroundings while she tried to work herself free. Within the structure, a huge fifteen cannon rose proudly from the floor, large enough to fit a person inside. Several hoops and pedestals sat on the ground, decorated with vibrant stars and moons. A large tricycle sat unmoving, too ample for any child. Pennants and veils hung loosely over several chairs.


  It was a circus tent! She was bound to a huge ball inside a circus tent. Batgirl pulled at her chafing wrists, in hopes of freeing the cuffs from the surface of the six foot sphere. Though the rubber extended slightly, it did not give way. I can’t reach my utility belt, she thought. The imbedded thumb compartment held a lockpick, seemingly Batgirl’s next best bet. But as the Dark Angel examined the metal struts on the ball, she realized that there was no keyhole. The struts had been jammed into grommets by some implacable force. Barbara grimaced when she thought of who might have that kind of strength. An aching, bruised giant…who was probably still recovering.


  As Batgirl tried to decide on some other course of action, the tent flap swung upward. A tall, cadaverous looking man entered the tent, followed by the giant. Then the invisible woman entered…at least it looked like her…Barbara couldn’t be sure with the fully visible version.


  “Batgirl, isn’t it?” asked the thin man.


  “As a matter of fact, it is…” she answered blithely. “And you would be…?”


  “You may call me the Ringmaster” he answered. “I have heard of your exploits in Gotham City, and had intended to avoid your company. Now it looks like that is impossible. Truly a shame…for you.”


  “Ringmaster, eh? And I suppose these cohorts of yours would be performers in your nefarious acts?”


  “Actually, yes. You’ll be meeting the others shortly. Ogre you already know.”


  The giant that Batgirl had defeated earlier had a nasty looking bruise across his forehead. He growled at the captive vigilante, and appeared to wish for nothing more than the chance to tear her arms off. The Ringmaster must have made some dire threats to keep him at bay.


  “And Chamelea you also met, though I know that you probably didn’t get a good look at her.”


  Chamelea was currently standing before a large partition that stood upright. As Batgirl watched, the lithe woman suddenly began to disappear into the backdrop. It was almost an instinctual ablility, her skin and thin clothing immediately taking on the appearance, color, and texture of the material behind her.


  This is an adversary that I’ll have to be very cautious with, thought the restrained heroine.


  “And now, Batgirl,” continued the Ringmaster, “I’d like you to tell us exactly what you know about our plans.”


  “And if I refuse?” queried Barbara.


  “I could spout off the usual gibberish, with dire threats and all that…but I think we’re both too experienced for that.


  “We’ll just have to inject you with veritaine.” he said nonchalantly.


  Uh-oh, thought Batgirl. The criminal knew his narcotics. Veritaine was one of the most powerful of truth drugs, and would be hard to deny. Barbara had trained in mental conditioning and focus for avoiding such disclosures, but she knew that refusal of veritaine would be a fifty-fifty shot at best. It was that powerful.


  “OK,” answered Batgirl. “You win. I know exactly nothing of your plans.”


  The Ringmaster laughed. “Well done! A bit too simple though. I think we’ll use it just to verify your admission.”


  Barbara knew this was going to be the result. Were she in his position, the need to know would be overwhelming, especially where criminal intent was involved.


  Chamelea approached with a long syringe containing the sickly green fluid, and jabbed it into Batgirl’s right thigh. It stung briefly, then began to fill her with warmth in that leg. Within minutes, the world around her was hazy and unreal, as if in a dream. She knew what was happening, but she couldn’t seem to fight it.


  “Now we may begin…” the Ringmaster echoed. “How did you discover our crime scene?”


  Batgirl saw no harm in answering truthfully…best to save her efforts for later questions.


  “Hole…in ground…” she said dreamily, “saw it…from corner of…my eye…”


  “And what did you discover within the hole?” the Ringmaster asked.


  “Brute…giant…slow…and clumsy.”


  Ogre grew incredibly angry, and began advancing on the helpless Batgirl. A harsh look from the Ringmaster stopped him in his tracks.


  The Ringmaster knew all these facts already. He was trying to ascertain if Batgirl would be forced to tell the truth yet.


  “What do you know of our plans?”


  “Nothing…saw tunnel…into bank…nothing else…” Barbara groggily answered.


  “What do you suspect?”


  Uh-oh.Even in her half-dream state, Batgirl recognized this as trouble. Though she didn’t know the truth, she suspected much already. An internal struggle commenced, as Barbara tried to fight the drug…to keep from answering.


  “WHAT DO YOU SUSPECT!?” the Ringmaster barked.


  “Electronic master…debit cardss…only thing worthwhile…” Barbara bit her lip as she realized she was unable to hold back.


  The Ringmaster looked angry. In that moment, she knew that she was right. Somehow, despite awesome security, he had gained access to the master debit card. With the proper codes, and that card, he could move massive credits from one account to another, with no trace of the transactions. He and his crew could steal millions and never be caught.


  Still, he had to have the codes. And there were two separate ones required, held by two separate bank officials. The game wasn’t over yet.


  “Who else knows where you’ve been?” the Ringmaster prodded.


  “No one…work…alone…” Batgirl answered.


  “Hmmm…” the Ringmaster mused. “That’s helpful.”


  The Ringmaster stared off into space for several seconds, as Ogre and Chamelea watched. He was obviously deep in thought. Then he turned and strode to Chamelea, and whispered into her ear. When once again he returned to the bound vigilante, a smile shone on both of their faces.


  “Ever been on the high wire, Batgirl? Ever walked a tightrope?”


  “Once…long…time…ago…”


  The smile dimmed slightly, but was still in place. “Chamelea, you know what I expect. When the drug wears off though. After all, we need our little crimefighter at the top of her game, don’t we?”


  They both laughed, while Ogre looked vexed. Barbara was sure that her future was looking dim…


  * * *


  An hour later, inside the main circus tent, seven carnival performers had gathered round the Ringmaster as he introduced the newest addition to their entourage. He pointed a skeletal arm upward to pinpoint the audience’s attention.


  Atop the high-wire, Batgirl had been gloriously displayed in an ignominious fashion. The vision of the heroic crimefighter was stunning; Chamelea had outdone herself. Black tightrope slippers had been snugged about Barbara’s dainty feet, providing no-slip coverage. On the front of each fitted covering, placed horizontally across the toes, was a stylized yellow bat symbol peering up at her.


  Batgirl’s perfectly toned legs had been squeezed into a pair of incredibly tight pantyhose, made of a durable nylon/spandex combination. The intensely reflective material mirrored back every ounce of light, highlighting every supple curve of the shapely legs contained within.


  The black spandex thong gripping her waist revealed virtually all of her rearward charms. The sculpted ass-cheeks jutted outward on either side of the deeply buried rear band, accentuating the rounded hemispheres. The forward panel provided only slightly more coverage, neatly hiding her closely cropped pussy hair before rising upward in a sharp ‘V’ to the trim waist. Decorating the front of the jet-black material were several small yellow bats, arrayed in random fashion down to the base of the crotch. The bright yellow insignia glittered back with a metallic sheen, the flecks of material in them adding to the display of reflected light.


  From the waist to the neckline, Batgirl had been completely stripped of any covering at all. Conspicuously exposed breasts had been sprinkled with metallic glitter, which clung to every valley and hilltop of the proudly displayed chest. Every motion joggled the firmly thrusting breasts slightly, diverting all attention to the glistening globes. Even now, the slightly chill air brought the buoyant nipples stiffly to attention, heightening the desire of the males below.


  And some of the females as well.


  A stygian black leather collar rose from the base of Batgirl’s throat right up to the chin, allowing only minimal head movement. Padlocks on either side of the restraint ensured that it would stay in place for quite some time.


  Twin black stretch gloves adorned each arm, rising to mid forearm. The gloves flared out sharply here, an overt statement that they were intended to grab the attention of the audience. Another stylized yellow bat was imbedded on the outer edge of the flaring material, running parallel to the encased forearm.


  Twin handcuffs had been secured about Batgirl’s wrists, and were now clamped loosely about a tightrope-balancing pole. Given a few seconds, she could slide the pole in either direction, allowing it to glide through the restraining metal. But her captors were not about to let that happen; at least not yet.


  They had left Batgirl with her mask, but other than that she appeared to be a highly desirable, half-naked carnival performer. With a sense of stylistic integrity, Batgirl had been tightly fitted into a circus costume that befitted her namesake. The spotlight revealed every contour of her awesomely displayed body.


  The ringmaster smiled as he drank in the lascivious eyes of his entourage. Yes, she would perform an amazing show. A shame, really, to have to kill her. But business was business, after all.


  “Ladieees, and gentlemen” he barked. “Atop the high wire, a heroic avenger who will thrill and astound you! She’s bad… She’s beautiful… She’s…Batgirl!!!”


  All eyes were trained on Batgirl as the audience politely applauded, several members throwing cat-calls and wolf-whistles up at the waiting heroine.


  “And now, with no training from us, she will astound you with her ability to balance perfectly…for the rest of her life!”


  Several stunned gazes appeared from the entourage. There were smiles as well.


  Marvella, one of the seven in the audience, turned to the Ringmaster. “What do you mean? You’re going to kill her?” she asked in disbelief.


  “Of course,” answered the Ringmaster smoothly. “She knows too much, and we can’t afford to let her go free.”


  “I never signed up for murder…” stated Marvella flatly.


  An angry gleam crept into the Ringmaster’s eye. “Don’t push me, Marvella. Otherwise, there might be room for another spectacle tonight.”


  Marvella looked shocked, then angry. “Well, I’m not going to stay and watch this. Go ahead and have you’re fun, but do it without me.” She turned and stalked out of the tent.


  The Ringmaster returned to his audience. “A bleeding heart. So noble, yet so misguided. Shall we continue?”


  There were several anxious nods.


  “As you can see, Batgirl holds a balancing pole. I’m sure her athletic abilities include tightrope walking. But this time, she’ll need to do it with a twist…”


  Ogre removed a metallic cable about six feet long, which sported a loop at either end. His second hand withdrew two padlocks from a bag on the platform. His third hand held a set of keys.


  The giant unlocked the first padlock, and looped it through a ring at the back of Batgirl’s throat collar, hidden from view beneath her flowing red hair. Then he looped one end of the six-foot cable through the hasp, and snapped the padlock shut.


  Batgirl could see immediately the Ringmaster’s plan, and she didn’t like it at all.


  Ogre unlocked the second padlock, and secured the other end of Batgirl’s cable directly to the high wire. When the lock snapped shut, the viewers below finally understood.


  Batgirl was chained by the neck to the high-wire cable. Once she moved to the center of the tightrope, any mistake would drop her off the wire, snapping her neck. At the other end of the wire, atop the far platform, Barbara could see Chamelea smiling.


  “And now friends, let the show commence!!!” thundered the Ringmaster.


  Ogre withdrew a leather whip from the bag, which sported multiple strands of possible abuse. Batgirl stared at the whip, then at the eyes of her adversary. There was no question that he would use the device. There was a smirk, a gleam in his eye. He wanted to pay her back for his earlier defeat. He’d be only too happy to whip me to death, Batgirl thought to herself.


  Barbara decided that discretion was the better part of valor, and placed her left foot gingerly on the thin cable, preparing to step out upon it.


  “Too slow!!” grunted Ogre, and snapped the tendrils across Batgirl’s naked back, jerking the strands backward in perfect time for maximum effect.


  “AAAAaahhh!!” exploded out of Batgirl as agonized fire leaped across her back, igniting it with pain. Impatient, she thought through the haze; and a damned expert with that thing! The crowd below laughed. She stepped forward smartly, avoiding any future misunderstandings. The welts would heal—if she lived through this…


  Batgirl stood cautiously on the cable, using the pole to help maintain her balance. Now the purpose of the cuffs became clear. She couldn’t rid herself of the pole without threading it out of the handcuffs. This eliminated any quick retaliatory attacks that she might have planned.


  And any effort to lose the pole now, while she balanced precariously on the wire, would disrupt her critically maintained position. She would fall…and left or right wouldn’t really matter at that point…both would be deadly.


  So the Dark Angel performed for the critics below. She carefully placed a foot forward, then another, slowly traversing the wire. Once she had reached the center, she reversed the motion, carefully treading backward once again. Below her, the entourage greedily drank in the view of a death-defying Batgirl, incredibly displayed, and in imminent danger of self execution.


  Ten minutes passed, as Barbara carefully tread the wire in either direction. The crowd was starting to lose interest in this game, and several looked bored…


  Batgirl couldn’t afford to focus on them, however. Her whole world had become the tightrope. She narrowed her concentration to include its every movement, every imperfection. One foot…then another…back…then forward.


  Another five minutes passed. The Ringmaster looked impatient. As more seconds ticked away, his ire grew. It appeared that he needed to be somewhere, and Batgirl simply wasn’t dying fast enough.


  “Impressive, Batgirl,” he finally called. “I hate to spoil the show, but my troupe and I have a little appointment, and I need them all.”


  Here it comes, thought Barbara. That could mean one of two things…an instant death, or a prolonged one.


  “So we’ll just see if you can balance until we get back. It shouldn’t be more than a few hours.”


  Barbara let out an internal sigh of relief. They were leaving. She had a chance.


  “Ogre, Chamelea… Please see that our newest performer avoids the platforms at all costs.”


  Batgirl watched as Chamelea descended a few rungs on the pole. Two clamps appeared in her hand, attached to thick electrical wires that descended to the floor below. Chamelea clamped one of these to the metal platform. The other one was then clamped to the high wire on which Batgirl attentively stood.


  Barbara couldn’t afford to turn her head within the crushing neck collar, but she presumed that Ogre was performing a similar task.


  “Batgirl,” the Ringmaster called, “I’d stay away from the platforms if I were you. Any attempt to use them will provide…please excuse the pun…shocking results.”


  It was a ground wire, Barbara realized. Any touch to the metal platform would complete the circuit, sending the charge from the landing, to the cable, then to the ground.And directly through me, she thought morosely.


  Chamelea smiled at Batgirl from the ladder, then blew her a kiss.


  Not today, thought Batgirl.But I’ll be giving you more than a kiss when I get free.


  “Let’s go troupe” called the Ringmaster. “You each know what to do, and we’re late already.”


  * * *


  Batgirl waited another three minutes, carefully treading the wire, until she decided that they were truly gone. Then she made her move. Just in time, she thought. Though she couldn’t afford to admit it, especially to the Ringmaster, she was bone tired. It took tremendous focus, energy, and concentration to remain balanced on the thin cable. Batgirl made it appear that she could remain balanced indefinitely, but that was a necessary lie. Barbara felt like her arms were about to drop off, and her legs seemed as if they would cramp at any second.


  The Dark Angel had formulated an escape plan within the first sixty seconds atop the wire. Unfortunately, her plan required that no audience was present to stop her. With Ringmaster’s troupe now gone, she went to work.


  Batgirl intentionally overbalanced her body to the left side of the cable. She snapped the pole upward to correct her stance. The pole was high…too high. So high, in fact, that it slid directly through the handcuff links, plummeting to the floor below.


  Now overbalanced to the right, Batgirl allowed her feet to slide off the tightrope. She dropped like a stone, but managed to snatch the tightrope in gloved hands as it passed at that level. Barbara now hung below the cable, gripping it with both hands. She released her right hand, and removed the flaring circus glove with her teeth, dropping it to the ground below. Barbara pushed hard on the thumbnail, and a lockpick snapped into position from the hidden compartment below.


  Suspended by one arm above the hard packed earth, Batgirl proceeded to pick the lock located on the far end of her neck cable. There were ideal conditions, and there were ideal conditions, she thought. And these definitely didn’t qualify.


  It took almost a minute to pick the lock. By the end of that time, Batgirl’s acrobatic manipulations had exhausted much of her remaining strength. Barbara was seriously concerned about whether she had the energy she needed to escape this death trap.


  Still, the alternative was a drop of some thirty feet to the ground below…an excellent impetus to keep going.


  The Dark Angel worked the tightrope, slowly traversing hand over hand, closing on the platform at the far end. When she was within inches of Chamelea’s landing, Batgirl stopped. She forced herself to snap back into maximum focus.


  Between the underside of the platform, and the thin tightrope cable, two inches of space existed. Two inches. An unimportant point to the Ringmaster. Now a lifeline to the Batgirl. The remaining three feet of cable could be traversed hand over hand, but Barbara would need to be exceedingly cautious. Fingers inserted between the landing and the cable courted an electrifying death. Any touch would be disastrous.


  Batgirl began the last three feet, carefully stopping after each handhold had been achieved. Each release of a hand swung her slightly, and she had to wait to become perfectly motionless again. Then she repeated the process.


  When Barbara finally reached the clamp on the wire, and released it, a huge knot eased from her shoulders. Then she swung onto the ladder that was affixed to the tent pole, and carefully climbed down. She was safe at last.


  And for the next ten minutes, she reveled in just resting…and breathing…and recovering.


  (II)

  A NEW SPIN ON THINGS


  Once Batgirl had recovered some of her strength, she used the pick to eliminate the locks on her neck collar. Then she removed the skimpy circus costume, and redonned her slitex outfit. Barbara felt more at ease immediately. The stylistic spandex of the circus garb was overtly provocative, displaying her body like a like a cheap harlot for the amusement of the crowd. She had felt belittled and demeaned while wearing it.


  The Ringmaster had placed the Batgirl attire in a neatly folded bundle on a table nearby, never thinking that it would be needed again. He had even left the utility belt untouched. How thoughtful.


  As Barbara redonned her costume, she replayed the recent events in her mind, trying to determine what the intent of this sinister circus was. The Ringmaster had alluded to the fact that Batgirl’s suspicions were on target. Still, he seemed hesitant…as if there were more. The Dark Angel had to discover what else was developing.


  She carefully peered out the entrance of the tent. There was no one within sight. Batgirl almost lifted the tent flap at that point…almost. Then she remembered her first meeting with the vixen called Chamelea. If anyone had been left to guard the compound, it would have been her. The strange woman’s abilities made her nearly impossible to detect, a perfect sentry for the area.


  Batgirl removed her night-vision lenses from the case, and once again pressed them to her mask. It had been fortuitous for her enemies to have the lantern at the break-in. Had she not removed the lenses due to the blazing light, she would have picked up on the body heat of the blending Chamelea prior to the attack.


  A slow, methodical scan of the surrounding tents continued to reveal no presence. Batgirl now crept stealthily out of the tent, and made her way to the nearest enclosure. She entered the tent flap and scanned the room. It was her previous holding cell. The six foot rubber sphere was intact, the metal cuffs pulled outward by the powerful Ogre. The other circus paraphernalia in the room was unlikely to be helpful, but she inspected it briefly anyway. Nothing appeared hidden.


  Two tents left. She navigated to the next tent using the canvas as a protective blind, holding her body against it as much as possible. Best to take no chances. This tent revealed much more to the practiced eye of the dark vigilante, and immediately stood out as the probable base of operations for the thieving endeavors. The portable link pads would connect with each city mainframe, while the small collapsible desk help hard copies of blueprints and designs. The expert hacker in her took over, and within minutes the plans of the Ringmaster’s crew were laid out before her.


  For all intents and purposes, the circus was exactly what it appeared to be. A large, well-funded traveling entertainment that situated itself on the outskirts of each city and performed. What was not apparent to the average starstruck viewer was the undercurrent of crime that flourished beneath the facade.


  The entertainment was more than just that; it was an illegal courier operation. The schedule and timing of the visits to various cities happened to coincide with several large thefts that had taken place. Upon arrival to the next city, which many times wasn’t proximate to their last location, an inordinately large amount of funds flowed to the coffers. And in many cases, it was just too much money to be supported by ticket sales. The electronic credits had been modified to appear as if they were individual transactions, but deeper probing revealed lump sums that had been split out for accounting deception.


  The Circus was taking requests; they were stealing, delivering, and getting paid well for their efforts. And the thefts had gone on for years.


  More recent log entries displayed a change in venue for the troupe. Several new members had been added, including Marvella, Mistress of the Mind. Purported to be able to transport objects through will alone, she had what seemed to be a form of telekinesis. The dossier showed that her ability had limited weight restrictions, a few pounds only.


  Chamelea was also a recently joined member of the cast. Her abilities would be incredibly useful for any planned larcenies.


  The Squirrel, able to ascend any surface, no matter how slick. The Marksman, an expert shot with any thrown or fired weapon. Ogre, able to lift almost any amount of weight. The list went on and on. Ten different personalities, including the Ringmaster, woven into a Circus of Crime. And Batgirl had inadvertently stumbled on their plans.


  The Ringmaster had been building up to the ultimate heist. The blueprints had pinpointed the tunnel beneath the bank. It seemed obvious that Ogre had cleaved his way into the bank. Chamelea had sauntered right past the digicams, which missed the movement entirely due to her invisibility. With primary defenses now shut down, the most formidable defense was the only one that remained; the laser grid. The thin beams would immediately disintegrate any object that touched them, and each grid allowed only two square inches of unprotected space.


  Controlled with multiple failsafes, any disruption would release prozon gas as well as alert the authorities. Nothing, and no one, could possibly release the grid or get through it without authorization.


  So the Ringmaster hadn’t even tried. If you have an immovable object, use an irresistible force. Marvella had psychically transported the thin credit chip, moving it without touching the beams, the walls, the sensors, or the floor. It had almost surely floated right through the security grid, never touching any of the lethal fortifications, right into the hands of the waiting Marvella.


  It was brilliant. But the battle was only half over. The credit chip couldn’t be activated for banking transfers or removals without two security codes. Only the highest level of supervision at the bank held the codes. One, the president of Gotham Central. The other, a Computer Security Manager. Without those two codes, the chip was worthless. And since the bank would discover the theft in the morning, the Circus of Crime had to accomplish their objectives tonight.


  There was another reason as well. Once the larceny had been uncovered, the credits would be electronically recovered from the receiver. The Ringmaster had thought this out also; the transfer was set to purchase precious jewels, untraceable and worth millions. Easily sold and fenced as well. Once the recovery took place, the jeweler would be out the millions of credits, while the circus troupe relaxed on a warm beach somewhere, untouchable.


  Unless Batgirl stopped them. And there were eight hours left to do so; eight hours till the bank opened and discovered their loss.


  Which gave Barbara the edge, at least in one respect. The thieves had to move tonight, and they had to obtain the codes. The objectives and timetable were set. Now all she needed was to know which target would be struck next. She would already be too late for the first, after her high-wire recovery.


  Batgirl was deciding what her next move should be when the thought struck her: Why does the Ringmaster need every member of the troupe? She used the link pad to retrieve detailed layouts of the city, and concentrated on the residences of the two officials. The president had a manor that was built like a bank vault, with multiple security and scanning devices at every turn. The CSM had something a bit more modest, and much more assaultable.


  It had to be the president first, she thought. He would present the greater of the challenges that the troupe faced, even with Veritaine in their possession. The Ringmaster would need every edge that he could gain to assault the manor. And there was one other thing; Barbara had almost forgotten the article that had appeared a few days ago in the Gotham Gazette.


  She pulled up the document rapidly on the link. Jennings, the CSM, was out of town on a business trip. Further file recovery from ticket manifests turned up another fact. His private jet wasn’t scheduled to return until 2:00 AM, at which point a Technica limo had been booked to return him to his home.


  The Dark Angel rapidly searched the desk. Within a few minutes, she had uncovered a device that confirmed her hypothesis. Her eyes lit on the EM disruptor, hidden beneath a drawer, taped to its underside. She grasped it and sealed the device in a compartment on her utility belt. The thin metal apparatus, incredibly illegal, and intolerably expensive, would generate a pulse of EM radiation that would disable any electronic device.


  Just the thing to use if you wanted to disable a high security vehicle, even one as vaunted as the Technica line.


  A slow smile lit upon the Dark Angel’s face. This also meant one other thing. The Ringmaster and his crew would need to return to the fairgrounds to get the Disruptor. They had to come back to their home turf. And hopefully, they would feel very confident in doing so.


  She had work to do.


  * * *


  Chamelea was the first to flip open the covering on the tent, and peer inside to see their lynched adversary. Only Batgirl wasn’t lynched. She wasn’t even inside the tent. A startled shriek, and a call to the Ringmaster, who came running into the tent to see what had transpired.


  From her hidden position at the edge of the trees, Batgirl watched as the entire crew quickly flooded into the tent. All were anxious to see what had happened to the Dark Knight Damsel.


  Just a few seconds more…Batgirl thought.


  Then she touched the stud on her utility belt. A thunderous crack rolled across the meadow, echoing off the nearby trees. Smoke poured out of the opening to the tent, billowing across the dried grass.


  Done!


  Barbara approached the scene cautiously, alert to the fact that these performers had some very unique abilities. She had taken no chances. The concussor grenades should have knocked them out instantly, since Batgirl had placed more than a dozen around the outskirts of the tent.


  In the unlikely event that someone repelled the effects of the grenades, several paralyzing gas pellets had been planted right at the entrance to the tent. Anyone approaching the exit after the detonation of the concussors would trigger the gas, and be knocked out immediately.


  With something like the Ogre, you never knew what was possible.


  Batgirl waited for a few more seconds while the paralyzer gas dissipated, then she opened the flap…although very cautiously. She was gratified to see that nothing assaulted her from within. The unconscious bodies were strewn across the floor, in various degrees of surprise or flight.


  Barbara stepped into the tent, and located the Ringmaster, who was down for the count. As she surveyed the scene, the bottom dropped out in the pit of her stomach. There were only nine performers! One was missing!


  Batgirl hadn’t had time to count the rush of bodies into the tent, and had taken the only avenue of opportunity that she had. She couldn’t delay the triggering of the grenades…not if she wanted to be sure of capturing them all in one spot.


  Now one thief was still loose. The Dark Angel didn’t know them all by sight, so the only definite exceptions were the Ogre, Chamelea, Marvella, and the Ringmaster. The others weren’t familiar to her yet, and she couldn’t determine their abilities by sight alone.


  Batgirl crept silently to the doorway, making no sound whatsoever. She lifted the flap with the most cautious of efforts, moving it no more than a slight breeze would. As she scanned the desiccated grass between the tent and the trees, her eyes finally pinpointed the gun barrel. In that frozen instant of time, her pupils widened slightly in shock, and she prepared to dive forward to the opposite side of the tent. The muzzle flashed brightly, before she had even willed her muscles into motion. She felt the sting of the dart to her abdomen as her body began to uncoil for the spring.


  And she felt the hazy wash of disorientation within a few seconds, as a burning pain roared through her midriff, ascending both upward and downward on her anguished, writhing body. The tall, stocky man who entered the tent laughed as Batgirl writhed in agony, her body rolling across the dirt in an effort to expunge the fire inside her. It took almost a full minute before the darkness closed in, and Batgirl suffered terribly during each and every second of the process…


  * * *


  When the Dark Angel started to regain consciousness, she was more than a little dismayed at the change of events. Her bleary eyes focused on the Ringmaster first, talking in animated discussion with her tormentor. It had to be the Marksman, she thought. The aim on that dart had been perfect, catching her in full extension even as she moved to avoid. And the tent flap had been open no more than an inch or two…far too narrow a gap for a normal person to acquire a target.


  Barbara looked down at her suspended body. She had been attached to a Circus Assistant’s Wheel. The surface of the wheel was divided into pie-segments, each brightly colored in vibrant shades that attracted the eye. Small metal posts arrayed themselves along the outside edge of the platform, about three inches apart. It was all too obvious that the device could rotate, spinning in a circle along with the unhappy occupant. The posts would facilitate that motion, like a giant wheel of fortune.


  Her wrists and ankles had been clamped securely to four points near the outer edge of the brightly decorated wheel, arranging her in spread-eagled fashion. A thick leather belt encircled her midriff, helping to secure her further.


  Chamelea had obviously been at work. Batgirl once again wore the highly exposed, tautly fitted circus costume that had been made for her. They had left the slippers off this time, but the collar, thong, and Lycra pantyhose were all squeezed perfectly into place. The taut, lithe body strained against the bindings for several moments, hoping that an error would free her. None had been made. She remained clamped stoutly in place, unmoving for now.


  The other members of the troupe were scurrying to collect and pack the remains of the show, since the festival had terminated in Gotham as of last night. They had obviously gotten the first code, based on the smiling jibes and happy demeanor. Only the Ringmaster looked vexed. His plans for Batgirl had failed, and she had nearly captured them all. The Ringmaster didn’t like to have his plans fail. That was obvious.


  As the packing of the items in the main enclosure completed, the background performers exited the tent to pack the items in their own. Only one other member of the group paid any attention to the now conscious Batgirl. Chamelea smiled from across the arena, then spun and exited the tent.


  When the Ringmaster finally turned to Batgirl, the look on his face was grim.


  “So, you escaped, eh? I should have known better than to underestimate your abilities. This time you won’t be quite as lucky.”


  “What do you mean?” asked Batgirl.


  “The Marksman has agreed to handle the situation for me. I’m sure that you have uncovered my other pressing appointment, so I’m in something of a rush. It wasn’t very nice of you, stealing my disruptor.”


  “Well now, that’s amusing…a thief, outraged at being robbed…” jibed the Dark Angel.


  “You haven’t seen me outraged, Batgirl…and you should hope that you never do. I’ve given the Marksman carte-blanche to do whatever he wishes…as long as the story ends with your death.”


  The Marksman threw a wan smile at the suspended heroine. He was obviously looking forward to the encounter.


  The Ringmaster turned to leave. “Try not to upset him, my dear. I’ve seen him kill a housefly with a thrown knife at twenty paces…so I doubt a bound female will present a problem. Let him do the job quickly, and your suffering will be minimal.”


  The tent flap lifted, and the cadaverous man exited. The Marksman approached.


  “Hello, Batgirl.”


  “Marksman. I don’t suppose it bothers you that you’ll be committing murder?”


  The Marksman laughed. “Not particularly. You’ll just add one to the counter. Shall we begin?”


  “Could I have a day or two to think about it?” inquired the bound heroine.


  Another laugh. “Don’t think so.”


  The Marksman turned and approached a crate, some thirty feet distant from Batgirl. He knelt down, lifted the lid, and removed several items. Barbara was unable to distinguish what they were, since the cover of the crate blocked her view.


  The performer then returned to his waiting charge.


  Barbara thought quickly, trying to resolve a solution to her dilemma. “Quite a shot you made, through the tent flap. I’ll bet I could do better, though.”


  For an answer, the Marksman pulled a large black ball gag from his pocket, and forced it with some effort into Barbara’s mouth. Then he methodically buckled the leather strap, cinching it tightly behind her head.


  Batgirl stared fiercely at her captor. Her one avenue of hope…appealing to his pride…had been effectively silenced. The calmly rational eyes of her tormentor stared back dispassionately.


  “Clever, Batgirl. But I’m not going to free a dangerous adversary, just to assuage my tempted pride.


  “And as you can see, I’m of the firm belief that superheroines shouldn’t speak unless spoken to…and not even then! I have one other present for you…would you like to see what it is?”


  Barbara stared into the lifeless eyes of her opponent. Whatever it was, the bound heroine probably wasn’t going to enjoy it.


  The Marksman methodically removed two chains from his pocket. At one end, each chain held a clamp with a thumbscrew. At the other, a lead weight, similar to what would be used on a salt water fishing line. It didn’t take too much imagination to see what the Marksman had in mind.


  Her opponent smiled, then reached up with the first of the clamps toward Batgirl’s left breast. Barbara fought hard against the restraints, trying to either break free of the bonds or at least make the attachment more difficult.


  “Mmmmpgggh!” seeped from around the gag, as Batgirl moaned from the pressure being applied to her now captive nipple. The Marksman compelled the thumbscrew further, until the tension of the first clamp was intense. Then he released the arrangement, and the weight swung rhythmically from the base of the chain. The captive nipple, squeezed in its vice, followed obediently in whichever direction the chain commanded.


  The Marksman smiled. Then he repeated the process.


  “Ggmmphh!” Batgirl was not quite as amused. Those things hurt!


  “Very nice, Batgirl. Very nice indeed.” The Marksman’s hands reached up, and placed themselves on the shapely hips. Without a word, the hands slid downward and back, sculpting the ass-cheeks, rolling slowly across every curve that presented itself. Once the rearward hills had been thoroughly examined, the hands retraced their way back to the hips.


  Two index fingers now slid beneath the black spandex of Batgirl’s circus thong, stopping at the first joint of each digit. The hands crept slowly downward, with infinite patience, the tips of each index finger never exiting from beneath the fabric. As the hands slithered to the nexus of the muscular thighs, the fingertips gradually wormed closer to Batgirl’s most secret area.


  The Marksman locked eyes with the seething Batgirl, as the indexes curled across her pubic hair. Then, a slight electric thrill shuddered through the restrained heroine as the invaders brushed both left and right labia simultaneously, sensuously traversing their outer edge before moving slowly on.


  A broad grin stretched onto the Marksman’s face, and Batgirl hated him for it. The smug bastard just wanted to get a rise out of her, to see whether or not he could.


  The fingertips pulled outward, stretching the spandex to its limit. Once again the eyes locked with Barbara, and the world seemed to stop momentarily. Then the fingertips released, and the elastic material snapped violently back into position, crashing into the waiting body.


  “Uuuuugh!” coughed Batgirl, as pain and surprise raced through her. The Marksman laughed loudly, then turned and walked back to the crate.


  “I’d love to stay and play with you all night, Batgirl, but the Ringmaster was quite specific. I need to finish up and dispose of the evidence before leaving Gotham. So we really need to avoid getting sidetracked.”


  Barbara threw a sour look at the Marksman. By ‘evidence’ he meant ‘body’.


  Batgirl’s reverie was shattered by the flying blade of steel as it flashed towards her. The blade thunked heavily into the thick wood. Barbara turned her head. The flat of the blade was an inch from her eyes, fired from over thirty feet away. The Marksman was good. Very good.


  Another blade ejected from his hand, and another rumble rocked through the platform. Her right breast this time. Less than an inch. Barbara’s anxiety was building rapidly, as each steel incision encroached on her unprotected flesh. The left leg next, the flashing dagger stopping two inches from the thigh. Batgirl could only stare in trepidation as each blade accelerated across the tent.


  After the ninth blade, the Marksman stopped. Barbara knew this was far from over. She tried to reach a restrained hand downward, but the knife that had imbedded near her elbow was much too far away, serving only to tempt her.


  “Now you see why they call me the Marksman. I never miss a target. Especially one as beautiful as you.” Her captor now reached into the crate, and retrieved several balloons.


  “What fun would a knife throw be, without a little added spice?”


  The Marksman returned to his captive, and tied the balloons into place, one at a time. The inside and outside of both legs displayed a balloon, at the juncture of the knee. Two more lightly touched the outer edge of each breast, below the outstretched arm. The seventh and eighth balloons nestled between her head and upper arm, one on each side.


  Which left the ninth balloon in the Marksman’s hands. It displayed two wide strips of tape, dangling from either side of the balloon in an ‘X’ shape.


  And when the balloon was pressed to her chest, and taped into place between the two naked breasts, Batgirl understood what the sequence would be. The first eight balloons would be a warmup for the act…and the ninth would be the grand finale.


  “MMMMPPPHH!” Batgirl yelled, twisting in an effort to dislodge the bright red intruder strapped to her chest. The balloon gentled bobbled, but did not release its grip.


  “Not quite challenging enough, though…” remarked the showman. He reached up, gripping one of the many metal posts in a forceful hand. A distressed look reflected briefly in Batgirl’s eyes…then the hand pulled powerfully downward. The Circus Wheel began spinning rapidly in place, carrying the unfortunate Batgirl along with it.


  Barbara’s mind was racing as she tried to break free of the bondage, knowing she had only minutes to live.


  “GNNNN!” echoed out of her as the Marksman’s ‘gift’ added considerably to her discomfort. As the spinning platform quickly rotated her body through three-hundred and sixty degrees, her orientation to the ground changed accordingly. One second she was upright, viewing the Marksman face to face. The next she was upside-down, viewing the leather boots of her captor. But the free weights that attached to the end of each nipple chain had no such restrictions. In both cases, they remained pointed at the ground. No matter what angle the heroine attained, the weights obeyed the demand of gravity and persisted in pointing downward.


  The effect was dramatic. The captive nipples rolled painfully in a circle, chasing the fixed position of the lead weights. From Batgirl’s more subjective view on the platform, the weights pulled outward in a huge circle, like someone spinning a bucket at the end of a long rope. Her imprisoned nipples followed like obedient puppies, pulling painfully along each radial line. First toward her toes, when she was upright, tugging painfully downward. Then toward her right side, stretching fully outward. Then above her head, when she was upside-down, yanked straight upward. Finally, to the left, pulling externally to her side once more.


  Then the process repeated…


  Worse still, the rotating chains would occasionally get snagged on the targeting balloon atop her chest. The restriction would eventually clear as her angle increased, but it was the way in which it cleared that presented the issue. The entangled chain would finally roll free of the balloon, allowing the weight to drop vertically downward to its normal position. The clamped nipple would then snap outward, wrenched mercilessly by the falling weight.


  It was most unpleasant.


  “GGGAAAH!” echoed once more from the gag, as Batgirl dealt with this unexpected assault. She focused briefly on her spinning assailant, who had returned to his position across the tent.


  POP! A knife exploded the first balloon, the one on the outside of her left leg.


  The Dark Angel hadn’t even seen the throw of the blade. Her mind was somewhat preoccupied at the moment, with a building desperation for the need to escape.


  POP! Right breast this time. An inch away.


  POP! POP! Two flashing blades, just a second apart…and two more balloons gone.


  POP! Then, just a few seconds later…POP! Only two balloons remained. Barbara had reached a crescendo of desperation, and the fear that she finally confronted was that of her own demise. She couldn’t see an escape from this deathtrap, with the determined Marksman watching over her…


  POP! POP! The final two display balloons exploded loudly…as Batgirl felt her anxiety peak. Only the target on her chest remained. The spinning Marksman was lining up the final shot…


  “MMMMPPPHHH!” shouted Batgirl through the gag, hoping to argue with her adversary.


  “Sorry Batgirl…but we have a strict time schedule to keep…and you’re delaying it.”


  Batgirl watched in resigned alarm as the final knife flung outward from the Marksman’s hand…


  The moment was frozen in time, as Batgirl recorded the events forever. The flashing blade closed rapidly on the bright red balloon, aimed with perfect precision. The restrained torso would receive the cold steel, directly between two ribs. The event that had been set into motion was irrevocable, and there was no way to stop it…


  So no one was more amazed than Batgirl when it didn’t happen. The knife thunked harmlessly to her left, burying itself upright in the spinning wood of the platform. The Marksman looked thunderstruck, knowing that he couldn’t have…shouldn’t have…missed. And by Barbara’s account, he was right. The dagger had been aimed perfectly.


  As the showman strode angrily to the platform, he was oblivious to the mysterious knife that hung unsupported behind him. When he stopped, the phantom wielder of that blade brought the hilt crashing down on the back of the Marksman’s head, and the master dropped to the ground immediately, unconscious.


  Batgirl, still bound to the spinning platform, was trying hard to understand what had happened. It was when the tent flap lifted and a woman ducked into the room when the answers finally began to reveal themselves.


  Marvella crept into the tent, looking nervous and guilty. She bee-lined for the revolving heroine, gripping the posts repeatedly until the whirling Batgirl finally came to rest. Then she unbuckled the gag, and removed it.


  “M-Marvella…I presume…?” queried the still woozy Batgirl.


  “Yes. I know that I’ll probably regret this, but I can’t allow them to kill you. The Ringmaster always made it sound exciting and glamorous…being a professional thief. But I never wanted to hurt anyone. Moving objects with my mind is one thing…but murder is quite another.”


  “You made the right choice” answered Batgirl. “…and you just saved my life.”


  Marvella released the bonds on the Dark Angel one by one. “What’s going to happen now?” asked the psychic.


  Batgirl answered as she climbed down from the Circus Wheel. “If you’ll turn yourself in, I promise to do everything I can to reduce your sentence. But you’ll have to answer for what you’ve done.”


  “I guess I knew that. At least I can live with myself. What about the rest of the troupe?”


  “I’m going to contact the authorities, and have the ones who are here rounded up. They aren’t expecting any interference just yet. But I’ve got to go after the Ringmaster, before he can obtain that second code.” Batgirl now removed the targeting balloon strapped to her chest, dropping it unceremoniously to the floor.


  Marvella sighed. “All good things come to an end… Batgirl, you need to know that the Ringmaster has Ogre and Chamelea with him. Chamelea will blend until the car is right on top of her, then appear and make it look as if she was struck. When the limo stops, the Ringmaster intends to use the EM Disruptor to disable the security defenses. Then Ogre will tear the doors off, and Jennings will be theirs…”


  “Thanks, Marvella” the Dark Angel responded. “At least now I know the plan. Any idea where this all goes down?”


  “The limo will have to pass Wilshire Boulevard to exit the hoverport. It’s an ideal location for an ambush.”


  Batgirl retrieved her slitex costume and redressed. Then she handcuffed the Marksman, securing his arms around one of the circus poles that supported the main tent.


  “Thanks again. You’d better hide for the time being, in case sleeping beauty here wakes up” she said as she nudged the Marksman with a booted toe.


  “I will” answered Marvella. “Be careful, Batgirl. The Ringmaster is vengeful beyond belief.”


  “I’m discovering that….” answered Batgirl, as she turned and exited the tent.


  (III)

  A LONG STRETCH OF ACTIVITY


  It took Batgirl almost forty minutes to reach Wilshire Boulevard, arriving just before 2:00AM. If the hover-jet arrived on time, then the Limo would be passing this area in approximately twenty minutes or so, given the need to deplane and recover belongings. That didn’t give her much time to prevent the conclusion of Ringmaster’s plan.


  Barbara knew that Chamelea would be a focal point to the operation, so she started her search with that in mind. Without the abilities of blending, the limo wouldn’t stop after accidentally ‘hitting’ a pedestrian. The plan would be foiled before it began.


  Batgirl withdrew her night vision lenses, and scanned the area. Within moments, she had picked up the heat signature of the she-devil Chamelea. The woman was blended against the wall of an alley, just a few hundred feet from the turn that the limo would make.


  The Dark Angel didn’t stop there, however. After her last experience with the Marksman, she wanted to be sure that each member of the troupe was accounted for.


  The Ogre was easy, mostly because of his large body size. He waited in an alley almost directly across from Chamelea, where he tried to skulk in the darkness. Unfortunately, a seven foot giant just couldn’t skulk that well, especially in the narrow confines.


  That left the Ringmaster. It took Batgirl several more minutes to locate his heat signature, and it was by coincidence that she did so. Her peripheral vision caught just a glimpse of the telltale yellow outline, flashing briefly behind the locked doorframe of one of the buildings.


  Barbara now gleaned what she supposed was the plan. After Chamelea was ‘struck’, the limo would brake to a stop…its back end lined perfectly with the doorway in which the Ringmaster stood. Once the EM Disruptor was fired, there would be no calls for help. The Technica would be defenseless.


  It was a simple, but effective plan…and would succeed unless someone intervened…


  * * *


  Chamelea was watching intently for the Technica to round the corner, so she almost missed the scraping sound behind her. As quiet as she was, Batgirl simply couldn’t avoid all of the trash in the alley, and a slight jarring of waste had been enough to alert her enemy.


  Chamelea spun to stare at the poised crimefighter, who seemed to be looking right past her.Good, thought Chamelea.She doesn’t see me yet, but she suspects that I’m here. The cautious thief sidled along the wall of the heavily darkened alley, remaining perfectly silent.


  Batgirl seemed to be straining to listen, as if she knew something was happening, but couldn’t be sure what. Chamelea was now in prime position to attack the heroine from her flank, surprising and subduing her before she could recover.


  The mysterious performer leaped outward from the wall, elbow braced for a crushing blow to the small of Batgirl’s back. The crippling strike would incapacitate her opponent momentarily, numbing the legs for precious minutes while Chamelea finished the job.


  So when Batgirl whirled, extended, and pulled the elbow forward, Chamelea was shocked and totally unprepared. She crashed headlong into the opposite side of the alley, stunned momentarily. When she rolled over to defend herself against the braced vigilante, the swiftly traveling boot was already in motion. It connected underneath Chamelea’s chin, snapping her head backward into the wall once more. The blow was sure and true; the mysterious thief slumped unconscious immediately.


  The invisible woman formed a bright yellow outline within the night vision lenses that the Dark Angel still wore. The unfortunate Chamelea hadn’t stood a chance.


  “I hope you can blend in with prison gray,” remarked Batgirl, as she snapped the handcuffs on her opponent.


  * * *


  Ogre never saw the scuffle that had occurred across the stretch of boulevard. He had only one task to concentrate on, and he didn’t want to fail the Ringmaster again.


  When the dart sunk into his left thigh, he let out a growl that split the night air, and turned rapidly to see the nuisance crimefighter before him.


  A slow smile crept across his face. It would take more than a tiny dart to overcome the powerful Ogre…


  Batgirl braced herself for the battle. Many of her most useful items had been removed from the utility belt by the thorough Ringmaster. She had no illusions that her last hidden tranquilizer dart wouldn’t be sufficient to down this monster. Still, it should give her an edge.


  The Ogre charged, and Batgirl spun to her right, and ducked beneath the attacking behemoth. Once on his flank, a quick downward chop was deployed to the back of his neck. But the neck was so high, that the angle was all wrong. It barely stunned the brute.


  Batgirl had taken an instant too long to backpedal away from the mostly failed maneuver, and two ham-fists from the left side crashed into her, knocking her completely across the alley. Stunned, she rolled instinctively when the mammoth foot came crashing down to where her chest had been. Pain erupted along her side where the blows had struck, testament to the brute force that the Ogre possessed.


  Batgirl rolled and snapped upright, trying to ignore the agony that screamed in her torso. When the monster charged again, she did the unexpected…she waited for the blow.


  At the last possible second, she jumped upward, grasping the rungs of a fire escape ladder. As the brute barreled forward, both of her legs snapped forward into the chin of the approaching adversary.


  The blow rocked both opponents. It was like trying to stop a truck with your booted feet, thought Batgirl. Ogre had received much worse, however. He knelt in the alley, temporarily dazed, spitting blood from a cracked lip.


  This time the Dark Angel used Chamelea’s trick. She leapt upward, and brought an out-thrust elbow smashing down on the back of the giant’s neck.


  He crumpled immediately, down for the duration of this battle.


  “The bigger they are…” observed Batgirl, snapping cuffs into position once more.


  * * *


  As Barbara approached the exit to the alleyway, a sixth sense warned her of danger; more an intuition than an identified threat. Batgirl dove to the right on instinct, scrambling behind a Dumpster for protection. A section of the brick wall where she had been exploded into fragments, as the projectile ricocheted off of it.


  This time, there were no holds barred, thought the shaken Batgirl. That bullet had been meant to assassinate. Only her instinctual dive had prevented that. It had to be the Marksman…though how he had gotten here so quickly, Barbara could only guess.


  “Come out, come out, wherever you are…” the expert called from the end of the alley. A rifle barrel pointed directly at the Dumpster, ready to pounce on any movement from behind it.


  “Don’t you want to see which of us is the better shot, Batgirl?” the Marksman taunted. “We never got to finish our last contest, so it’s only fitting that we do so now…”


  Still no answer. It had been almost a minute. The clever vigilante must be planning something, the crack shot thought to himself.


  “I’m going to give you thirty seconds to give yourself up…” the Marksman exclaimed. “If you don’t come out by then, I’m going to start shooting with duranium tipped bullets.”And if you do come out, the performer thought to himself,I’ll shoot that much sooner…


  No movement betrayed the heroine’s location. The Marksman prepared to shoot through the metal of the Dumpster, to drive his quarry into flight.


  As he raised the scope to his eyes, he caught the flash of movement behind him. The blow caught him by complete surprise, felling him in an instant. The gun fired haphazardly, the shot burying itself harmlessly into the pavement below. He never got a chance to see the open sewer covers, one behind the Dumpster, and one situated in the next alley over. This was Batgirl’s city, and she knew its passageways and exits better than anyone.


  As she approached the prone villain, a white Technica limo rounded the corner, then accelerated and continued on its way. Batgirl had won.


  “Nice shooting Tex….” she exclaimed, as the third set of cuffs clicked into position.


  * * *


  After the limo had disappeared from view, applause echoed off the surrounding buildings, startling the Dark Angel briefly. She whirled and crouched, to discover the Ringmaster standing patiently across the street. He was clapping.


  At his feet, wrists tied behind her back, and legs bound together by rope, Marvella slumped in an unconscious pile.


  “Well done, Batgirl! Well done! You would have made quite an addition to our Circus of Crime, if only you had the proper temperament. Now it looks as if all of our schemes have unraveled, with you as the culprit.”


  “And you’re next in line to go down…” glared the Dark Angel.


  “I still have a trick or two up my sleeve, vigilante…” chided the Ringmaster. “For instance, though it’s inexcusably crude, I have this…”


  From his jacket, the Ringmaster retrieved an auto-fire 12mm pistol. He pointed it at the prone Marvella.


  “I wonder…” he continued, “…if the valiant Batgirl would allow even a criminal to die, knowing she could stop it…”


  Batgirl grimaced, but said nothing.


  “You have ten seconds to cross the street and kneel with your back to me, or Marvella will receive her reward for the betrayal to her troupe.”


  Batgirl’s mind raced furiously with decisions. The Ringmaster was too far away to get a batarang into play. She was lamentably out of concussor grenades. The blowdart remained; but she would have to be ten feet away, and face to face with the villain, before she could take a clean shot. Her only hope, she realized, was to take the Ringmaster down with a surprise offensive maneuver once she got close enough.


  And the chances of a successful attack at close range, with a loaded gun pointed in her direction, were slim to none.


  Batgirl began crossing the street, approaching the Showman’s position.


  “Hands on your head, if you please, Batgirl,” the voice echoed out.


  Batgirl reluctantly placed her hands behind her head, disabling her further from any quick evasion attempts. When she was ten feet away from her opponent, she began angling her approach to align Marvella on the Ringmaster’s left side. The move would at least give her some room for a confrontation, without risking the life of the psychic.


  The Ringmaster was too intelligent for that, however. He extended the gun outward, pointing it at the prone Marvella.


  “Nice try, vigilante. You’ve already spoiled by plans twice. I don’t intend to give you the opportunity for a third attempt.


  “Now if you’ll be so kind as to kneel, with your back towards me.”


  Batgirl, realizing she was much too far away for even a lightning attack, pleaded for her ally’s fate. “Ringmaster, at least let Marvella go. She didn’t do anything to thwart your plans.”


  “Ah, but she did…” the Ringmaster answered. “She freed you. And that was enough to dictate her fate.”


  Batgirl was now kneeling on the pavement, hands on the back of her head, with her back to her opponent. Not an ideal position for a reprisal, she thought.


  Barbara heard the footsteps of the Ringmaster closing on her position. Just a few feet more… Batgirl lashed out backward, using her fist to strike the kneecap of the standing adversary. The Ringmaster howled in pain, anger suffusing his body at the betrayal.


  Unfortunately for the Dark Angel, the Ringmaster’s blow had already begun; and though the aim wasn’t perfect, it was close enough. The butt of the gun crashed into the top of her head. A wave of dizziness was rapidly followed by darkness closing on the courageous heroine.


  * * *


  I’m not having one of my better nights, Batgirl thought to herself as she regained consciousness.Captured three times in an eight hour period, by maniacal criminals intent on my demise.


  And this third time looked to be the worst, she thought.


  As the nausea and dizziness cleared, she found herself looking down onto the floor of a factory. The bound Marvella had been tied to a chair, but was still slumped unconscious. The victorious Ringmaster smiled up at her, obviously overjoyed at her current predicament. Her slitex costume appeared on the floor next to him, crumpled into a disarrayed pile along with her utility belt.


  Which left the gallant heroine with her boots, her gloves, and her mask…and absolutely nothing else. Batgirl realized immediately that her naked body had been displayed for a punishing eradication, based on the current positioning of the metal framework arrayed against her.


  She was secured by metal cuffs at the wrists and ankles. No keyholes appeared to her practiced eye, indicating magnalocks were in use. Her lockpick would be totally useless against the internal magnetic catches.


  A metal loop had been welded onto each cuff, allowing the cuff to be slid onto a pole if needed. The Ringmaster had done just that. The four loops had been slid onto two poles, one on either side of her, placing her in a position where she was standing upright between them. With arms held high over her head, feet placed slightly apart, she presented quite a sight for the leering adversary below. Those poles were two inches in circumference, much too thick to bend with anything short of superhuman strength.


  A wide metal belt had been squeezed tightly into her trim waist. Another magnalock, with a loop on either side of the restraint. The belt was also attached to the poles, but with a slightly different connection. A powerful industrial spring had been bolted onto each loop, with the other end stretching outward and bolted to the pole. Batgirl shifted her hips experimentally. There was no movement horizontally; the springs were just too powerful. Vertically, she could bend up and down without difficulty.


  Her legs were spread just twelve inches apart. Not painful really, at least not yet. It was what appeared between her legs that raised the level of concern in the bound vigilante. A long pole extended upward from the base of the frame, rising up for a total length of over two feet. The base of the pole was fastened into a rotational socket, allowing it to turn slowly about the central axis. The apex of the pole had been cleaved and re-welded, and now sported a huge chrome dildo which had been polished to dazzling brightness. Expanding outward at multiple ports on the dildo, small rubber ‘fingers’ about a quarter of an inch long, and the same size in width, thrust from the surface of the metallic monster. The tip of the phallus rested just five inches below newly exposed superheroine labia.


  Batgirl could readily imagine where the fiendish device would be headed shortly…and the powerful springs were going to make it impossible to avoid.


  Both the top and the bottom of the framework were similar in design. A large metal beam was affixed above her, four huge bolts fastening the support immovably to the shaft of a powerful electric motor. Below her, the arrangement was identical. The two bars on either side of her had been secured to those beams by means of thick metal collars that were circular in design. It appeared that the bars to which Batgirl’s wrists and ankles were bound could move inward and outward along the horizontal axis of the support beams.


  That wasn’t good news for the now struggling crimefighter, who was searching desperately for any weakness in the diabolical arrangement.


  “Welcome, Batgirl, to your death…” the Ringmaster announced.


  “A bit early for that statement, don’t you think?” retorted the Dark Angel.


  “Not particularly…” the showman responded smoothly. “I seriously considered shooting you in the back of the head, and being done with it. But considering the pain that you’ve caused me, I feel that it’s only fitting to return the favor.”


  “Gee, thanks…” quipped Batgirl dryly.


  “So, would you like to learn about your own demise, or Marvella’s?” her nemesis asked.


  Barbara just glared, refusing to be baited.


  “Let’s start with yours then… You are currently in the Millicent Taffy Company, one of the fallback positions for my schemes if we failed with the limo. As I examined the taffy puller machine, I realized what a wonderful punishment device it could become…with just a little work.


  “Naturally, I fashioned the modifications, just in case I ever needed them. The machine was originally designed to stretch the taffy into ever lengthening strings of ribboned candy. The entire frame rotates around a center spindle…which is where your torso is currently…to accomplish the final product. The taffy loops around the outside of the bars to which your wrists and ankles are fastened. Each rotation of the machine is designed to spread the bars a bit further, to elongate the candy once each cycle. Now it will perform the same function on you.”


  “How creative” quipped Batgirl. “But I’m not exactly candy…”


  “Indeed,” the Ringmaster answered. “Taffy will stretch indefinitely…but you won’t. I image that your arms and legs will eventually be torn from their sockets. It will be exquisitely painful, of that you can be assured.”


  Batgirl gritted her teeth, but said nothing. She continued to pull at the bars, hoping to find some weakness.


  “The little toy beneath you will help to ensure that it’s not all boring…as the bars stretch further with each rotation, your body will sink a little lower to accommodate the tension. Within ten minutes of activation, I think you’ll meet your chrome friend for the first time.


  “After a half hour, you’ll have an in-depth relationship.


  “By the time the one hour mark is reached, the drill will be ‘bottoming out’ if you know what I mean… Then it will be a race to see which demise claims you first…the stretching of the rack or the internal pole insertion.”


  Batgirl yanked viciously on the restraints, partly to break free, and partly to diffuse her building anger. The Ringmaster was going to claim the final victory, unless she could find a way to escape the vengeance of this master criminal.


  “At least let Marvella go..” Batgirl grated between clenched teeth. “She’s one of your own.”


  “She was, until she betrayed us. I’m a compassionate man, however. I’m going to allow her to die with the bomb explosion.”


  “WHAT BOMB EXPLOSION?!?!!” Batgirl gaped.


  “Why, the one underneath her chair. Didn’t I mention it?”


  Batgirl glared in anger. He was deliberately taunting her, throwing her off balance.


  “If she moves,” the Ringmaster continued, “the bomb goes off. If she doesn’t move, the bomb still goes off…with a timer. But don’t worry Batgirl…I’ve made sure it’s heavy enough that she can’t move it using her mental powers. As an added precaution, she was injected earlier with one of your sleep darts. One way or another, you two will perish.”


  “And I suppose you’ll be off gloating about it with some of your allies?” Batgirl asked.


  The Ringmaster gave her a sad, disappointed look. “Really, Batgirl…I expected better of you. On the million to one chance that you escape, I really can’t have you traipsing after me, can I?”


  The Ringmaster knelt beside the unconscious Marvella, and punched a few buttons on a squarish device below her. A red light illumined, blinking balefully across the room.


  “Enjoy the ride, Batgirl. I’m sure you’ll find that it stretches you to new limits…in more ways than one!” the Ringmaster laughed as pressed an activator on the wall, then exited the room.


  The captive Batgirl felt a slight rumbling below her, then the entire frame began to slowly turn clockwise about the central axis…with her imprisoned body following along for the ride…


  * * *


  Barbara could feel the massive electric motors humming through the framework that she was attached to. The subsonic rumbling was transmitted along the metal struts, softly shaking everything that was attached, including her. The vibrations echoed throughout her restrained muscles, singing a dirge of awesome power and dreadful finality.


  Within the first few seconds of rotation, one thing became immediately apparent; the raw power of this machine was not going to be defeated by brute strength. This didn’t prevent the courageous crimefighter from trying, however.


  Batgirl twisted in her bonds, trying to snap one of the welds on her cuffs. When this failed, she tried desperately to pull her torso out of position, to rend one of the springs. The shapely hips moved almost a half an inch toward the left, the tremendous strain reflected clearly in the eyes behind the raven mask.


  No good, Batgirl thought.A half inch. I can’t even move myself out of position from that disgusting dildo.


  The rotation had just reached the halfway point of its first pass, the aperture between the bars attaining their maximum distance for this round. Barbara made a mental note of the distance between the toes of her boots. She was going to need it for comparison.


  The keen mind was rapidly analyzing every aspect of the current situation. The imprisoned heroine didn’t like the answers that kept coming back.


  The lockpicks wouldn’t work. The powerful motors couldn’t be overcome from her ground zero position. And the factory wouldn’t open for three hours, which was two hours more than what was needed to end her career forever.


  This isn’t looking so hot, the Dark Angel concluded.


  The first rotation completed, the motors grinding forward to increase the stretch on the parallel bars. As the framework swung round to face Marvella, maximum aperture was again reached. Batgirl examined her booted toes, and estimated the gain in distance as a quarter of an inch.


  Not bad, at least not yet. But a quarter of an inch an hour from now would be agony beyond description, as taut muscles reached the limit of their ability to comply.


  I ‘d better come up with a plan soon, Batgirl thought furiously,or I’ll be needing a much simpler costume…


  * * *


  The Ringmaster entered the hovercar, removing the EM Disruptor from his pocket. He still had one chance. Though the estate of Jennings had some fairly sophisticated security, the EM should even the score and allow access to the master thief. Then a quick shot of Veritaine, a commute to the bank, and the exchange to precious jewels could still be his.


  Better yet, there would be no parties to split the proceeds with. The showman hadn’t freed the unconscious Ogre, Chamelea, or Marksman. And Batgirl would probably have notified the Enforcers…which meant that the rest of the troupe was most likely in custody.


  “Ah well…” said the Ringmaster aloud, “I’ll be hard pressed to find ways to spend the millions of credits, but I can give it a good try.”


  He chuckled as he set the nav-comp to access the address.


  * * *


  Batgirl was just reaching the ten-minute mark inside the factory. The framework pivoted about the axis, as constant and unflagging as the change of seasons. The Dark Angel continued to writhe and twist in the bonds, hoping to uncover some weakness.


  And things were getting a bit more urgent…


  True to the Ringmaster’s prediction, the chrome dildo had just started to reach the restricted labia. During the last rotation, Barbara had felt the chill metal as it brushed against her pouting love lips, a soft kiss with a promise of things to come.


  Batgirl struggled more violently…


  As the framework revolved foreward once more, the Dark Angel pushed upward on outstretched toes. The affection was avoided this round, but Barbara couldn’t hide the truth. The foot extension would buy her a few rotations, no more. There was no avoiding the persistent shaft as the stretching became more pronounced.


  As Batgirl stared at the dreaded thing, another terrible aspect of her predicament suddenly struck home. Barbara had thought that the shaft was fixed, and that her body would slowly rotate around it. As the meeting drew nearer, the captive heroine realized that the central dildo shaft was slowly spinning…IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION!


  The framework spun slowly clockwise…but the dildo was spinning counterclockwise! The speed of the thing would be effectively doubled inside her, as the two ships passed in the night. Then they’d start over, again and again.


  “MARVELLA!” Batgirl yelled. “MARVELLA, WAKE UP!”


  But the slumped psychic remained unresponsive to the calls, still drugged. Barbara knew that the darts normally lasted about two hours. The circus woman had probably been injected by the Marksman back at the fairgrounds. If that were the case…and it was a mighty bigif…then the transport and bindings would have absorbed about forty minutes. Another ten while Batgirl fought her duels with the rest of the troupe…and fifteen or so to bind and arrange the Dark Angel in her current pose.


  That left Batgirl with about five minutes or so to wake the drugged ally…and to escape with her…before the machine tore her apart.


  Ifthe drug had been administered at the fairgrounds.


  Ifthey had used only one dart.


  Ifthe bomb beneath Marvella didn’t go off first.


  AndifBatgirl could even figure a way out of this deathtrap.


  There were an awful lot of ‘ifs’…but Barbara didn’t have many other avenues open to her at this point…


  The framework swung round once more. Batgirl had now used up the reprieve she had gotten by extending to her toes. The chrome pressed lightly against the lips once more, coaxing them to open.


  Batgirl pulled hard at the springs again, as the frame eased, but the powerful tensioners allowed no play. The pressure was actually stronger as the Dark Angel dipped downward, since the springs were more fully stretched at that point.


  The next rotation forward, Batgirl felt her labia begin to part, reluctantly obeying the demands of the applied pressure from the chrome deviant. Despite her aversion, the lips began to respond to the repeated touches, blossoming outward and moistening.


  The motors continued to rumble…


  “Aaaahhh!” gasped out of Batgirl as the metallic invader finally plunged home on the third rotation. An inch of the thing had popped inside her, as the stalwart lips ultimately succumbed to the insistent device. The cool surface turned slowly inside her, before the easing pressure eventually allowed her to free herself from its company.


  But the next plunge was achieved all too soon.


  “Ahh!” echoed through the room, as the Dark Angel exhaled in reaction. She was more prepared sexually this time, but the chrome was now penetrating deeper into her core. The rubber fingers had just reached beyond the protesting labia, and the vibrantly flipping motion was indescribably erotic.


  The nodules bent and twisted with every intimate curve inside her, hugging every angle as it presented itself. They carried the thrumming vibrations of the lower motor directly into her most personal space, reverberating every nuance of the steel directly into the tightened walls of her love canal. More juices flowed as her body reacted to the sensual incursion.


  Another six rotations, as the seconds ticked by.


  “Huuuhh…Uuuh…Ahhhh!” gasped out of Batgirl as the device continued to drill in reverse order inside her. She was rapidly approaching her first orgasm, and there seemed to be no way to stop it. Barbara wasn’t even sure she wanted to. The orgasms would at least take her mind off of what the final outcome would be, unless Marvella awoke. The sexual gratification would be the most compassionate part of her chastisement, considering what would happen to her limbs.


  The stretching of her limbs hadn’t reached critical levels yet; it appeared to an outward observer that Batgirl was simply performing some slow moving ‘jumping-jacks’. Her body would bend outward into a spreadeagle position, then return to an upright stance. But each rotation, her crotch dipped a little lower than the previous round, while her limbs spread a bit further apart. Barbara estimated that she had about forty minutes left before her arms and legs had reached their final limit.


  As the framework spun to the fore, the Dark Angel was penetrated more deeply by the insistent rubber nodules. She felt the wave of ecstasy cresting within her, as the grommets rubbed furiously against her tight velvety interior.


  “GAAAAAHHHHH!” echoed loudly off the surrounding walls, as Batgirl shouted aloud with surprise at the intensity of the powerful first orgasm. Her trembling muscles jerked spasmodically in the grip of the sexual nirvana, the shuddering body losing control as the passion embraced her totally.


  “AAAHH…Aaaahh…aaaahhh!” exhaled out of her as the magnitude diminished slightly, and she could once again control her muscles. Perspiration accumulated on the exterior of her stretched body, as the heat from her struggles was joined by the heat of sexual bliss. Tiny rivulets rolled down her legs, their motion arrested by the top of her boots. Other rolled across the flat belly, stopping when the waist belt was encountered.


  “MARVELLA!” the recovering crimefighter yelled again.


  Still no answer.


  And the framework continued on…


  * * *


  The vehicle was halfway there. The Ringmaster had been thinking about the events of the evening as the distance shortened. Best to take no chances. He linked to the comsat, and sent an anonymous message to the Enforcers, indicating where the Ogre, Chamelea, and the Marksman could be found. How he had seen the whole thing. How Batgirl had captured them, then taken off after someone else.


  The Enforcers would take the three into custody. Then they would leave the scene, never realizing that their darling Batgirl was just a few hundred yards away, being torn limb from limb. It would be hours before anyone discovered that, and the Ringmaster would be long gone by then.


  * * *


  The digital timepiece on the factory wall displayed bad news for the slowly succumbing Batgirl. She was barely able to read it…between the perspiration that rolled into her eyes, and the brief intervals where she blanked out. It displayed that more than thirty minutes had elapsed.


  The act was nearing its conclusion. Barbara had orgasmed six more times, as the chrome invader twirled defiantly inside her. Even now, despite the haze of pain, Barbara could feel another orgasm building. The rubber grommets were insidious, unstoppable.


  It may not make any difference, the Dark Angel thought.Each time I’ve called to Marvella, there’s been no response.


  But surrendering was never part of Batgirl’s mode of operation, and she wasn’t going to start now. As the framework rotated forward, and her limbs stretched achingly outward, Barbara tried for what might well be the last chance.


  “MARVELLA!!” No answer. Damn!


  “MARVELLLLAAAA!!!!”


  A groan issued from the slumped performer!


  “MAR-VEL-AH!!!!!” Batgirl barked into components.


  A groggy psychic slowly lifted her head. “Wh…Wha…?”


  “Marvella, can you hear me?” the Dark Angel repeated.


  “B…Batgirl…?”


  The framework had spun once more, and Barbara now had her back to the performer, but she continued.


  “Marvella, listen closely…Don’t try to move! There’s a bomb beneath you that’s motion sensitive. If you move too much, it will explode. If you don’t move, its still on a timer. Do you understand?”


  Marvella, though still groggy, answered. “Yes…” Then the performer stared in awe as the metallic frame slowly revolved to the foreward position, and she could see what had been done to the valiant Batgirl.


  The crimefighter had been stripped mostly naked, left with her mask, and only her boots and gloves to shield her from an insidious device. As the metallic apparatus revolved, Marvella stared in horror at what was happening. A chrome dildo had been positioned directly beneath the stretching Batgirl, and it appeared that the heroine couldn’t avoid it.


  NO!Marvella thought. She watched in dismay as the metal phallus pressed hard against vulnerable labia, then plunged forcefully into the unwilling aperture.How long has Batgirl been rotating like that, the psychic wondered. It was obvious by the perspiring, pain-inflicted body that it had been much too long.


  “Marvella…listen…listen closely…” strained Batgirl as the maximum aperture stole across her. “I can’t take much more of this… I have about five minutes left before this machine pulls me apart… And I need your help…”


  “What can I do, Batgirl?” asked Marvella. “I can’t move, or we’ll both be killed.”


  “Can you move my utility belt, using your mind?” the crimefighter asked.


  Marvella stared at the Batgirl costume, now heaped in a pile next to her. She concentrated, straining somewhat with the weight of the belt. Then, slowly, the belt disentangled itself from the pile and floated free.


  “Good” Batgirl called. “Now I need you…neeed…”


  Marvella watched as another max was reached. Batgirl strained mightily, pain etched in her face, teeth gritted. Then the pain subsided as the motors rumbled on, and the Dark Angel continued.


  “…Need you to flip open the second compartment on the left. There’s a red button beneath the panel. Can you push that with your mind?”


  Marvella concentrated once more, closing her eyes. The panel flipped open, then the red button sunk slowly downward, clicking quietly.


  “Done,” the psychic answered.


  “Great. Now, for the last part. I need you to float the belt over to this machine, and as the lower support beam passes, drop the belt onto it.”


  “What’s going to happen?” Marvella asked.


  “The energy pack is overloading, and in about sixty seconds it will short circuit. The belt will send a powerful electrical surge through the motors, hopefully shorting them out.”


  Marvella stared in horror once more. Batgirl had deliberately left something out. “But that means you’ll be electrified also!!!”


  “Can’t…Can’t be…”


  The psychic watched as the stretching got worse. It was obvious that Batgirl had run out of options, and this was the only viable one left.


  “Batgirl?” No answer. The crimefighter had blacked out momentarily from the pain, Marvella realized.I’ve got to hurry.


  The belt slowly lifted from the floor, hovering over the lower support beam. As the beam swung into position, Marvella let go with her mind. The belt dropped perfectly, weighted so that half of it was draped on either side.


  Marvella didn’t have long to wait. The dazed Batgirl was groaning, having just started to recover, when a crackling sizzle erupted from the belt.


  “AAAAAAAAAAAIIIEEEHHHH!!!!!!!!” burst out of Batgirl as the powerful electricity jolted into her. Her body began shuddering uncontrollably within the restraints, jerking crazily to and fro. Blue tendrils of energy flashed across the motors and bars of the frame, and a sharpCRACK!split the air.


  Marvella heard several sharp clicks as the energy flow died out. Then she watched as an unconscious Batgirl fell forward off the machine, and slumped to the floor. Not only had the electricity shorted out the motors, but the powerful magnetic fields created during the process had disabled the magnalocks. Batgirl was free!


  Only one thing, Marvella thought to herself.Is she alive?That jolt had been incredible.


  Could even the Dark Angel withstand it?


  * * *


  The Enforcers arrived at Wilshire Boulevard quickly, the scans indicating that one of the perps was nearby. They closed on the location, discovering a stocky figure unconscious in the alleyway.


  Next to him, a set of broken cuffs, apparently torn apart by brute force.


  Across the street, Team Two discovered a second set, also torn apart.


  The Ogre and Chamelea were gone.


  * * *


  “BATGIRL!”


  “BATGIRL!!!”


  This time it was Marvella’s turn to become panicked at the turn of events. A timed explosive device clicked quietly under her chair, and no one knew how much time was left. In a strange twist of destinies, it was now Marvella who needed Batgirl to awaken, or pay the consequence.


  A groan issued across the room, then another. An aching, disheveled Batgirl rose slowly to her knees, then remained there. She spent several moments just recovering her senses.


  “I thought you were done for…” a relieved Marvella proclaimed aloud.


  “So did I”, answered Batgirl. “The boots and gloves protected me somewhat…but the waist belt really applied a charge. My midriff feels like I’ve been run over.”


  “Not to pressure you too much, Batgirl…but could we do something about the bomb?”


  The Dark Angel stood somewhat shakily, then walked to the chair and knelt beside the device.


  A second later, Marvella heard two beeps, and Batgirl stood once more. The bomb had stopped its incessant clicking.


  “Quite a night, eh?” Marvella asked as Batgirl untied her bonds.


  “It’s not over yet” answered Batgirl. “The Ringmaster is still loose, but I think he’s in for a surprise.”


  “What do you mean?” asked the psychic.


  “I’m sure that the master showman couldn’t resist the temptation of millions of credits” Batgirl answered. “I’m sure he’s going to try to take down the CSM by himself. To do that, he’ll need to use the EM Disruptor to nullify the security grid. He never got a chance to use it on the limo.”


  “So?” asked Marvella.


  “So…” continued the Dark Angel, “When I first had the Disruptor, I rewired it. When the Ringmaster presses that button, the electron pulse won’t fire forward, it will fire backward. He’ll get an electrical jolt bigger than mine. That should knock him out for hours. And I want to be there to pick up the pieces…”


  Marvella laughed. “You really are amazing, aren’t you?”


  A wry smile crossed Batgirl’s face. “And you’re pretty heroic. Maybe I can convince you to become a superheroine someday. That psychic power could be incredibly useful in my line of work.”


  “Hmmmm..” Marvella mused, “something to consider anyway. But for now I need to pay my debts for the harm I’ve caused. I guess I need to finish that first.”


  Batgirl had finished freeing her ally. Now she redressed in her costume.


  As the two exited the building, Barbara spied the Enforcers detaining the Marksman. The Dark Angel turned Marvella over to them, though somewhat reluctantly. A few whispered words with the psychic, then with the Captain, and Marvella was detained as well.


  The vigilante had just discovered from the Enforcer the news regarding the broken cuffs. Barbara suspected that she hadn’t seen the last of Ogre or Chamelea.


  She had also discovered that Jennings Estates security grid had reported an attempted burglary…and that the thin, cadaverous looking man had been knocked backward by some kind of explosion in his hand, and was now in custody.


  Batgirl climbed aboard the Ninja, and accelerated smoothly away. She was looking forward to seeing the Ringmaster again…but this time behind bars. The Circus of Crime had finally performed its last show…thanks to the efforts of the remarkable Batgirl.
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      WARNING!!!The following story contains bondage, domination, and extremely adult sexual situations. If this isn’t the kind of thing you’re interested in, for heavens sake DON’T READ IT!!! You should be OVER 21 YEARS OF AGE to read this, as it is intended for adults only.


      Set in the world created by The Cliffhanger in the stories ‘Arc of the Gold Bug’ and ‘The Tournament of Death’, it involves a dark and somber future where Batgirl fights crime with other vigilantes without the aid of Batman, who is (at least temporarily) gone from the scene.


      This story is written as fiction for entertainment purposes only, and is not intended to gather monetary recompense in ANY WAY, SHAPE, or FORM…it is freely offered for interested readers only.


      The original creation of Batgirl is copyrighted by DC Comics…without whom we wouldn’t have this wonderful superheroine. (So go buy a few to show your support…and encourage them to write more Batgirl stories…)

    
  

  AUTHOR’S NOTE: This one is for the folks at C3C…hi everyone! Based on a discussion there regarding some of the more creative 60s deathtraps, this story includes a somewhat updated version of one of them. Wait…you’ll see…


  (I)

  SURF’S UP


  When the first six-foot wave crashed against the docks in Gotham harbor, no one was terribly concerned. After all, it wasn’t unusual to have large swells rolling inward on the piers.


  Five minutes later, a ten-foot wave not only crashed into the docks, it spilled across the concrete barriers to splash the pavement with several inches of water.


  Disconcerting, and unusual, but not dangerous.


  Several of the workers were pointing, and exclaiming loudly, when after another five minutes the fifteen-foot wave rolled in. This time the panic was barely held at bay. Five feet of the wave exceeded the retaining wall, and millions of gallons of seawater burst onto the pavement, swirling across the blacktop into the forklifts and warehouses.


  Loud profanities and vehement shouting ensued, while the union bosses tried to calm the worried workers. It would have succeeded, had not the fourth wave appeared, rolling across the horizon like a dark black juggernaut. Even at this distance it was easy to estimate the twenty-five foot height, a size that would easily submerge the nearest recipients.


  A huge scramble ensued, as every worker tried to secure a safe location from the incoming wall of water. When the colossus hit, forklifts overturned like children’s toys. Grain, rice, and other products were blasted apart from their carefully stacked columns, tossed in all directions by the force of the water. Several workers were pried loose of their moorings, and banged into doors, walls, or other objects. The open doorways to the warehouses admitted thousands of gallons of water, destroying much of the contents being held for shipment.


  When the devastation ended, everyone was thankful that no one had been killed in the freak tidal wave.


  And no one had a logical explanation…


  * * *


  Batgirl had been reviewing the devastation under her alternate guise of Barbara Gordon. The digi-vid accounts had all been secondhand, since much of the water had receded by the time the news reporters had arrived. Still, the first hand accounts that were retold held some interesting facts.


  One: the final wave that had done the most damage was not the first wave to hit. The accounts stated that there had been at least two (and many said three) preceding waves.


  Two: there had been none of the characteristics usually associated with a tidal wave, even a small one. No storm fronts, no earthquakes, nothing that could have explained the disaster.


  Three: the wavefront had been very limited in length and intensity. A ‘normal’ tidal wave would have expanded over many linear feet of frontage. This wave seemed to limit itself to a mere two hundred foot facial surface, yet the damage had been that of a much larger wave.


  It was almost as if the wave had packed the energy somehow, and been directed to its final location.


  Something deep within her told Barbara that this was not a natural catastrophe. She began retrieving articles on wave dynamics and particle motion. The first line of defense was to understand what was happening in more detail. And Barbara especially needed to know who the experts in the field were. If the wave had been generated intentionally, and there was malice behind it, Gotham could be at serious risk.


  * * *


  A dark, black clad vigilante swung between rooftops that night. The lithe, athletic Batgirl was attired in her slitex costume, a flash of black against the moonlit sky. Her research had indicated that one of the preeminent leaders in wave motion dynamics had an office here in Gotham. Professor Angstrom had written several books, and generated quite a bit of interest in the field with his theories on the dispersal and control of wave motion. He had even displayed some success with the ideas at a recent symposium.


  The Dark Angel felt that a covert examination of his office wasn’t unwarranted. Especially since there had been no answer to any of her tele-comm calls. In fact, by all accounts that she could recover, the Professor hadn’t been seen in almost six months.


  The shapely heroine touched down on the rooftop with barely a sound. The office building was locked for the evening…but Batgirl had her own means of entry and egress. She rappelled down the glass on the side of the huge skyscraper, stopping her downward motion when she finally reached the fourth floor.


  A thin metal wire, hook shaped, was removed from her utility belt as she examined the lock. The window was old, and improperly sealed against intrusion. Who would possibly want to enter from fifty feet up? Within seconds, the lock mechanism flipped upward as the hook coerced it. Batgirl slipped inside.


  The office was organized with immaculate neatness; no spare papers or clutter in evidence anywhere. Barbara had already searched via ORACLE, and found nothing definitive. There had been conferences, lectures, exhibitions, and printed research articles. But there had been nothing indicating the current whereabouts of the Professor.


  The portable vid display caught her eye, however. It was a standalone unit, not connected to the city mainframe. Unusual. She flicked on the power supply, and began retrieving the saved graphics files one at a time. What appeared in the display confused her at first…at least momentarily. The blueprints were highly detailed, and quite complex. When Batgirl minimized the point of view, a shape began to form. It was a geodesic dome. The parameters for the structure, as well as the design elements, indicated a surprising fact. This structure was designed for underwater application.


  The size, shape, and tensile strengths all pointed to a man-made habitat that would be secured to the ocean floor. It was a highly inventive, innovative design that could withstand the stresses of immersion, while providing a window to the undersea world.


  Could this be where Professor Angstrom had disappeared to? It seemed possible.


  Batgirl continued to peruse the files, looking for any further clues that might help in the search. There was a tremendous amount of data regarding electronic components, only some of which the Dark Angel recognized. Radar, fluid motion trackers, thermography, and a host of other items. It seemed that the Professor was involved in some very complex research.


  In one of the more deeply buried files, Batgirl discovered a longitude and latitude. It took her a minute to pull up the nautical charts; when she did, the referenced point was displayed quite specifically. It was almost a mile offshore, situated in an area that contained sand and mostly exposed bedrock. It seemed a perfect location for securing the massive girders that would be required in the construction of an underwater habitat.


  It certainly deserved an investigation of the area.


  As Batgirl turned to replace the portable vid to its original location, she noticed something odd. She felt strangely lightheaded, almost dizzy. When she stood, the effect worsened.


  Gas!!


  Batgirl stumbled across the chair, in an effort to get to the window as quickly as possible. The room spun lazily out of control, as objects appeared in duplicate before her eyes. The distinctive click of the doorframe signaled the entrance of another person, but the Dark Angel was focused on reaching the exit.


  The spin had grown faster as her hand reached the lock, but the presence was right on top of her by that point. She turned quickly, just in time to see the cudgel descending toward her head. Reflexes slowed by the inhalation of gas, Batgirl was unable to avoid the attack entirely. The towering, dark figure swung the weapon at the back of her skull, but an evading Batgirl caught the cudgel in her shoulder.


  Driven to the floor by the force of the blow, Batgirl struggled to rise and defend herself. But she seemed robbed of initiative, the invisible gas having drained her of strength. She could only watch as the masked assailant drew back the arm for another assault., and a second blow connected.


  Then everything went dark.


  * * *


  When the Dark Angel awoke, she found herself looking at the ceiling of some type of warehouse. The dull throbbing in her head told her that the cudgel had succeeded in doing its work. The memory was reinforced by the painful lump now protruding from the back of her skull.


  As she craned her neck to examine her surroundings, several aspects of her incarceration became immediately clear.


  The first fact that distressed her was that she had been stripped naked. Well, almost naked. Her captor had thoughtfully left her with boots, gloves, and mask…and absolutely nothing else. The slightly chill air brought a multitude of tiny goosebumps to her exposed flesh. Still, she doubted that the goosebumps would be the worst of her problems.


  Especially since her current pose indicated a variety of possibilities.


  She had been laid flat on a steel metal slab, a work surface that was raised above the floor by some three feet, apparently used for metal stamping. Her wrists had been manacled together, and drawn high over her head to the center of the upper end of the slab. At the lower end of the surface, two thick chains arose from the corners of the slab, ending in heavy shackles that locked each booted ankle securely.


  Her legs had been splayed embarrassingly wide apart.And I’m sure that’s not a mistake, she thought.


  Supported from the ceiling, and traveling downward until it stopped just an inch above the tabletop, a one-inch thick steel pole waited patiently. The lower end of the pole had been positioned a mere two inches from the Dark Angel’s nether regions. The upper end had been attached to a hinge on the ceiling. Batgirl wasn’t too happy about that. The reason for her concern was the direction of the hinge. It traveled parallel to her prone body, not across it.


  Which meant that the pole could, and probably would, swing from the toes of her boots toward the cuffs at her wrists, then back again. The only thing that would stop the motion was what lay between the wide-forked legs.


  Batgirl shifted uncomfortably.


  The lower end of the pole exhibited a pre-drilled hole, a half-inch in diameter. It would appear that something could be secured through that hole. Batgirl was sure that she didn’t want to know what that ‘something’ was.


  The Dark Angel began struggling against the chains, pulling and twisting them in an effort to break free. The clanking of the iron against the steel echoed in the dim surroundings as she went to work with a vengeance. If any link was rusted, or a secured hasp was weak, she’d find it…


  Several minutes later, a perspiring, panting Batgirl was still positioned exactly as she had been before. The goosebumps had disappeared under the heat of exertion. The chains hadn’t.


  She examined the wrist locks more closely, hoping that she could use the hidden lockpicks in her thumbnail compartment to work herself loose. There was a major detriment to that plan, however. Her captor had used a manacle that stretched halfway up her forearm. Those cuffs extended for six or seven inches, she thought morosely. Worse still, the two manacles had been locked together immovably, a secured padlock at each end. Batgirl might be able to free the lockpicks, but without the ability to maneuver her wrists so much as an inch, she could never reach both lock mechanisms.


  Her utility belt tempted her from across the room. A workbench on the wall displayed the bright yellow belt, with its multiple useful compartments. Her costume was there also, the stylized yellow bat emblem shining back at her from the center of the chest. It might as well have been a hundred miles away, for all the good it did.


  She was trying to come up with some alternate plan of escape when the door at the far end of the room swung open. A large, burly man stepped through. He was clean shaven, and wore a black cotton turtleneck with matching black pants. A chiseled face, dark hair, and a heavily muscled frame gave Batgirl the impression that he probably made all the girls swoon. Batgirl was somewhat less impressed, given her current treatment.


  “Awake at last, I see…” her mysterious malefactor said.


  “No thanks to the crack on the head that you gave me…” responded Batgirl drily.


  “You should be thankful. After all, I could just as easily have dumped you out the window. I know that bats fly…but Batgirls? I hardly think so.”


  “Pretty tricky with that gas,” the Dark Angel remarked. “Professor Angstrom must really have it in for me.”


  The dark face almost smiled. “Nice try, Batgirl. Even moments away from death, and you’re still fishing for clues. If it will ease your deep concern, my employer is not Professor Whatshisname.”


  “I don’t suppose…” she queried with hesitation.


  “No, I don’t think so. Though there is no escape for you, I don’t think that giving out my employer’s name would be good policy. Still, I suppose I can let you in on at least one little secret…”


  “And that is…?” she asked.


  “My employer wants to remove you from the picture. And I’m here to take care of that.”


  Batgirl grimaced. “Hardly confidential information.”


  “And my employer gave me some very specific instructions on how to complete the task; it’s something very special.”


  “I’m breathless with anticipation…” came the less than enthusiastic reply.


  “First things first, though.” Her captor reached into one of the many drawers that lined the workbench, and retrieved an item from it. When he turned, Batgirl could see a long leather strap, with a buckle at one end. Molded at the center was a black rubber ball, a few inches across. Light reflected off the bright rubber as her enemy approached.


  “Now, I’m sure that I could fight you for several minutes, trying to fit this onto you. That would probably require me to strike you, perhaps even knock you out. So do yourself a favor, and make the smart move here.”


  Batgirl examined the dangling ball gag as it swayed before her, then she stared at her captor. There was no leeway, no sign of compromise in the flat brown eyes. He would do exactly what he stated, using whatever force was required to achieve his goal.


  Batgirl opened her mouth grudgingly, allowing the villain to push the offensive rubber between her ivory teeth. The thing tasted vile. While Barbara adjusted to the intrusion as well as she was able, her captor buckled the strap, pulling it admirably tight.


  Now unable to speak effectively, the Dark Angel could only watch as the criminal withdrew and attached the next restraint. A black leather belt was pulled from the drawer, and dangled before her once more. Then the leather was pulled about her midriff, and rolled tight by the buckle. Her waist pressed slightly inward from the considerable pressure that her captor had applied.


  The next items displayed were the two leather thigh bands, deep brown in color. Her stretched legs were placed in the restraints, then the buckles were tightly fastened. The smooth exterior of each band pulled hard against the muscular thighs, the rough underside pressing deep into the captive flesh. Exposed on the inward side of each band, a metal ring protruded from the material. Batgirl could only imagine what purpose those would serve.


  She didn’t have long to wait. When her captor turned to her once more, each hand held an article. From the left hand dangled a coiled elastic cord, much like what would be used on an old-style telephone. The black rubber looped in a tight spiral, with a spring secured clasp at each end.


  From the right hand extended the real trouble. A titanium dildo spanned outward from the huge hand, its multiple segmented sections forming convex bulges along the entire length of some ten inches.


  “MMMmm-mphhh!!!” resounded from behind the gag, as Batgirl protested the immense phallus.


  “Just you’re size, I’d say” smirked the felon as he approached. “Let’s see if we can fit this into your schedule…”


  The next few moments were particularly unpleasant, as Batgirl furiously shifted her hips in an effort to avoid the repulsive object. Her captor aligned himself with the flow of the evasive pelvis, however, and targeted the item for insertion. The two combatants struggled, each trying to succeed with their own agenda, each trying to reverse the intent of the other.


  “MMMPPPPPHHH!!!” echoed out of the frustrated Batgirl, as the titanium finally succeeded in worming its way past the protesting labia. The smooth metal slid grudgingly into her deepest recesses, stopping when three inches of the device had achieved envelopment.


  “Magnificent!” exclaimed her captor. “That ranks as one of the tightest fits that I’ve ever seen. Your muscular control of that region is quite impressive…and you’re going to need every ounce of it.”


  “Hmmmph!” shot back Batgirl, angered by the seeming compliment.


  The outlaw now took the coiled cord, and secured the first clip to the ring on her left thigh band. The disconcerted Batgirl felt internal motion as the second clip was fed through an open port that had been drilled straight through the base of the dildo. Once the clipped emerged from the tunnel on the opposite side of the phallus, the clasp was secured to the ring on the right thigh band. The coiled cord now stretched between her two parted thighs, supporting the massive dildo at the center of the spiral leash. A light tension applied itself upward on the inserted phallus from the stretch of the cord. It was an unsettling feeling, as the titanium pressed inward based on the pressure generated by the angle of her legs.


  “Not quite done yet, beautiful…” remarked the villain. He retrieved another metal clip, with clasps at both ends. Reaching beneath the vigilante, he secured one end to a ring that she hadn’t seen on the back of the leather belt about her waist. The other end was secured to a ring-bolt that protruded from the surface of the metal slab, at the small of her spine.


  Bastard! she thought to herself. He could have done that prior to the dildo insertion, and Batgirl couldn’t have fought back at all. The crazed fanatic had wanted her to struggle while he jammed the thing into her!


  The Dark Angel shifted her hips experimentally. There was less than an inch of motion in either direction. She wouldn’t be able to twist much, that was for sure.


  “And now, the final item…” her captor said with a flourish.


  Another drawer opened, and a rounded hammerhead was removed. On one side, a threaded post rose from the metal. On the other, a perfectly flat, circular surface extended outward for about an inch of depth.


  Her abductor approached the hinged pole, and pulled it backward from its contact with the titanium phallus. He then carefully screwed the rounded item into the threaded opening that she had seen at the lower end of the pendulum. Once the object had been screwed taut, he gently released the pole. The hardened steel of the hammerhead now rested lightly against the dildo. Her mysterious enemy quietly stepped back to survey the scene.


  The beautiful Batgirl, spread taut. The tight leather bands, securing her waist and thighs. The erotic phallus, extending partway into her. And the dangling hammer, ready for its primary target.


  It was a fantasy come true.


  But time marched on. He had specific orders. Once again he approached the captive.


  “Let me explain how your demise will be achieved, my valiant Batgirl. The pole-hammer is operated by a mechanical winch, which I will activate shortly. At first, the hammer will draw back an inch, then release. I’m sure that you’ve noticed the direction of the hinge. The hammer will tap against your cute little insert, pounding it upward slightly.


  “The next time the hammer draws back, an inch and one-half will be achieved before release. You’ll probably notice the impact of that a little more. The titanium will disappear a little further.


  “On the next release, the pendulum drops at two inches. I’m sure you get the idea. Each pendulum strike will increase the force of the impact between those stretched legs of yours. The dildo will be swallowed up a little at a time.


  “To keep things interesting, my boss added a little twist. The titanium dildo is a vibrator as well. Each strike by the hammerhead will activate the vibrator according to the force of the impact, so the harder the strike, the greater the vibrator action. It will act like an internal bell inside of you, ringing loud at first, then quieting down until the next strike. Ingenious, don’t you think?”


  “HMMMPH!” denied the secured Batgirl, who twisted nervously.


  “Oh, one other thing. When you’ve swallowed the whole dildo, the final strike will ignite the fourteen ounces of L-22 explosive inside. The explosion from the titanium, along with the shrapnel, should put an end to your illustrious career.”


  “WHMMMPH?!!??” shot loudly from behind the gag.


  “Did I forget to mention that part? Yes, the dildo is quite deadly. You can delay the end, however. In fact, you have two things working in your favor.


  “The first is the coil that I have attached between your thigh bands. After another half inch or so of dildo penetration, the elastic on the coil will start to pull downward instead of upward, tugging the insert toward your feet. This should help you to extract the dildo a little at a time.


  “You’ll never be able to eject the phallus totally, of course. The same coil that helps you as the titanium deepens will work against you when you reach back to your starting point. The coil reverses direction, like it is now, to push the dildo back in. Trust me, the phallus is there to stay.


  “The other thing working in your favor is you…those powerful muscles of yours. I’d concentrate on straining to eject the invader, before it gets too deep. The further into you it goes, the harder it will be to dislodge. With enough effort, you can probably maintain the status quo…at least for a while.”


  “MMMPHH!!! MMMPHHHHH!!!” Batgirl screamed vehemently from behind the gag. The madman was planning to detonate a bomb inside her, like some kind of crazed Fourth of July fireworks display. She began struggling intensely, trying to break free of the heavy chains.


  “I’d save my strength if I were you. It’s going to be a long, drawn out process. But don’t worry, I’m going to stick with you right to the end.”


  The fiend pointed across the room. Batgirl turned her head, picking out the detail that she had missed previously. A small window port appeared on the wall, thick glass supported in the heavy frame.


  Oh-no!! thought Batgirl. Bad enough to be placed in a diabolical deathtrap by a crazed villain. But worse still, the fiend was going to watch her right till the end. Any chance she had of freeing an arm or a leg was dashed. Even if she could break free of one restraint, the others would slow her enough to allow the madman to re-secure her. The Dark Angel was pondering what to do when her captor calmly approached a switch on the wall, and flicked it to the ON position.


  A few seconds later, Batgirl felt a slight tap to her nether regions. A slight electric thrill went through her, despite her predicament, as the titanium slid upward a quarter inch. A slow, methodical vibration started from within her, as the promised vibrator reacted to the hit.


  Barbara realized that she would need to stall for time, hoping for an unexpected turn of events or a reversal of decision by her captor. She focused her efforts on dispatching the vibrator from within her.


  The pendulum swung forward again, tapping with a bit more force. Another quarter inch slid inward, the coiled cord now coming to a neutral position. The cord wasn’t helping her yet…but it wasn’t hindering her either.


  Her captor hopped up on one of the workbenches, blandly surveying the scene.Damn!thought Batgirl.He really is going to stay and watch.


  Tap! The vibrator was humming more forcefully now, as the titanium was impacted by slightly harder strikes. Batgirl focused once more on ejecting the device, while simultaneously trying to work a leg free. Maybe she would get lucky…and with a free leg, kick and knock her opponent unconscious. Not much hope, but something at least.


  Another tap, another quarter inch. Batgirl seethed behind the mask, angry at the position that she had been put in. Angrier still at herself, for falling into the trap. As the vibration intensified, another development began to chill the heroic crimefighter. Despite her focus and concentration, the dildo was just too proximate to her erotic zones. Batgirl’s sexual juices were beginning to flow. And that meant trouble.


  Another tap, but this time almost a half inch advanced into her. The lubricated shaft, now oiled on the exterior by her moistness, was having an easier time advancing. Though this was a problem, the inverse should also be true: extraction should be easier for her as well. Small comfort to the beleaguered Batgirl.


  TAP! The vibrator responded immediately, resonating more forcefully within her. The coiled cord was definitely helping now, and Batgirl managed to dispatch almost a half-inch of the intruder. The buzzing quieted as she finished the effort, but within seconds, the pendulum struck once more.


  “UUUHHH!” uttered the Dark Angel as the vibrator kicked into overdrive. Each strike was raising the level of vibration, and the impact against the walls of her love canal were impossible to ignore. She was going to orgasm. It was only a matter of when, not whether. The flow of rumbling deep into her interior was too powerful to ignore.


  Another half inch was reversed, before another strike clanged inward. Batgirl was perspiring freely now, the sweat forming rivulets on her straining body. The muscles pulled and twisted against the restraints, as Barbara continued to hope for some miracle of weakness in the metal.


  “MMM-nnnp!” rolled out of the gag as the next bang sent the vibrator to a new level of internal impaction. It was vibrating quite wildly now, and Batgirl could feel her muscles tightening in response to the sensual caress. She had now accumulated another three inches of the titanium monster, having slowly reversed about half of each strike. More of the thing was on her interior than on her exterior. And she was close. Close to an orgasm.


  The hammer was now falling from a height of some two feet, and the initial impact was almost as devastating as the sudden jump in vibrator action. Batgirl watched in concern as she tried to force the metal outward. The hammer was about to fall once more…


  Her captor suddenly jumped off the bench and rapidly leaned over the prone body of Batgirl. At first, Batgirl had hoped that he changed his mind. He was going to stop the hammer blow…


  But that had been foolishly optimistic. Instead, the fiend leaned close to her pubic region, staring intently at the engorged labia. He knew! Somehow, he knew that she was close to orgasm, and he wanted to be up close and personal to see it.


  Then the hammer fell…


  Batgirl jumped in shock as the initial impact drove the titanium almost another inch into her velvety interior. The vibrations exploded out of the dildo immediately, shaking against her interior like a jackhammer. She tried to control the wave of pleasure that rose from her pubis, but the jackhammer was too strong. The flood of sensation crested within her, then crashed forward heedlessly despite her protestations.


  “HUUUUHHH!!! UUUUUHHHH!!! MMMMPHHH!!” coughed out of Batgirl as the orgasm smashed through her. Her body jerked and writhed, pulling wildly against the chains as the muscles extended in a paroxysm of pleasure. Rivulets of sweat rolled off the shaking body, splashing the chill metal below. The stiffened nipples pointed rigidly upward, straining to advance even further on quaking breasts.


  And during the entire affair, her captor was intensely focused on her love lips as the passion washed through her. He seemed riveted by the twitching labia, as the tiny muscles contracted and released about the prized metal dildo. He was fascinated by the sudden flow of love juice, as her body reacted to the intense pleasure.


  Finally, it was over. Batgirl lay panting, trying to recover from the devastating effects. Then she reapplied herself to her mission, working the muscles with the help of the coiled cord to remove the explosive device.


  “Well, I think that’s my cue to get to a safe distance. After the first orgasm, control of the muscles becomes less sure. You could go any time now.”


  Thanks for your deep concern, thought Batgirl sarcastically. She watched as her captor exited the room, his face reappearing in the thick metal viewing port.


  Batgirl peered down. An edge of fear flashed through her. He was right. There were only two inches of dildo remaining. Only two inches until the explosives detonated her from within. She focused once more on pushing hard to get rid of the device, allowing the cord to help.


  The pendulum was taking longer to reach its release point, but the subsequent impact was more intense when it occurred. Barbara had a minute or so to work on the problem.


  She fought passionately against the chains, trying once more to break free. Still nothing. Her strength was beginning to ebb also, as time dragged on. Then she saw the flash of the bar as it swung rapidly down…


  BANG! Batgirl felt the impact relayed through her bones, as the hammer struck home. Another inch disappeared inside her, the vibrator going wild in ecstasy. It felt as if she were being drilled from the inside out, her entire pelvis shuddering from the vibrations. She rapidly ascended to another orgasm, shuddering and shaking in her bonds as the incredible rush flashed through her. She was totally spent now, and struggled weakly to compete with the titanium intruder. Batgirl realized that the next blow would probably be the last…


  The first thump that emanated from the exterior room didn’t catch Batgirl’s attention. She was more than a little preoccupied. Then the crash resounded, echoing through both chambers, and Batgirl knew that something was happening. Yet she still couldn’t tell exactly what.


  Then there was silence. Batgirl stared first at the doorway, noticing that the face was no longer in the view frame. Then her gaze returned to the pendulum. It was only seconds away from releasing!


  A dark silhouette appeared in the doorframe. As the figure entered the light, a sigh of relief exhaled from Batgirl. It was Melee!


  Then, the pendulum fell…


  Melee was still too far away to stop the fall of the pendulum. Batgirl, realizing this, applied every ounce of strength remaining to grip the titanium dildo. As the hammer clanged hard against the phallus, Batgirl unconsciously held her breath. It seemed assured that a detonation was imminent.


  An instant later, when no explosion had occurred, the Dark Angel peered down at the monstrous intruder. A quarter inch remained on the exterior. Almost ten inches of titanium had been swallowed up inside of Batgirl’s private region. That was the good news. The bad news was that the vibrator had kicked into rock-crusher mode.


  Batgirl felt as if she were being shaken apart from the inside out. The incredible impacts were jarring her to the core, buzzing so hard that her bones hurt. The vibration was unbelievable, as the slamming impact of the hammer had ignited the most powerful agitation yet. And the pendulum was rising again!


  Melee arrived rapidly, unbuckling the gag first.


  “Batgirl, are you all right?”


  “Sh…sh…shut…off…fff…sw…swwitch…” Batgirl managed to stammer between the driving punches from the dildo inside her.


  Melee rushed to the wall, and flicked the switch to the off position.


  The ascent of the hammer stopped immediately, and Melee returned to the chained heroine.


  “G…get…me…o…out of here…” Batgirl urged, as the vibrations slowly reduced.


  * * *


  Several minutes later, a freed and re-costumed Batgirl was still recovering from her ordeal. She spent the time conversing with her rescuer.


  “You’re timing is impeccable, Melee.”


  “Thanks” responded the fledgling crimefighter. “I’m learning from a great coach.” Batgirl had shared trade secrets with the younger student on more than one occasion in the past.


  “How did you find me?”


  “Ummm…” Melee hesitated, “actually I didn’t. I was patrolling the Tool and Die Factory, and discovered that the fire escape door had been jimmied. When I prowled the interior, I saw your friend in the outer room, staring beyond the viewing port. Then I saw the chained legs.


  “I fired my bolo, which wrapped itself around him. He still put up a pretty good fight, though, considering his arms were pinned to his sides.”


  “Let’s go have a chat with him, shall we?” suggested a mostly recuperated Batgirl.


  * * *


  Batgirl and Melee spent several minutes interrogating their captive, but he staunchly refused to say a word. The two crimefighters could get nothing from him.


  A search turned up more tools, a few sets of keys, but nothing that seemed out of place in the basement. They exited the factory with their prisoner. At the moment, the progress led to a dead end.


  “Well, we’ve got him for breaking and entering, and in my case, kidnapping and attempted murder. I think the police can hold him for quite a while.” Batgirl said. “I’m going to return to an office that held some clues. I need to finish my search there. Can you deliver wonder boy to the police?”


  “No problem” answered Melee. “He’s not going anywhere in duranium cuffs.”


  Batgirl fired a tetherclaw at the nearest rooftop. “I’m starting to think that the tidal wave wasn’t natural. Check back with me in a day or so; I might have some leads that we can follow.”


  Then she pressed the winch, and she was gone.


  “Looks like you’re going to spend some quality time with the boys in blue.” Melee remarked to her prisoner.


  For an answer, a wide smile crept across the face of the convict.


  “What’s making you so happy?” asked Melee.


  When the stun-gun fired into the base of her spine, and Melee began twitching and jerking uncontrollably from the powerful electric current, she heard her captive laugh.


  Then, as blackness closed in, she heard him say, “Friends.”


  A second figure stepped from the shadows in the alleyway, and approached the cuffed man.


  “About time, Ian” complained the prisoner. “The Mariner’s gonna be pissed. Batgirl got away. And she suspects.”


  “You worry too much, Karl” Ian answered. “We’ve got bait…and a hostage.”


  A booted toe nudged the unconscious Melee.


  “We’ll just wait until Batgirl comes to us. And in the meantime, I’m sure we can think of some way to keep our guest entertained…”


  (II)

  HABITAT FOR INHUMANITY


  Deep concern was reflected in the piercing green eyes of the Dark Angel as she made her way through the abandoned warehouse on the waterfront. Melee had disappeared during the prior evening, a fact that had come to light from two different events. First, Detective Erica Kane had never shown for work today. Though the female police detective could have been ill, she had not missed a day of work during the last year. And there had been no telephone call.


  The more crucial fact, to Barbara’s point of view, was that the mysterious villain that the two heroines had cuffed last night had never been brought to Gotham City Police Department. The GCPD had no record of any arrest or delivery by Melee.


  That worried Batgirl. Though Melee was quite capable of handling herself, there was no sign of a struggle from the crime scene last night. There were a myriad of possibilities, but the most likely was the abduction of the young crimefighter. Batgirl had already seen firsthand what the fanatical stranger was capable of. Barbara shuddered slightly.


  When she reached the rear of the dilapidated building, Batgirl headed for the left corner. Pulling a rusted iron pipe from the wall, she approached several seemingly rotted holes in the floorboards. She thrust the pipe into the third hole, then stepped back.


  A low rumbling emanated from the creaking floorboards, as a three-foot section slid back to reveal a narrow tunnel descending beneath the building. As Batgirl walked down the stairway, the floorboards re-sealed above her. Several spotlights snapped on, illuminating the chamber.


  Her mysterious benefactor certainly had style. And programming knowledge. When Batgirl had accessed ORACLE more than a year ago, the message had flashed across her session quite specifically. It had obviously been targeted for her. No voice, print only. The address indicated a rather seedy part of town, and the directions were right out of a cloak-and-dagger manual. Despite some very sophisticated search techniques, Batgirl had been unable to trace the source.


  The Dark Angel had been sure that it was some kind of trap. She had used every electronic device she owned to scan the area, and access any kind of information possible. Nothing out of the ordinary had presented itself.


  Until she scanned the rusted pipe. It wasn’t normal rust. Or a normal pipe. In fact, a microtransmitter had been imbedded in the metal, designed to be totally inert until it was inserted into a matching receiver. Sitting in the pile of dozens of other pipes that looked identical, the chances of random implementation were infinitesimally small.


  And when Batgirl had placed the pipe for the first time, an explosive batarang was held in one hand, a concussor in the other. No enemy had appeared, however, as the floorboards withdrew.


  The first descent was slow and methodical, and her heart skipped a beat when the floorboards closed above her. Then the floods snapped on, and her heart skipped two beats.


  Even now, it was as pristine as it had been a year ago. The mini-sub was a pinnacle of technological advancement, and sported every dream that an engineer could have. F.L.E.X radar, duranium/polycarbonate alloy, twin caterpillar drives, the vehicle held it all. The armament was formidable as well, with laser turrets, doppler torpedoes, and voltaic exterior.


  The sub must have cost a few hundred thousand credits.


  A narrow compartment formed the teardrop shaped center of the sub. Tunneling through the material on each outer edge were the two caterpillar ports, allowing the sub to remain perfectly silent to all but the most advanced radar. Within the central compartment, dozens of controls waited beneath the clear pilot canopy. Stretching outward from amidships of the main body, and sweeping backward at sharp angles, were the two lateral fins that held the dive planes. At the tip of each of these horizontal ‘wings’, a vertical stabilizer ascended both upward and downward to form the twin rudders. A touch of the flight stick would redirect the sub instantly, allowing it to pivot in any direction with no more than a thought. It was as highly functional as it was beautiful.


  She had nicknamed it ‘Manta’. An aggressive enemy when enraged, but peaceful by nature. The name fit.


  Several more gifts had been received since the arrival of the mini-sub, but none were quite as costly. Each one seemed to have been designed to bring Batgirl’s arsenal up to the state of the art. What was suspicious, yet also comforting, was the timing of the gifts. Each donation had been delivered only after the disappearance of the Batman. Was it possible that the Dark Knight had arranged for such a possibility? His own incapacitation? Or even his own demise?


  It seemed probable. Batgirl wasn’t complaining, just thinking it through. She had benefited greatly from the advanced devices. She had only used the sub once, to familiarize herself with the controls. Other items had seen much more frequent action.


  Batgirl removed her slitex costume, leaving herself with just the mask. She placed the outfit carefully into a watertight container, one that she would be bringing with her. Then she turned to the locker on the wall, and removed the dive suit.


  The tight, clinging rubber would provide some protection from the cold ocean depths, and of course she needed the dive mask for her oxygen supply. But if her suspicions were correct, she would be able to change back into the slitex once the destination had been reached. Slitex was more resistant to punctures and damage, and was easier to move around in.


  Within minutes, Batgirl had squeezed herself into the shiny black rubber. Every curve was molded thoroughly by the snug material, displaying her attributes in finely honed detail. The yellow bat emblem flashed the spotlight illumination as she stood, as did the underwater utility belt. Each compartment of the specialized belt held a useful article for submerged application.


  Barbara strapped a diving knife to her left calf, the bright yellow sheathe marking its location instantly in an emergency.Never leave home without it, she thought.


  The liquid-ox tanks held enough air for three hours, which should be more than enough time. The tanks stored into a smallish backpack and harness that she donned. Then she retrieved the dive mask. The clear visor on the mask gave her almost a full range of vision, extending for nearly one-hundred eighty degrees. The hose from the backpack clipped into the regulator, and she tested the air supply. There were no problems. Then she boarded the mini-sub.


  Once seated, she donned the dive fins and activated the power supply. The console flashed one light at a time, each illuminating a green glow to indicate that systems were ready. When all onboards checked out, Batgirl pressed the release button.


  The motorized winches that held the sub just inches from the surface of the water slowly lowered their charge. Barbara watched as the chill liquid bubbled over the canopy, immersing the sub completely.


  Then she nudged the flight stick, and theMantascooted forward to the open ocean.


  * * *


  It was less than an hour later that Batgirl approached the coordinates that had been marked on the Professor’s blueprints. She activated the defensive perimeter around Manta, assuring that any attack would be responded to.


  As the black wraith whirred through the dark water, Batgirl eased the stick back to climb above the next rocky outcropping.


  As the sub rolled down again, the Dark Angel was taken aback by the evidence before her. Angstrom had not only built the biosphere, he had designed it with beauty and grace. It was easily the largest underwater structure of its kind, and the myriad lights illumined the dark waters like a beacon in the night.


  Batgirl was duly impressed.


  From the main central dome, a half dozen passageways created offshoots to significantly smaller domes. Those would be the living quarters, rec room, kitchen, and other non-research areas Batgirl thought. The blueprints had accounted for more than just science and technology. The plans had contained all of the essentials for normal human interaction. It could support families as well as researchers.


  Barbara was still admiring the structure when the four torpedoes targeted her sub from behind. The beeping console warned of the incoming danger, pinpointing the deadly cylinders immediately.


  Seems I’m not welcome, she thought.


  She pushed the stick hard over, bringing the nose of the sub to a direction that would avail her the most time. The torpedoes had definitely acquired. A few punches on the console brought the laser turrets on line.


  The nearest charge was focused by the laser, and a pencil-thin beam shot out of the turret to skewer the hazard before it could connect.


  Damn!thought Batgirl. There had been no explosion. The device was still tracking.Whoever’s avoiding me knows their technology, she thought. The probable cause was reflective coating on the torpedoes, much like the two that she carried onboard.


  They’re as well armed as I am, probably better, she thought grimly.


  Batgirl punched a button, and an instant later the countermeasures fired. The Dark Angel watched in the FLEX radar as the torpedoes closed. Whether through bad luck, or cleverly planned release, the four hunters were spaced too far apart.


  A resounding BOOM! echoed the explosion through the cold seawater as the first torpedo detonated against a rock outcrop, confused momentarily by the countermeasure. If the unseen adversaries were monitoring the torpedoes, it was a trick that wouldn’t work a second time.


  It was worth a try, however. Batgirl launched a second countermeasure, watching with chagrin as the next projectile blithely ignored the bait. So much for that idea.


  Batgirl’s fingers flew across the console as she worked on her second line of defense. She was simultaneously veering the sub wildly, trying to present a minimal aspect for as long as possible to the deadly hunters.


  <IMPACT: TWENTY SECONDS> the computer announced. The turbines whined as Batgirl pushed the engines to maximum thrust, then beyond. Done! she thought, and punched the launch button.


  It was a risky maneuver, but the superheroine had few options remaining. The voltaic charge could only be used when something was in direct contact with the exterior of the sub….a little useless when you were dealing with torpedoes. The two onboard Doppler torpedoes fired simultaneously, each one targeted at the hunters that dogged her.


  Mantapulled hard to the right, and down, trying to bring the staggered array of the enemy formation into closer alignment. If she could destroy two of the remaining three torpedoes with just one of hers, the odds of her survival would improve significantly.


  A hard climb a few seconds later, as the distance narrowed between the dueling torpedoes. Instead of veering closer, the enemy torpedoes had actually spaced apart somewhat. There was no question, someone was now monitoring the hunt against her.


  <IMPACT: TEN SECONDS> responded the console, and Batgirl brought the sub hard to port to align the enemy cylinders once more. The engines groaned in complaint, as the stresses from the rapidly shifting change of direction settled in. But not enough time remained to achieve the desired effect. The Doppler radar of her own torpedoes had accurately focused on the enemy, and the detonation was imminent.


  BOOM! resounded through the chill water. Then BOOM! again, as the second defender introduced itself to its cousin. Batgirl glanced at the single image that displayed in the holo-screen. One hunter left. But it would still be more than enough. And the Dark Angel had run out of tricks.


  Barbara shoved the stick hard over, and down, bringingMantaskirting across the bottom. Sand and debris kicked up behind the powerful wake from the propulsion, as the torpedo dogged her relentlessly. Another figure had now appeared in the holo-grid. An enemy sub!


  This is just getting more and more amusing, thought Batgirl sarcastically. She dodged left and right wildly, trying to confuse her trail with whatever metallic debris might rest on the bottom. But there was none.


  <IMPACT: FIVE SECONDS> . From the corner of her eye, Batgirl saw one final hope. The rudders swung the nose around as the sub whipped upward, headed for a rocky outcropping. Within that display of rocks lay the one possibility. An archway presented itself, a narrow bridge that towered in a half loop from the ocean floor. It would be like flying a plane through a stone tunnel, thought the Dark Angel. The only question was, would the tunnel be wide enough…


  Batgirl had no time to second-guess her decision. The torpedo was within two seconds of catching her. TheMantarocketed through the opening, Barbara pulling back hard on the stick to drive the torpedo upward into the rock ceiling as it tried to follow.


  The maneuver almost worked, as the front of the torpedo plowed into the rock face as planned. But the tip of the right rudder snagged against the rock outcropping, delaying theManta’s escape for a critical instant. Everything happened at once for Batgirl. She felt the sickening crunch of polycarbonate alloy as the rock face mangled the stabilizer. Then the BOOOM! of the underwater shockwave, as the rear of the sub was torn asunder from the proximity of the explosion. TheMantaspun wildly out of control, pieces of the sub tearing off and falling to the bottom as it disintegrated in flight. Batgirl was thrown from the cockpit as it crumbled and exploded around her, the concussion knocking her senseless. She was totally disoriented, and bruised, but still alive.


  When she finally regained her senses, the nose of the enemy sub was pointed directly at her. It hovered less than ten feet away. Batgirl started to reach for her utility belt, hoping to detonate an ink cloud that would allow her to disappear in the haze.


  But as her gloved hand reached for the compartment on her belt, an object fired from the nose of the sub. A heavy metal belt hammered into her, rapidly pinning her arms to her sides as the lead weight constricted itself around her waist. Batgirl knew she was in trouble, and kicked outward with the swim fins in an attempt to reach the safety of the jagged rocks below. She had barely moved three feet when another lead belt fired from the sub, pounding itself into her thighs.


  The cloying metal immediately wrapped itself around her upper legs, preventing her from using the full range of motion needed for the escape. The dauntless Batgirl kicked back and forth feebly, using just her calf muscles, until the third belt fired.


  The lead fused against her calves, molding them as one, and the captured Batgirl began sinking slowly to the bottom. But her captor wasn’t quite satisfied yet. Another belt emerged, hammering into her ankles. Then another. Then another. When the last belt fired Batgirl was already descending rapidly toward the bottom, the excess weight causing her to bounce helplessly amidst the craggy rocks and sand.


  Bubbles rose from the regulator as she breathed hard from the capture. The lead gripped her ankles. A band secured her calves. Her thighs strained against the lead. A hip belt bound her hands to her ass cheeks. A waist belt dug into her midriff. There was a belt that throttled chokingly about her neck. But it was the last belt to fire that displeased her the most.


  With exquisite aim, the sub driver had fired the lead punishment directly across her jutting breasts, squeezing them mercilessly against her upper torso. The metal had forced a deep groove against the straining rubber, as Batgirl shuddered to take in what breath she could.


  The Dark Angel watched as the sub nudged closer. She could barely move from the massive lead weights that were harnessed onto her. She watched as a long, robotic arm extended menacingly from the sub. Dangling from the end of the arm was a thick cable, ending in a large galvanized hook.


  Batgirl could only stare as the cable was reeled out, the hook slowly descending toward her position. She watched as the hook bumped against the bottom, and the arm pivoted slightly to starboard. Then the cable was reeled in for just a few inches, the hook rising from the seabed.


  The process was repeated twice more before a straining Batgirl discovered what the patient sub driver was trying to accomplish. Attached to her ankle weights, partially buried between the rocks and the sand, was a brass ring. Fused to the ring, a cable extended outward to the bands that secured her ankles.


  The fiend! The sub driver was playing some kind ‘you catch it, you keep it’ scenario. Like some giant arcade game, the hook descended again and again in an attempt to loop itself through the brass ring at her feet. She had become a rubber-suited prize, and the trick was to capture her like some coveted toy.


  Forced to watch as the hook repeatedly missed the target, Batgirl struggled vehemently to move across the ocean floor. Each flex of her lead-weighted legs helped her to move the ring, thus avoiding the fate that was planned for her. She tried to discern who was at the helm, but the distance and angle clouded her vision.


  After almost five minutes of missed attempts, Barbara felt the telltale clank that signaled the end of the chase. Batgirl had managed to wriggle almost five feet across the sand and rock filled bottom, and was laboring for every ounce of oxygen she could get at this point. Exhaled air burst from the regulator, her chest heaving as far as it could against the tight metal constriction.


  Uh-oh!, thought the Dark Angel as she watched the slack being reduced. Then the rubber suited heroine was pulled feet-first from the ocean floor, suspended upside-down like some gigantic fisherman’s prize. The cable reeled in with excruciating slowness, allowing the captive crimefighter to view every inch of the sub’s exterior as it passed.


  When the winch finally shuddered to a halt, Batgirl found herself wafting slowly to and fro at the end of the cable, face to face with her tormentor. A leering smile appeared from the cockpit of the sub. It was an all too familiar smile to Barbara, since she had seen it once before. The man from the warehouse grinned back at her.


  Then the sub driver engaged the propellers, and the sub crept slowly forward. Batgirl felt herself beginning to get dizzy, partly from lack of oxygen and partly from the inverted suspension. The captive Batgirl slowly rotated in her upside-down bondage, a perfectly molded plaything displayed from every angle for the amusement of her tormentor. He seemed to take great pleasure in watching the exhaled air bubbles as they clung to her rubber-clad, inverted body on their way upward to the surface.


  As the sub finally drew upward toward the moon pool, the punishing restraint took its toll on the already pummeled Batgirl, and she passed out.


  * * *


  Barbara awoke to a hand gently slapping her across the face. As the room sharpened into focus, the details of her newly changed situation started to become clear. She was seated in a wooden chair at the side of the moon pool. She was still sheathed in the clinging rubber wetsuit, but a few additional accoutrements had been added.


  Two leather thigh bands had been secured about each leg, locked into position by two small padlocks. Her wrists had been similarly cuffed, the leather tightly gripping the forearm, two more locks ensuring compliance. Draped from the right wrist to the right thigh, and from the left wrist to the left thigh, a plastic coated metal cable extended for about eight inches. At one end, a ring locked the cable to the wrist cuff, while at the other end a similar ring held it locked to the thigh cuff.


  The purpose of the arrangement was immediately apparently. Batgirl’s arms had been tethered to her legs. She could move freely…as long as she didn’t exceed the eight-inch leash. The limited distance meant that she wouldn’t be able to throw punches effectively.


  To further hobble her movements, her captors had attached two ankle cuffs as well. A twelve-inch cable had been locked into position, providing only slightly more room than the wrists. A well-placed kick had also been eliminated as a form of attack.


  At least they had removed the projectile weights, the dive mask, and the swim fins. Batgirl was relatively unencumbered, other than the hobbles.


  Three figures had arrayed themselves before her.


  On the left, her ‘friend’ from the sub stood casually with arms crossed over his chest. He seemed bored with the current situation, as if the fun were over for him. He leaned nonchalantly against a girder that traced its way to the top of the dome.


  On the right, a slightly smaller man with blond hair and cool blue eyes. He seemed a bit more edgy than the other two, as if anxious to complete some task. It looked like he was high strung, capable of anything if pushed too far.


  Standing directly before her, and much closer than the other two, was the man who had been gently slapping her to wakefulness. She immediately identified him as the leader of the operation. Cold, piercing eyes bored into her…yet also seemed to hold a great deal of mirth regarding her current situation. An aura of complete authority surrounded him, a man who tolerated no disruption to his plans or the slightest disobedience. There was intelligence and malevolence reflected in those eyes, a bad combination to encounter. If villain number 2 seemed capable of anything, it was because this man had already thought it up and done it.


  “Hello, Batgirl” he remarked in a smooth, silken voice. “Good of you to join us.”


  “It seems I didn’t have much of a choice” she answered smoothly. “After all, you were quite intent on chasing me down.”


  “Quite so, quite so…” the man replied. “But after that daring feat of submarine piloting, I felt that you had earned the right to meet me.


  “Ah, but where are my manners? Let me introduce myself. My name is Arox Kemp. You may call me the Mariner.”


  “The Mariner, eh? Is that because you’re some kind of self-imposed King Neptune?” Batgirl quipped.


  The Mariner shook his head sadly. “Really, Batgirl, I thought you would be more respectful of your betters. Especially when they can make your life so incredibly uncomfortable. What’s left of it anyway…” he said menacingly.


  “I don’t believe you’ve met Ian yet…” Kemp resumed as he pointed to the fidgety blond man. Ian performed a meaningless bow to the captive heroine.


  “And Karl, whom you’ve met previously…” Arox stated. Karl’s grin widened significantly, but he made no move from the girder.


  “What have you done with Professor Angstrom?” Batgirl asked. “Eliminated him, I suppose, after stealing all this.”


  “Not so, my dear. The good Professor is alive and well, and has been convinced to help us with our grand plans. But we can discuss all that as we tour the station. I simply must exhibit my pride and joy.” Arox turned back to Batgirl. “Let’s go…”


  Batgirl stood from the chair, tottering slightly as the limitations threw her balance off. Then Kemp turned and walked a few steps forward, stopping just ahead. He was obviously waiting for Batgirl to follow.


  Barbara walked forward…or at least she tried to. In the past, she had always been tightly bound by an enemy, or been totally free to retaliate. This partial binding was difficult to grow accustomed to, as it restricted her normal movements without eliminating them. She found herself taking small, mincing steps to keep up. Her arms, which would normally swing free at her sides when walking, were hampered to a very few inches of motion. Without that counterweight during movement, her balance was thrown off as well.


  Batgirl shuffled behind the Mariner as fast as she was able to. Several times she fell behind, and discovered the price for delay. Kemp would stop in anger, waiting impatiently. From behind, a whip would appear in either Karl or Ian’s hand, and come slashing down between her shoulder blades. After the first stinging blow, Batgirl quickly learned to try and maintain the pace.


  She felt ridiculous, forced to walk with such an ungainly gait. And knowing the repercussions for failure didn’t help the situation. Which was obviously the Mariner’s intent. Two more blows landed upon her before the desired room was reached.


  “Welcome to the Data Collection Room, Batgirl. I thought you might like to see exactly what we have planned for Gotham. Step inside please.”


  Peering inside the room, Barbara saw dozens of different recording devices. Digivids, holovids, audio and seismic recorders, and several other devices. The Dark Angel carefully lifted one bound foot, gingerly balancing as she stepped over the lip of the circular doorway. Then she moved inside.


  The Mariner followed, and pressed a playback button on one of the digi-vid recorders. A scene appeared in the monitor.


  “What am I watching, exactly?” Batgirl asked.


  Kemp responded easily. “The future of Gotham unless they pay my ransom demands. While you were jauntily piloting the sub, I was busy sending an ultimatum to the mayor. Unless I receive ten million credits to an untraceable electronic account, Gotham will become one huge flood zone. Observe.”


  Barbara watched as the digi-vid displayed a rocky underwater outcropping. A moderate sized, antique submarine had been positioned amidst the rocks, resting on the bottom. Within seconds, a large wave buffeted the area, swirling up sand and rocks in its wake.


  “That was the first of four…now watch the second…” the Mariner observed.


  The digi-vid played out another five minutes before the second wave hit. This one was significantly more powerful in intensity and duration. Some of the rock overhangs crumbled beneath the stress, and the sub dive planes were actually bent slightly.


  “Third wave coming up…” Kemp sounded slightly bored.


  The third wave was terrible, smashing into the rocky shoal like a giant fist. Many of the surviving rock shelves crumbled beneath the pounding, and the sub was fractured against the bottom like a children’s toy. Sand, dirt, and rock gravel was tossed before the remote camera, obscuring the view for some time. When it settled, the sub was barely twisted, almost bent in half.


  “And finally, the fourth wave…what we call the ‘Vortex’ wave…”


  Another five minutes passed…then the resulting devastation was delivered with such awesome intensity that Batgirl was actually shocked. Only a small portion of the effect was visible, as the chaos from the power of the wave threw boulders, stone, and sand everywhere. What told the story was the aftermath when the dust had settled.


  The sub had disintegrated. Shards of metal had been torn like pieces of scrap paper from the damaged hulk. What hadn’t ripped apart had been smashed flat…as if an underwater steamroller had driven across it. Where huge six and eight foot boulders had stood, now two and three foot pieces remained. The wave had ground them against each other with such wrath that they had been split asunder. No outcrop remained. It was now just a seabed littered with jagged rocks and serrated metal.


  “Impressive, don’t you think?” asked the Mariner.


  Batgirl wouldn’t…couldn’t…admit it, but it was. A wave like that, aimed at the city, would destroy much of the waterfront.


  “Not bad for a petty thief with stolen ideas.” she taunted.


  The anger that arose in Kemp was immediately apparent. “Obviously, you can’t appreciate true genius, even when it’s standing in front of you. We have one more stop to make before we check on the progress of the ransom. Let’s go.”


  Batgirl was nudged out of the room, and once again had to shuffle rapidly to keep up. She was led down one of the connecting hallways to an exterior dome, one of the six auxiliary areas that Angstrom had designed. Kemp unlocked the wheel valve, and swung the door open.


  As the Dark Angel crossed the threshold, she heard snickering behind her. Once she had moved past the doorframe slightly, she understood why.


  “It seemed only fitting to invite your rescuer along,” Kemp’s voice wafted into the room. “As you can see, we’ve tried to make her as comfortable as possible…”


  The Mariner’s last statement was the most vile of lies. If Melee could get any more uncomfortable, it wasn’t obvious to Batgirl. The young crimefighter had been affixed to one of the dozen or so exercise devices in the room, and she was experiencing anything but exercise.


  Except for the black half-mask, Melee had been stripped naked. Her lycra costume and implement belt had been gingerly folded and placed next to the machine.


  Leather straps secured her torso tightly to the workout bench, rigidly fastening her in place. Her arms had been pulled back behind the narrow seat, and had been strapped into position at several locations. A molded harness gag packed a huge object deeply into the stretched mouth, and bolted the head solidly to the bench. Melee could only stare upward in dismay.


  Her knees had been bent backward toward her head, the kneecaps nearly pressing against the shoulder sockets. Once there, her ankles had been secured tightly to her thighs by more straps. Two thin bands ensured that Melee could get no relief by pulling her knees inward; leather bindings looped about each knee, stretching them outward to the frame of the workbench. The position thrust her sex violently outward, making it all too available to the fiendish criminals that had ensnared her.


  The only way to ease the discomfort of the stringent position was to bring the knees downward, toward the floor. There was a reason Melee did not do this however. A lightweight chain extended from each knee strap toward the nearest associated nipple. At the end of the chain, a nipple clamp had been painfully tightened onto each pink extension.


  Melee couldn’t lower her legs without yanking harshly on each nipple. It was obvious that she had been fighting against the desire for some time. The trembling thighs quivered from reaction, the movement transmitted along the chain to the achingly stretched nipples. Sweat beaded her brow as she fought to keep her legs in position, but the weight and the effort were all too apparent in the shaking muscles. Melee was not enjoying her accommodations.


  She hadn’t been ignored by her captors during her rigorous work out. Angry red welts gave testimony to the fact that the kidnappers had visited her repeatedly. They had brought their whips, and applied them steadfastly.


  Melee, unable to turn her head, peered over at Batgirl. Pleading eyes petitioned for any type of aid that could be found to ease her discomfort.


  Batgirl scuffled across the room as rapidly as she could, attempting to reach Erica and lend what help she could. The Dark Angel hadn’t advanced three feet when she was grabbed from behind, and held in position by the two guards.


  “Ah, ah, ah…” admonished Kemp. “No help from the home team. Your friend is learning a valuable lesson about what happens when you cross me.”


  “Let her go!” commanded Batgirl. “She’s done nothing to deserve this.”


  “She freed you, when I had other plans” responded the Mariner. “That’s cause enough. But if you ask nicely, perhaps I’ll accede to your request.”


  Batgirl looked to Melee once more. The eyes implored her to end the captivity, in any way possible. When the Dark Angel turned to Kemp, he was waiting patiently for her reply.


  But Barbara knew the danger of dealing with a madman like this. Once you started to agree, the requests would become more emphatic, more insidious. Gradually, you would find yourself committing illegal acts as the criminal threatened disclosure of your conspiracy. It was a vicious circle best avoided.


  The theory was sound, but watching the reality was quite different.


  “Please…” she chewed out slowly between grated teeth.


  “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?” the Mariner quipped. “Boys, you may release Batgirl’s friend over there…. In fact, since both of them have been hobbled for quite a while, why don’t you allow them to stretch their legs?”


  Barbara watched as smiles crept into both of the guards’ faces. There was an evil intent behind that remark…but Batgirl couldn’t discover what.


  * * *


  On opposite sides of the rec room, two changing stall doors opened. Karl exited a small enclosure on the port side, prodding a bound heroine before him. From the starboard side, an identical scenario was reenacted, as Ian pushed a captive crimefighter forward as well.


  Arox Kemp watched as the two bound heroines stopped about six feet apart near the center of the chamber.


  The two heroines were identical mirror images, yet one was the negative of the other.


  Batgirl had been stripped of the rubber dive outfit, and re-costumed in a complex bondage outfit. Black latex boots sported a five-inch heel that pushed the heroine upward to an impossibly balanced stance, the slickly gleaming material stopping at nearly the top of her thighs. A black corset of latex and leather had been crushingly applied above this, the laces tightened mercilessly to reduce and shape the already curvaceous figure. By design, a portion of the corset was conspicuously absent. Pert nipples extended outward from lovingly exposed breasts, which were thrust vehemently upward by the demi-bra.


  A black strap had been attached to the back of the corset, and descended downward, squeezing itself between sculpted ass cheeks. The front of the strap ascended again, buckling itself to the front of the tightly fitted attire across the abdomen. It was unfortunate for Batgirl that the band wasn’t just two-dimensional.


  Directly between the muscular thighs, and buried deeply between the cheeks, hollow thin metal valve stems extended outward from the belt. It was the only evidence of what lay beneath the black leather. Items that pushed deeply upward into the dark detective, both fore and aft.


  Slender arms had been sheathed in black latex gloves that rose to the shoulder blade. The arms had then been wrenched backward, fastened until the elbows touched. Cords secured about the midriff held the wrists and elbows in position, allowing little movement.


  A black leather collar enclosed the slim neck in a raspy embrace, locking the head forward due to the shape and height of the binding. Banded across the face, buckled at several locations, a black harness gag nullified any would-be comments. Depending from the front of the gag, a pump control had been compressed repeatedly until the mouth was explosively packed from the pressure.


  An abundantly displeased Batgirl stared back at the heinous Kemp.


  The Mariner smiled cordially as he turned to survey Melee.


  Every device, every rope, every covering was identical to Batgirl’s. But white thigh boots caressed the athletic legs. Snowy white latex bound the trim midriff. A pure, gleaming white pump gag filled the delectable mouth. Every covering on the fledgling crimefighter was spotless alabaster. Melee was an angel in pure, unwavering white.


  And Batgirl was a goddess in gleaming, stygian black.


  “Beautiful!” exclaimed the Mariner. “You two model those outfits perfectly. A dynamic, exciting representation of monochrome opposites. Enough of the avant garde artistry, however. We have other things to attend to…like the ransom delivery.”


  “Boys…?” Kemp prompted.


  The two guards led their charges to the far wall. When their captors stopped, an anxious dread settled into both hostages. Batgirl and Melee stood before what looked like normal treadmill machines. As Barbara’s practiced eye examined the devices, however, she realized that they were anything but normal.


  Oh, they were treadmills, all right. The units had all of the standard controls for speed, inclination, and duration. But the controls were locked within a transparent display case, preventing access to them once they were set. In the center of the display, protruding vertically, was a large digital readout for the current speed. Angled slightly as the readouts were, each captive could easily read both her own and the other’s speed. The other vertical protrusions that were easily visible for both prisoners were the red light bulbs mounted to the left of each display. At the moment, the function of the bulbs was a mystery.


  Then there were the twin-corded wires that dangled from the front bar, one beneath each side of the control case. Batgirl immediately recognized what hung at the end of those. Nipple clamps. Two on each machine. Well, that explained the not-so-subtle breast exposure on the corset.


  The last component was out of place as well, but served no identifiable purpose. Two clear thin tubes trailed below the controls, like those for the air supply in an aquarium.


  “Ladies…if you please…” Kemp suggested.


  Batgirl wasn’t thrilled by the prospect of what was to come, but there seemed to be little choice. If she refused, Karl or Ian would be only too happy to force the situation on her. She looked over at Melee, seeing that the young vigilante had come to the same realization. Barbara cautiously stepped up onto the rubber mat that formed the base of the treadmill.


  Karl gleefully approached, guiding her closer to the front bar of the machine. Once there he patiently affixed the nipple clamps, stretching the cords upward to bite into the waiting nubs. Batgirl tightened her jaw against the discomfort.


  The Dark Angel watched as Karl now retrieved the clear plastic tubes. He hunched over slightly, fishing between her legs as he positioned the first hoseline. Batgirl felt him press hard against the spigot on the leather crotch band, twisting the tube back and forth as he pushed upward.


  Then she watched in disgust as he threaded the second line between her legs, and upward toward her back. Batgirl knew where this was going, and she didn’t like it. The shapely cheeks were spread slightly as Karl wrangled the second tube onto the anal spigot that extended from the belt. Batgirl flushed slightly, not enjoying the internal movement caused by the attachment.


  Barbara turned slightly, trying to avoid a tug on the nipples while still searching for Melee. Her compatriot was undergoing the exact same procedure. Ian seemed to take great joy in readjusting the tubes repeatedly, to apparently ensure the perfect fit. Erica reacted as stoically as possible under the conditions as the internal components jerked inside her…


  Karl and Ian then opened the plexi control boxes, and punched up a series of codes on the numeric keypad. It seemed as if the devices were capable of running any one of several pre-programmed routines. Batgirl watched as the display vid reflected the level. “EXPERT LEVEL 6”. Melee’s panel was too far away to read, but Barbara guessed that the setting would be similar.


  The two guards now stepped away from the treadmills, reforming behind the waiting Arox Kemp. “And now, ladies,” the Mariner observed, “it’s time for your workout. We must keep those bodies in prime physical condition, mustn’t we?”


  The two captives glared at their tormentor in response.


  “It took a bit of effort to modify the treadmills, but I’m sure you’ll appreciate all of our hard work. The idea here is to pace yourself…and to match your partner’s speed exactly.”


  Kemp walked to the front of the treadmills. Batgirl was on the left, while Melee waited uncomfortably on the right. Then Kemp turned and pulled a wall mounted lever. Batgirl and Melee felt the rubber treads shift slowly into motion, gaining momentum with each passing second.


  Melee immediately began to advance to the front of the right treadmill, only to discover the first of the many difficulties that the heroines were to face. The process of walking forward when your legs were sheathed in latex boots with five-inch heels was incredibly demanding. She tottered during the first few steps as she discovered her new (and difficult to maintain) center of balance. Each stilletto-heeled boot had to be placed carefully downward, or her ankle would twist sharply from the misalignment. Erica stared at the coiled nipple clamp cables. She didn’t want to think about the cost of a sprained or broken ankle.


  Batgirl (who had unfortunately been placed in heels like this on several occasions) found the process of moving forward a bit easier to maintain. She glowered at Kemp as she strode forward on the rotating belt of the left treadmill, maintaining her balance perfectly.


  When the buzzer brashly interrupted the hum of the motors, Barbara almost stumbled. The left buzzer had only sounded for a second before shutting off. The red bulb now illuminated on Barbara’s control panel. Batgirl couldn’t immediately attach any significance to this, since nothing seemed to be happening because of it. Barbara could see that Melee’s identical light was not lit.


  “Mmmm…MMMPHH!” sounded from behind Erica’s gag, and Batgirl turned as best she could to determine what was happening. Barbara could still see nothing when several seconds later her own light winked off.


  As the Dark Angel tried unsuccessfully to peer over at her friend, she inadvertently lost some speed on the mill. Melee, more confident with her movements now, advanced forward toward the control panel.


  This time the right buzzer sounded for an instant…and Melee’s red light winked on. Batgirl was pondering what the point of this was, when she discovered the appalling answer.


  The Dark Angel watched as a sickly green liquid flowed down the tubes that had been attached to the spigots on her crotch belt. For several moments, there was no effect. Then, deep inside her, Batgirl felt the inserts begin to grow. Like a balloon that was being inflated, the forward and rear dildos puffed outward slightly, pushing aside anything and everything around them. In this case, that was Barbara’s interior passages. As the red light winked off again on Melee’s treadmill, the increase inside of Batgirl stopped.


  “Mmmmph…” slipped out from behind Batgirl’s gag as she contended with this new set of sensations. Each step forward was more noticeable now, as the inserts filled her more fully. The gyrating motion of her hips as she swung the five-inch heels forward also created an internal shift that drove the dildos against her interior repeatedly.


  Each foot that swung forward pushed the rubberized implants up and down slightly, and back and forth slightly. Batgirl’s own locomotion was creating a sexual barrage inside of her.


  The ramifications of this assault were still reeling through Barbara’s mind when she unknowingly advanced ahead of Melee once more. The left buzzer sounded again…and Batgirl flushed with apology as she watched her own red light kick on.


  “MMMPPH!” coughed out of Melee as the illumination finally ended. Barbara realized that she had just increased Erica’s discomfort by expanding her friend’s inserts. Batgirl tried to ask for a pardon with her eyes, but Melee was staunchly focused on maintaining her balance with the increased pressure.


  “Ah, I see that you two have discovered the penalty for exceeding the other’s speed. If you don’t work as a team, you could both end up becoming packed to the gills.”


  Karl and Ian chuckled at the analogy. The Mariner turned toward the two guards. “Ian, I want you to stay with our guests until I return. Don’t allow either of them to come to any permanent damage, but don’t be too soft on them either.”


  The wolfish smile in Ian’s eyes belied that possibility. It was obvious that the Mariner was taking no chances with his prisoners.


  “Karl, I want you to check on Professor Angstrom. Make sure that he is working on the precise calculations that I requested.”


  Karl nodded quietly.


  “Ladies, enjoy the exercise!” Kemp shot back from over his shoulder as he exited the room.


  * * *


  Melee could feel the disgusting inserts with every movement she made. Each swing of her right foot pushed the things firmly against her left insides, while the left foot reversed the process. The things were rubbing and squirming inside of her, as each stride relayed the message of her predicament throughout her interior. It was thoroughly debasing; yet at the same time, Melee couldn’t help but be excited by it as well. Deep within her core, the thickly shifting dildos caressed and kneaded her interior walls, playing back and forth against their moist silken containment. Perspiration beaded on Melee’s brow as the sexual attention accelerated the carnal responses within her.


  She snatched a quick glance over at Batgirl. It looked like the Dark Angel wasn’t particularly enjoying her stay either. The dark green eyes were locked immovably on the readouts, trying desperately to match Melee’s speed at all costs.


  Erica turned back to focus also. Batgirl had already set Melee off twice. The fledgling crimefighter didn’t want to return the favor if she could avoid it.


  Batgirl trained her eyes on nothing but the readouts. She tried as best she could to ignore the churning rubber inside her. It was a distraction she couldn’t afford, but one that would not allow itself to be ignored. The sexual excitation was building slowly, almost imperceptibly, due to the unavoidable movement. The Dark Angel wrestled with the urges that slowly rose up to steal away her vigilance.


  It had been only sixty seconds since the Mariner exited the room…but it seemed as if an hour had passed. With Melee’s focus and help, the two allies had maintained no more than a three-tenths of one mile per hour difference in their speeds. It was especially trying because it necessitated a constant shifting of attention. Neither display was directly beside the other. The heroines had to quickly read one speed, then compare it to the other…then adjust accordingly.


  Unfortunately, gagged as they were, no communication was possible. For the first three minutes each heroine had assumed that her own speed was the one that needed adjusting. When Batgirl’s readout was slow, and Melee’s was fast, each heroine had reacted. Erica had slowed, while the Dark Angel had sped up. The issue had been resolved.


  But eventually, the partners had reacted a little too quickly. Melee’s readout dipped, and she strode forward to compensate. Batgirl, realizing her pace was too fast an instant earlier, slowed considerably. The inverse reactions made the difference in speed too great.


  The right buzzer sounded, startling both heroines. Melee watched in chagrin as her light came on. Then she watched the look of discomfort creep into Batgirl’s face as the pressure was applied.


  Batgirl heard the buzzer, and knew what was coming. She had no choice but to keep walking as the internal stretch was delivered.


  “Mmmmmphh!” slipped out of her gag as an unwilling reaction was pulled from her. The girth of the intruders had expanded significantly. Thankfully, the red light extinguished. Each stride forward was now more potently felt as the increased size made itself known.


  So this is what Melee has been feeling, thought Batgirl sympathetically. The sensations were considerably more intense, as the internal friction increased. Batgirl felt a rise in her temperature as the inserts did their work to betray her. Every impact was fired upward on excited nerves. The arousal was quickly becoming more pronounced.


  Ian casually strolled past the two struggling women, hands clasped behind his back. Then he turned and strolled before them again, stopping in front of Batgirl.


  “So you’re Batgirl…” he said casually.


  Batgirl said nothing, her eyes boring into him briefly as she continued her enforced stride.


  “I’ve heard you’re an impressive opponent…” he remarked.


  Barbara knew this wasn’t entirely idle banter. Ian was bored. And nothing was worse than a bored male criminal when he had two female captives in his hands.


  “You don’t look like much of a threat now” Ian said as his arms came forward to rest on the top of the left display case. Batgirl stole another fast glance. Her captor was still making no overtly aggressive moves.


  “In fact, I find the whole scenario kind of boring” Ian said, as he casually draped both forearms across the front of the transparent case.


  Two sets of frenzied eyes locked onto the smirking Ian as they struggled with the devastating event. The burly arms were ‘accidentally’ positioned to block the readout on Batgirl’s display.


  Within seconds, the buzzer sounded. Both women looked at the remaining display. Melee was discomfited by the absence of illumination in the red bulb. Barbara watched as seconds later a grimace broke out on the fledgling crimefighter’s face, followed by several deep grunts.


  Angry eyes turned to Ian, who stilled lolled about the display as if nothing had happened. Batgirl turned back to Melee to see if she was still able to keep the pace.


  The loss in attention had a twofold price for the Dark Angel. The first cost came because the treadmill was moving quite a bit faster than the startup speed. Barbara had unwittingly reached the outer limit of the nipple clamp tether. The tender nipples were yanked painfully forward when the elastic coil could stretch no further. The delicate nubs notified her intensely of their displeasure at being treated so.


  “MMMMMPPPHHH!!” coughed out of the gag. Batgirl virtually jumped forward to alleviate the stress.


  Melee, still struggling with her own private expansion, hadn’t monitored Batgirl’s position. She was still striding in place when the buzzer sounded again and the red light on her own machine illuminated.


  “MMMPH!” rolled out of the Dark Angel’s gag as this new effect was added to her situation, increasing the already uncomfortable predicament.


  Melee now saw how far behind Batgirl was, and slowed rapidly to allow her friend to catch up. Another mistake. Erica now repeated Batgirl’s error, the springy elastic wrenching forward in response. Melee now let out a shriek from behind her own gag as the pain rushed home. She quickly stumbled forward to avoid further elongation.


  Both heroines now tried to monitor the other without the use of the display. Perspiration beaded on both brows as the sexual tingling continued, the strides enhancing the effect. Ian watched in fascination, knowing that sooner or later one of the heroines would hit her sexual peak. In fact, he was willing to bet that the vigilante on the right was almost there…


  Melee tried to stem the rush as it advanced, but she didn’t have the strength to fight back the passion any longer. It started as a flutter, a repeated pleasurable sensation that signaled the beginning of the end. Soon a tightening muscle contraction gripped the intruders more powerfully, heightening the effect. Then the devastating orgasm blasted through her, electrifying even the most remote nerve endings with a hail of passion.


  Melee began shaking uncontrollably, every muscle trembling from the pent up release. Batgirl watched from the corner of her eye as white sheathed legs wobbled uncertainly in an effort to continue. Barbara was sure that Melee was going to fall.


  But the dedicated crimefighter managed to control her situation, a long moan echoing from behind the white harness gag as the tingling flowed across her and finally settled down. She survived the onslaught, and continued striding forward.


  Ian chuckled halfheartedly as he watched the two heroines playing off one another. Then he yawned, and casually pulled his arms upward in a stretch. The display was once again cleared, allowing the captives to earn their way to self-control.


  Almost a minute passed without incident, as the ladies finally found a perfectly matched stride. It was then that the programming changed the workout. The fiendish treadmills increased their speed, and the two heroines found themselves almost running to keep up. Batgirl felt her hips swinging rapidly from side to side as she tried to keep up with the brisk pace. The world narrowed to the digital display, the humming of motors, the churning of dildos, and the placing of feet.


  Eventually, the machines slowed again, allowing for a marginal breather. The change in speed would be carried out without warning, surprising the strolling compatriots. It was unavoidable that the buzzers would sound again at these times, providing substantial repercussions.


  At three specified points in the program, the angle of the ramp was changed to simulate uphill terrain. The effect was one of the worst for the women. Melee stumbled several times as the angle of her boots required that she support all of her weight on just the toes. It was nearly impossible to stay in step as she planted the tips of her feet on the ceaselessly moving rubber.


  When the Mariner finally returned to the exercise room with Karl in tow, only fifteen minutes had passed. For the struggling Batgirl and Melee, the passage of time had seemed like an eternity. Both captives were dripping with perspiration and seemed in danger of imminent collapse. Melee was wobbling perilously with every step.


  The grinding legs continued to rub the dildos inside of them. The rubber inserts had expanded several times, and now packed both heroines to capacity and beyond. Batgirl felt as if someone were prying her apart from the inside, both front and rear. Her internal stretching had reached a fever pitch as the dildo enlarged beyond anything that she had ever known.


  Somehow, the Dark Angel had managed to avoid Melee’s fate…she hadn’t orgasmed yet. Whether it was the intense concentration required to remain upright, the pressure of the dildo, or the exhaustion created by the shifting conditions, she couldn’t say. She had been held at the precipice, but hadn’t been driven over the edge.


  Kemp casually approached the switch on the wall, and deactivated the treadmills. A look of relief washed through both crimefighters’ eyes as the rubber walkway ground to a halt. Erica, barely able to stand, stepped forward to support her weight as best she could on the control panel. She would have fallen to the ground, but the nipple clamps still threatened painful consequences for such an action.


  “Mmm…mmphhh…mmphh…” rolled out of Melee’s gag as she unconsciously reacted to the stress of the workout. Kemp walked over, staring slightly upward at the young heroine. He watched for several seconds, taking in the trembling muscles and the rivulets of sweat as they formed and released.


  The Mariner then turned to Batgirl. She had performed much better than Melee, and showed fewer signs of fatigue. But the Dark Angel hadn’t been with them as long as Melee had…and the boys had certainly taken advantage of the white princess.


  Batgirl’s chest was heaving strenuously as she recovered from the workout. The shapely breasts rose and fell with rhythmic precision, carrying the nipple chains upward and downward slightly with each breath. Glaring green eyes shot back at her captor, with anger and a promise of retribution. Kemp smiled.


  “Well, ladies, you’ll be happy to know that I’ve decided your fate. It’s a side project really…something I’ve been working on for a few years. When we’re done, I can guarantee that you won’t be meddling in my affairs…


  “I would have spent more quality time with you, but that idiot who calls himself a mayor has refused to pay my ransom. It’s time that Gotham learns the price for its mistakes. So I’m going to detonate a Vortex wave to see if the city changes its mind…what’s left of the city anyway.


  Karl and Ian stepped forward, and began to release Batgirl and Melee from the treadmills.


  “Oh, by the way Batgirl,” the Mariner casually remarked, “Karl retrieved the dive recorder to your sub. Wouldn’t want it falling upward into the right hands. He also discovered a second capsule, which seems to have your original outfit in it.


  “Fortuitous, really, since I’m going to allow you and your friend to confront your fates in your original costumes. Without the accessory belts, of course.”


  Batgirl glared over at him sardonically.


  Then Karl and Ian led the two vigilantes back to the opposite sides of the enclosure, to be re-costumed for their final encounter.


  (III)

  DINNER IS SERVED


  As promised, the heroines now appeared in their original costumes. Batgirl’s utility belt had been emptied of all contents, as had Melee’s accessory belt. With hands temporarily cuffed behind them, the heroines were led down a flight of stairs, to an area that looked to be abandoned. It was obvious that Kemp hadn’t been maintaining the structure as the design had called for. Signs of rust and deterioration were evident here, in a dome that was relatively new. In front of them, the passageway led to some kind of enclosure that hadn’t been clearly designated on the blueprints.


  The huge iron doors grated open, revealing the room beyond. The sharp tang of brine wafted across the intervening distance, stinging Batgirl’s and Melee’s noses with the pungent odor. The guards pushed the prisoners forward, thrusting them into the seldom used area.


  Gunmetal grey walls were dripping with accumulated moisture, condensed onto them by the coolness of the environs. Darkened rust flecked off in several places, indicating the extent of disuse. What little light there was came from an overhead fluorescent lamp, which left much of the room in a dingy half-light. Where the light didn’t reach, shadows quickly claimed the area, shrouding the floor with pools of darkness. It was a depressing, disturbing area that chilled the crimefighters thoroughly.


  Against the far wall of the area, a sectioned off pool had been created. A metal retaining wall rose to a height of about eighteen inches; above that, glass panels rose another foot or so. Batgirl noticed that beyond the glass rose what appeared to be seawater. The water filled the pool to just a little above the brim of the metal retainer; the glass held only an inch or so above that.


  The Mariner stopped in the center of the room, and turned to his guests.


  “Welcome, ladies, to my research lab. I come here when I’m feeling lonely or depressed because it always cheers me up.”


  Melee looked at Batgirl with a startled glance. Barbara simply shrugged her shoulders as if to say “When a maniac is involved, who knows?”


  “I’ve decided that a coin toss will determine your fates” Kemp stated, “at least as far as who goes first, that is. Since I know that you two vigilantes would defer to one another and never choose willingly, I’ll just make the call for you.


  “Heads, and Batgirl goes first… Tails, and Melee gets the honor…”


  The Mariner made a long spectacle of pulling a coin from his pocket, and examining both sides. He then gingerly placed it on top of a clenched thumbnail, and flicked it high into the air.


  Five sets of eyes were riveted on the coin as it tumbled downward on its way to forever changing the fate of those in the room. Batgirl and Melee stood transfixed, hesitantly awaiting the outcome. Both knew that the culmination of the toss would determine an immediate doom for one of them, and both were reluctant to admit that an edge of fear had set in.


  The tumbling coin flashed through the air, reflecting what little light was available. A grasping fist finally snatched the currency in mid-flight, slamming it downward onto the back of an outstretched hand.


  Arox peeled back the covered hand slightly, peering beneath to observe the results.


  Kemp raised sad eyes upward to the expectant crimefighters. Then he turned toward Melee.


  “I’m sorry my dear.”


  Melee trembled slightly as the pent up anxiety released from tensed muscles. At least she knew.


  “But you’ll just have to wait your turn…” laughed the Mariner, as he turned a feral smile on the surprised Batgirl. An uncovered hand now showed the coin fully. The head of the coin was clearly reflected.


  Before Melee could react to this sudden twist of events, the two guards had grabbed her and were pulling her roughly backwards to the far wall of the room. Desperate eyes locked with Batgirl’s, but the green pools showed only stoic resignation.


  “You must be insufferably pleased with yourself, tricking us like that,” quipped Batgirl.


  “Actually, I am” responded Kemp. “I love to disappoint two for the price of one.”


  The guards removed the cuffs and stretched Melee’s arms upward, locking them into place with cast iron manacles. Shapely legs were pulled wide, and clamped in place by identical lower shackles. Melee stood defiantly, spread eagled, fettered to the damp wall.


  “Boys, boys, boys…how many times do I have to tell you? Never leave a heroine ungagged…”


  Ian quickly retrieved a harness gag from the rucksack. As the guard approached the waiting Melee, the heroine had decided that enough was enough. She clamped her jaw tightly, turning her head away from the grotesque insert.


  Foolish, really, thought Kemp. There were a dozen different ways to persuade her, but time was of the essence. The Mariner pulled a machine pistol from his belt, and held it firmly against Batgirl’s temple.


  Melee turned to lock eyes with the waiting Batgirl. She would have locked eyes with the Mariner, but he didn’t even acknowledge her presence. His eyes were locked on the barrel of the gun, and Batgirl’s temple.


  Twin green agate’s shone back at Melee. Batgirl’s expression was harder than steel. It was as if she were saying ‘Do whatever you think is right…at least it’s a clean death…’


  But Melee couldn’t let it end like this. Not when she had the choice to prevent the outcome. She meekly opened her mouth, wincing as the angry guard shoved the plug violently inward.


  The Mariner finally turned his eyes to Melee, lowering the pistol as he did so. There was an unspoken smile in them.


  Batgirl hadn’t moved during the entire event. There was no outward sign of what she must be thinking or feeling. Surely she must be concerned, thought Melee.


  The guard jerked another buckle into place, and Erica’s reverie was shattered.


  With Melee chained and gagged, the two guards now returned to the center of the room.


  “I have something special planned for you, Batgirl….” teased Kemp. Karl now retrieved a single sleeve arm binder from the rucksack. The material looked strangely familiar to Batgirl.


  Almost like slitex, she thought; only subtly different.


  The glove reflected a golden metallic hue as it sparkled slightly in the dim light of the room. Several buckles and ‘D’ rings were in evidence along its length, and two shoulder straps would hold it unshakably in position.


  “We need to make sure you feel totally secure, though…”


  Ian retrieved a wide leather belt from the sack, holding it up for the waiting captive to examine.


  “Uuugh…” gasped out of Batgirl as Ian tightened the belt far too snugly into her tensed midriff. The slitex puckered slightly above and below the belt, indicating the vehemence with which the strap dug in.


  “Now for the glove…” Arox smiled.


  Karl and Ian removed the Dark Angel’s handcuffs, keeping a wary eye on their dangerous opponent.


  Batgirl continued to stand defiantly as the two guards worked the single sleeve into position, wrestling it upward on unresisting arms. With the machine pistol trained on them, and with Melee staked out on the wall, Barbara knew that the time for defiance hadn’t arrived just yet.


  When the guards finished, the golden fabric gripped Batgirl’s arms in a snug embrace; from the tips of interlocking fingers, to nearly touching elbows, upward to almost the shoulder blades. The twin straps crisscrossed and buckled the sheath in place, ensuring that the union would be unalterable. Batgirl had no real hope of breaking free from the arrangement, not without some kind of help. And the eyes that locked on her were definitely not reflecting helpfulness.


  “I think ankle cuffs are all the rage…Don’t you, Batgirl?” Arox laughed.


  The burly guards pulled twin leather cuffs from the bag. It was a double lock! thought Barbara with chagrin. Batgirl’s ankles were first cuffed separately, each dainty ankle sporting a new leather binder that was sure to be the hit of any bondage party. Then the two cuffs were drawn together and padlocked, pressing Batgirl’s ankles tightly against one another. Her center of balance was now much more precarious, as the rigid binding ensured minimum mobility.


  “You look nice so far…” said Kemp wistfully, “but something is still missing…”


  “Maybe you’re head behind bars…” responded Batgirl coolly.


  “No…” retorted the Mariner, “I was thinking of something a bit more dramatic…”


  Karl extracted a rope from the bag; it appeared to be of the same material as the single glove, only spun into a corded hemp alignment. One end narrowed down into a flat strap, with perforated holes along its length. Batgirl watched as the guard began threading the unstrapped end through the ring at the base of her single glove.


  “I don’t want you to be too focused…so this will help to distract you.”


  The guard fed the rope downward and forward through Batgirl’s thighs. Barbara was all too cognizant of where the other end was heading. She began to struggle slightly, trying to maintain her balance yet keep the guard from making the completed connection. It was hopeless from the start, especially with the other bondage devices already in place.


  The strap fed upward through the buckler ring at the front of the waist belt. The guard now snugged it securely, then buckled it into position.


  “Really…so hard to get good help these days…” lamented the Mariner to no one in particular. “Karl, I think you can squeeze out at least another two notches, so please do.”


  “Guuh..” escaped from Batgirl as Karl obeyed the instructions, wedging the cord deeply into her crotch and ass-cheeks.


  “Now please finish the arrangement. We have things to do.”


  The two guards picked up the tightly bound heroine, and lifted her over the short retaining wall, then proceeded to carry her to the center of the darkly pungent pool. Once there, they deposited her feet-first into the icy water, the chill settling into her calves immediately. Karl retrieved a chain that Barbara had not seen at the bottom of the pool. He locked this onto her ankle cuffs, securing her to a metallic post that descended into the exact center of the basin. Then the guards exited the water.


  Batgirl looked down into the briny liquid. The acrid smell of salt and vinegar was stronger here, closer to the source. Pieces of kelp and seaweed wafted gently in the pool, swaying gently to and fro in mesmerizing fashion. She turned back to Kemp.


  “So you’re going to drown me, eh? How depressingly unoriginal.” Barbara hoped that a sharp jibe might provoke the Mariner to extract some other fate, allowing the two vigilantes another chance at escape.


  But the Mariner was having none of it. He simply laughed.


  “I think you’ll find it original enough…my dear, sweet Batgirl. You just lack the vision of the complete panorama.”


  “And what panorama would that be, another maniacal invention?” Batgirl asked.


  “Something like that. Let me explain…” answered Kemp smoothly. “First, let’s talk about your new mittens. The material is Constrictex, an invention of Wayne Corp that is similar to your ‘slitex’ in properties. Both the glove and the crotch rope are made of the fabric. It has a high tensile strength, so I doubt that you’ll be tearing your way out of it.


  “Did I mention the most useful quality of the material? It shrinks when contacted by water!” laughed the Mariner.


  Batgirl stared down at the strap, then at the glove, realizing in horror what the end result of that feature would mean. One slip, one stumble, and the salt water would immediately make contact with the glove, shrinking it more tightly into position. It was already heinously taut; after a dip or two in the pool, the pain would become intense. Batgirl envisioned that with enough contraction, her arms would literally be pulled backwards out of their respective sockets. It wasn’t a cheerful thought.


  If that was bad, the crotch rope was worse. The strap was already digging tightly into her pubic area, neatly dividing the labia below the thin slitex covering. The truncation in length would push the rope much deeper, rubbing it hard against her clitoris with every motion. An added benefit, from the Mariner’s way of thinking, was that the entire package would tighten against her body. There would be less and less chance of fighting back as the crotch rope pulled her arms downward tightly against her back.


  Still, the Mariner wanted them disposed of. This arrangement would be painful, but not deadly. There was going to be more.


  “So what else?” asked Batgirl in a flippant manner, trying to hide the nervousness that she felt. “Piranha? Barracuda perhaps?”


  “No, Batgirl, something a bit more special…” answered Kemp. He pushed a button on the wall, watching as a large four-foot panel rose at the far end of the water tank.


  Batgirl was stunned speechless when she first got a glimpse of what was approaching her. Up until now, she had been using her mental conditioning to control the nervousness she felt. That control slipped away, and her heart began pounding like a jackhammer as sheer unreasoning terror cut deeply into her.


  The abomination that shambled through the opening was so hideous it defied description. In the simplest terms, it was a monstrous clam. Yet it was much more. A huge six-foot shell filled the far end of the pool, the striations and rough perturbations of the shell lending an unearthly appearance.


  Huge corrugations rippled across the body of the thing, allowing crusted barnacles to cement themselves in the apexes and hollows. The only soft spot in evidence was the mucous lining where the upper and lower halves of the immense shell closed. A disgusting paste oozed from this membranous lining, dripping slowly into the water below. A horrible intuition flashed through the stunned Batgirl’s mind:It’s salivating!


  Shards of dried seaweed clung tenaciously to the upper half of the shell, while smaller filaments descended from the clamped mouth. The most unnerving aspect of the aberration, though, was the means of locomotion. Six huge legs thrust out of the water at ungainly angles. A hard, chitinous material was obvious even at this distance. The thing had the legs of a giant crab! That they belonged to the abomination was not a question for Batgirl. When the panel had opened, the repulsive horror had scuttled sideways through the panel, before slowly rotating to face the waiting captive.


  Now the legs clacked slowly forward, bringing the thing closer to the terrified heroine a few inches at a time.


  Batgirl had faced all manner of opponents in her role as a crimefighter, from cold mechanical machines to hotly twisting serpents. But every one of those opponents had some link to reality as she knew it. This…this thing…bore no semblance to any sane, rational thought.


  “I can see that you’re fascinated, eh? It took me years of genetic research to develop the synergy between the species, but I’d have to say it was well worth the effort…” beamed Kemp.


  “…and Batgirl….I do believe he likes you…”


  Batgirl turned in stunned terror to the Mariner. His eyes crowed in triumph, and in loving adoration at his prodigy. When she turned back, Barbara understood what Kemp had meant. The shell had opened slightly, revealing a dark pink interior. More ooze dribbled out past the mucous lining.


  Get ahold of yourself, thought Batgirl furiously.You’ve faced tougher challenges. Yeah, sure… At least those didn’t have a stomach that could swallow two of me whole…


  As the behemoth slowly closed the gap between them, Batgirl began to think more rationally. She began focusing on her hard-shelled opponent, taking note of speed, approach, balance…anything that could prove useful as an advantage.


  “Glorious, isn’t he?” asked Arox. “He’s single handedly defeated any foe that I’ve placed in the pool with him. Seeing him take on the infamous Batgirl will provide quite a show, eh?”


  The Dark Angel had recovered somewhat now that the initial shock of discovery was through. The competition wasn’t over just yet.


  “I’d rather see him in a casserole,” she retorted.


  “Sorry, my dear” Kemp responded smoothly, “but if you’re looking for appetizers, I’d check in a full length mirror first…”


  The Mariner’s right, thought Batgirl sullenly. Unless I can find a way to escape, I’m going to end up as tonight’s entree…


  “Now what would a fiendish deathtrap be without a sporting chance?” Kemp asked. “The chain that secures your ankles is affixed to the post at the center of the pool. It allows you a twenty-foot wide berth on either side.


  “If you hop forward regularly, I think you can probably just manage to stay ahead of the hungry clam…”


  “And if I fall?” asked Batgirl.


  “Well, two things..” answered Kemp. “First, I’d hurry to get back up, since your are being stalked by a man-eating…er, woman-eating…clam and all…


  “Second, the Constrictex that binds you will shrink, making your life much more interesting. After one immersion, the tightening will probably be uncomfortable. After two, the word ‘painful’ comes to mind. And after three or four…well, you get the idea…”


  “Gee, thanks…” quipped Batgirl.


  “It seemed the least I could do, considering all the trouble you’ve caused me. I’d love to stay and watch the chase, but I’m afraid that duty calls. I’ve got a tidal wave to create, and a city to extort. You know how it is. On the plus side, I can return in a few months and retrieve a giant pearl…made out of Batgirl bones!!!!”


  All three villains laughed uproariously at the Mariner’s joke. Batgirl felt a sour taste filling her mouth.


  “Let’s go boys…” called the Mariner as he turned to go. But Karl stopped in his tracks.


  “Hey boss… I thought you said to never leave a heroine ungagged…”


  “Hmmm…so I did,” answered Kemp as he stopped. “But in this case I think I’ll make an exception. The monitors are going to record all of the action for us to play back later, and I think that I’d like to hear Batgirl screaming. I don’t want to forego any detail on the defeat of Miss High and Mighty over there…


  “Now back to your stations, we’ve got work to do…”


  The three exited the room, and the huge iron doors clanged shut with a chilling finality. Batgirl looked over to Melee, realizing that she was going to endure the same fate if Barbara failed to escape.


  “Melee, are you ok?”


  The harnessed head shook up and down twice, nodding affirmatively.


  “Can you break free? Any rust on the locks, or weak points on the links?”


  The harnessed head turned slowly, scanning each chain separately. After thirty seconds, the gag rotated swiftly left and right. No weak links.


  “Any thoughts on Deep Throat over here?” Batgirl asked, trying not to let the nervousness she felt creep into her voice. She didn’t want Melee to know that the Dark Angel was totally stumped, and had no idea how to proceed…


  Again, the left and right shake.


  The monstrosity was now just a yard or two away, and closing fast. Batgirl had no choice but to play the Mariner’s game. She hopped forward, advancing her chained ankles as far as she dared.


  The results were depressing. With the weight of the chain, and the resistance of the water, Batgirl succeeded in adding just six inches to her prior position. The clam shambled forward again, reclaiming that in only a few seconds.


  Batgirl hopped again, and was again rewarded with a six-inch gain. But the monstrosity was intent on its prey, and five seconds later the gap narrowed again.


  Another hop. The murky water swirled about Batgirl’s ankles, spinning bits of flotsam and jetsam in the wake of her passage. Another shamble, and clacking legs had propelled the thing forward through the brine by another few inches.


  Another hop. Another shamble. Again and again. One jump forward as the struggling superheroine increased the distance, one loss backward as the clam reclaimed the advantage. Batgirl desperately needed a plan, but it was hard to concentrate with a two thousand pound behemoth stalking you from behind.


  Each cycle added to Batgirl’s nervousness. She was gaining no advantage, and each plan that she devised was eliminated as the realities of the situation sunk in. Her mental dialogues produced no clear-cut approach.


  Hop.Would a lockpick work?


  Shamble.Sure, if I could get to one. The one in my boot would suffice, but I can’t stop long enough, and I don’t have my hands free.


  Hop.Can I kill this thing?


  Shamble.Only with a bazooka, and maybe not even then.


  Hop.What about balance? Can I tip it over?


  Shamble.With a forklift, maybe. It must weigh at least two thousand pounds, probably more.


  Hop.Can I get Melee free?


  Shamble.Not from here, and not without the items in my belt.


  As the internal deliberations continued, Batgirl finally made her first mistake. As the nervousness welled up within her, she tried to compensate by leaping forward with greater distance. Her most recent hop added ten inches to her lead, but the ankles came down too far behind her center of gravity.


  Batgirl windmilled furiously, trying to regain her balance with what little leverage she had in her tightly bound situation. A superhuman effort enabled her to correct the error front to back, but now her balance was way off kilter sideways. She tottered momentarily, twisting vehemently in an attempt to delay the inevitable. Then she crashed forward into the briny pool, falling face first into the disgusting water.


  The splashdown was spectacular, since Batgirl had built up quite a bit of speed before hitting the water. The chill liquid closed over her instantly, soaking through her slitex costume to drench the supple skin beneath. Batgirl sputtered to the surface immediately, and began to work on regaining her vertical stance. With water that rose to only eighteen inches, this forced her to kneel as a precursor to recovering her position. Then she rose slowly, cautiously… Pushing upward with athletic legs, carefully controlling her balance as she did so. Though it didn’t seem like a difficult performance, it was. Any mistake would send her crashing forward again, and would allow her opponent to gain even more ground.


  Batgirl focused on balance, excising all else from her mind. Finally, she was standing fully upright once again. She spared a moment’s glance backward to see what her headlong dive had cost her. The monster was now three feet away, a shorter gap than the previous four.


  Not good, thought Batgirl, not good at all. The only break she’d received was that her splash had created a wave that slowed the thing for a few seconds. It wouldn’t move in the presence of strong motions from the water.


  Batgirl started forward again, hopping another six inches. It seemed paralyzingly slow after her prior ten inch jumps, but she was unwilling to risk another fall. On her fourth hop, another obstacle began presenting itself…


  The Constrictex was shrinking, just as the Mariner had promised. Batgirl could feel a tightening in her upper arms as the fabric compressed inward. Her interlocked fingers felt as if they were being crushed in a vice, so strong was the pressure. Captive elbows now bowed inward, and began pressing against one another with greater and greater force. Each of the complaints from her groaning arm muscles was relatively minor compared to the cord buried deep in her crotch, however.


  The Constrictex crotch rope had shrunk significantly, biting deeply between the vertical walls of two carefully balanced legs. The cord rubbed hard at slitex covered labia, pulling forward and back in a sensuous motion with every movement of the captive heroine. Hopping only added to the stimulation. Each forward leap required Batgirl to scrunch down, pump forward, land, then repeat the entire process.


  Every step of that process generated additional sensual input from the crotch rope. The scrunching pulled the cord from back to front, parting the labia and rubbing from the lowest nether regions to the high point of the clitoris.


  The leap rapidly reversed this process, and generated one prolonged intense stroke as the legs shot forward.


  Then the landing repeated the initial motion, as the legs bent downward to accommodate the impact, the crotch rope kneading the sensitive flesh with additional ecstasy.


  Batgirl could feel herself getting wetter, and it wasn’t from seawater.


  It was a diabolical, fiendish trap, and exactly the kind of thing that the Mariner would enjoy. After the stimulation on the treadmills, the Dark Angel was particularly susceptible to the actions of the rope. Knowing that Batgirl was driving herself to repeated orgasms, and had no way to prevent it, was an aspect that would surely appeal to him.


  Another hop. Things were getting more difficult now, with each new stroke of the crotch rope adding to her humiliation. The energy for escape was being siphoned off by the constant sexual attention, as her body responded to the intensely intimate contact.


  Hop. Still a constant three feet. Batgirl hadn’t gained any ground with her newly focused attention to balance, but she hadn’t lost any either.


  Hop. The slow, methodical bending was a soft, intimate kiss to her nether regions. The rapid forward leap was a lightning bolt of passion, driving deep into her.


  Hop. An orgasm was imminent. Batgirl could feel it approaching, building intensity like a tropical storm, electrifying her nerves with sexual heat.


  Hop. One loop of her prison tether completed since the fall. Passion, fear, and longing clashed within her as each tried to claim dominance.


  The next leap forward brought more than six inches of ground coverage to the tensing Batgirl. The lightning leap ignited the fuse, and the landing advanced the process as an explosive orgasm threatened the struggling heroine. Precariously balanced, Batgirl trembled violently as she fought to maintain her self-control. The sexual tornado was whirling violently across ravaged nerves, while a focused mind staunchly refused any intended release. Animal passion warred with rational logic. Batgirl might have been able to pacify the storm one leap earlier, but now the building torrent would not be refused.


  An explosion of passion ignited her nerve endings, every muscle gyrating wildly as an intense orgasm blasted through her overwrought body. Batgirl fought to keep her balance, knowing that another immersion would only accelerate her doom. Gray clouds encroached on the edge of her vision, as tautly restrained muscles vibrated and jerked within their bonds. The twitching body shuddered in place, ripples echoing outward from the bound legs as they shook. An anguished Batgirl stood her ground, waiting for the storm to recede within her.


  Across the room, Melee watched as the captive Batgirl suddenly stopped in place, and began trembling violently.She’s being forced to orgasm!Melee thought. And as the beautiful Batgirl tried to maintain her position without falling, the clam scuttled forward a little more.She doesn’t have much room left, thought the heavily manacled watcher…


  “Uuuuhhhh!” gasped out of Batgirl when she could finally allow herself to breathe again. Her desperate lungs pulled in huge gulps of air, replenishing sorely depleted muscles. A glance across the shoulder showed her that two and a half feet remained to the open maw of her gigantic tormentor.


  Hop. Shuddering legs reluctantly obeyed the command, protesting at the request to respond so soon. Batgirl wobbled slightly, then steadied.


  Hop. Another six inch success, but good ol’ clammy was right behind. Batgirl tried not to focus on the increasing ooze dripping from the mouth, or the disgusting scraping sound as the shell ground its way across the bottom of the pool.


  Hop. Seven inches.Need to watch that, she thought.Slow and steady. God, I’m tired!


  And she was. So very, very tired. Batgirl’s breathing was becoming ragged, as the constant exertions took their toll. Forced to maintain a precarious balance, forced to hop forward repeatedly, then the culmination of a powerful orgasm… Each of the numerous efforts robbed her of precious strength. She couldn’t maintain this effort forever…perhaps not even for another hour. Her legs were trembling with exhaustion, and the depletion was getting worse. The Dark Angel knew that she needed a plan, and fast, but still none was forthcoming…


  Hop.


  “Mmmm-Nnnhhh!” Melee cried. The muffled sound should have been “Oh No!” as Erica cried out through the gag. Batgirl had stumbled, and was about to fall…


  Batgirl felt her high heeled boot slide on the bottom of the pool, as a piece of kelp acted like a highly polished floor. The two inch slip was enough to destroy her carefully orchestrated dance, and she splashed backward into the icy brine once more.


  A submerged Barbara, realizing she was in serious trouble, gambled all of her efforts in a daring move. From an ass and heels down position, she thrust her upper body forward, narrowly avoiding the gigantic snap of the huge clamshell behind her. She dove forward into a kneeling position, but her momentum was such that she couldn’t stop without falling forward.


  She pushed down hard with a powerful thrust of her legs, springing upward in the same direction that her momentum was already carrying her. The effect was dramatic. One moment the heroine seemed to be tripping forward, and the next she was rocketing upward from the pool. It took three rapidly executed successive hops to reduce her forward momentum, slowing it to the point where she could finally control it.


  Batgirl breathed a sigh of relief. It had been supremely risky, but no other alternatives had presented themselves.


  The two combatants began their deadly dance once more. Batgirl had completed another quarter circle when the shrinking Constrictex escalated her discomfort. Elbows pressed hard against one another as the fabric tightened its grip; interlocking fingers began to go numb. Pain lanced through the captive shoulder blades with the slightest motion.


  And the crotch rope had tightened. What had been an arousing rub quickly turned to an agonized grinding. The shimmering cord now delved deeply between ass cheeks and pouting labia, seeking to split them asunder. Batgirl couldn’t bend forward without an eruption of pain and pleasure rocketing upward. Leaping forward generated even more intense results.


  Melee watched as Batgirl’s hops seemed to slow even further.


  “Uuughhh!” echoed out of Batgirl as she landed from the next hop.


  “Ooohhhhh!” gasped out of the Dark Angel as she bent forward for another.


  Melee could see that the end was near for the valiant heroine. The clam had closed the gap steadily; now only two feet remained.


  It was in the middle of the next leap when Batgirl realized her doom. The insidious crotch rope jerked powerfully upward, gouging hard against a still aroused clitoris.


  “Gaaahhh!” shot out of Batgirl as the orgasm exploded inside her. Caught in mid-flight, her body rocked with the throes of self inflicted passion. As she landed, the trembling legs refused to respond for that critical second, and she fell forward once more.


  Melee stared in horror as she her friend shuddered convulsively, then fell. A tremendous splash echoed through the dimly lit room, followed by a chilling sight; the giant shell had opened fully, and was tilting forward to grasp its prey!


  A sputtering Batgirl regained the surface just in time to glimpse the huge shell descending onto her. For a moment, it seemed as if she might escape once more. Powerful legs kicked hard at the obdurate shell, propelling her backward slightly.


  But her nemesis was just too close this time. The huge orifice bent down, scooping up Batgirl, the seawater, and all of the surrounding kelp. Then it rocked back slightly, and hundreds of gallons of seawater gushed out of the rapidly closing jaws.


  Melee locked eyes for just an instant with the captured Batgirl. Sheer horror blazed from behind the ebony mask as the drenched captive faced the realization of what was about to happen. The Dark Angel was struggling desperately to find some exit from the spongy interior, but could find no purchase in the soft flesh. Then a bone chilling “NNNOOOO!” detonated from within the shell, bouncing off the cold steel walls for several seconds, just as the maw snapped shut.


  Batgirl had disappeared from view.


  * * *


  In the control room, the Mariner allowed a self satisfied smirk to cross his face. The daring little crimefighter had put on quite a show, and even at the end had almost made good her escape. But now the drama was done, and the clam would feast for at least a day or so. He could attend to the other one after that…what did she call herself?…Melee. Kemp shut off the monitor, concentrating on the tasks at hand.


  * * *


  A flood of emotions roiled inside Melee as she considered her position. Batgirl was gone, swallowed whole by a voracious clam.


  And Erica was next on the menu.


  Sadness, despair, fear, and disgust all washed through her. No flash of inspiration came to her. She was going to be eaten by a monstrous mutation, just like Batgirl.


  So caught up in despair was the chained Melee, that she almost missed the activity when it occurred. There was movement across the room. As the behemoth turned slightly, Erica could see a pair of black booted feet, securely cuffed at the ankles. Only a portion of the cuffs showed, the padlocks gleaming dully as they clinked against the shell. The booted feet extended outward beyond this, kicking very slowly.


  Uuuughh, thought Melee,she’s still alive in there. Erica tried to control the bile that rose in her throat. The vision of a still conscious heroine being eaten alive by gastrointestinal juices was not a comforting thought.


  Melee watched as the boots continued to twitch. Maybe it was an autonomic nervous function, like muscle tremors after death. The black sheathed feet seemed a bit too animated for that, though. The heels continued to twitch, more rapidly now, until the shell suddenly clamped down with tremendous force.


  The twitching stopped immediately.


  Erica felt the bile reassert itself, and she forced herself to look away. Maybe the risk of trying to take out three armed assailants was worth it. A spray of bullets would certainly be a cleaner death than what she was witnessing.


  If she was given the choice, thought Melee glumly. The Mariner would ensure that she never received that option. Karl and Ian would uncuff only her arms, while they squeezed her into the single glove. Then her feet would be uncuffed from the wall, one at a time…only to be re-cuffed in double ankle binders, and padlocked together. The Mariner was nothing if not methodical, and wouldn’t risk the possibility of his prisoner escaping.


  Erica turned again to the tableau before her. She was amazed to see that the feet were twitching again, this time violently. The monstrous adversary seemed to be warring with his dinner. The shell rose upward slightly, then slammed down again with added pressure.


  Again, the twitching stopped.


  Is it possible?thought Melee.No, don’t even think it. Even if Batgirl were still alive, there was no way to escape. A two thousand pound clam shell wasn’t going to be lifted by a pair of high heeled boots, especially double cuffed ones.


  Erica heard the clinking of the padlocks once more. The boots were kicking up and down madly now, the padlocks jingling wildly. The shell was squeezing downward, pressing the resistance out of its meal, trying to quell the insurrection.


  The movement, when it came, was so sudden that Melee had to check twice to verify what had happened. In a flash of movement, the giant clam had flipped open the shell, disgorged its occupant, and resealed the orifice just as quickly. A bedraggled Batgirl had been dumped unceremoniously into the briny water…


  Batgirl was alive!


  Melee watched as the monstrosity scuttled slowly away from its ejected entree. Batgirl was coughing loudly as she regained the surface, and her breath came in ragged gasps.


  “MMM-mmrrl!”


  “Give me…a. minute…OK?” stammered the recovering heroine.


  Now Erica saw what the battle had cost the Dark Angel. Large sections of her slitex costume were missing, dissolved by the powerful acids. Peering out of these gaping holes, the skin beneath flamed an angry red…as if Batgirl had been severely scalded by hot water. The disheveled fiery red hair now appeared to be a bleached blonde in some places, and the shapely torso heaved in and out to recover much needed oxygen to starving lungs.


  It obviously hadn’t been pretty inside the clam…


  Within a few minutes, Batgirl had recovered enough to stand. As she turned slightly, Melee noticed that the Constrictex was almost totally gone, dissolved by the caustic environment. Batgirl’s arms were almost completely free; only a thin band of Constrictex held them together at the elbows.


  Batgirl flexed her arms, pulling violently outward. The last remaining Constrictex parted, snapping away from her like a broken rubber band. Barbara wriggled out of the remaining shoulder straps, dropping them into the brine below her.


  The Dark Angel now sat in the chill water once more, removing a lockpick from the heel of one of her black boots. Within a minute she stood once more, free of the double ankle cuffs, which now lay unlocked at the bottom of the pool.


  Batgirl clambered over the retaining wall, still walking a bit unsteadily as she approached the chained Melee. Barbara unfastened the plug gag from her muted partner, and dropped it to the floor.


  “How?” asked Erica..


  “Actually, the Mariner gave me the answer,” responded Batgirl cooly.


  “WHHAAAT?!??!” Melee burst out.


  “It’s true” smiled Batgirl. “He said he was looking forward to returning for a giant pearl made out of my bones.


  “As the shell tried to crush the life out of me, that thought came flashing through my mind…a pearl. But a pearl is formed when an irritation imbeds itself in the lining of a clam’s interior. The first thing the creature tries to do is expel the irritation.


  “I had to wait until the digestive juices dissolved most of the Constrictex. Luckily, Slitex is a material that is much more resistant to acid. As you can see, though, it’s not totally impervious.”


  Melee noticed that the gaping holes in Batgirl’s costume were slowly closing, as the slitex healed itself.


  Batgirl worked on Melee’s chains as she continued.


  “Once most of the Constrictex was gone, and I had my arms free, I used my gloved hands to tear at the lining of the thing. The monster didn’t seem to like it much, and tried to squeeze the life out of me. It took quite a bit of convincing to prove that I was inedible.


  “I also tried to shield my face with my hair as much as possible, since the proteins in hair are mostly indigestible. Did I lose much?”


  “No” responded Melee, “but you’re going to walk around as a bleached blonde for a while. Looks like the acid discolored it in some spots.”


  “Well, that’s a small price to pay, all things considered. Now we have to stop the Mariner, once and for all.”


  Erica was now totally free of the chains. Barbara returned the lockpick to the heel of her boot, then stood and turned toward Melee.


  “OK, here’s the plan…”


  * * *


  The click from the lock mechanism of the doorframe had been incredibly quiet, but the vigilant guard heard it immediately. Ian knew immediately that one or both of the female crimefighters had made good their escape.


  The Mariner was in the Control room, while Karl monitored the Power Supply. That left Ian to chaperon the professor, ensuring that the work proceeded as planned. Professor Angstrom worked diligently behind the glass panels, his brow beaded with perspiration as he calculated the sine-wave coefficients needed to produce the Vortex wave.


  That accounted for the entire list of authorized personnel on the underwater station. Which meant that someone unauthorized had just accessed the secondary Control room. Useless, really, since primary control could not be overridden without the Mariner’s direct consent. Whoever was trying to circumvent the circuitry was in for a rude surprise. Especially when a few hundred rounds of ammo are fired in their direction, thought Ian.


  The consummate hunter locked the doorway behind him, then clicked the safety off on the handheld machine pistol. This was going to be fun.


  Inside the secondary control room, Melee was hunting for a way to disconnect the primary power grid, to reroute the electrical flow to her station. The long, thin room was about twenty feet long, but only about six feet wide. On either side of her, banks of electronic components towered upward, reaching the ceiling. Several closed-circuit television cameras displayed the telltale stirrings of the ocean bottom, a preface to the initialization of the immense Vortex wave.


  A booted foot pressed ever so gently at the door, nudging it open without so much as a whisper. The barrel of the gun pointed forward, ready to shower any would-be attackers who might try to reverse the element of surprise. A broad smile crept into Ian’s face as he viewed a lone figure struggling with the components at the far end of the room. There was no one behind the door, and no one between him and the quarry.


  Melee had the control panel apart, and one arm was buried up to the shoulder inside the electronic housing as she retrieved the priming wires. She never heard the doorway open silently. She had grasped the red power wire, and begun to pull it toward her, as the machine pistol took aim at the small of her back. She had freed her arm, still holding the red wire, as the hawk-like eyes sighted down the barrel. She grasped the black wire, as the finger began to gently squeeze the trigger.


  And she dropped the wire, spinning and crouching, as the Dark Angel dropped on their enemy from the ceiling grid of the room. A shower of bullets buried themselves in the surrounding panels, as Ian’s aim was destroyed by the plummeting Batgirl. The gun skittered out of his hand, bouncing across the hard steel plates that comprised the floor of the room. Driven to his knees by the surprise maneuver, Ian struggled upright, and swung a tightly clenched fist at his attacker.


  Batgirl blocked easily, countering with a strike to her assailant’s midriff, which also failed to connect. He’s big, Barbara thought, but fast for someone his size. The Dark Angel swung another strike from the right, but was countered once more. She had left herself exposed on the left flank for a return attack!


  Ian was preparing to seize the opportunity, when the instant of recognition struck him. The clever Batgirl had distracted him with the lightning attack, and presented a too easy target, when there was more than one danger in the room.


  He started to crane his neck, to determine Melee’s exact location, when the boot crashed into the side of his head. Ian sunk once more to his knees, trying desperately to recover from the wave of dizziness that engulfed him. It was far too late, however. A carefully place strike to the back of the neck knocked him unconscious.


  “Well, that was calling it a bit close, eh?” asked the previously targeted Melee.


  “I’d say we timed it perfectly” answered Batgirl as she handcuffed their prisoner with the recovered belongings from their belts. “After all, he’s the one lying unconscious. Now let’s go see the Professor. We need to spoil the Mariner’s plans…”


  * * *


  In the Control room, Arox Kemp was busy adjusting the height and direction of the Vortex wave. Gotham would pay the price for its tardiness in delivering the ransom payment to his electronic accounts. The huge wave would smash through the shoreline, demolishing the first few blocks with its absurd intensity. Once further inland, the flooding would be incredible, destroying property and goods by soaking them beneath the briny liquid. All in all, it would be a glorious and timely revenge.


  Then the ultimatum would be issued again. And Kemp was sure that Gotham would pay the second ransom, after seeing the power that could be leveled against them by the awesome Vortex wave.


  * * *


  “Thank heavens you’ve arrived!” blurted out Professor Angstrom when he viewed the two shapely crimefighters entering through the doorway.


  “Professor Angstrom, isn’t it?” asked Melee. “How did the Mariner get hold of this place?”


  “Unfortunately” the Professor answered, “I’m much more literate about wave motion than I am about security. I never anticipated that my research could be used for such a terrible purpose…”


  “Well, you’re not the first to discover what evil is capable of…” answered Batgirl. “Now we need you to shut this thing down, before Gotham becomes the newest flood zone.”


  Professor Angstrom looked sheepish. “Er…that could be something of a problem…”


  “What do you mean?” quizzed Melee. “Can’t you just shut down the power supply?”


  “Not quite” the Professor responded. “Kemp has already initialized the process from the control room. I’ve been calculating and administering the needed entry points for added energy. If the wave isn’t properly treated, the results are unpredictable.”


  “What do you mean, unpredictable?” asked Melee.


  “What I mean is… we either allow the wave to build and launch, or we need to reverse every step of the process that built it. If we don’t one of two things will happen…


  “The first is nothing…the wave may die out on its own, the energy dissipating harmlessly into the water around it.


  “The second is a catastrophe…the wave will continue to build in an uncontrolled fashion, resulting in a detonation that could be double or triple what the Mariner currently plans…”


  Batgirl looked thoughtful for a moment. Her limited knowledge of fluid dynamics had hinted at this possibility. There was a fifty-fifty chance of accidentally destroying Gotham, creating a disaster that was even worse than the one that Kemp had in mind. But she had another idea that held some possibilities.


  “Professor, can you change the rotation of the wave? Can you get the molecules to spin in more than one direction at a time?” she asked.


  “Yes…I guess that’s possible…but what would that accomplish?” he answered.


  “Here’s what I’m thinking of…” the Dark Angel began…


  * * *


  In the power supply room, Karl was monitoring the rotational speeds and energy applications being applied to the immense wave. He had noticed something odd in the last few minutes, and was debating whether or not to signal the Mariner regarding it.


  The angular velocity of the wave had increased. The power of the thing was the same, but the speed of rotation was faster than it should have been. What this meant, exactly, Karl wasn’t sure. What was certain, however, was that the wave wasn’t behaving the way the Professor said it would. And that concerned Karl.


  The burly guard had decided that enough was enough, and turned to access the intercom on the panel across the room.


  Standing in front of the control panel, legs slightly spread and hands on hips, was the determined Melee.


  “So…you’ve escaped” said the guard. “I suppose that the Batgirl is free also?”


  Melee said nothing, refusing to divulge any information to the enemy before her.


  “Doesn’t matter, really” replied Karl casually. “Either way, I’ll have the two of you back in chains within a few minutes. Then I can discover what you’ve done.”


  “You can try…” retorted Melee. “But I think you’ll find that you’re in for a bit more of a fight this time. Especially since you don’t have a friend taking me by surprise.”


  “We’ll see..” responded Karl. The left hand whipped forward, ejecting a flat-head screwdriver at Melee’s midsection just as he finished speaking.


  But the fledgling vigilante was ready for the surprise maneuver, and twisted her midsection to the left, narrowly avoiding the flying tool. Karl was already rushing her as she maneuvered, rapidly closing the twenty feet between them.


  As the distance narrowed, the guard faked a dive to the right, then jerked left. A burly leg came crashing into the heroine, blocked by an outstretched arm that minimized the damage. The force of the blow threw her to one side, however, where she quickly returned the favor.


  A feminine leg shot powerfully outward, sweeping beneath the off-balance Karl as he regained his footing from the first attack. A quick leap avoided the leg sweep, while an arm came whipping across in a backhand strike.


  Melee’s forearm intercepted the blow as it descended, then she grabbed the arm and twisted violently.


  “AAAGGH!” echoed from the guard as the internal SNAP! Relayed the message of irreparable damage inside the right arm. But even while the arm was being twisted, a booted foot was crashing into a lycra-encased knee.


  “Uuuhh!!” coughed out of Melee as her knee buckled beneath the assault. She dove forward to escape the worst of the blow, but the sprain was all too evident as she tried to stand. Her leg barely supported her weight, and painfully at that. Her opponent had fared worse, however. One arm hung limply at his side, obviously out of commission.


  The fighters circled a bit more warily now, each looking to inflict a telling blow without receiving one in return. As Karl reached the intercom panel, his hand darted into a shadowed compartment, returning rapidly with a large monkey wrench.


  Not good, thought Melee. She was going to be slowed by her injury, and might not be able to avoid the makeshift club. Karl rushed once more, seizing upon the impaired mobility of his enemy.


  Gloved hands narrowly fended the blow, the raking steel banging hard into the backs of her forearms as she deflected the blow to one side. Melee knew that she needed to win quickly, or she had to eliminate this weapon. As Karl swung the device again, she thrust her body beneath the blow, then rapidly sidestepped closer to her opponent. Her knee protested the abuse vehemently, sending a flare of agony up the thigh.


  Melee almost fell, trying to ignore the haze of pain as best she could. An arm slipped around Karl’s neck as he tried to reverse the swing on his now proximate enemy. Erica had the advantage, however, since her body was now pressed against the guard, with her front to his back. In other circumstances, Karl might have enjoyed the position. But as Melee tightened her grip, and his air supply dwindled, the situation ceased to be amusing to the one armed combatant.


  Karl thrust the wrench backward, but quickly abandoned this tact. He couldn’t get enough leverage to produce a serious blow. As his airflow constricted further, he lashed out backwards in an attempt to re-injure the already sprained leg of the superheroine.


  But Melee was focused now, and she had the upper hand. She used her body weight to increase the pressure, locking the arm around Karl’s neck by leveraging it with her free hand.


  The two adversaries danced violently around the control room. Karl, trying to shake the persistent heroine with the vice-like grip. Melee, trying to ride the bucking bronco that was trying to fling her away.


  …and finally, Melee won…


  Karl collapsed, unconsciousness reaching up to claim him as his air supply failed. The guard slumped to the floor, a tangled heap of arms and legs. Melee withdrew the cuffs from her belt, and clicked them on the would-be extortionist. A long sigh exhaled from the black clad vigilante as she surveyed the damage to her aching knee. It would heal with time, and at least it wasn’t broken. She sincerely hoped that Batgirl had fared better.


  Batgirl had assigned herself the task of capturing the Mariner…


  * * *


  Arox Kemp was busily monitoring the intensity of the wave from the Control room. The huge domed structure looked out upon the ocean depths, and had dozens of banks of hardware bolted to the floor in a seemingly haphazard manner. There were control modules, seismic trackers, energy variance displays, Doppler radar screens, and a host of even more esoteric mechanical apparatus. Many of the cabinets were over six feet tall, and wider still. It was an impressive display of electronic implementation. Kemp knew how to operate only a small fraction of the hardware at his disposal, but that fraction was enough. With the professor’s instruction, he had learned how to direct, control, and detonate the vortex wave against a planned target. And that was his only goal.


  The fluidic angular velocity display stood silent, which made Kemp totally unaware of the change in rotation. That function was monitored by the steadfast Karl in the Power Supply area. And Karl would surely notify him of any issues.


  When the door opened, and Batgirl stepped quietly into the room, it was with a great deal of fortitude that the Mariner concealed his anger. How she had escaped from his pet was a question that he would deal with later. At the moment, he needed to delay her during the one final burst of energy into the Vortex wave. At that point, any conclusion would be academic. The wave would be launched, and nothing could stop it.


  “Time to put down your toys, and come along quietly,” Batgirl remarked.


  In response, Kemp thrust his hand to the counter, the muzzle of an automatic flashing upward at the valiant heroine.


  But Batgirl was even faster. The Mariner hadn’t even seen the batarang as it left her hand; the black shadow exploded as it crashed into the gun, flinging it from his grasp before he had even drawn it level. The violent tingling in his hand was mute testimony to her accurate aim with the deadly device.


  “Tsk…tsk…tsk…” admonished Batgirl. “Such an impolite way to treat a guest. Then again, you haven’t been exactly polite up until now.”


  “And you’ve been nothing but a thorn in my side…” retorted the Mariner. “And the only way to relieve the pain is to remove the obstruction.”


  A relay handle came flying across the room, hurled from the spare component bin by Kemp.


  Batgirl dodged the handle easily, then leapt across the room to tackle her adversary. Unfortunately, the real intent of Kemp’s maneuver had been to buy a few seconds of time. The loaded flare-gun appeared in his hand, and drew a bead on the still charging heroine.


  Batgirl dove forward, curling into a somersault roll as the flare blasted from the gun. The nearest bank of machinery exploded into a shower of sparks as the fiery projectile burned its way into sensitive electronics, and smoke began to fill the room.


  Kemp watched the dials for another five seconds. The last energy charge had just rolled into the building Vortex wave. Arox smiled in triumph as the meters registered the irrevocable ignition of the wave. It had just launched the first of the three precursor waves. The fourth and final release would destroy the waterfront area of Gotham. Batgirl was too late!


  A red-haired flash dove once more between two control panels, a brightly lit flare sizzling the air as it followed. Another shower of sparks erupted harmlessly from the apparatus in the room.


  “Come out, come out, wherever you are…” singsonged the Mariner. “I’ve still got plenty of flares, and each one is dying to meet you…”


  “Don’t think so, Kemp” replied the echoing voice of Batgirl as she used the structure of the dome to hide her true location. “One way or another, you’re going down.”


  “Why, Batgirl…” responded Kemp, “don’t you realize that you’ve already lost? The only thing ‘going down’ will be the waterfront district of Gotham…”


  The rumbling beneath his feet was only vaguely disconcerting to the Mariner…and it wasn’t until the entire dome began to shake violently that he began to realize that something was seriously amiss. The Alpha wave, first of the four, smashed into the undersea structure, applying tremendous force against the transparent dome. Smaller interior girders twisted out of alignment, too frail to compete with the massive pressure. Mini-subs and radar trackers were torn off the exterior of the structure, as was any loosely anchored component. The misaligned framework for the viewports began to admit seawater in thin rivulets, as the liquid forced its way past the seals.


  “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!!??!!!” screamed the Mariner, his rage amplified even beyond the shriek of tortured metal.


  Within seconds, the worst was over. The Alpha wave had delivered its charge, a mere ten percent of what the final cataclysm would be conveying.


  “What have you done??!” repeated Kemp as the din quieted.


  “Why Arox,” the haunting voice of Batgirl teased lovingly. “You really should have spent more time studying physics, and less time studying crime.”


  The flare gun aimed quickly at the location where Kemp suspected the ghostly voice was emanating, but the origin of the sound was hard to pin down. “What do you mean?” he asked.


  “The Vortex wave is simply a particle motion accelerator. Change the spin on the particles, and you change the direction of the wavefront. Didn’t you know that?” the Dark Angel’s voice asked condescendingly.


  She was trying to bait him. To get him angry enough to make a mistake. And it was working, Kemp realized. She had already succeeded in destroying his plans, and now she was flaunting the fact.Can’t let myself lose control, the Mariner thought.


  Kemp almost had her…she had to be hiding just behind those last two control panels. The barrel of the flare gun rose up as he closed the distance. Now, just keep her talking.


  “So that’s it?” the Mariner asked. “All my carefully plotted maps to aim the wave at Gotham, and you bring it crashing down on its creator? Don’t you realize that you’ll kill us all?”


  Almost there…


  “In that case, we’d better leave…Karl and Ian are both handcuffed by now, and aboard an emergency escape pod. If you’re smart, you’ll turn yourself in. This place might survive one more hit…maybe even two…but it won’t survive the final wave.”


  Kemp had a fifty-fifty chance…spin left or right at the opening between the two banks to destroy the Batgirl. He was a betting man, and gambled right…


  The muscular torso bounded forward, spinning with gun pointed to the right…


  The flare exploded outward, crackling the air with intense light as it burned forward…


  Only by a stroke of immense luck was Batgirl’s life spared. Two events coincided to draw the flare from its fatal path. First, Batgirl had been crouching, so Kemp had needed a tenth of a second to realign his aim. Second, the Beta Wave erupted against the structure, with no telltale warning like its predecessor.


  Metal girders shrieked and groaned as the lithe vigilante bounded upward, the flare actually grazing across the slitex covered ribcage. The material resisted much of the impact, but Barbara felt as if someone had jammed a red-hot brand against her side. Two gloved hands seized Kemp’s forearms, trying to dislodge the weapon before he could reload.


  Main struts began to groan loudly, and one of the viewing ports crashed inward with a tremendous detonation. Thousands of gallons of seawater began to surge into the room, smashing into the floor and racing to the walls.


  “KEMP!” Batgirl yelled, “WE’VE GOT TO GET OUT OF HERE!!”


  Forearms twisted to free the weapon for another shot. “NEVER!!” the Mariner howled.


  “WE’LL BOTH DIE!!” the Dark Angel screamed above the din.


  “AS LONG AS YOU GO WITH ME!!”


  The combatants continued their desperate struggle as the seawater began to reclaim what was its own. Electronic devices were exploding in huge electrical squalls as the salt water short-circuited the connections. The current flashed through the water, electrifying the adversaries more than once so that both screamed in pain.


  Smaller girders collapsed, pipes bursting under the pressure as the huge framework of the dome began to deform. Ceiling panels plummeted from the connecting hallways, smashing into thousands of fragments as they struck the floor. Walls warped out of alignment, creating an insane pathway of twisted exits. And still the wave continued.


  The water now covered twelve inches of the control room floor, and continued to rise as Batgirl and the Mariner continued their deadly duel.


  “HUUUHH!” barked out of Kemp, the flare gun ejecting from his hand, as an electrical storm caused his grip to fail. He twisted wildly, and managed to free one arm from the vigilante’s grasp.


  “AAAAHHHHH!!!” echoed out of the Dark Angel, as she too suffered the jolting current from the dangerously electrified seawater.


  The Mariner, who was further from the exposed wires, managed to lock vice-like fingers around Batgirl’s throat before she could recover. Once the short circuit ended, Kemp began squeezing in earnest, trying to choke the life out of the valiant heroine.


  Another viewing port burst inward as Batgirl fought the deadly strangulation. The water rose more rapidly now, and every few seconds was an inch higher. The wave was diminishing finally…but so was Batgirl’s supply of oxygen.


  Batgirl struggled desperately, as grey darkness encroached on the edges of her vision.Got…to… stay…conscious…she thought, then jabbed hard with a straightened hand directly into Kemp’s elbow. The assaulted nerve failed for an instant, and the lethal fingers released their grip long enough for Batgirl to break free.


  “KEMP!” Batgirl screamed at him. “WE’VE GOT TO LEAVE…NOW!!!”


  In answer, the madman lunged at her, trying to knock her backward into the water.


  As Kemp lunged, a ceiling fixture dropped from above, striking him in the back of the head. The Mariner was driven to the floor immediately by the massive blow.


  Thank God, Batgirl thought to herself. Only minutes remained for the structure. Metal continued to wail, as the geodesic dome collapsed beneath the crushing weight of the water around it.


  Batgirl felt for a pulse. Thready, but there. The Mariner was still alive. Possibly in a coma.


  The Dark Angel began hauling her charge to the nearest escape pod, hoping that the Gamma wave would not strike before she could launch. Barbara watched as two subsonic rumbles signaled the release of identical pods. Melee and the Professor were departing the station with their prisoners, having waited as long as they dared for Batgirl to return. She needed to find a closer exit.


  The hatch in the secondary hallway displayed an escape pod, and was just a few feet away. The seawater had risen to Batgirl’s thighs, and continued to pour in from the two ruined viewports.


  As the Dark Angel approached, she realized that she had only seconds remaining. Water was spilling over the entryway to the pod. If the electronic release failed, the vigilante and her charge were doomed.


  Batgirl half-lifted, half-floated the Mariner across the entry port, then dove in through the panel. She quickly swung the door shut, spinning the lock mechanism to cut off the incursion of any more water.


  “Here goes nothing…” Batgirl said aloud, then yanked backward on the release lever.


  An explosion of bubbles rose around them as the pod gently lifted from the docking bay. At first, Batgirl feared it was too waterlogged to rise. Then she noticed that the pod was indeed ascending. But was it fast enough?


  A huge wall of dark water accelerated toward the pod, and Batgirl realized that the Gamma wave had arrived. Then the wave grabbed the pod, shaking it to and fro like a dog worrying a bone.


  Barbara and the Mariner were tossed helplessly inside the vessel, banging into walls and bouncing off of struts. For long seconds, the Dark Angel and the Criminal Madman accumulated bruises faster than a stopwatch could track. Then it was over, and the craft ascended once more.


  A bruised, dizzied Barbara peered out the viewer to examine what remained of the station. Twisted girders and several more viewports had given way, and a constant supply of air bubbles rose upward as the water invaded. None of the outlying residences had survived. Each had been torn from the moorings, and now appeared as twisted metal that rolled gently across the ocean floor.


  When the pod reached the surface, Batgirl resisted the temptation to open the entry. Within seconds, the final wave, the Delta VORTEX Wave, struck. On the surface of the ocean, the effect was minimized. One of the advantages of redirecting the wave, from Batgirl’s perspective, had been that the brunt of the detonation would be delivered directly onto the ocean floor.


  Still, even at a height of more than one-hundred feet from the bottom, the pod felt the impact of the devastating explosion. A tremendous surge of water boiled upward, geysering from ocean floor like a hydrant. Seawater, rocks, metal struts, and other destroyed items rained down on the surface as if tossed into the air by a giant hand.


  Metal clanged against the pod as projectiles fell from above. The pod jolted several times as a larger girder smashed it to one side or the other. The rain of debris continued for almost a minute, as the awesome destructive force of the wave spent its anger on the station. Batgirl was awed at the incredible force that the Professor had managed to generate with his experiments.


  Finally, it was over.


  Batgirl checked on her prisoner once more. He was groaning, a huge lump protruding from the back of his head. Barbara snapped the cuffs into position. No use tempting the already enraged adversary. Then she spun the hatch wheel open, and determined the extent of the damage.


  Three pods floated on the surface. Melee’s had taken the worst abuse, several large lacerations and dents marring the once smooth surface. Yet the fledgling crimefighter was waving across the intervening distance, signaling that she was fine.


  The Professor waved also, but was somewhat less enthused. A lifetime of experiments and theories had just been destroyed because of Kemp’s tampering. Still, they were all alive, and Gotham was safe. It was a fair price to pay.


  Batgirl activated the digital beacon to signal the SOS. Gotham Nautical should arrive shortly…and probably never believe the extraordinary tale they would be told. Batgirl stared down at the madman below her.Looks like Arkham will be hearing some tales also, she thought.Though I’m sure that Kemp’s version will be quite different.


  Then she stretched out in the doorway, allowing the warm midday sun to chase away the chill from the icy depths. She had definitely earned some rest, at least for now.


  THE END
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  Evening: All is quiet on the streets of Gotham City, as another fine day draws to an end. But what’s this?! Nora Clavicle and her fiendish cohorts… plotting yet again, to undermine authority in Gotham City? Swearing revenge on Batgirl for ending their most recent reign of terror and mayhem? Panic in the streets! Holy Fetishism!


  Hold on to your hats! The best is yet to come!!……


  Part One


  Barbara Gordon walked in the front door of her large ground floor apartment in the Center City. It was an upscale apartment in a particularly quiet part of town. Plush but not assuming.


  She walked to the icebox and pulled out some iced tea; After a long day at the Gotham City Library, she needed something cool and refreshing. As she leaned back against the counter and sipped her tea, her thoughts went back to her date with Bruce Wayne the night before. She had worn her sexiest dress and pumps, and he hadn’t even kissed her. He certainly was strange. -Or maybe just shy. Hell, who was she calling strange? At least Bruce didn’t dress up in some outrageous, overtly sexual outfit and fight master criminals in HIS spare time.


  She finished her iced tea and went to the living room. As usual, Charlie squawked his happy greeting; Glad to see her home safe again. She gently picked up the bird cage and carried with her into the bedroom.


  ‘It’s a good thing you can’t talk.’ she said, putting a little bird seed in his feeder.


  She blew the bird a kiss and walked over to the closet. She reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor.


  ‘Batman would be putty in my hands if he were to see me in this bodystocking.’ she said aloud, her hands sliding down the soft silky material.


  She walked over to the mirror and looked at herself. She had bought the black bodystocking on her recent trip to Paris. It was made from the softest 10 denier nylon and was sheer, except for two thin, black spandex strips that started at her shoulders and plunged down across her breasts, meeting in a V at her crotch.


  Barbara loved bodystockings. The material clung to her every form, accenuating each of features. The outline of her body was a deep midnight black.; The rest a soft, sexual chocolate. It made her feel like a cat on the prowl.; Lascivious, wonton.


  ‘The Catwoman can’t hold a candle to me.’ she thought as her hands slipped over the silky material incasing her body. It felt so good that she began to caress her body, one hand cupping her ample breast, while the other wandering further south.


  She mind drifted to her last encounter with Catwoman; She wanted to see it again. She walked over to the dresser and opened it. Inside was a video tape. She walked to the VCR and put the tape in, turning on the TV in the process. Catwoman had set up a video camera and taped their last encounter. After she was saved, Barbara had taken the tape. Secretly, she enjoyed watching it. It excited her.


  Barbara sat down on the bed and started the tape. There they were. Catwoman and her sex kittens, carrying the struggling form of Batgirl across the room. Barbara watched as they lifted her onto the X-frame rack and tied her down. Then, Catwoman ushered her kittens away leaving them alone. Then, she gagged her and slowly tightened the rack, until Batgirl’s body was stretched to its maximum.


  Barbara WAS getting excited. She remembered it all. Once helpless, Catwoman had taken extreme satifaction in tormented her with both pain and pleasure, in only ways The Catwoman knew how. She had kept her in a constant state of arousal and distress for hours. Teasing her to the very brink of orgasm; But never allowing her release.


  Eventually, Catwoman decided that she had played with Batgirl long enough and walked to the wall and pulled a switch. It activated a bladed, pendulum based, torture device, right out of the pages of Edgar Allen Poe.


  Catwoman, then spared no expense in describing her fate in infinite detail, before kissing her and then leaving her to die.


  Completely helpless, Babara remembered watching in horror for over thirty minutes, as the razor sharp blade swung effortlessly back and forth; Lowering a fraction of an inch with each successive pass. It was only an inch away when Batman burst in the door. By the time he got to the machine and turned it off, it was only millimeters away. She had to hold her breath while her raised the razor sharp blade away from her body. It had been that close.


  Batman had then taken the gag out of her mouth and kissed her.


  The thought made Barbara quiver at the knees. One of her hands moved to caressed her breasts while the other moved between her thighs, exploring her soft pussy. Watching the tape had made her very wet. A wicked smile erupted as an idea came to her.


  She got up off the bed, walked over to a chest that was sitting against one of the walls and opened it. Inside, neatly arranged, was some very “kinky” lingerie, made of latex, stretch patent, and leather. As well as a vast multitude of bondage paraphernalia, from which she selected a pair of handcuffs, some rope, a remote controlled vibrator and a red ball gag.


  She walked over to the edge of the bed and sat down, laying the items down next to her. She took off her stiletto heeled shoes and swung her feet up on the bed.


  ‘Charlie you won’t tell anyone about this will you?’ She giggled.


  She laid down and inserted the vibrator in her vagina. It wasn’t very difficult because she was still wet. The thought of bondage always excited her; Well, nearly always. The Siamese Human Knot that Nora Clavicle had tied her in, was certainly unpleasant, but that wasn’t exactly bondage either. She was very glad that Nora was in prison where she belonged.


  Barbara sat up and picked up the white nylon rope. Then, she proceeded to expertly coil it around her slender ankles. Barbara liked this particular nylon rope, because it was soft and rarely left lasting marks on her skin. She carefully wound the rope around her ankles, taking up the slack, but being careful not to pinch her skin. Then she fed the rope between her ankles, cinched it and then tied it off.


  ‘Ooo… that feel so good’, she said as slid her hands up the outside of her legs.


  ‘Nice and tight’ she remarked, moving her stocking feet back and forth, testing her rope work.


  Satisfied, she grabbed another length of rope and tied her legs together just above the knees. Experimentally she tested the bonds about her legs, rubbing her knees and thighs together.


  Then she swung her legs off the bed and stood up.


  She picked up another piece of rope, doubled it and coiled it around her waist a couple of times. Then she fed the ends through the loop and tightening it. She moved the loop behind her back, pulled the free ends between her legs and up and over her waist rope in front. Then she slowly pulled down on the rope, tightening it against her crotch. She tightened the rope until it was deep inside of her, then tied it off.


  Next she took the red ballgag and put it up to her mouth. She opened her lips and worked the large orb past her teeth, deep into her mouth. She moaned quietly, fantasizing about Batman taking control of her. She buckled the strap behind her head and tested the gag, attempting to push it out of her mouth with her tongue. If was quite effective. She picked up the remote control and cupped it in her right hand. Now for the moment of truth: The handcuffs: Black metal, cold, unyielding.


  She locked one cuff around her wrist and pulled her hand behind her back. Then, she fed the free cuff behind her crotch rope, put her hand in the cuff and paused. The key lay on the chest of drawers across the room. Once she put the cuff on she would have a tough time undoing them.


  Click…a tinge of exciting raced through her body. Click, Click, Click… and she was bound. She struggled experimentally and found that she was truly helpless. Her thumb caressed the button on the remote control teasingly, before finally turning it on. She winced, as the vibrator came to life inside of her. She fell to her side, struggling and enjoying her captivity. She concentrated on her bondage, pointing her toes and attempting to pull her stocking feet from the soft but effective ropes around her ankles. She could hear the nylon of her bodystocking rustling, as she moved her legs back and forth, attempting loosen the cunningly secure ropes around her knees. Every time she would try to pull her hands from the handcuffs, they would pull the crotchrope, drawing it even deeper inside of her. Her mind took over…


  ‘What’s going on here?’ Batman said, a broad smile beaming on his face as he stepped into her bedroom.


  Barbara, horrified began to struggle wildly, but to no avail. She had tied herself too well. She was HIS prisoner now. Batman came over and sat down on the bed. He began at her bound stocking feet. He slowly kissed and licked her toes and arches, slowly moving up and over her neat rope work, to her calves and knees. Then he moved up her thighs to her stomach. She could feel Batman’s soft exploring hands on her body, touching, teasing…tormenting. The warm touch of his mouth on her breast. She could feel the pull of the crotch rope and he playfully pulled it with his teeth. Oh…his expert tongue! She orgasmed, causing her pull up on the handcuffs, which in turned tightened the crotch rope, putting even more pressure on her clitoris -causing another orgasm. It raced through her body like a freight train, all the muscles in her bound body contracting, until finally, it was over. She collapsed, panting. A small bead of saliva formed at the edge of her mouth and dribbled down the side of her cheek. She could feel her heart beating fast and furious, her breathing still heavy and a ringing in her ears.


  No! it was the phone!


  Stunned, she squirmed to the side of the bed and managed to stand up. The phone rang again. She hopped across the room to the dresser and pulled the key to the floor with her cheek. Then, she reached down and picked it up. She quickly and expertly unlocked the cuffs, unbuckled the ball gag and pulled it from her mouth. Then she hopped back to the bed and picked up the phone


  ‘H…H..Hello?’


  ‘Barbara…Barbara is that you?’ (It was Chief O’Hara)


  ‘Y…Y..Yes Chief, …how are you doing.’


  ‘You seem out of breath, are you O.K.?’


  ‘Just exercising. What’s up?’ she said catching her breath.’ She had known Chief O’Hara since she was born. But rarely did he call her at home.


  ‘I’m trying to find your father. You wouldn’t know where to find him would you?’


  ‘No. Is there something wrong?’


  ‘No, It’s just…I just got a strange package delivered here. It’s addressed to Batgirl.’


  ‘Batgirl?’ Barbara said, her ears perking up.


  ‘Yes. I’ve been looking for the Commissioner, but he’s not around. I even called Batman on the Batphone, but he’s out of town checking out that lead on that bank security woman’s disappearance.’


  ‘Well sorry. I haven’t seen him. But I’ll tell him you want to talk to him, if he calls.’


  ‘Thank you. Have a good night.’ He said and hung up.


  Batgirl quickly removed the ropes and hastily put everything back in the chest.


  ‘I would loved to have played some more but I don’t have the time…maybe later.’ She went into the bathroom and freshened up. Then she walked to the makeup table and reached beneath it. The entire makeup table and mirror swiveled 90 degrees, revealing a secret room. On the other side of the mirror was a purple outfit, wig, and shoes neatly arranged.


  ‘Here we go again.’ Batgirl said to herself, as she removed one outfit to don another. This new outfit however, was altogether different. Where her bodystocking was demure and elegant, this one was downright sexual. It was a purple teddy made of a patent material blended with latex. It was long sleeved, high collared, and it was cut high to show off her fabulous legs. It had taken hers weeks to find the fabric and another month to make the outfit. It fit like a second skin.


  Before she put the teddy on, she took a pair out black pantyhose and slid them on. They were jet black and were sheer all the way to her waist. Then she stepped into the form fitting teddy and wiggled her way into it. Inhaling, she slowly zipped it up the back, all the way up to the nape of her neck. The teddy was so tight that it showed every detail in her ample body, yet it was stretchy enough to allow her free movement. She had recently forgone the cape because it was always getting in the way.


  Next was the wig. It was a a shoulder length wig in dazzling red and because it was made entirely of human hair, it was very soft to the touch. She adjusted the wig into place and then brushed it. Then she took the cowl and carefully put it on.


  Batgirl sat down in front of the mirror, and decided to wear shoes instead of boots. Specially ordered from Europe, purple patent leather pumps with five inch heels. They made her over six feet tall. She slid her stocking feet into them and then slowly stood up, looking appreciatively at her reflection in the mirror. She slid her hands down the outline of her body, admiring the incredible tightness of her costume. Then she put on her utility belt, spread her legs slightly and put her hands on her hips.


  ‘I AM the sexiest woman in crime!’ she said aloud, before leaving; The secret panel sliding soundlessly into place behind her.


  * * *


  Meanwhile, across town in the “Dress for Duress” fetish wear factory on Latex Lane, Nora Clavicle was getting dressed for what she hoped would be a stimulating evening. She was in good spirits.


  Opera, her lovely assistant, would have delivered Batgirl’s package to police headquarters by now. Soon, everything would fall into place. She would be rich, the arrogant bureaucrats of Gotham would be hurting and maybe, if she was lucky, Batgirl would interfere.


  ‘Revenge will be sweet, my little Bat-nymph.’ She said to herself as she slowly pulled a black stocking up her long smooth leg. There was a knock and Vinyl entered the boudoir.


  It had been over two years since Nora has dicovered Vinyl “waiting tables” at a seedy strip joint, in Gotham’s red light district. Nora had been attracted to the ravishing, auburn haired beauty from the minute she had laid eyes on her. But what really impressed her was how well she took care of herself; Later in the evening, Nora watched Vinyl grab an overly zealous “customer’s” testicles and twist him into submission.


  Vinyl had always had a particularly kinky edge to her, but with the help of Nora incomparable teachings, she had blossomed into full fledged fiendom.


  She was dressed in a black PVC catsuit, with matching gloves, and five inch, stiletto heeled ankle boots. Around her slim waist hung a loose chain belt that glimmered in the soft light.


  ‘Is everything on schedule?’ Nora asked.


  ‘Yes Mistress.’


  ‘How’s our little captive?’


  The captive was Mary Weston, the Manager of Security at the Gotham Federal Bank. Nora had kidnapped her as part of her master plan.


  I slipped her into something….uncomfortable, but not deadly.’ Vinyl said, her eyes narrowing slightly, as she smiled.


  ‘Purrrfect. I’ll check on her later. She’s an important piece in our little puzzle, we don’t want to kill her… just yet. Come here.’


  Vinyl walked over to Nora and stopped in front of her. Nora stood up and slowly inched forward, until she was very close. Then, she bent in and kissed Vinyl softly on the lips. She drew away slowly, letting the mood linger.


  ‘You’re such a good employee.’ she said, her hand moving between Vinyl’s legs. ‘Maybe later, when this is all over, we can play.’


  ‘Oh, I’d like that…ohhhhh.’ Vinyl responded, closing her eyes.


  ‘I bet you would.’ Nora said, slowly removing her hand. ‘Now, however, it is time for business. Let me finishing getting ready and then we will go and meet Opera at the Bank; There’s an easy twenty million dollars just waiting for us.’


  ‘What about Batman? Won’t he be bound to show up?’


  ‘Batman’s on a wild goose chase…’ interjected Nora, ‘…with that blundering red breast, chasing after some very carefully placed herrings.’


  ‘But why did you lure him out of town. I thought you built all those elaborate-‘


  ‘No. Those delicious toys are for Batgirl. Especially my newest invention.’


  ‘Oooo, you mean -‘


  ‘Yes… you should know how she’s going to feel. You helped me test it after all.’


  ‘How could I forget. It scared the hell out of me. -And I knew you weren’t going to let me die. I can’t wait to see Batgirl struggling…ooo…the thought is making me wet already.’


  ‘Yes…Batgirl our plaything; The thought is downright fiendish, isn’t it? And with Batman and Robin out of town, we can take our time with her. How…..Stimulating.’


  * * *


  Batgirl climbed off the Batgirl cycle and climbed the stairs of Police Headquarters. As usual all the heads turned in her direction.


  ‘Same body, different packaging, and I am just a librarian.’ Batgirl mused to herself, enjoying the sexual power that the outfit provided her.


  She made her way to the Commissioner’s Office and opened the door. Chief O’hara turned around, shocked to see her.


  ‘I understand that there is a package here for me.’


  ‘Batgirl! How did you-‘


  ‘A woman intuition is a powerful thing Chief.’ she said, as Chief O’hara handed her the package.


  It was suprisingly light. It was wrapped in multi-colored bright paper, with a big bow on top. It had a little paper doll in her likeness attached to the front. She carefully examined the package, looking for any peculiar wires or such. Finding none she asked Chief O’hara to stand back and she carefully cut the ribbon. Nothing happened. Then she carefully lifted the top of the box off. The only thing in the box was a piece of paper. It was an elaborate riddle:


  
    
      “Batgirl-
    


    
      Very soon you will call my name

      In horror, and frustrated cries

      For once into my clutches came

      You’ll know too late just who am I.
    


    
      On the outside, I’m plain vanilla.

      You’d pass me by without a thought

      But underneath I feel so wicked.

      A slimy darkness who cares for naught.
    


    
      I wait for you with baited breath

      An experience most feared and new

      For slow may be deliverance (But inevitable)
    


    
      *** I will be the death of you.
    


    
      -I’ll introduce you to my friend soon.
    


    
      Nora Clavicle

      In Gotham I trust”
    

  

  ‘Nora Clavicle?! I thought she was in prison’


  ‘Escaped last week. Is that from her? ‘What does it say?’ Chief O’hara asked curiously.


  ‘It’s just some twisted poem.’ Batgirl said as she read it to herself again. Something about it bothered her, something she could almost decipher. It was the paper. It felt like… Money!….”In Gotham I trust!”


  ‘I’ve got to go! I think I know where Nora Clavicle is going to strike next!’ Batgirl said, as she fled down the hallway.


  * * *


  Meanwhile at the Gotham Federal Bank: Nora had sent her girls to the car with the last of the money. She stayed behind, finishing up the final details of Mary’s intricite and quite deadly bondage.


  First she had tied her arms tightly, making her elbows meet behind her back. Then she tied Mary’s knees and ankles. Then she gagged her. Then she tied a rope around her waist knotting it off. She then took a long piece of rope and carefully made a small noose. She pulled it over Mary’s head and tightened it around her neck. Then she fed the end between Mary’s bound ankles, through her legs, through her waist rope in front, back through her legs and then finally between Mary’s bound wrists. As she pulled on the rope it tightened the whole mess mercilessly, into an incredibly strict hogtie.


  ‘Thank you for all your help.’ Nora whispered, as she bent over Mary’s sumptuous, bound body. We would never have beaten the security system without you. And though we truly enjoyed playing with you at our little fetish hideaway, I think now, it’s time for us to part company. We will leave with the money and you … well, you unfortunately, will be staying here. PERMANENTLY.’


  Mary started to struggle, but stopped immediately as the rope around her neck tightened even further.


  ‘You’d be wise not to move too much. I have tied you in a very special bondage. It’s called an Egyptian death tie. If you so much as twitch, the rope around your neck will tighten, strangling you to death. Unfortunately, the vibrator that I inserted in you is programmed to come on in five minutes. As soon as that happens…well… at least you’ll die…smiling!’


  Nora got up, and began to walk away.


  ‘Don’t …..Move! She laughed wildly.


  ‘It’s you who shouldn’t move!’ Batgirl commanded, as she strode in the room confidently, stopping ten feet away from Nora, blocking her exit.


  ‘Batgirl!’


  ‘In the flesh. The party’s over Nora Clavicle. Untie her immediately.’


  Nora casually put her hands in her leather coat pockets.


  ‘The party’s just beginning, Batgirl! Nora said as she pulled her hands from her pockets. ‘CATCH!’


  Before Batgirl could react, Nora threw both of her hands in her direction. Out of them, came what looked like thin, crepe paper streamers. The streamers filled the air above Batgirl’s head and cascaded down upon her. But as soon as they touched her body, they began to entangle her, twisting and knotting themselves, pinning her arms and legs. Batgirl thought at first that the streamers would be easy to break; They looked like thin crepe paper. But In fact, she found to her dismay, that they were very strong, and as much as she struggled she couldn’t loosen them, not even a little.


  In fact, if anything, the streamers seemed to be getting tighter. Every time she moved, she could feel the thin paper streamers constrict around her helpless body more and more. It was become harder and harder to breathe. Every time she would exhale the streamers would take up the slack.


  ‘Jesus! …ughh…What are these things?!’ Batgirl said as she felt the streamers continue to constrict tighter and tighter around her body.


  ‘Siamese bondage streamers, Batgirl!’ Nora gushed gleefully, as she approached the now completely helpless Batgirl. ‘They contract when placed in contact with the heat of the body. It’s really unfortunate that you had to face me here. I had such plans for you at the fetish factory. Oh well, that’s the breaks.’


  Nora, pushed Batgirl down onto the ground and reveled in her struggling form, watching the evil streamers do their work.’


  ‘I’d love to see who strangles first, but Opera and Vinyl are waiting for me in the car. Good-bye Batgirl!’


  Nora turned and walked quickly out of the room. Batgirl could hear her wicked laughter echoing along the hallway as she fled.


  Batgirl continued to struggle on the ground, rolling back and forth, trying to gain some slight advantage. But the streamers were extremely strong and no amount of twisting or tugging could loosen them even a little bit. In fact, Batgirl could feel the deadly streamers continuing to constrict, tighter and tighter around her body, until she was barely able to breath.


  Running out of time, Batgirl concentrated, trying to find someway to free herself. Her BatShears.. No good! They were in the back of her utility belt. With her arms pinned to her sides, she had no chance -or did she?


  Batgirl had a last gasp idea. With an immense effort, she was able to move her right hand next to her utility belt. She held her breath and slowly worked opened the small compartment on the side of her belt. Out of breath, she exhaled quickly, immediately inhaling, as she felt the streamers take yet another centimeter of her breathing room. Batgirl carefully took out the small can of compressed BatAir out of her utility belt. She could feel that she was beginning to lose consciousness. She had only been able to take a very small breath and found that she needed to take another. Unfortunately, as she exhaled, the streamers tightened again and she found that she was now unable to inhale. She had one chance and one chance only. She aimed the spray can up at her body and spray herself with the compressed air.


  The air coming out of the can was very cold and when it came in contact with the streamers, they loosened slightly around her chest. Immediately she inhaled, continuing to spray the can in the direction of her body. As the streamers expanded, Batgirl was given more movement and took advantage. Soon she was able to free first one arm and then the other. Then she quickly reached in the back of her utility belt and pulled out her Batshears, cutting the rest of the evil streamers from her body.


  ‘MMmmmph! Mary screamed into her gag.


  ‘Stay calm! And don’t move what ever you do. I’ll untie you.’


  Batgirl, quickly got up and carefully cut the ropes from Mary’s body. Mary, overwhelmed, fell into her arms, sobbing uncontrollably. Batgirl did her best to comfort her, waited for the police to arrive and then quickly slipped away.


  ‘There certainly can’t be many fetish wear factories in Gotham’, she said as she drove along the darkened street, angry and ready for revenge.


  * * *


  Nora Clavicle wasn’t pleased either. She really hadn’t wanted to kill Batgirl so quickly. She had wanted Batgirl here, at the fetish factory, where Nora had spent countless weeks (and quite a bit of money) putting together her special suprise. Even in death, Batgirl had managed to spoil her well laid plans.


  ‘We could have brought her with us..’ Opera said, massaging Nora’s stocking feet. She knew full well, what was on Nora twisted mind.


  ‘It’s just not the same without the moment of capture. I was so looking forward to the look on her face, when she realized who my fiendish friend was. By then of course it would have been much too late. She would be caught and we would have had time to savor her pitiful struggles, as she tried to free herself. But I guess it was not meant to be.’


  A wicked smiled erupted on Nora face. ‘We’ll just have to introduce Batman and Robin instead….Oh well, maybe we can have some fun by ourselves. Come help me change.’


  Opera and Nora walked downstairs to Nora Boudoir. Once there Nora picked out an outfit for Opera and one for herself. Nora loved to dress for an evening of pleasure. Her disappointment was fading. So what if Batgirl wouldn’t be here to make the evening complete. She still had Opera to play with.


  Nora took out a brand new pair of black seamed stockings and slowly slid them on. ‘Dressing for an evening of pleasure such as this is an important ritual.’ she thought. ‘One must play one’s part to the fullest, if one expect rewards.’


  Nora picked up the black stiletto pumps and slid them on. Vinyl arrived and Nora gave her instructions on the type of bondage that she wanted Opera to be tied in. She didn’t really have to. Given free rein, Vinyl would come up with something equally intricate and uncomfortable; But this was her evening. Tonight, she wanted it done her way.


  Vinyl helped Opera put on the last of her outfit, and then led her down the long hallway to the playroom. Nora stayed behind and slipped into her very tight costume.


  * * *


  Batgirl turned off her Batgirl cycle and coasted the last three blocks. She was correct. There weren’t many fetish wear factories in Gotham City; Infact there were only two. She had already ruled out the other one, so she assumed that this must be it. Batgirl slowed to a stop and got off her cycle. A dilapidated sign hung over the front door. DRESS FOR DURESS. This was the place.


  Batgirl walked up to the door and tested it. Locked. She walked around the side of the building and caught sight of an open window on the second floor. She pulled out her Batrope and with a flick of her wrist, had attached it expertly to the pipe next to the window. Batgirl pulled on the line, found it firm, then swiftly crawled up the rope and slid into the beckoning window, leaving her Batrope behind, in case she need a different exit.


  ‘I know she thinks I’m dead,’ Batgirl thought to herself, ‘but I also know she had something extrememly devious planned for me. I better keep my wits about me.’


  * * *


  Nora finished dressing and walked down the hallway into the playroom. Even though Batgirl’s presence would be sorely missed, she was still excited. Maybe it was the thought of playing in the playroom. Maybe it was the room itself. It had taken her months to prepare.


  ‘Though you can’t tell that by looking at it.’ Nora thought, as she stepped down the few steps that led into the room. ‘But that’s the most important element of the room -the suprise.’


  She walked across the soft sandy floor to where Opera had been expertly tied between two posts and examined her. Nora pulled on the crotch rope and decided that Vinyl had done a excellent job. Just what she had asked for. Opera already had that misty, captive look in her eyes.


  ‘You look ravishing.’ She said, as she slid her hands over Opera’s helpless body. ‘You’re in for a treat..I think I’ll let Vinyl have her way with you … -After I’m done of course.’


  ‘MMM’ Opera moaned into her gag. She hadn’t been tied long, but already, her arms and legs ached from the bondage. She knew the mood that Nora was in. Maybe the idea of playing tonight was not such a good idea.


  Nora moved her hand to Opera’s vulnerable pussy and began to massage it slowly.


  ….Then again


  * * *


  Batgirl walked down the stairs slowly, listening for any strange sounds. At the bottom of the stairs was a antechamber with three doors. Opening one carefully, she looked inside. It opened onto a long hallway.


  Entering, she heard a voice coming from a room at the other end of the hall. Quietly, she walked along the corridor and peered inside.


  It was a large circular room about 40 feet across. A narrow stone rim, that was slightly elevated from the rest of the floor, ran around the entire room. The rest of the floor was made of sand.


  The room was completely devoid of furniture, or decoration or any kind, except two ornately carved pink posts which stuck out of the sand at the far end of the room. Tied spread-eagled between the posts was a girl.


  Batgirl gaze was drawn to the girl tied between the posts. It was Opera, Nora’s devious assistant. She was nude except for a pair of black stockings, black patent thong panties, black stiletto heels and long black patent gloves. Batgirl was intrigued by the intricacy of the rope work.


  Opera’s arms and legs were drawn far apart, and ropes crisscrossed her body holding her firmly in place. Ropes outlined her breasts and another was pulled tightly between her legs, drawing it deep inside her. It was a trick Batgirl was quite familiar with. In her mouth was a red ball gag attached to a head harness. Ropes connected the harness to tops of each post and to her wrists. She was tied so tightly, that she could barely move.


  Nora Clavicle and Vinyl stood facing her. Nora was wearing in a tight, high collared, red patent teddy and long, red patent gloves. She finished off the outfit with a pair of sheer jet-black seamed stockings and six inch, red patent, stiletto pumps. In her left glove she delicately held a black riding crop which she gently rubbed up and down Opera’s inner thigh.


  Vinyl was wearing her customary black PVC Catsuit and ankle boots.


  Nora and Vinyl were engrossed in Opera’s bound body. Batgirl watched as Nora moved her hand slowly down Opera’s helpless body. She paused at her breasts, first caressing then pinching, causing Opera to squirm in pain and delight.


  Batgirl, deciding the time was right, crept into the room and stepped down the six inches or so off the stone rim into the fine white sand.


  Opera saw her and began to struggle wildly, screaming into her gag.


  ‘That’s right struggle, it will do you no good.’ Nora said, misinterpreting Opera’s attempt at warning.


  Batgirl strode to the center of the room at stopped.


  ‘Good Evening, Miss Clavicle!’ Batgirl said, breaking the silence.


  ‘Batgirl!’ Nora exclaimed, turning around to face her.


  ‘Yes Nora, Batgirl. I’m sorry I didn’t call before I came over but I wanted to suprise you.’ Batgirl responded smiling.


  ‘You’re alive!’


  ‘Obviously, though no fault of yours!’


  Nora got over her shock quickly and wicked smile perked up on her face. Things might just work out the way she planned them after all.


  ‘Oh Batgirl, you don’t know how excited I am to see you. I’m actually glad you were able to escape my deadly streamers and join our little party… Speaking of suprises, I have something extra special in store for you. Ooo… and you’re dressed for the occasion. How perrrfect. I didn’t have time to tell you how delightfully lascivious your new costume is’ She purred.


  ‘I’m not here to participate in your sick little bondage games, Nora.’


  ‘Oh but you’re the guest of honor Batgirl. GET HER!’


  Vinyl flew at Batgirl, but Batgirl was just too fast. she gave Vinyl a swift Batkick, then threw her across the room, her head kissing the stone walkway as she fell. Batgirl walked over to her, but she was out cold. So she strode back to the center of the room and smilied


  ‘There…that takes care of that,’ Batgirl said spreading her legs slightly and putting her hands back on her hips. ‘Seeing as how you couldn’t possibly hide anything in an outfit that tight, Nora, I can safely say playtime is over..’


  ‘Oh no Batgirl… playtime is just beginning…’ Quick as a cat, Nora jumped up on the stone, to the wall a few feet behind her, and smiling at Batgirl over her shoulder, pulled down a large red switch.


  Alarmed, Batgirl, looked behind her, and then instinctively up at the ceiling, thinking a net was going to fall on her. But nothing happened.


  After a few more seconds, Batgirl relaxed, returned her hands to her hips and laughed. ‘Well Miss Clavicle, whatever suprise you had so carefully planned obviously didn’t work.’


  Nora let her hand slowly glide off the handle of the switch, turned and stepped down into the sand, casually walking a few steps toward the smiling Batgirl.


  ‘Oh, but it did Batgirl….’ Nora said pausing, an evil smile coming to her lips ‘Look at the ground.’


  Puzzled, Batgirl looked down and noticed that she was now standing in the center of a thin, ring, the top of which was just barely sticking out of the sand. Batgirl hadn’t noticed, as the ring, submerged just below the surface, had silently emerged from the soft sand surrounding her. It was quite large, about thirty feet in diameter and looked like it polished glass.


  Suddenly, the ring pulsated, and Nora Clavicle started to laugh wickedly. Batgirl was starting to look up when she felt something odd touch her feet. Instantly she looked down a saw to her horror that her shoes were slowing sinking into the sand.


  Alarmed, Batgirl lifted her left leg and her foot popped out of her half buried shoe. Balancing precariously on one foot, she took a shaky step toward Nora Clavicle, her stocking foot squishing into the suddenly mushy ground.


  She immediately tried to lift her right foot from the sand, but it was much harder to do, because it was now deeply buried. When it finally came free, she lost her balance and her stocking foot immediately squished back into the unstable soil.


  Now up to her ankles in sand, Batgirl tried to pull her left foot free, but the sand was so thick that even with all her strength she couldn’t pull it free from the sand. She immediately shifted her weight and tried the other leg, but it too was completely stuck.


  Panicking, she began to struggle wildly, alternately trying to extricate each of her feet from the sticky sand. But no amount of twisting or struggling could free her from the sand’s captivating embrace. In fact it only made her sink deeper.


  Horrified, Batgirl realized she had walked directly into another of Nora’s evil traps.


  ‘Quicksand!!’ Batgirl exclaimed, her struggles becoming even more frantic, as she realised the meaning of Nora’s cryptic poem.


  ‘Very perceptive, Batgirl…’Nora gleefully responed. ‘But it’s not just ORDINARY quicksand. Its CLAVICSAND!’


  Batgirl looked up at Nora and watched her slowly slide her hands over her breasts, down her waist and between her slightly spread thighs.


  ‘It’s an utterly diabolical new invention I designed especially for you, Batgirl. It’s a uniquely formulated synthetic quicksand, deviously thick and once activated, fiendishly INESCAPABLE!.’


  ‘And I’m afraid that you’ve wandered right into the deep end. There’s at least fifteen feet of it under you, just waiting for your luscious body to sink into.’


  ‘Oh god!’ Batgirl exclaimed, her struggles becoming more desperate. She could feel the clammy sand creeping up her shins, as she contined to slowly descend into the sands placid surface.


  ‘Oh and you will sink…albeit extremely slowly. In that way it’s very much like quicksand. Unable to support your weight, your gorgeous struggling body will slowly slip deeper and deeper into it’s moist clutches until it disappears; Forever lost beneath its surface.’


  ‘-And don’t think that you can just lie on your back and float in this stuff…You can’t.’ Nora added gushing, overjoyed with the turn of events. ‘Vinyl tried that little trick and it almost cost her life.’


  Batgirl realizing that she was helplessly stuck, stopped struggling, hoping that it would slow her descent into the incredibly viscous synthetic quicksand.


  Unfortunately, instead of slowly down, her rate of descent increased..


  ‘Oh no Batgirl. Continuous struggling is REQUIRED in Clavicsand! The more vigorous the better. Staying motionless, even for an instant, will only cause you to sink faster, taking precious minutes of life from you. Of course, you’re bound to tire eventually…’ Nora remarked, laughing wickedly.


  ‘Oh god!’ Batgirl exclaimed, as she began to struggle again, soon finding that Nora was indeed correct; The harder she struggled, the slower she sank… She twisted and pulled at her legs wildly, trying to see if she could stop her descent, but even vigorous struggling didn’t stop her from sinking entirely. All she could do was helplessly watch, as more and more of her body crept into the fiendishly viscous bog.


  A bead of sweat dripped off Batgirl’s cheek and onto her heaving breasts. She was tiring. The sand was incredibly thick, and the deeper she sank the more difficult it became to move in. Stopping briefly to catch her breath, Batgirl watched in horror as her descent increased.


  Her thighs began to ooze into the ground at an alarming rate. She immediately began to struggle again, frantically looking around her for a way to liberate herself from the clutches of Nora Clavicle’s diabolical synthetic quicksand.


  ‘Oh god, I can keeping this up much longer!’ she exclaimed. ‘Please.. don’t let me die like this….Please!’


  Nora walked up to the edge of the ring laughed. ‘I’ll take it under consideration, Batgirl….’


  
    TO BE CONTINUED……
  


  Will Nora feel pity for the poor sinking Batgirl? Or will she make it even worse for her? Holy synthetic quicksand! How could it get worse?!


  Tune in next time….Same (I have no idea when) BatTime…..Same Bat- News-Group


  All your comments are encouraged. But remember. This is Melodrama and complete and utter fantasy. Please don’t go out of your way to inform me that this is all scientifically impossible - I know it is.


  Also please don’t try this at home. Ropes should never, under any circumstances, be tied around the neck. Even if you SO implicity requests it. It is incredibly dangerous.


  Part Two


  As we left Batgirl, she had been ensnared by Nora Clavicles’s in her deadly Clavicsand; A diabolically inescapable, synthetic quicksand….


  ……A bead of sweat dripped off Batgirl’s cheek and onto her heaving breasts. She was tiring. The sand was incredibly thick, and the deeper she sank, the more difficult it became to move in. Stopping briefly to catch her breath, Batgirl watched in horror as her descent increased.


  Her thighs began to ooze into the ground at an alarming rate. She immediately began to struggle again, frantically looking around her for a way to liberate herself from the clutches of Nora Clavicsand.


  ‘Oh god, I can keeping this up much longer!’ she exclaimed.


  Chapter Two


  Nora, obviously enjoying Batgirl torment, walked to the edge of the ring and leaned over slightly, sliding her palms down her smooth black stockings. Batgirl, biting her lower lip in anxiety, looked at the rippling surface of the quicksand surrounding her, and then back up at Nora’s evil, smiling face.


  ‘Ooo Batgirl, you’re beginning to realize the cruel beauty of my fiendish synthetic quicksand.’ Nora said in a soft, intimate voice. ‘It’s not just the fact that you’re sinking: it’s the struggling. You know that it is pointless, but you continue anyway; Hoping that with the added time, you might find a way to free yourself from its soft, sticky embrace….’


  Nora said, smiling wickedly, pausing just long enough for her words to sink in.


  ‘But you won’t. I’m afraid, you’ll find it completely impossible to ever get out of that Clavicsand, Batgirl.’


  ‘Uhh…’ Batgirl groaned, as she struggled to lift first her right, and then her left thigh out of the deadly quicksand; Each resulting downward thrust causing her to sink, ever so slightly deeper, into its moist clammy surface.


  Vinyl stirred from her forced slumber and looked up groggily. She felt the bump on her head, as her eyes focused on the struggling form of Batgirl, almost up to her crotch in Clavicsand. A smile erupted on her face, as she remembered her bout with Nora’s nasty nightmare, realizing that Batgirl’s torment would be ten times greater than hers had been. Vinyl stood up gingerly, her head pounding. She casually strolled around the room, her stiletto heels echoing on the stone rim as she walked.


  Batgirl turned to look at her. Vinyl was beaming as she stepped down into the sand and strode towards the struggling form of Batgirl.


  ‘Enjoying yourself, Batgirl?’ Vinyl said, stopping at the edge of the pool of quicksand.


  ‘Care to join me?’ Batgirl retorted, out of breath from the constant struggling.


  ‘Oh no, Batgirl, I’ve already been in that quicksand before…’ Vinyl replied, sticking the toe of her boot into the sand, like she was testing the temperature of a swimming pool. “It’s amazing how deviously inescapable it is. The sands so thick; You would think that you just could climb out, or that eventually you’d displace enough sand, and you would float. That’s what I thought at first too. But I was SO wrong. I started just like you, just wanting to get my feet out. Once I sank to my waist, I gave up struggling; I remembered what the text books said about quicksand, and tried to lie down so I could float in it. But I didn’t float, I went all the way under. Nora was just able to turn the stuff off in time and dig me out before I suffocated.’


  Batgirl looked at her in terror and Vinyl smiled.


  ‘But then again, you ALREADY realize that this is not ordinary quicksand. It something to do with this ring here; It constantly moves the sand under you, not allowing your body to reach equilibrium. You can feel the sand giving way under your stocking feet right now, can’t you Batgirl. And the friction of the sand particles on the outside of your legs. -And the weariness….


  …….OH NO, I much prefer to watch YOU struggle from out HERE…’


  Vinyl’s twisted, sadistic empathy only made Batgirl feel worse. She was right. Batgirl could feel the cold clammy sand, giving way under her; The moist particles sticking to the outside of her stockings, as she sank slowly lower and lower.


  While Vinyl destroyed any glimmer of hope in Batgirl, Nora turned and looked back at tightly bound figure of Opera, who was obviously enjoying Batgirl’s distress as well. Nora knelt down and slid her red glove into the sand, and scooped up a handful of the sticky ooze. Returning to Opera, Nora began to smear to Clavicsand over Opera’s helpless body. Outlining her breasts and rubbing the moist goo between her spread thighs.


  ‘Isn’t this everything that you hoped for? Savor the way the sand feels against your body. Cool and inviting. You can just imagine Batgirl’s torment. Slowing sinking in it; Unable to escape. Knowing that eventually, even with all her efforts, she will drown.’


  ‘Mmmm’ Opera moaned into her gag, as Nora caressed her body with the clammy Clavicsand. Massaging her pussy and fondling her full, firm breasts.


  Nora delicately took a small control that was dangling over one of the ropes, that was keeping Opera firmly in place between the poles. Nora flicked the switch and Opera began to writhe, wildly in her bonds.


  ‘Oh you like the vibrator that I had Vinyl insert, before she tied you up? Maybe, I’ll turn it a little higher…’ Opera convulsed.


  Nora pressed her body against Opera’s and softly whispered in her ear.


  ‘Look at the way Batgirl struggles. It’s very much like bondage. The sand entangles her body with its soft sticky embrace, drawing her deeper and deeper. Notice the way the sand hugs her thighs as they move up and down rhythmically. Each frantic struggle introducing a new portion of her body to the moist kiss of the sand. Just look at her, she so helpless…..’


  Batgirl’s body was by now dripping with sweat. Physically devastated, she stopped struggling for the briefest of moments, only to have her shapely thighs disappear completely into the sand. As Batgirl felt the cold, clammy ooze touch her pussy, she began to struggle again. Now unable to lift her legs, she began twisting her body.


  Like a deadly dance she swayed and rocked. The sand slowly creeping up the outside of her hips. Experimentally, she tried pushing down on the surface of the sand with her hands. But they just slid effortlessly into the viscous ooze.


  Vinyl, walked back to Nora, who was driving Opera into fits of ecstasy.


  Soon, Batgirl’s hips disappeared into the mire. Up to her waist in quicksand, Batgirl looked around her in dread, but again, there was no escape.


  ‘Oh god! I’m so tired!’ Batgirl cried, stopping for a brief second to catch her breath. Immediately, she felt her descent increase even further. She watched in horror as her waist disappeared into Nora’s synthetic nightmare.


  ‘Nora and Vinyl watched Batgirl’s strength begin to falter, as they slowly brought Opera to orgasm. Opera gazed was transfixed on the half buried body of Batgirl, as she continued to move in the thick white ooze. Nora left Vinyl to caress Opera, and walked a few paces back to Batgirl, who was by now, completely exhausted. She was sinking faster now, unable to find the strength to struggle vigorously; At this rate, she wouldn’t last more than a minute of two.


  ‘Getting tired, Batgirl?’ Nora said in mock compassion. Nora walked back to the wall and opened a panel. Inside was a dial that was set to STRUGGLE.


  ‘Batgirl, this dial allows me to customize your descent. As you can see, it is currently set to STRUGGLE. But I can change that…’


  Nora turned the dial to the right most setting: STILL.


  ‘If you stop struggling now and become perfectly still, you will stop sinking…’


  Batgirl, absolutely exhausted from her efforts, relaxed. As she relaxed, her hands slid easily into the inviting sand, followed by her forearms and then her elbows. True to Nora’s word, once her arms came to rest at her side and her body became perfectly still, Batgirl felt her descent into the quicksand stop. Batgirl looked down and found that she had sunk up to the bottom of her breasts, the quicksand cupping them, like a demi cup bra.


  Nora flicked another switch and another ring rose above the surface of the quicksand around Batgirl. It was exactly the same as the first ring, only much, much smaller, only a few feet in diameter. The first ring stopped glowing and slid silently below the surface.


  To Batgirl’s amazement, Nora waited a bit and then casually walked over what used to be unstable earth, to the edge of the new ring. She got down on her hands and knees, leaning over the almost fully submerged Batgirl. Batgirl, realizing that firm ground was only inches away, started to lift her arms out of the quicksand. But she froze immediately: Her movement causing her to lurch suddenly into the sand, her breasts disappearing beneath its ripped surface.


  ‘Oh yes that right, Batgirl… the very slightest move will now make you sink. Now you get to experience the other side of Clavicsand’s, diabolically torturous spectrum: Utter motionlessness!’


  ‘You bitch!’ Batgirl exclaimed, sinking two more inches in the sand.


  ‘Shhh, you should be careful not to scream. It causes involuntary muscle contractions. ANY movement will cause you to sink; Maybe even your breathing’


  Batgirl’s head and shoulders were all that remained above the surface. And although the edge of the clavic bog was only a foot away, she dared not move a muscle for fear of sinking completely out of sight.


  Her motionlessness, intensified her experience. She could feel the clammy particles of sand, surrounding her entire body, pushing in on her, making even breathing difficult. She found it increasingly difficult to keep her balance submerged in the moist sticky bog. Every so often her muscles would contract and she would feel her body descend a little further.


  “Oh god….” Batgirl whispered. “It’s impossible to keep my balance…..’


  ‘Poor Batgirl. Finding it hard too stay still? You can feel the sand all over your body now can’t you ?…..so close, pushing in on your arms, your legs…your breasts’


  Nora stood up and slipped off her shoes. Then she dipped first her toe, and then most of her stocking foot, into the gooey sand, making circles in the soft earth. ‘So thick, and yet so….’


  Batgirl moved slightly and felt herself slide into the sand a little further.


  ‘…. unstable.’


  Batgirl, fearing that moving her head would cause her to sink, looked down her nose at the surface of the quicksand, now only inches from her chin.


  ‘Ohhh!’ Batgirl exclaimed, tilting her head back slightly, as she sank another inch..


  ‘You must be very still Batgirl…’ Nora whispered, as she removed her foot from the clammy ooze with a audible slurp, small particles of sand, clinging to her moistened nylons.


  Batgirl watched, as Nora slowly moved her foot along the top of the sand, until it was right under her chin. Then she moved it to the right and placed it on Batgirl’s shoulder; Ever so gently pushing down with her toe.


  ‘No! Please!’ Batgirl screamed, shifting her weight slightly. Her shoulders sinking beneath the surface of the viscous ooze..


  Her neck and her head was all that remained above the surface. Another shift in weight caused her to sink again. Her neck, slowly easing into the sand. when Batgirl’s chin touched the sand, she froze; Her head tilted back as far as she could.


  ‘Don’t move, Batgirl!’


  Batgirl suspended in the deadly mire up to her chin, waited unmoving for what seemed like an eternity: concentrating on nothing else but motionlessness. Nora bent over Batgirl and caressed her cheek.


  ‘I know you can’t stay motionless for ever Batgirl. It’s such a shame that you’re going to die here, you’re body lost forever beneath the sands surface.’


  ‘Nora…’ Batgirl started to plead, but stopped as the sand crept over her chin, just under her lower lip.


  ‘Shhh….Batgirl. With you so helpless like this, I could easily rip off your cowl and find out who you are before you die. But I won’t; I like the mystery. I would like to remember you just as you are.’


  ‘If you kill me now, your fun will be over. You will never have the pleasure of trying to beat me EVER aga….’ Batgirl said in a last ditch effort to free herself: the sand creeping over her mouth silencing her last words.


  Nora looked down at the pitiful form of Batgirl, seconds from death. She was right. Somehow, Batgirl’s death now would be anti-climatic. Nora decided that she was not ready for Batgirl to die………….yet.


  ‘Vinyl, turn off the sand.’


  Vinyl, walked to the wall and flicked the red switch. Batgirl held her breath and watched, as the ring stopped pulsating, and slid below the surface. Then, she felt the sand, solidify around her body. Nora quickly scooped away the sand from Batgirl’s mouth and nose allowing her to breathe.


  ‘Untie Opera, and dig Batgirl out of the sand. I know a new game we can play!


  Vinyl walked to Opera and quickly untied her. Opera was a little wobbly, but she recovered quickly.


  Opera and Vinyl dug in the soft earth with their hands until they could free Batgirl’s arms. Then slowly, they pulled her from the stabilized synthetic quicksand, weak and exhausted.


  The fact that Batgirl could barely stand on her own, did not impress Nora Clavicle; While Vinyl and Opera held her, Nora expertly bound Batgirl’s arms, making her elbows meet behind her back.


  Nora faced Batgirl and softly brushed the sand from her face.


  ‘You are filthy aren’t you?’ Nora remarked rhetorically. ‘You must have sand in the most unspeakable places. I’m sure it’s most unpleasant. Girls…please take Batgirl and clean her up. I’m sure I can find something clean she can wear that will match her cowl.


  * * *


  Opera and Vinyl took the weak Batgirl and stripped her of all of her clothes except her cowl. Then they brought her to the shower. On the ceiling and floor of the large shower, were manacles of stainless steel. Binding her with the manacles, they rinsed the sand from her body and dried her. When they were finished, they handcuffed her wrists and elbows behind her back, and brought her back before Nora Clavicle who had picked out a sheer dark purple bodystocking for her to wear. With little choice, Batgirl waited as they put the bodystocking on her. It covered her from neck to toe, which meant they had to uncuff her to put it on; But they were taking no chances. They put a bondage belt around her waist and attached one of her wrists to it at all times, foiling any attempt at escape. When they were done, they removed the belt, and recuffed her wrists and elbows behind her back.


  ‘There. That’s perfect. Girls please take our guest downstairs to her room. I’m sure she would like to rest. She’ll need her strength!’


  * * *


  Opera and Vinyl took Batgirl downstairs to a small cell. They stood her against a wall and bound her legs far apart with manacles that were attached to the wall. They then attached a metal belt around her waist. It too was attached to the wall with a short chain. Then came the collar. Finally after Batgirl was helpless, They removed the cuffs from her elbows and wrists and bound her wrist in a matching set of manacles above her head.


  ‘Comfy?’ Vinyl said, an evil smile on her face.


  ‘Absolutely’ Batgirl said, mockingly.


  ‘Well, I’ll take care of that!’ Vinyl said, as she walked to the wall beside Batgirl and slowly turned a wheel.


  The chains above Batgirl’s head began to pull apart, stretching her arms apart and lifting her feet off of the ground until she was just barely able to stand on her tiptoes. At that point, the manacles around her ankles, stopped her movement upward, stretching her body like a rack.


  ‘Comfy now?’


  Batgirl didn’t say anything. She just stared at Vinyl defiantly.


  ‘This is for the bruise on the back of my head.’ Vinyl said, tightening the rack another notch..


  ‘Aaaa!’ Batgirl exclaimed in pain.


  ‘Much better….. See you in the morning! ‘


  ‘I hope you like sleeping standing up!’ Opera laughed, as she followed Vinyl out of the room.


  The door to the cell slammed shut, leaving Batgirl in the dark. The stone walls of the cell echoed the rattling of the chains, as she attempted to free herself. It was useless.


  Normally, Batgirl would have been able to pick the locks and free herself. But without her hidden picks in her costume and utility belt, she was helpless. She relaxed and soon, even though she was in pain, Batgirl managed to fall asleep.


  * * *


  Batgirl awoke to the sound of the cell door opening.


  ‘Good morning, Batgirl!’ Nora said entering.


  As her eyes got used to the light, Batgirl saw that Nora was now dressed in a tight PVC mini dress, with black stockings and Patent leather ankle boots.


  Opera and Vinyl entered as well. They were both dressed in white PVC Catsuits and Stiletto shoes.


  ‘I have a special treat in store for you today. I am going let you decide your own fate! OK girls, hold her while I undo these cuffs.


  Nora loosened the rack and then took off her manacles. As soon as Batgirl’s hands were freed, she began to struggle wildly, but it was three against one and she stood no real chance. Soon, she was forced to the ground, struggling uselessly against the weight of the women on top of her. Opera jumped onto to her shoulders and held her down, while Nora and Vinyl tied her hands behind her. Once she was subdued, Nora took over in earnest.


  ‘Fight ME you little vixen? Well, I’ll show you what stringent bondage really is!’


  Nora took a piece of rope and looped it around Batgirl’s arms just above her elbows.


  ‘Aaaggh!’ Batgirl exclaimed, as Nora tightened the rope, pulling her elbows together behind her back.


  ‘You’re so flexible, Batgirl. That’s good…you’ll need to be.’


  Nora wound the rope around her arms about five times and then cinched it off. Opera got up off her shoulders and straddled her waist, while Nora and Vinyl grabbed one ankle each. Batgirl valiantly kicked her feet but to no avail. The women easily crossed them and bound them at right angles. Then a rope was attached to her wrists and fed between her bound ankles. Nora slowly pulled on the rope until Batgirl was in a strict hog-tie. Another rope was attached to her elbows and pulled tightly around her the outside of her shoulders and then up behind her neck and around her shoulders again to her elbows. There it was tied off, effectively pulling her shoulders even further back.


  ‘Turn her over.’


  The two women obliged and Batgirl was turned on her back.


  ‘Hold open her knees.’


  ‘What are you doing to me?’ Batgirl pleaded, trying to fight to no avail.


  ‘It’s just a part of the game, Batgirl. I think you’ll enjoy it.’


  Nora unsnapped the crotch of Batgirl purple bodystocking to reveal her pussy.


  ‘God! What are you doing!? Stop!’ Batgirl pleaded as Nora, took out a object, put a small amount of KY Jelly on it and careful inserted it into her. Then she resnapped the crotch of her bodystocking and quickly added a tight crotchrope, holding the object inside.


  ‘Uncomfortable Batgirl?…good. Now it time for you to decide your own destiny…OK girls, let’s introduce Batgirl to the Ramp of Decision!’


  With that they picked her up and carried her struggling bound body to the next room.


  * * *


  The next room was large with a very tall ceiling. In the center of the room was a very large and elaborate looking device. It was made up of a steel frame that held a circular pole. The pole was attached to the frame at both ends. The pole itself, started at about shoulder height and extended upward at an angle of about thirty degrees. It was thirty feet long and about three feet in diameter. The pole started off black at the bottom, and then every five feet it turned a lighter shade until at the top it was almost white. On the side of the pole in each gradient section there was writing. At the top of the pole was a huge clock.


  ‘This is the Ramp of Decision, Batgirl. There is a little bell at the top. All you have to do to go free, is to make it to the top, and ring the bell before the thirty minute time limit. Of course this would be easy if you weren’t all tied up, but that the whole fun of this little exercise. You’ll notice that the pole is split into sections. If you don’t make it up to the top, your death will be chosen by the section that you are in, when time expires.


  ‘Why don’t you just kill me and get it over with?’


  ‘Oh no, that would be too easy. If I had wanted that, I could have just let you drown in the Clavicsand. This is much more delicious. I get to watch you struggle to get to the top. And I recommend that you do struggle. Each section down from the top, determines a more and more nasty death. You see at the very top section is “Orgasm”, the next one is “Tickle”, then “Whip”, then “Shock”, Then “Sever” and finally here at the bottom, “Clavic’s Choice”. This one particularly nasty and I wouldn’t recommend that you end up here. If you fall off, the net below the pole, will catch you and that counts as the lowest ranking. Are you ready?’


  ‘Do I have a choice?’ Batgirl asked defiantly.


  ‘Well, now that you mention it…..NO. Girls!’


  Batgirl was taken to the ramp and placed on top of the pole. Unable to use her hands, she had to use her knees and thighs to hold on.


  ‘One final thing.’ Nora said pulling out a harness ball gag.


  ‘No..please…’ Batgirl pleaded, but Nora was already pushing the red rubber ball into her mouth. She attached the strap under her chin and behind her head, and pulled the strap over the top and her head, attaching it to the strap behind her neck. Then she took out a thin piece of rope and attached it the harness. She fed the rope though her elbow ropes, pulled it tight and tied it off, forcing her chin off the pole.


  ‘MMMMph…MmphMm! Batgirl protested to no avail.


  ‘There perfect. Ready?


  ‘MMMPh! Batgirl screamed into her gag.


  ‘I’ll take that as a yes. GO!.’ Nora said, as she activated the clock mechanism.


  Batgirl began immediately. Using her knees she slowly shimmied her way up the pole. Soon she neared the second section. As soon as she entered it, the object that Nora had inserted earlier, began to vibrate. Batgirl stopped, gripping the pole with her knees.


  ‘Oh did I forget to mention that I inserted a remote controlled vibrator in you; With each new section, the intensity of the vibrator will increase.’


  Batgirl didn’t have time to get upset and continued up the pole. Progress was slow and exhausting, and as she climbed the vibration in her pussy intensified. She tried not to get excited, but it was no use: the higher she climbed the more turned on she got.


  She looked up at the clock. Twenty five minutes to go and she was already nearing section three. She would make it easily. But as Batgirl entered the third section, she felt some thing wet and slimy under her belly and stocking thighs. Batgirl knew immediately what is was. Nora began to laugh, realizing that the grease had been released along the length of the pole.


  ‘Yes Batgirl, it’s grease. It’s all along the outside of the pole now. Don’t ….. slip.’


  Just as she said that, Batgirl felt herself begin to slide slowly down the pole. She began to struggle wildly, trying to gain some type of control, but it was useless. She continued to move down the suddenly slippery pole until she reached the bottom, completely disheartened.


  Nora came over to Batgirl and cut the hog-tie rope.


  ‘There. That ought to give you a little help. You ought to get going. Trust me you don’t want to be down here when the time expires.’


  Batgirl, slowly began her trek back up the pole. She was much more careful now and took her time. Even though it was slippery, she was able to very methodically inch her way upward. Inward and downward with her stocking feet, then her knees forward an inch, then her body forward…. The vibration in her pussy slowly increased, adding to her torment. It was getting harder and harder to concentrate. By level four Batgirl had broken into a heavy sweat. Making the journey even more treacherous.


  At level five the vibrator began to pulsate wildly. It took Batgirl by suprise and almost caused her to miss a step in her regime. She was nearing orgasm. She tried to hold off but it was impossible. She looked at the clock. Less than five minutes left. Level five was a nightmare. The grease flow out of the pole increased and the vibrators silent vibrations got even heavier. Batgirl plodded on, her bound body shaking from the exhaustion and tension of near orgasm.


  She entered level six. Two minutes left. The vibration intensified to a monstrous peak. Batgirl saw the bell in front of her. Four feet away…Then at the worst possible time, her body gave into the vibrators deadly temptation and orgasmed.


  There was nothing she could do but hold on for dear life. Wave after wave of passion washed over her, as she rode out the storm. Finally, it was over.


  Batgirl looked up at the clock; There were only thirty seconds left. Realizing how little time was remaining, she panicked. Abandoning her careful rhythm that had allowed her to climb up the incredible slippery pole with the user of her arms, she slipped. She stopped moving as soon as she felt the soft nylon of her bodystocking slip on the greasy pole, but by then, it was too late; She had already lost traction, and was beginning to slide helplessly downward.


  Her worst fears realized, she struggled wildly to regain herself, but could not do so. to her utter dismay, she found that no amount of struggling could stop her downward momentum. In fact, her speed only increased. She stopped struggling and watched in horror, as she descended down the pole; Finally coming to rest at the very bottom, just as time expired.


  Nora Clavical walked up to the broken form of Bargirl, leaned over her and whispered in her ear in mock compassion.


  ‘Oh Batgirl…. you were so close. I really thought you have a chance. But close doesn’t count. The selection is Clavic’s Choice. How delicious. I’m afraid that you’re going to wish I had left you in the Clavicsand, Batgirl….’


  
    TO BE CONTINUED……
  


  What could be worse than Clavicsand? Stay tuned…..


  Part Three


  Well here it is. Part 3. Sorry, it took far too long. If you are offended by fetishism, lesbianism, bondage, etc, do yourself a favor, don’t read it. As always your comments are welcome.


  Batgirl looked up at the clock; There were only thirty seconds left. Realizing how little time was remaining, she panicked. Abandoning her careful rhythm that had allowed her to climb up the incredibly slippery pole without use of her arms, she slipped. She stopped moving as soon as she felt the soft nylon of her bodystocking slip on the greasy pole, but by then, it was too late; She had already lost traction, and was beginning to slide helplessly downward.


  Her worst fears realized, she struggled wildly to regain herself, but could not do so. To her utter dismay, she found that no amount of struggling could stop her downward momentum. In fact, her speed only increased. she stopped struggling and watched in horror, as she descended down the pole; Finally coming to rest at the very bottom, just as time expired.


  Nora Clavical walked up to the broken form of Batgirl, leaned over her and whispered in her ear in mock compassion.


  ‘Oh Batgirl…. you were so close. I really thought you had a chance. But close doesn’t count. The selection is Clavic’s Choice. How delicious. I’m afraid that you’re going to wish I had left you in the Clavicsand, Batgirl….’


  Chapter 3


  ‘Remove her from the pole.’ Nora commanded.


  Batgirl was lifted off the slimy pole and held before Nora, the front of her purple bodystocking glistening with the mixture of sweat and slime. Her head was still held up by the harness ballgag, that Nora had so thoughtfully inserted. Nora approached her and casually slid her hand down Batgirl’s body, pausing to caress her breasts, which were covered in ooze.


  ‘Ooo, Batgirl, you’re filthy. You seem to be making rather a habit of that lately. Girls, take Batgirl, and get her cleaned up again. I want her to look her best for her grand finale.’


  Opera and Vinyl led the still bound Batgirl back to the shower, cut the bodystocking from her bound body, and to Batgirl’s infinite relief, removed the ballgag. Then the women took infinite pleasure in cleansing her thoroughly. When they were satisfied that she was clean AND substanially aroused, they led Batgirl back to a small room where Nora stood waiting, gun in hand.


  ‘Remove her restraints.’


  Opera opened a switch-blade knife and quickly cut through the ropes holding Batgirl’s arms tightly behind her back. While Batgirl rubbed the circulation back into her wrists and elbows, Vinyl exited briefly, then returned, carrying a familiar purple outfit.


  ‘Look Batgirl’ Nora said, gesturing to the outfit that Vinyl had in her arms. ‘While you were “hanging around” last night, I had Opera clean your costume for you… PUT IT ON.’


  Batgirl, looked down momentarily at the large caliber firearm which Nora was pointing at her midsection, then took the purple, latex teddy and black pantyhose from Vinyl.


  ‘I think it only fitting that you are properly attired when they find you.’ Nora added.


  With a brief look of protest, Batgirl sat down on a small stool, and pulled on the pantyhose. Then she stood, and with effort, slid into the extremely tight teddy. She allowed Vinyl to help her with the zipper, and then turned, faced Nora, and put her hands on her hips defiantly.


  Nora erupted into a huge smile.


  ‘Oh Batgirl, your so precious. Always the crimefightress. Well, we’ll see how defiant your are once you’ve had a taste of my new invention. Girls, let’s introduce Batgirl to the Molded Damsel!’


  The girls opened a large door and exited, only to return seconds later, pulling a large platform, atop of which was a huge robot-like object. It was smooth and futuristic looking, and made of what looked like black fiberglass. It’s arms and legs were straight and spread in a X configuration. All in all, Batgirl thought to herself, it looked like a huge, black gingerbread man with its arms in the air. Where the face would have been, had been cut away revealing a hollow interior.


  Vinyl set the wheel locks and climbed up on platform. She reached behind the figure and pushed a button. With the slightest of noises, the entire front of the figure slid open and slightly forward; then hinged at the bottom, tilting down until it was almost horizontal. Once opened, Batgirl could see that the inside was contoured to the human body. And once closed, the figure would trap a person like a medieval iron maiden.


  Batgirl removed her gaze from the device and looked over at Nora, who was busy watching her reaction.


  ‘Intriguing, isn’t it Batgirl? Care for a closer look?’


  ‘I can see it just fine from here’


  ‘Oh, I insist… GIRLS!’


  If it weren’t for the gun, Batgirl would certainly have resisted, for though she didn’t know exactly what was in store for her, she knew with Nora perpensity for fiendish contraptions, it wasn’t going to be good. Still, the gun was aimed at her midsection, so she had little choice but to let Vinyl and Opera lead her atop the platform. They turned her around to face Nora, and shoved her backwards against the inside of the figure.


  ‘Step up on the footrests, Batgirl.’ Nora Ordered.


  Batgirl, obliged and found that the footrests were no restful at all They were shaped like extremely high heeled shoes, and as she stood on them, Batgirl found she was forced to stand on her tiptoes.


  ‘Good. Now lean back.’


  Batgirl, looked down at the gun and then at the two women next to her. Then she leaned back into the contoured interior of the figure. It was not hard, but soft and rubbery, and conformed to her body’s every curve like a soft, clay mold.


  ‘Girls…’


  Opera and Vinyl quickly made sure that Batgirl would not have second thoughts about being so cooperative. Bright blue straps which were affixed to the inside of the figure quickly immobilized her at her ankles, wrists and waist, as well as around her neck. When they were finished Batgirl could barely move.


  ‘Isn’t this a little overkill Nora, even for you?’ Batgirl commented. ‘Obviously, when this thing is closed, these straps will be pointless. I won’t be able to move once you close this thing.’


  ‘Oh, you’ll be moving Batgirl. You’ll be rocking and rolling in there soon. Opera, zip her up!’


  Opera reached behind the figure and pushed a button. The front of the figure tilted up again until it was vertical, and then closed sealing Batgirl inside, her face visible in the cut-away portion of the head.


  Batgirl had fully expected the front of the figure to fit like the back, but was still amazed at how tight and form fitting it was as it closed around her. For instance, instead of just pushing her breasts against her body, it cupped them. The only area that wasn’t super tight was her head. She was able to move it within the cavity and look out on the wicked face of Nora, who climbed up on the platform and stood before her, smiling.


  ‘Comfortable Batgirl?’ Nora asked, wickedly.


  ‘It’s not too bad.’ Batgirl replied. ‘Actually it’s rather cozy.’


  ‘Really?’


  Nora reached behind the figure and Batgirl heard a quiet click.


  ‘We’ll see about that.’


  Suddenly, Batgirl felt areas within the figure press even closer to her body. On and around her breasts, behind her knees and especially between her spread legs. Something pushed up against her pussy, causing Batgirl to flinch.


  Then she felt the area around her breasts begin to tingle. It was like finger nails softly touching her, then hands messaging, then pinching.


  ‘Ouch!’ Batgirl exclaimed and strained against her bonds.


  Suddenly, with a loud clack, the straps holding her wrists and ankles pulled slightly apart stretching her body like a medeaval rack.


  ‘Augh!’


  ‘Oh, I’m sorry Batgirl, I forgot to explain the idea of this device. Think of it as magic fingers, with a kick. As you are now probably already aware, hidden inside the soft interior are a number of sensory agents, all designed with one idea in mind: To give you the greatest orgasm, you’ve ever had.’


  The area between Batgirl’s thighs awakened and Batgirl felt something wet, first caress and then vibrate against her clitoris, sending shock waves across her body. She arched her feet and again the machine tightened ever so slightly, pulling her limbs further apart.


  ‘Ah!’ Batgirl exclaimed again.


  ‘It’s also programmed to make sure it’s the LAST orgasm you’ll ever have. Unfortunately, the machines sensors are programmed to tighten if you move. Of course, you will find it impossible not to respond to the machine’s stimulus. It will continue to arouse you, until eventually, you orgasm and are pulled apart at the seams…’ Nora said, breaking into a wicked laugh.


  ‘You bitch!’


  CLACK


  ‘Ah!’ Batgirl screamed, as the machine tightened once more.


  ‘I would love to stay and watch… You know me, I just love to watch you struggle, but I am afraid we must be off.’


  Nora turned away momentarily as if to leave, and then turned back to face Batgirl, whose eyes were closed and head was tilted back, mouth slightly open, obviously in the midst of another pleasure wave.


  ‘Oh, and I’m afraid that this machine won’t respond to your cries for mercy like I did. In fact you’ll find it has no compassion what so ever. It will just continue it’s slow, diabolical little job until…’


  CLACK


  ‘Ahh!’


  ‘… Well at least you’ll die… smiling!’


  Nora stepped down off the platform and ushered the girls outside. But she couldn’t help but turn just as she neared the door and deliver one parting blast.


  ‘Don’t move!’


  And then she turned, laughter echoing down the stone hallway as she left. Batgirl was left alone with her fate clearly laid out before her. The machine continued to arouse her, slowly caressing her body, and when she responded, it would stretch her slightly more. It was relentless. She concentrated on keeping as perfectly still as possible, but the tension within her body would slowly build, until it was torturous. Then against her will, her body would respond, causing the machine to tighten slightly more, until finally she was stretched to her maximum. And the cycle would begin again.


  Nora had certainly outdone herself. After just a short time, Batgirl’s body was dripping with sweat from the strain and arousal. She was helpless to stop it. The pain from her limbs was becoming intense, and merged with the incredible pleasure, until they were inseparable.


  The machines deadly activations had stepped up a notch. She would orgasm soon. She knew what would happen then: She would die. The machines sensations built again. Batgirl felt a touch begin at her feet and slowly move upward between her thighs to her aching pussy. It searched out her most vulnerable area and slowly began to vibrate. At the same time small points of pressure began to move around and under her breasts, sucking at her nipples, biting, messaging.


  The passion grew once more inside of her and she knew that she could hold out no more. The vibration on her clitoris increased until she could think of nothing but letting go, releasing to her pleasure, knowing full well, that if she did, she would die.


  She didn’t care anyone. She had no more strength left. Her entire body stiffened in expectation of what was to come. Then suddenly the door to the room flew open.


  ‘Batgirl!’


  It was Batman.


  ‘Oh my god!….. Batman! … turn..ah… this… machine off.ff! ………Hurry!’


  Batman flew up onto the platform, found the button that turned the machine off, and pushed it.


  Just as he did so, Batgirl came, in a rush of emotion that she couldn’t comprehend. Wave upon wave of pleasure rocked her body with such abandon, that she was completely unaware of herself, until the waves subsided had and she found that Batman had opened the machine and was freeing her wrists and ankles. Exhausted, she fell into Batman’s waiting arms.


  ‘Batgirl, are you allright?’


  Batgirl was limp, but came around quickly.


  ‘Oh thank-you, Batman! I thought that I was stretched. How did you… Nora! She’s gone!’ Batgirl exclaimed, realizing that Nora must have escaped.


  ‘Don’t worry about Nora and her gang. They are aren’t going anywhere.’


  Batman lead Batgirl back to the playroom, where Nora, Opera and Vinyl were all up to their breasts in Clavicsand.


  ‘Well it seems like the Clavic trio have been caught in their own sandy soup.’


  ‘Batgirl, Please! Get us out of here! Were drowning!’ Opera pleaded.


  Batgirl walked up to the ring that enclosed the synthetic quicksand and smiled.


  ‘Oh you shouldn’t move…’ Batgirl said, dipping her stocking foot into the thick white slurry and making small rings in it’s viscous surface. ‘I think maybe it’s fitting that you should all perish at the hands of your own sadistic sludge.’


  ‘Oh god no, Batgirl. Please turn it off!’


  Batgirl glanced at Batman and then back at the women, who like Batgirl earlier, could not help but move slightly in the deadly quicksand. Each slight movement causing their bodies to sink lower and lower, until only their heads remained above the surface.


  ‘BATGIRL! PLEASE!’


  Batgirl slowly walked around the ring of quicksand and then stepped up on the walkway. Then she paused, before finally flicking the switch that turned the fiendish synthetic quicksand off. Before the women could lift their arms, the slurry quickly congealed around them, trapping them up to their necks in heavy sand.


  ‘Well Batman? Should we go?’


  ‘Why not? Everything here is under control.’


  ‘You can’t leave us like this!’ Nora screamed.


  ‘The police will be here shortly to dig you out.’ Batgirl said as she walked down the corridor. ‘Don’t move….!’


  * * *


  Once outside, it dawned on Batgirl that the Boy Wonder was missing.


  ‘Batman, where is Robin?


  ‘He’s out checking out the other fetishwear factory. There are only two in Gotham City you know.’


  ‘Yes I know.’ Batgirl said smiling, as she straddled her Batgirl cycle and kick-started it. ‘How about dinner?’


  ‘I’m afraid that I will have to take a rain check. I promised Robin that I would take him fishing.’


  ‘Oh well…next time’ Batgirl said, as she turned her cycle to the street. She took a final look at Batman, thought momentarily about the wasted opportunity, and sped off into the night.


  * * *


  She arrived home exhausted. She took off her Batgirl outfit, washed it and hung it up to dry. It was latex; It would dry quickly. Then she slipped into a hot bath, her joints still aching from the stretch of Nora’s machine. She felt lucky to be alive. She momentarily wondered if she was crazy for continuing her crimefighting activities. Then the thought was pushed aside, as the soft, soapy sponge slid down her body and between her legs. She wondered what tomorrow would bring.


  * * *


  Barbara awoke refreshed. The morning was bright and cheerful. She had slept well. Her right shoulder was still a little stiff, but it would be OK. She put on a black bustier, thong bikini brief, garter belt and black stockings, then covered it up with a gray wool business suit. She looked in the mirror at her conservative exterior, and smiled. She wondered which outfit was really her. She grabbed a bagel and fled out the door, getting to work exactly on time, as usual.


  There was a melee at the Library. As she entered the building, Tracy, her assistant came up to her, flustered.


  ‘Barbara! We’ve had a break in.’


  ‘How can you tell?’ Barbara said, looking around. Everything appeared normal.


  ‘When I unlocked the doors this morning, this was on your desk. It wasn’t here when I locked up on Saturday.’


  Tracy produced a small back box, wrapped in shiny, black wrapping paper and decorated with a big pink bow. There was a card attached, addressed to Barbara Gordon. It was unsigned.


  Barbara took the box and opened it carefully. Inside was a jet-black kitten with a bright pink collar.


  ‘Oh how cute!’ Tracy said, reaching into the box before Barbara could stop her.


  ‘Wait!’ Barbara cried, but it was too late.


  ‘Ouch!’ Tracy exclaimed as she pulled her hand from the box. There was a small tickle of blood, flowing from a little nick on her finger. ‘Something on the collar pricked-‘


  And she collapsed.


  ‘Tracy!’ Barbara exclaimed!


  She felt for a pulse and found none. She attempted CPR but it was useless. Tracy was dead. She looked into the box and found a note.


  
    
      “This is only the beginning of my revenge. Soon all Gotham City will hear me roar.
    


    
      Catwoman”
    

  

  Barbara ran to the phone and called her father. Things were not right in Gotham City. She had a feeling that things were going to get worse.


  * * *


  What this? Catwoman back on the streets of Gotham?! Holy Sexual Evil -Purrrsonified! The best is yet to come.


  
    THE PERILS OF BATGIRL II


    A Bondage Adventure Serial


    

    By


    The Weatherman

  


  Chapter 1


  Valerie Ashlyn sat back in the plush, leather chair and slowly re-crossed her legs, giving old Mr. Layhee a lasting look up her short wool skirt at the shimmering tops of her black silk stockings. Judging by his reaction, he may well have seen more. If so, all the better. The act was completely intentional; Valerie Ashlyn enjoyed teasing. Especially Mr. Layhee.


  In the latter stages of her stepfathers life, especially just before his death, she had been given ample opportunity; Mr. Layhee and his troupe of stodgy lawyers were constantly around, advising and interfering.


  ‘Miss. Ashlyn, thank you for coming.’


  ‘Oh come now Mr. Layhee, call me Valerie. All of my friends do.’ She said with the slightly hint of a smile, as she rested her hands on her slightly raised knee and then slowly slid them up the top of her stocking.


  ‘uh..yes..uh… Well of course.’ Mr. Layhee stuttered, momentarily at a lost for words, as her watched Valerie pull slightly on her stocking with her fingers, then smooth it with her hands. ‘Since you are the last surviving member of the Ashlyn family, you have been asked here to know of your father’s wishes for his estate.’


  ‘Oh yes. Poor step-daddy. I am so heartbroken to see him go.’ Valerie said leaning back, her six-inch, black, stiletto pump, falling off her stocking heel and dangling onto her outstretched toes.


  ‘Mr. Ashlyn was very adamant that you understand his wishes clearly.’ he said, his eyes fixed on the dark reinforced heel of her stocking foot as she casually kicked her leg up and down.


  ‘I understand.’ She said, shifting in her seat slightly, casually letting her shoe fall from her oustretched foot to the floor. She leaned over, giving Mr. Layhee a long view down her white silk shirt at her ample cleavage, and casually picked it up. She looked up and found that Mr. Layhee was staring. She smiled.


  ‘Lovely shoe, isn’t it. One of our biggest sellers.’ She said, fondling the shoe above her lap, as if it were Mr. Layhee’s cock. ‘It’s our six-inch, Domina pump. Specially made for us in Italy… Very kinky.’


  Mr. Layhee, shifted in HIS seat. He had to. His penis was now rock hard. His eyes were glued to her every move, as she reached down, rubbed her stocking foot sexily and then ever so slowly, slid the shoe back on.


  He had to get this over with. He couldn’t take much more of this young woman’s presence. The last few months around her had been torturous. He hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off of her. He wondered, if she knew the effect that she had on him.


  ‘Miss Ashlyn, it is your father’s wish that you be told now, in private, how he intends to distribute his profits from his vast fetishwear empire. The rest of the heirs will be told in three weeks at a news conference at Apparel Obsessia’s annual Fetishwear Awards Dinner, where Batgirl, as you know, is too be unveiled as this years “Sexiest Woman in Gotham”. An event your step-father was looking forward to with immense anticipation’


  Valerie shifted in her seat, uncomfortably.


  BATGIRL.


  That was all her father had talked about for the last six months. Valerie was sick of her. Ever since her sudden arrival in Gotham last September, her father had been spellbound by her incredible sexual persona, and of course being the head of Apparel Obsessia, the world’s largest bondage and fetish, clothing and supply company, he was thrilled with her outfits.


  ‘…so it is your father’s wish to bestow his vast fortune to the following women that have made his last few years, a joy to live.’


  Valerie awoke from her reverie.


  ‘What do you mean, wo-MEN?’ Valerie said, sitting up slightly.


  ‘It is your father’s wish to split the inheritance as follows:’ he continued, reading the legal document in his hand.


  “To my step daughter, I leave the company, the house and one fourth of my cash holdings. The rest of my cash holdings are to be divided as follows: Shelley Prince, Cheri La Gams, and Lisa Hartley, each get ten million dollars each, to dress themselves to their very sexiest delight.”


  ‘-Ten Mill-!’ Valerie started. ‘To… to… to… those whores?!’


  Mr. Grayhee was undaunted. He had expected this.


  “The rest of my holdings go to Batgirl. The very sexiest woman I know. She has done more for the fetishwear industry since she arrived in Gotham City than all the res of the woman in Gotham combined. May this money help her keep the streets exciting for all of us for some time to come.”


  ‘BATGIRL?! That purple do-gooding Bat-BITCH?!’ Valerie screamed, bolting to her feet. ‘How… how much is the rest?!’


  ‘Approximately three-hundred-and-sixty million dollars.’


  ‘Three hundred… That’s ridiculous! She’s got no right to that money, its mine! I’ll fight it in court!’


  ‘I’m afraid that it’s quite legal. As long as Batgirl shows up next month to receive her award, I’m afraid that she is entitled to the three-hundred and fifty-million. Your father made sure that there were no loopholes.’


  ‘I know he thought she was sexy but come on!’ She ranted, slowly pacing back and forth.


  ‘He was quite enamored with her, yes.’


  ‘How much is left for me?!’


  ‘Oh, the company is worth over a fifty million, the house about five, and a quarter of the holdings is a little over one hundred and twenty. That’s about a hundred and seventy-five million.


  ‘A hundred and sevent-? She’s getting twice as much!’


  ‘It was your father’s wish for you to do something with your life. He felt that giving you sole ownership of the company would allow you to earn your future so to speak. Plus, a hundred and twenty-five million in cash is hardly chump change. I’m sure you can live comfortabl-‘


  ‘You don’t know anything!’ She ranted, as she grabbed her purse and flew out the room, slamming the oak door behind her.


  Mr. Grayhee sat back in his chair and sighed.


  ‘She took that well…’


  * * *


  ONE WEEK LATER: AT A DESERTED PAPER MILL ON MEOW WAY…


  A solitary black-patent ankle boot, hangs suspended by a shapely ankle. It’s five inch heel, floating like a dagger in air, effortlessly.


  Two black gloved hands arrive, on the tips of which are attached razor- sharp claws that gleam in the soft light. Instead of tearing, the hands pull on the boot and then slowly glide down the black nylon encasing the ankle, moving slowly down to the knee, then the thigh. They move downward, then turn and slide up the black patent teddy, around the slim waist, and over a pair ample breasts.


  ‘What a Purrrfectly wonderful body… Who else but Catwoman could possibly be named “Sexiest Woman in Gotham”?’


  ‘Mmmph.’ Talon grunted, through her tight cloth gag.


  Catwoman stopped her preening and sat up, her dark auburn hair cascading around her shapely shoulders.


  ‘Damned right… no one. Next week, I’ll be the talk of Gotham.’


  Talon, Catwoman’s favorite Sex Kitten, shifted her weight, slightly. The ropes encasing her body immediately reacted, tightening around her wrists and elbows, and pulling her stocking feet that were tied tightly together at right angles, even closer to her wriggling hands. That in turn, caused her shoulders to move back, causing the ropes around her breasts to constrict even further, in turn causing the fiendish crotchrope to draw even deeper into her pussy.


  ‘Ahhh…’ Talon moaned, as the gag tightened automatcially in conjunction with the ropes.


  ‘I warned you not to move, Talon. You’re tied in my special constrictor hog-tie.’ Catwoman whispered quietly. ‘Are you enjoying it?’


  ‘Mmmmm’ Talon responded, trying her very best to be still.


  ‘I can see that you are…’ Catwoman purred, moving her hand down between Talon’s spread legs, slowly messaging her crotch. ‘Your pussy is so wet. I should tie you up more often.’


  There was a knock at the door.


  ‘Excuse me, Catwoman.’


  Catwoman looked up to see Passion, another of her Sex Kitten’s in the doorway.


  ‘What is it? Can’t you see, I’m playing?’ Catwoman said slightly annoyed.


  ‘A miss Valerie Ashlyn is upstairs. She wants to see you.’ Catwoman sat up.


  ‘Valerie Ashlyn, the heir apparent of Apparel Obsessia? This must be it. Show her in, my all means.’ Catwoman said, smiling brightly as she stood up.


  Moments later, Passion reentered with a truly beautiful young woman. She was blond and in her mid twenties. Her face was that of an angel, but her body was purely and completely wicked. This young tease probably melted men right into the sidewalk as she walked by.


  She was wearing a shiny and unbelievably tight, neon-blue halter dress made of latex. It look dripping wet, like she had just dipped herself in gleaming blue paint. It was cut so low that her large breasts were bulging out at the top, and it was so short that when she moved, Catwoman could see her panties. On her feet were one of the most beautiful pair of blue shoes Catwoman had ever seen. They perfectly matched the dress, and were so high, that Catwoman was impressed she could even stand in them, let alone walk.


  She girl shot a quick glance at the bound figure of Talon on the floor, smiled and held out her hand.


  ‘Hello, I’m Valerie Ashlyn. Thank you for seeing me.’


  ‘I’m Catwoman. You’ve already met Passion, and that is my special assistant Talon on the ground over there. She asked for me to show her one of my special ties.’


  Valerie took a long at Talon in her intricite bondage. Catwoman noticed the slight deviant smile on her lips.


  ‘Nice ropework.’ She was obviously more impressed, than shocked.


  ‘How did you know where to find me?’ Catwoman asked.


  ‘A Mutual friend told me where to find you.’


  ‘Which mutual friend?’


  ‘Nora Clavicle, she was a good customer of my private boutique, until Batgirl sent her to prison a month ago.’


  ‘To what do I owe the pleasure of your company?’ Catwoman said, smiling. ‘Here to give me the good news about the award?’


  ‘I need your help.’


  Catwoman raised her eyebrow questioningly. ‘With what.’


  With a major thorn in both of our sides… Batgirl!’


  Valerie went on to explain the situation and Catwoman seemed unimpressed until she heard that Batgirl was going to receive the Sexiest Woman in Gotham award.


  ‘BATGIRL?!…’ Catwoman screamed. ‘That purple prima dona? She doesn’t know what sexy is! You can’t give that award to her!’


  ‘I have no choice.’


  ‘Why not, you said that you’re in charge of the company now.’


  ‘It was in the will. Of course, if she were out of the way…’


  Catwoman smiled. ‘Let’s see. If she dies before the awards dinner, you would receive an additional three hundred and sixty million. Give me a hundred of that and I will take pleasure in taking care of her, personally.’


  ‘A hundred Mill-!’


  ‘-Not a penny less. I’ll even take care of the other bimbos as well. That would reduce the drain on your inheritance by another thrity million. That means you’re really only out seventy.’


  Valerie thought about it for a second. ‘Very well.’


  ‘I’ll need an advance.’ Catwoman smiled, her evil mind already racing. ‘I’ve been working on some truly wicked new inventions, but I haven’t really had the working capital to fully realise them. Some of them are particularly… stimulating. The things I want to build will need serious money. Especially the things I have in mind for Batgirl…’ Catwoman paused, her hands moving down her breasts. ‘Her demise will need to be particularly… elaborate.’


  ‘Delicious.’ Valerie gushed.


  ‘Ahhhh!…’


  Valerie looked over at Talon. The bondage had tightened dramatically since she had arrived. Of course, that was all part of Catwoman’s game. She had started Talon in a relatively comfortable position, by Catwoman’s standards anyway; Over time however, her involantary movements had caused the ropes to slowly tighten.


  Now she was in the most stringent of hogties. She was obviously in quite a bit of discomfort. The gag alone had tightened so much that it pulled at the corners of her mouth like she was hanging from it.


  ‘I have no problem paying for it, if you can make Batgirl as uncomfortable as this.’ Valerie asked, smiling.


  ‘This is nothing in comparison to what I have in mind for Batgirl!’ Catwoman laughed wildly…


  ‘ …Now the first thing we need to do is get Batgirl involved. And I know just the thing!’ Catwoman exclaimed, walking to the table and grabbing the Gotham Times newspaper. ‘I see your “friend” Lisa Hartley is opening the Gotham Park City Mall in three weeks. I think we can kill two birds with one stone so to speak…’


  ‘Excellent!’ Valerie squealed. ‘Here’s the card to my private fetish boutique on the east side. Meet me in three hours. I need time to get some cash together.’


  Catwoman took the card, walked over to Talon and swiped at the key hog-tie rope with her hand. Her claws ripped through the rope connecting Talon’s hands to her feet and in seconds, the ropes around her body loosened.


  ‘Aaaaaugh…’ Talon moaned in relief.


  ‘Sorry Talon, playtime is over. It’s time to get our construction hats on!


  
    
      WHATS THIS!? CATWOMAN AND FETISHWEAR PRINCESS VALERIE ASHLYN… TEAMING UP TO REAK HAVOCK ON BATGIRL AND GOTHAMS SEXIEST? HOLY STIMULATION! THE BEST IS YET TO COME.
    

  

  Chapter 2


  Barbara Gordon stepped into her center city apartment and closed the door. Charie squawked a fond welcome home.


  ‘Hello Charie. Miss me?’ Barbara cooed, filling his feeder with bird seed.


  It had been a long week. Hell, it had been a long couple of months. Her episode with Nora Clavicle still loomed in her mind, though it had happened almost two months ago now. She would be happy when her trial was over. It had dominated the headlines for a couple of weeks, but now, like everything in Gotham City, it was almost forgotten to most of the quiet city inhabitants.


  No so Barbara. It would take time to heal the emotional strain that Nora had put her through. Especially the Clavicsand. Even two months later she could still feel herself sinking in that diabolical goo. The thought gave her goosebumps. She wondered how long it would take for her to forget it. She thought how long she had hovered with her chin resting on the unstable surface of the sand and decided… -Maybe never.


  She forced herself to stop thinking about it. It was over now and she had time to rest and forget. She really couldn’t complain. Gotham was quiet. Amazingly quiet. All the master criminals were behind bars. Well all but Catwoman. She had slipped into hiding months ago, after being freed on a technicality. Rumors persisted that she had given up her wicked ways for good, but Barbara didn’t buy it.


  Barbara walked into the bedroom and stepped out of her wool business suit. She walked to the mirror and looked at herself. Under her dress Barbara had, as usual, worn something interesting. Her favorite black velvet basque, panties and black stockings.


  She had worn it in the expectation of her date with Bruce that night. Unfortunately, Bruce had called her at 4:00pm to cancel. It seemed he had forgotten that Dick Grayson’s Annual Gotham- Scout camping trip was this weekend. Of COURSE. He had to be a troop leader. What didn’t he do?


  ‘Boy, are you missing a good time.’ She said under her breath, as she slid her hands up the outside of her body. Damn him! SHE was missing a good time. She was horny. She hadn’t had a really good orgasm since… since… her time with Nora.


  Barbara hated to admit it to herself, but it was true. Nora had given her the two most intense orgasms she had ever experienced: The first on the Ramp of Decision. The second just as Batman rescued her from the sexual iron maiden.


  She opened her eyes and realized she was playing with herself. She stopped.


  Why was the idea of sex, mixed with bondage and life threatening danger, so incredibly appealing to her? In one way it was horrifying. In another, it was the ultimate turn-on.


  *DING*


  Barbara came out of her reverie. Someone was at the door. She quickly grabbed a robe, and answered it.


  ‘Gotham Delivery Express!’


  Barbara’s pussy got wet with excitement. Could this be it? She looked through the peephole and it was a Gotham Delivery guy. She opened the door.


  ‘I have a delivery for a Miss Gordon.’ He said, admiring, the dark haired beauty before him, obviously noticing the black stockings and five-inch stiletto pumps under the terry robe.


  ‘That’s me.’


  ‘Sign here please. Thank you, have a nice night.’


  Barbara took the package, locked the door and literally flew into the bedroom.


  ‘Please be it.’ She said, already ripping the plain brown package open. It was. Under the wrapping was a pink Apparel Obsessia gift box. Barbara opened it.


  Inside was a set of bondage restraints. They were bright red and black, and made of leather with shining metal fastenings. There were restraints for each wrist and ankle, as well as a matching bondage belt and vibrator. On the belt there was a small black dial. On one of the wrist restraints, there was also a small red button.


  Barbara looked in the box and found a small instruction leaflet.


  
    
      “Apparel Obsessia

      Self-Bondage Restraint System™
    


    
      Just one in of a series of inescapable bondage products by the undisputed leader in kink… Apparel Obsessia. Your place for bondage.
    


    
      CAUTION
    


    
      Once activated, restraints will not open until desired time limit is exceeded. Please take necessary precautions. Once locked, they are quite inescapable. Apparel Obsessia is not liable for any accidents or mishaps, planned or otherwise, that may arise from the use of its products.
    


    
      Directions:
    


    
      
        	Put on belt.


        	Install vibrator onto crotch strap (optional).


        	Insert vibrator and lock crotch strap into receptacle on front of belt.


        	Set time desired time limit (black dial on belt)


        	Push in dial to set.


        	Put on restraints.


        	Push red button (on wrist restraint) to start.


        	Enjoy.”

      

    

  

  Barbara had to try them. She took off her robe and started to strap the belt around her waist. Then she decided that it would be a good idea to go to the bathroom first.


  After she had relieved herself, she walked back in the bedroom and kicked off her shoes. The belt went on first. She slid the three-inch wide, leather belt around her waist and locked the strap into the special receptacle. Then she grabbed the quarter-inch wide crotch strap that was attached to the belt behind her, pulled it between her legs and snapped the vibrator in place.


  Barbara was already wet with excitement and needed no lubricant as she slid the vibrator completely into her pussy. She then slid the crotch strap through a metal receptacle on the front of the belt. It clicked as it slid in. She adjusted it till it was tight, but not uncomfortable, and turned her attention to the timer knob.


  It was small, about the size of a penny, and around it’s outside were numbers that indicated hours. The minimum setting was thirty minutes. The maximum setting was seven hours. Barbara felt her a rush of excitement at the thought of being tied up for seven hours, but then thought she had better go slow the first time. She set the dial to one hour and pushed the dial into the belt. It slid in flush with the belt, making it impossible to change. Ingenious.


  Next Barbara put the leather cuffs around her ankles, the short, one-inch connecting chain already in place. She then attached the cuffs around her wrists and attached another short metal chain into one of the cuffs receptacles. It clicked in. She put her hands behind her back and fed the chain through a d-ring on the back of the belt and into the receptacle of the free cuff.


  Now the moment of truth. She hesitated, then finally pushed the red button on her right cuff.


  *CLICK!*


  All the restraints locked at once. Barbara gingerly pulled on the wrist restraints. They were solidly locked. She tried her ankles they took were locked. She pulled harder. Same result.


  A warm feeling came over her.


  ‘These thing really do wor-‘ Barbara started to say aloud, just as the vibrator inside her pussy came alive. ‘Ohhhh…’


  Barbara laid back on the bed and relaxed, enjoying her bondage. She moved within her confinement, concentrating on her helplessness. It was intoxicating. She had practiced self bondage many times before, but this was different. There was the extra element at work here. She couldn’t remove these restraints until time was up.


  She pulled at her wrists and ankles, fantasizing that she was held prisoner, back in the hands of Nora Clavicle and her evil cohorts. She was tied down onto Nora Clavicle’s new “Deathbed”. A ceiling of needle sharp spikes were slowly lowering on to her helpless body. They had locked a vibrator in place… Now she was left to strug-


  *click… click… click…*


  Barbara felt the crotchstrap of the restraint system automatically tighten. At the same time the vibrator within her pussy began to move. She almost came right there. Her mind wandered…


  The mechanism that controlled the beds ceiling, also it seems, controlled the intensity of the vibrator locked into her pussy. Nora was truly a fiendish woman. As the ceiling lowered Batgirl would get more and more turned on.


  Barbara stuggled on the bed deep in fantasy. Passion was sweeping over her. Her hips gyrated in rhythm, as she tried to pull her hands and feet from the inescapeable restraints. She was completely helpless.


  *click… click… click…*


  The crotchstrap tightened again and the vibrator suddenly began to thrust up and down inside of her vagina. Barbara pulled at the restraints, imagining the ceiling lowering. Feeling the helplessness that she craved.


  She rolled over on her belly and pulled her stocking feet behind her, grabbing them with her hands in a mock hog-tie. The crotchstrap tightened again, and the vibration and thrusting within her vagina mounted to an intense fury. She pulled at her bonds. It was useless. The ceiling was only inches away yet she couldn’t escape. All she could do was struggle…


  Barbara began to shake as the first orgasm washed over her. Then the second. Soon after the second orgasm, the vibration eased off to a dull rumbling, and the crotch strap loosened slightly.


  ‘They designed this well.’ Barbara thought to herself. She looked up at the clock. It had only been five minutes. Obviously, she was in for a long ride.


  She decided that she would relax and watch TV. She somehow managed to grab the remote control and turned on the TV.


  At first she thought it was the news. But then she realized that they were broadcasting the opening of the Gotham Park City Mall. A huge, expansive, new shopping complex on Gotham’s west side. It had been under construction for over two years and the opening was a major event.


  “Ladies and gentleman,…” A voice on the TV announced. “…now to officially open the mall, The very first Apparel Obsessia “Sexiest Woman in Gotham” award winner… Miss Lisa Hartley, will sign her name in the concrete memorial, in front of the new Apparel Obsessia superstore, in remembrance of Harvey Ashlyn, who died last month.”


  Barbara smiled. ‘Thanks Harvey’ she thought as the crotch strap tightened and the vibration began again.


  A young woman in her late twenties came into view. The camera slowly panned up from her feet, to her strikingly beautiful face. She was wearing a stretchy spandex/cotton mini dress, stockings and heels all in white. Her blond hair was pulled back in a baret and then cascaded around her shoulders.


  ‘I just want to thank Harvey for all he has done for me and for Gotham City. I wish he were here to see his flagship superstore open. Maybe he is watching. I hope so.’


  With that, she walked over and stepped up on a small flat platform, about three feet square. It was hovering a foot off the ground next to the large section of concrete that was to serve as the base of the memorial. She hung onto the single metal safety railing, while an operator in a long white coat and matching hat, used a crane like device to position her in the middle of the twenty feet square piece of barely-wet concrete. The platform stopped and Lisa got down on her knees. She bent down and began to write in slightly wet cement.


  “In remembrance of Har-“


  Lisa stopped writing. The concrete had already filled in where she had written, leaving a smooth surface behind. It had only been a second, but she couldn’t even tell that she even touched it. She tried again, with the same result. She stood up, and turned to Mayor Lindsey who was in attendance.


  ‘My writing keeps disappearing. The concrete is way too-‘


  ‘MUSHY?’ a voice said loudly.


  Barbara knew that voice.


  The camera panned back slightly. It was the crane operator. Suddenly the figure ripped off the hat and coat to reveal a tight, black catsuit underneath.


  ‘Catwoman!’ Barbara said under her breath.


  ‘I think dear old Harvey Ashlyn deserves more of a memorial than a small plaque.’ Catwoman said.


  ‘What are YOU doing here?’ Lisa asked.


  ‘I’m here to make sure you’re part of this memorial, purrrmanently!’ Catwoman said, pushing a button on a remote control she held in her hand.


  The platform that Lisa Hartley was standing on, sudden tipped down, dropping her into the cement, as Catwoman laughed hideously.


  Lisa screamed. She looked down to find herself buried in sloppy, wet cement up to her chest. Panicking, she began to struggle wildly, trying to get a hold of something to pull herself out with. But the platform was already moving away, out of reach.


  Her struggling only caused her to sink deeper. Before she knew it she was up to her shoulders in the gritty gray ooze and was continuing to sink.


  ‘HELP ME!’ Lisa screamed, as a stunned audience ran to the edge of the cement. The unsteady camera panned in on the poor girl who was now up to her neck in concrete.


  ‘Oh god, Please! Somebody HELLPP MEEE!’ Lisa screamed.


  ‘No…’ Barbara moaned, as she watched the girl slide completely under, a grasping arm slowly dipping beneath the surface, then… nothing. She was gone.


  ‘Catwoman is the sexiest woman in Gotham!’ Catwoman screamed, as she jumped down a manhole and disappeared as a melee ensued.


  It happened that quickly. One second Barbara was enjoying her captivity, the next she was struggling in earnest to escape. She quickly realized it was useless with out tools…


  Barbara sat up and hopped over to the dressing table. Reaching beneath the edge of the mirror, Barbara found the button and pushed it. The whole table and mirror rotated, revealing a passage behind. She hopped in and quickly found her utility belt. After that it was only a matter of a minute before she was free, the inescapable restraint system in complete disrepair on the floor.


  ‘I hope they can fix this.’ Barbara said to herself, already removing the black basque and stockings. ‘Sorry Charlie, it seems that Batgirl’s needed in Gotham City again.’


  Barbara quickly stepped into the purple patent catsuit, inhaled and zipped it up. It covered her entire body and made it look like someone had poured shiny, wet purple paint on her body. It was that tight. She pulled on her boots and laced them up. They were one of three pairs that she owned, all the same. Purple patent ankle boots with five-inch, stiletto heels. She also owned two pairs of purple stiletto pumps. (She used to have three pairs, but she had just lost one pair in Nora synthetic quicksand)


  She stood up and grabbed one of the shoulder length red wigs and put in on over her short black hair. Then she put on her cowl and attached it to her catsuit. She grabbed her utility belt from the ground and put it on. In front of the mirror she felt very sexy and very powerful. Catwoman would pay for this. That was certain.


  After another second in front of the mirror, Batgirl turned, got on her Batgirl cycle and sped to Police Headquarters, the secret passage closing silently behind her.


  
    
      BATGIRL IS INTRIGUED. BATGIRL IS IN FOR ONE HELL OF A SUPRISE. STAY TUNED.
    

  

  Chapter 3


  Batgirl arrived at police headquarters at 9:00pm. Normally at this time, only a small skeleton crew stood at attendance. Not so tonight. As soon as she rounded the corner, Batgirl knew that this was no ordinary evening.


  The live broadcast of Lisa Hartman’s chilling death had obviously pushed the local news organizations into overdrive. Television news vans from every television station crammed the streets in front of city hall. Location camera crews were everywhere, giving reports on the evenings grizzly events and looking for anyone to interview.


  As Batgirl drove up and stopped, waves of newscasters surrounded her, all hoping to get the big scoop.


  ‘Batgirl, WGTH TV. Can you imagine what Catwoman’s motives were in killing Miss Hartman?’


  ‘No Comment.’ Batgirl said, as she dismounted from her cycle and began to plow through the crowd of new-hungry reporters.


  ‘Is it true that the general contractor in charge of the memorial has also been found dead at his home?’ Another asked.


  ‘No Comment.’


  ‘Where’s Batman. I been told by sources within the department, that he is unreachable. Is that true?’


  ‘No Comment.’ Batgirl said, as she bounded up the stairs and into the relative sanctuary of City Hall. She walked straight to Commissioner Gordon’s office.


  ‘Batgirl!’ Commissioner Gordon said, somewhat relieved. ‘Thank heaven you’re here.


  ‘Good Evening Commissioner. What’s this I hear about the contractor being found dead as well.’


  ‘True, I’m afraid. He was found strangled to death in a mass of thin, clear twine.’


  ‘Probably Cat’s-Whiskers.’ Batgirl said, remembering first hand, they’re deadly embrace.


  ‘A note was pinned to his dead body. It is addressed to you.’ Batgirl took the note and read it.


  
    “Batgirl-


    I hope you enjoyed the show. It was all for you. I purrrsonally invite you to interfere. I have many such fienish plans in store of your luscious body.


    Let all of those beware who think that harlots in trashy lingerie could even hold a candle to a woman of my supreme, sexual charms.


    By the end of the weekend, everyone will realize who the sexiest woman in Gotham City truly is.


    I hope to see you struggling… soon.


    Catwoman.

  

  ‘She’s gone off the deep end.’ Chief O’Hara commented.


  ‘She been over the edge for years.’ Batgirl responded. ‘She says that she orchestrated this horrific little stunt for me. For what reason, I still have no idea… -Where’s Batman.’


  ‘We called, but the voice on the other end said he was unreachable. Some sort of camping trip.’


  ‘Camping trip?’ Batgirl say, trying to figure out why that sounded so familiar-‘


  ‘This also came for you tonight, Batgirl.’ Commissioner Gordon added, breaking her train of thought. ‘It was delivered by Gotham Express Courier.’


  It was a small box. Batgirl eyed it warily.


  ‘Commissioner, stand back, this may be another Catwoman ploy.’ Batgirl ordered as she walked forward to examine the package.


  It was a pink package wrapped in black ribbon. On the outside was a tag. It read: “Please deliver to Batgirl, as soon as possible. Dated Material enclosed.”


  As the Commissioner and Chief O’Hara huddled in the corner, Batgirl carefully opened the package. Inside was a piece of lingerie and a note.


  
    “May 29


    Batgirl.


    We are pleased to inform you that you have been chosen this years “Sexiest Woman in Gotham”. I would be honored if you would accept your award in person at the annual Fetishwear Awards Dinner to be held in your honor Sunday July 27, at 8:00pm at the Gotham Pavillion.


    To show our appreciation for all you have done for us at Apparel Obsessia, I have enclosed a small gift I had made especially for you. I hope that you will find time to wear it.


    Sincerely,


    Mr. Harvey Ashlyn Founder, CEO Apparel Obsessia


    PS: I’m sorry that I couldn’t give you more warning, but it’s our policy not to inform winner until just before the event.

  

  ‘This is dated two months ago. He must have written this just before he died.’ Batgirl said, a little taken back by his kind words. ‘This is the third time I have heard reference to Apparel Obsessia this evening. I wonder…’


  ‘…Commission, I must be off. I have an idea what is driving Catwoman.’


  ‘Be careful, Batgirl.’


  * * *


  Batgirl braved the reporters that were still gathered outside and road quickly back home. Once there, she changed back to Barbara Gordon and made her way to the library, where she dove into the Gotham City Times archives. It wasn’t long before she had what she wanted. After a little cross checking, she went back home to change.


  ‘Sorry Charlie, I have to go out again.’ She said as she carried the bird into the bedroom with her and hung the cage up on a hook.


  She quickly removed her clothes and pushed the button under the dresser. It swung open silently. Then she opened the pink box and pulled out the gift that Harvey had given her. It was a soft, sheer nylon bodystocking in deep purple, with matching wrist length patent gloves and a pair of patent panties.


  She put it on. It covered her entire body from her chin to her feet, including her hands. It was sheer except for the area over her breasts, where an insignia of a bat had been added in a patent material. Its wings just covered her nipples. She stepped into the panties and pulled them on over her hips, stretching the thin patent material until it was smooth and tight over her crotch. Next came the tight purple gloves. Then she slid on her patent pumps, and put on her wig and cowl. She looked in the mirror.


  ‘Wow’ She thought as she turned and looked at herself from several angles. The bodystocking was sheer and smooth over her entire body, showing everything, yet revealing nothing. Harvey had indeed been the fetish apparel king. He would be sorely missed.


  Batgirl, turned, put her utility belt on and exited, the secret panel closing behind her. She straddled her Batgirl cycle, took one last look of the address she had located and was gone.


  * * *


  MEANWHILE ACROSS TOWN IN HER LUXURIOUS MID TOWN PENTHOUSE…


  Shelley Prince lifted her champagne glass and downed it. It was her fifth glass. Though she hadn’t really known Lisa Hartley, watching her die on live television had really rattled her. They had actually only met once. It was at the Apparel Obsessia Awards Dinner when she had accepted the Sexiest Woman in Gotham award. The previous year’s winner always handed the award on. She herself had given the award to Cheri La Gams last year. Shelley picked up the bottle from the ice bucket and was about to pour another glass when someone knocked on her door. She almost dropped the bottle.


  ‘Jesus Shelley, get a grip.’ She chided herself.


  She put down the champagne, walked to the door and looked though the peephole. It was a young woman in a Gotham Express uniform. Shelley looked at the time. It was 11:00pm. Awfully late for a package delivery. She put a chain on the door and opened it slightly.


  ‘I have a package for a Miss Prince.’


  ‘Can you hand it through?’


  ‘Sorry it’s quite large.’ The pretty young girl said, pointing to the large box on the ground.


  ‘Very well.’ Shelley said resigned. She closed the door, unlatched the chain and opened it again.


  ‘Please sign here. Line two. Thank you.’


  Lisa took the package from the girl, closed and locked the door. She went over to the couch and ripped the brown paper from the outside of the package, revealing a black box. She opened it.


  ‘Oh my.’ She said as she saw what was inside.


  It was lingerie. And not just ordinary lingerie. It was exquisite lingerie, all in pink. There was a note in the box as well.


  
    “Dear Miss Prince.


    We would be honored by your appearance at this years Apparel Obsessia Awards Dinner. Please accept this lingerie as a gift. It’s one of the kinkiest items we’ve ever made and we made it especially for you. We would love to see you in it on Sunday.


    Sincerely


    Apparel Obsessia”

  

  Shelley pulled the items out of the box and laid them out on the couch.


  ‘This is gorgeous.’ She cooed as she picked up the first item. It was the most beautiful piece of lingerie she had ever seen. It was a long corset, made of pink silk. It was heavily boned and detailed with hand sewn French-lace. Along with the corset were a pair of long pink-leather gloves, as well as a pair of pink-leather ankle boots. Delicate black-metal bands had been sewn on the wrist and top of each glove, as well as around the ankle of each boot. Along with the gloves and boots were a pair of black silk pantyhose and a very unusual pink leather collar.


  She couldn’t resist putting the outfit on. She pulled off her clothes and slid the pantyhose up her shapely legs. Next came the corset. It was very long and went from just over her nipples, to about mid thigh. She put it up to her body ad noticed that it didn’t close in the normal way: It didn’t have any lacing or eye clips. Just some elaborate fastenings on each edge that fit into one another.


  She thought at first that it would be difficult to fasten but, as she put the two sides together, the fastenings lined up and clipped shut around her almost automatically.


  Harvey MUST have made this especially for her. It fit perfectly. She looked at the corset closely. The ends fit so well that if she hadn’t been the one to put it on, she wouldn’t have even known were the edges of the corset were. There was no evidence of a seam on the outside at all.


  Next came the gloves. They were butter soft and tight. The delicate black metal bands around the wrists and above her elbows, gave the gloves an extra added spice.


  Shelley was getting excited. She loved fetishwear. Especially exquisite fetishwear like this. During her reign as Sexiest Woman in Gotham, Harvey had bought her all sort of things. She missed him.


  Shelley sat down, picked up the boots and slid them on her stocking feet. They were made of bright pink leather and had ridiculously high heels. They fastened together in the same way as the corset. Again, after they were put on, They looked like solid leather. The tops of the boots flared slightly, just above the gleaming, dark metal bands around her shapely ankles.


  She stood up carefully, wobbling slightly on the stiletto heels, and picked up the collar. It was very elaborate. It was about two inches tall in the front, but flared out and up around the back of her head, ending in a large rounded edge about an inch and a half in diameter, that went from the bottom of one ear around the back of her head to the other.


  Shelley grabbed some hair clips and put her hair up. Then she took the collar and put it on. It clipped together like the corset and the boots, and was snug but not uncomfortable.


  She walked to the mirror and took a look. She was stunning. She moved her hand down over the smooth surface of the corset and smiled. She would be the talk of the Awards Dinner. She turned and looked at herself from all angles. The corset made her look even shapelier than she already was, and the incredibly high heels made her already great legs look amazing. The outfit was perfect.


  She spread her legs slightly and put her hands on her hips.


  ‘All I need is a cowl and I could be the Pink Persuader’ She said jokingly.


  She was overwhelmed with the outfit. She wouldn’t have changed a thing. Well maybe one thing. The corset was a bit uncomfortable. Shelley pulled at the edges of the corset. It was really tight. She hadn’t remembered it being this tight when she put it on.


  It was becoming really uncomfortable. It felt like it had shrunk since she put it on. She grabbed the corset and tried to pull it apart. It wouldn’t budge. She pulled harder. No good.


  *CLICK*


  Suddenly the metal bands around her wrists, ankles and upper arms tightened dramatically.


  ‘What the-‘ Shelley said, as she tried to pull apart the bands. They are locked solid. They had tightened around her arms and legs, making it impossible to take off her gloves or her boots.


  She exhaled and felt the corset contract. It WAS shrinking; Slowly tightening around her body. She grabbed the top edge of it and tried to pull it apart again. It wouldn’t budge. She pulled harder. It was firmly locked in place.


  Shelley began to panic. She felt around the front of corset in dismay, looking for a release mechanism. She couldn’t find one. She felt around her waist and behind her back. Her fingers came across two small buttons on the back of the corset. They were separated, so that she had to use both hands to push them.


  ‘Thank god!’ Shelley said pushing them.


  *CLICK*


  Shelley immediately felt her wrists slam together behind her back. She tried to pull them apart but it was too late. Some invisible force had already pulled them together, locking them with a magnetic attraction that she couldn’t break. The same thing happened to her upper arms and ankles. The two metal bands moved together and then locked like glue.


  She was now helpless. Her arms were tightly held behind her back and her ankles were locked together. She looked around her in disbelief.


  The corset was still slowly tightening around her. She began to writhe in her bondage. She struggled in frustration at the amazingly strong restraints, but all in vain. The metal bands were locked tightly together, and she couldn’t pull them apart.


  ‘HELP ME! SOMEBODY, PLEA-‘ Shelley screams were cut short. The round band at the back of her collar hinged open, swung around the front of her face and locked into place on the other side of her head, depositing one and a half inches of soft, pink leather in front of her mouth. Then it began to tighten, forcing its way into her mouth and between her teeth.


  ‘MMMPHHH!… MMMPHHHHHH!’ Shelley screamed, but all that came out was muffled moans.


  She had to get help.


  Shelley took a couple of hops towards the door, but she was too late. Suddenly, the corset began to bend forward at the waist, and Shelley had no choice but to bend with it. After a short time, she was forced to her knees, her head on the floor in front of her, her body bent into a tight fetal position.


  Shelley exhaled and the corset took up more slack. It was squeezing her. Shelley rolled over on her side with a thump struggling to pull her hands and feet apart. It was useless. She was helpless to stop the corset from contracting. It was slowly but surely crushing her. Each time she exhales, it gained ground, getting tighter and tighter like a boa constrictor.


  She continued to struggle, but time was running out. It was getting harder and harder to inhale. She took as big a breath of air as she could and held it, while she continued to struggle..


  She pulled feverishly at her wrists and feet, but she could barely move. She dare not exhale. What was she going to do?


  
    
      WILL CATWOMAN’S DEADLY LINGERIE CRUSH SHELLEY TO DEATH?! ONLY TIME WILL TELL…
    

  

  Chapter 4


  Shelley’s body screamed for oxygen. Yet she continued to hold her breath. She dared not give into her body’s overwhelming need for air. The corset was waiting. She could feel it’s tight vice grip around her. Waiting. Waiting for her to exhale. Waiting to take advantage.


  She pulled at her arms and wrists again, but they were held tightly together behind her back. The immovable magnetic field held the black metal bands of gloves together. It was another in a series of useless endeavors. She knew she was completely helpless. The lingerie was going to kill her and there was nothing she could do about it.


  She felt herself begin to pass out. She had held out as long as she could. She took a breath. As soon as she exhaled, the corset contracted again. It was so tight around her now that she was only able to take a tiny breath; It wouldn’t last very long. She looked around herself in utter despair. She could already feel the need for oxygen growing again.


  After a short time, her body again overrode her mind and exhaled. This time however, she couldn’t inhale. The corset’s latest contraction’s wouldn’t allow it. She gasped in absolute terror. She was going to die.


  *SMASH*


  Shelley looked up to see the figure of Batgirl come crashing through the window, glass flying in all directions. She landed on her feet like a cat and ran forward, pulling her Batshears from her utility belt. She reached Shelley and in seconds, cut the corset from Shelley’s heaving body. She then cut the gag, and pulled the pink leather from her mouth.


  ‘Aaaaaaaaa’ Shelley said, gasping for air. It took a couple seconds for her to catch her breath. She was alive! ‘Auugh… Thank you! Batgirl!’ She screamed, amazed to be alive. ‘How can I ever repay you?!’


  Batgirl looked at Shelley perfect body. She could think of a couple of ways… Instead however, she just acknowledged the compliments and finished cutting the rest of the deadly lingerie from Shelley’s quivering body.


  Shelley sat up and put her head in her hands, as she continued to try to catch her breath. Batgirl grabbed the black gift box and examined it.


  Hiding under the shipping label was a note.


  
    ‘Batgirl-


    It seems that my lingerie had a thing for Miss Prince… In fact you might say it had a real.. CRUSH on her. I considered sending it to you but I decided against it. I want to be there to watch you struggle.


    In eager anticipation of the inevitable.


    Catwoman

  

  Batgirl looked over at Shelley. She was recovering.


  ‘Get some clothes on. I am going to take you to Police Headquarters where they can keep an eye on you.’


  ‘Who would want to pull such a nasty trick.’


  ‘Catwoman. It seems she has some sort of vendetta against Apparel Obsessia girls. After I get you to safety, I have to find Cheri La Gams. I have a feeling that she is in grave danger.


  * * *


  Batgirl helped Shelley change, and then road her back to Police Headquarters. Only a small number of reporters were left, but Batgirl’s arrival with another of the Apparel Obsessia winners in tow, peaked their curiosity.


  Batgirl would have liked it if they had just quietly made their way indoors, but Shelley had other ideas. She capitalized on the free publicity to explain the entire story. It was huge news. In a matter of minutes it would be all over Gotham City.


  It took all of Batgirl’s talents just to drag her away and lead her inside City Hall. She deposited Shelley with Chief O’Hara and paid a visit to Commissioner Gordon.


  ‘Commissioner, I have to use the phone.’


  ‘No Problem, Batgirl.’


  Batgirl took out the piece of paper from her utility belt and dialed.


  ‘Ugh… Hello.’ A woman’s voice answered. She obviously had been sleeping.


  ‘Cheri La Gams?’


  Yawn. ‘No, she’s out.’


  ‘I sorry to have awakened you. This is Batgirl. Do you know where she is?’


  ‘I’m sorry, I really don’t. She just went out and said that she would be back in the morning.’


  ‘When she comes back have her call me at police headquarters immediately. It is a matter of life and death.’


  ‘OK’


  *CLICK*


  Amanda Denier hung up the phone. Right. Batgirl. Probably just another of Cheri’s friends pulling another practical joke. Amanda turned off the light and went back to sleep. She wouldn’t even remember the call in the morning…


  Batgirl hung up the phone and looked at the time. It was 12:30 in the morning. She couldn’t do anything now. She left Shelley with the Police and went home. She would find Cheri in the morning.


  * * *


  ‘Damn her!’ Catwoman screamed, throwing the newspaper across the room. ‘She saved Shelley Prince!’


  ‘How did she manage that?’ Talon asked incredulously.


  ‘She put two and two together and got to Shelley seconds before my exquisite lingerie killed her. I’m afraid that my plans to get her interested worked too well. We’re going to have to get rid of her NOW.’


  ‘How Catwoman?’ Passion asked.


  ‘I don’t know. We have so many choices.’ Catwoman mused aloud.


  ‘I vote for the funhouse.’ Talon purred.


  ‘Excellent idea. We’ll need a little bait…’ Catwoman said, thinking aloud. ‘I know just the thing. Kittens, I need you to do something for me.’


  * * *


  Batgirl awoke early, changed back into the purple bodystocking outfit and made her way back to police headquarters. Her attempts to reach Cheri La Gams had been fruitless. No one was at home.


  ‘…I think it’s best if Miss Prince is put into protective custody. Catwoman is sure to try again.’ Batgirl said, pacing the floor of Commissioner Gordon’s office.


  ‘That a good idea Batgirl. I will see to it immediately.’


  ‘Commissioner!’


  Batgirl, and the Commissioner turned to see Chief O’Hara enter, obviously excited.


  ‘What is it chief?’


  ‘Two of Catwoman’s kittens just robbed the Fun n’ Games Carnival supply house on Jester Street!’


  Commissioner Gordon turned to Batgirl, but she was already gone.


  * * *


  MINUTES LATER AT THE FUN N’ GAMES CARNIVAL SUPPLY HOUSE…


  ‘WHAT did they take?!’ Batgirl asked the old shopkeeper behind the counter.


  ‘One box of toffee apples, one jar of popcorn, and a box of cotton candy sticks.’


  ‘That’s it?!’


  ‘That’s it. Mighty strange, if you ask me too. They’ was two of ‘em. Young women all dressed up strange, just like you, only in black. Mighty queer. Back in my day, women never dressed like that.’


  Batgirl was confused. Why go the trouble of stealing such useless items? Obviously not for profit. Then maybe some sort of prank perhaps. But that was more Joker’s style than Catwoman’s. She looked at the old shopkeeper. She thought about asking a few more questions, but decided that it was useless. The old man didn’t know anything.


  She turned and was almost out the door, when a piece of paper caught her eye. She bent down and picked it up.


  It was an worn, yellowed flyer for the funhouse at the old Gotham Amusement Park on Hyde Avenue. The amusement park had closed years ago after a freak accident.


  ‘Is this yours?’ Batgirl asked the shopkeeper, showing him the faded flyer.


  ‘Nope. Never seen it before. Can’t imagine where that came from… That place closed years ago. I remember takin-‘


  ‘Thank you, I’ve got to go.’ Batgirl said, trying not to be rude, yet already out the door. She might just have to pay a visit to the old park.


  * * *


  After a short ride, Batgirl arrived at the amusement park. Batgirl got off her Batgirl Cycle and looked around. Most of the amusement park was completely demolished. All except the funhouse. Though it stood in a state of disrepair and needed a fresh coat of paint and a little woodwork, it was still in fairly good shape. Amazing considering no one had been in it for years.


  The hairs on Batgirl’s neck stood up. Something wasn’t right here. This was too easy.


  ‘This might be a trap. I’d better be careful.’ She said, quietly to herself, as she tiptoed up the old wooden steps of the funhouse, her purple stiletto pumps, making only the slightest noise on the old wooden floorboards.


  She tried the door, and to her misgivings, it opened. She paused at the front door before finally entering. It was dark inside, but the sunlight, coming through a hole in the roof, allowed enough light to see by. In its day, it had probably been a fairly nice place; Now however, the forces of time, weather and a general lack of supervision had left their mark. The gapping holes in the roof had let the rain in, and the smell of rot was everywhere. To the left was an old ticket booth, whose rounded windows had long since broken. In front of her, was a large pair of swinging doors, set in a huge smiling mouth. The teeth had yellowed slightly, making the whole idea of going through the door, quite unpleasant.


  Batgirl wished that Batman was beside her, because she was not pleased with the notion of walking through the mouth and exploring this place alone; Yet she had no choice. There was no way that she was calling the police just to find out that this was a wild goose chase.


  Reluctantly, she pushed doors open, and with the slightest hesitation, entered before she could change her mind.


  The doors opened onto a long hallway of distorted mirrors. Half of which were cracked. Some were completely missing. She walked along the hallway, looking at herself in the variety of mirrors. Sometimes she was tall, other times a midget.


  At one point she thought that she heard a noise, and stopped. But it was nothing. Only the old building settling.


  At the end of the hall of mirrors, was a octagonal room, eight feet across with eight doors, all painted different colors. She opened the pink door and found a spring loaded dummy with an ax through it head. Obviously, when the funhouse was working, the dummy would jump out scaring the patrons.


  She tried the white door. It was locked. She tried the green door. It too was locked. The black door was next. It opened. Inside, a narrow, white staircase spiraled downward. She listened for foreign noises; There were none. Only the soft sound of her breathing and the beating of her excited heart.


  Cautiously, Batgirl opened the door wide, walked through, and began down the stairs. As soon as she stepped on the third stair, the door behind her slammed shut, leaving her in total darkness. She turned and tried to open it, but it was locked. The lights came on.


  ‘Hello Batgirl!’ Came an amplified voice. ‘Come on down and join the show!’


  Batgirl wasn’t given any time to worry about her mistake; The stairs below her feet, suddenly transformed into a steep, slippery circular slide on which she fell, and then slid uncontrollably downward.


  It was a short ride. The slide emptied out into a massive room that was decorated to look like the inside of a circus big top, complete with trapeze and tent roof. Circus music was playing in the background.


  Batgirl spun around, dazed at the sight. The walls were painted like an audience of people, cheering and laughing. In the center of the room was a large empty, old, wood and glass concession stand painted red. A huge sign hung above the stand proclaiming:


  Candied Batgirl: 25 cents.


  Catwoman walked out from behind a curtain at the far end of the room, and on cue, a recorded audience began to cheer. She was dressed in a ring master outfit, yet with a Catwoman twist. It consisted of a short miniskirt, with top hat and tails all made of tight, red leather. She complimented the outfit with a pair of thigh high red leather boots and dark nylons.


  She strode confidently to the center of the room and smiled.


  ‘Ladies and Gentlemen!’ Catwoman proclaimed. ‘Tonight for your viewing pleasure I bring you the DEATH of BATGIRL!’


  The audience roared with approval.


  ‘I think you’ve booked the wrong act Catwoman! I think a more likely billing should be: “The end of Catwoman!’ Batgirl said, defiantly.


  ‘Think again, Batgirl!’


  The curtains opened and three Sex Kittens entered. They were dressed as sexual harlequins, complete with shiny multi-colored teddies and tights. They began to fan out around the edge of the room, until they had surrounded Batgirl.


  ‘Let the show begin!’ Catwoman screamed, to the approval of the painted crowd and the Kittens attacked.


  Batgirl crouched down in a fighting position and waited until the first Kitten was almost upon her. Then with lightning speed, she moved aside, grabbed the Kitten and threw her into another Kitten coming from the other direction. Then continuing her fluid movement, she hit the third Kitten with a brutal Batkick, sending her flying across the room.


  The two other Kittens attacked again, but Batgirl was again too fast. She easily moved aside and kicked each of the poor unsuspecting Kittens knocking them to the floor.


  To Catwoman’s dismay, Batgirl was having no trouble with them at all. With her superior fighting skills, they were no match for her, even with their larger numbers.


  Catwoman cringed as one Kitten after another was discharged. Seeing that Batgirl was going to win, crept up behind Batgirl while reaching into the pockets of her red leather coat.


  Batgirl realized that she was behind her and spun around, expecting Catwoman to pounce. But she didn’t. Instead, she removed her hands from her coat and threw them at Batgirl.


  A green sand came flying out into Batgirl’s face, blinding her and sending her into fits of coughing.


  It was all the Kitten’s needed. As Batgirl coughed and rubbed her eyes, the Kittens grabbed her, and pulled her struggling across the room. Batgirl quickly recovered from the green sand, and tried to break free, but they had a firm hold of her. There were just too many of them.


  They pulled her to the side of the red concession stand and pushed her against it. As she hit the side of the box, it hinged inward and she was pushed inside, the spring loaded door slamming closed behind her.


  Batgirl rushed to the door but there was nothing to grab onto. She pushed against the glass and metal, trying to find a way to open it, but it was no use. It was designed to open inward, and there was no handle on the inside. She spun around pushing and pounding at the glass walls all around her, It was useless. She realized she was trapped.


  She looked down at the ground. It was a metal grate, with a fan underneath. She looked above her. About nine feet up, there was a set of nozzles, all pointing downward and inward, in a circular direction. She looked back out at Catwoman, who approached her smiling.


  ‘So nice of you to accept my little invitation to the carnival, Batgirl. I see you came dressed appropriately. I love the purple bodystocking. VERY sexy… It’s too bad it’s going to get… icky.’ Catwoman said, her eyes narrowing, as she reached over and pushed a button on the side of the box.


  Batgirl heard the click, and a motor began to hum rhythmically above her head. Soon after the hum began, the fan below her feet began to spin, sucking the air downward. Seconds later the nozzles above her head began to blow. The positioning of the nozzles and the fan below created a current within the box, and Batgirl could feel the air moving downward, spinning around her body like a whirlwind.


  ‘I hope you have a sweet tooth, Batgirl!’ Catwoman squealed as the hum of the motor above Batgirl’s head deepened abruptly.


  Suddenly, fine strings of bright pink material, began to exit from the nozzles. They rained down on Batgirl, the wind current spinning them around her body as they fell.


  Batgirl, instinctively put her arms up to her face momentarily to protect herself, but quickly found that the super fine strands were not caustic. The current continued to spin the stuff around her. It was super-fine and shimmered in the light like fine gossamer silk. It was strange stuff. And sticky as hell.


  Wherever it hit her body it stuck. She tried to pull it off, but only succeeded in having it stick to her hands as well. It was like warm, super-sticky bubble gum. Her efforts to pull it off only made it worse; The more she tried to rid herself of it, the more fibers stuck to her hands and arms, connecting them with her body. It was becoming a huge mess.


  After a short time, hundreds of fibers were strung between her arms and her torso and between her slightly spread legs. It was a gooey sticky mess. And it kept coming. More and more of the fibers rained down, spinning around her as they fell. It was in her hair and on her face.


  It was entangling her. She tried in vain to pull her arms free; It was useless. The sticky fibers would allow her to move, but not escape. They stretched about a foot and then held fast, like a thousand super- thin rubber bands.


  Realizing that she couldn’t pull her arms free, Batgirl began to struggle wildly, the thin pink goo stretching slightly but not letting her go. It was useless; Strands were building on strands, making it more and more inescapable.


  Batgirl began to notice a smell. It was strangely sweet. She knew this smell.


  ‘Oh god, it’s cotton candy!’ Batgirl squealed, as the thin fibers continued spinning around her struggling body, covering her soft, silky bodystocking with sticky pink goo.


  ‘Very purrrceptive Batgirl. But it’s not just ordinary cotton candy…’ Catwoman roared with laughter, the other kittens joining in.


  Batgirl desperately tried to pulled her arms and legs free from the mounting web, but even her most fervent efforts were in vain. She might have been able to free herself from a small amount of the sticky stuff, but there was too much of it. It’s combined mass was much stronger than she was, and no amount of struggling or straining could loosen its sticky grip, even a little. In fact, if anything it was getting tighter.


  Batgirl looked up from her body to the four women outside. They were all pointing at her and laughing, all in obvious elation at her sticky predicament.


  ‘Oh look Catwoman, It’s working!’ Talon gushed.


  Batgirl looked up at the nozzles and then back down at her body. The fibers were encasing her in a bright pink web. She continued to struggle, but it was useless. It was getting harder and harder to move in.


  She looked at her knees. They were now almost touching. She tried to pull them apart but couldn’t. She tried to pull her arms free. Now she could only move them a couple of inches before the strings held fast. Her heart sank. She wasn’t imagining it. The entire pink web was getting tighter.


  ‘Oh god! What is this stuff?!’


  ‘Its constrictor candy, Batgirl! An …AMUSING new invention of mine.’ Catwoman purred, moving slightly closer to the glass. ‘As it cools, it contracts to one tenth it’s original length.’


  ‘Oh god! Uggh!…ughh..’


  ‘Yes! Batgirl! It will build up around your body and then contract, slowly strangling you in it’s sticky candy caress. Oh, and it’s very strong. You’ll find it completely impossible to escape. In only a matter of minutes, you’ll be strangled to death… Its sweet pink outer coating encasing your luscious body like a huge cotton candy treat!’ Catwoman, roared, thrilled at her victory.


  
    
      WHAT’S THIS? BATGIRL, TRAPPED IN A GIANT CONSTRICTOR CANDY MACHINE? DESTINED TO BECOME COTTON CANDIED BATGIRL? HOLY CARNIVAL! WILL SHE END UP A DEAD, GOOEY, STICKY MESS?
    


    
      STAY TUNED
    

  

  Chapter 5


  …Batgirl desperately tried to pull her arms and legs free from the mounting web, but found even her most fervent efforts in vain. She might have been able to free herself from a small amount of the sticky stuff, but there was just too much of it. Its combined mass was much stronger than she was, and no amount of struggling or straining could loosen its sticky grip, even a little. In fact, if anything it seemed to be getting tighter.


  Batgirl looked up from her struggling body to the four women outside. They were all pointing at her and laughing, all in obvious elation at her sticky predicament.


  ‘This is fantastic!’ Talon gushed.


  Batgirl looked up at the nozzles and then back down at her body. The fibers were encasing her in a bright pink web. She continued to struggle, but it was useless.


  She looked at her knees. They were now almost touching. She tried to pull them apart but couldn’t. She tried to pull her arms free. Now to her dismay, she could only move them a couple of inches before the strings held fast. Her heart sank. She wasn’t imagining it. The entire pink web was tightening around her.


  ‘Oh god! What is this stuff?!’


  ‘Its constrictor candy, Batgirl! An …AMUSING new invention of mine.’ Catwoman purred, moving slightly closer to the glass. ‘It sticks to whatever it touches and then cools, contracting to one tenth it’s original length.’


  ‘Oh god! Uggh!…ughh..’


  ‘Yes! Batgirl! It will build up around your body and then contract, slowly strangling you in it’s sticky candy caress. Oh, and it’s very strong. You’ll find it completely impossible to escape from it’s icky grasp. In only a matter of minutes, you’ll be strangled to death… Its sweet pink outer coating, encasing your luscious body like a huge cotton candy treat!’ Catwoman, roared, thrilled at her victory.


  ‘You fiend!’ Batgirl screamed, as the fine strands continuing to weave their deadly web around her.


  ‘Talon, set up the video camera. Our client needs proof of Batgirl’s savory demise.’


  While Talon carried out her orders, Catwoman walked up to the Constrictor Candy machine and stopped inches from the glass. Batgirl could barely see her through the mounting pink web, though she was only inches away.


  ‘Oh that’s right Batgirl, struggle for the Camera.’ Catwoman said quietly. ‘My client will enjoy it all the more. I get wet just thinking how disgusting that stuff must feel around your body. It must feel diabolically icky. Kind of sticky, tight and gooey all at the same time.’


  ‘Uggh… Uggh… Oh god!’ Batgirl grunted, continuing to struggle. Now the sticky mess around her would only stretch an inch at the most.


  ‘Can you feel it getting tighter Batgirl?’ Catwoman cooed, quietly. ‘Soon it will become uncomfortably so. It will close in around you ever so slowly. Layers upon layers of pink goo compressing you, squeezing you. Oh, I so wish I could stay to watch.’


  Batgirl could feel it tightening. For the first time she could actually feel it start to squeeze around her body. The inch of movement that she had before was gone. Now the strings around her body held her firmly in place. She couldn’t move her limbs at all.


  ‘Well Batgirl, I must get over to the studio. I have arranged a special photo shoot with a certain Miss La Gams. She should find it quite electrifying. But don’t worry, I will be back to sample some of your sweet exterior later. Then maybe I’ll mail you to Commissioner Gordon as an early Valentine’s present!’ Catwoman as she turned to go.


  ‘Catwoman!’ Batgirl screamed still struggling in the pink mess.


  ‘Ta Ta! Batgirl!’ Catwoman said, as she exited with the Kittens through the curtain.


  Batgirl couldn’t even see her. All she could see was pink. Her entombment was getting oppressive. It was slowly squeezing her. She could feel it tightening around her head, neck and body. Soon she would be overcome. She had to do something.


  She tried to lift her arms, but the were literally stuck to her sides. She strained and struggled but the sticky fibers held fast, slowly constricting around her.


  ‘Auugg!’ Batgirl grunted, as she clawed at the webbing, trying to gain even an inch of ground on its unending assault. Her struggles were completely useless. She was a mass of sticky pink fibers. A deadly web that had only one mission. To kill.


  She quickly realized that brute force would not do. She had to think. Her left hand was near her utility belt. If only she could…


  She used every ounce of strength left to move her hand a centimeter towards her utility belt. She stretched her index finger outward, straining again the strands that held her. No good. She couldn’t reach it. She tried again, concentrating all her mental powers on that one finger. Stretch… Stretch… Stretch…


  Success! That extra bit of mental effort stretched her finger just close enough to push a button on the outside of the belt. The belt began to heat up. The strands around and near the belt began to expand, giving Batgirl just the amount of leverage she needed.


  She quickly opened a compartment pulled out a can of Batgirl sugar dissolver and began to spray her body with it. Within seconds she was free though Constrictor Candy continued to rain down upon her. She quickly reached into her belt again and pulled out her trusty Batgirl glass cutter. She cut the glass and jumped to freedom, still a mass of sticky pink goo.


  She continued to spray her dissolver on the strands around her body and after a short time, most were melted. She looked down at herself. The purple bodystocking was ruined. She would have to go home and change quickly. Catwoman obviously had plans for Miss La Gams.


  She exited the funhouse, got on her cycle and sped home.


  * * *


  Amanda Denier came home to find her roommate Cheri La Gams pulling a pair of black stockings up her long shapely legs.


  ‘Hi Cheri. Going out?’ She asked looking at Cheri’s attire. She was dressed in a black turtleneck latex teddy, stockings and stiletto heels. It was not unusual for Cheri. She was after all Apparel Obsessia’s kink girl of the year, or what ever. Amanda didn’t understand it at all. The most provocative thing she had ever worn was a garter belt and stockings. The things in Cheri’s wardrobe were way out there.


  ‘Oui. I ‘ave a photo shoot today. Verry kinky. I get to play ze Dominatrix. Do you approve?’ She said, turning around slowly.


  Amanda looked at Cheri in her ultra tight outfit. The light gleamed off her breasts and hips. The material of the dress looked like dripping wet sex. She did look good. Hell, she looked better than that. She looked incredible.


  ‘God Cheri, You look hotter than the surface of Mercury.’


  ‘Merci Ma’m’selle.’ She said, leaning over slightly, playing the model.


  Amanda went over to the couch and sat down. On the table were two shoe boxes, one open and one closed. On the outside of each read:


  Apparel Obsessia Domina Pump - Size 5


  The open pair were obviously on Cheri’s feet. She opened the other box. Inside was another beautiful pair of black patent leather shoes with absurdly high heels. She picked one of the shoes out of the box.


  ‘How do you walk in these things?’ She asked, looking at the heel as it tapered down to a ridiculously thin tip. The heel was almost as long as her foot.


  ‘Oh its not so bad once you get used to zem.’ Cheri replied, looking her friends reaction to her well placed bait. ‘Try zem on.’


  ‘They’re a size five. I’m a six and a half or seven.’


  ‘Oh, zat’s European sizing. Zey’ll fit.’


  Amanda looked up from the shoe in her hand. Cheri had a strange glint in her eye. Amanda kicked off her sensible shoes and slid the shoe on her foot. It fit perfectly. She pulled the other out and put it on as well. They were indeed beautiful shoes.


  ‘Ere, I will ‘elp you stand up.’ Cheri said, as she moved forward and stood besides Amanda.


  With Cheri’s help, Amanda stood up carefully. The heels were unbelievably high. She was more than a little wobbly as Cheri lead her to the mirror to have a look.


  ‘Oh my.’ Amanda said as, she look at the shoes.


  ‘Look what zey do for your beautiful legs.’ Cheri said, lifting up Amanda calf length skirt then sliding her hand up the front of Amanda’s thigh, until the hem of the skirt was past her upper thighs. ‘Au oui, zey make your legs look verry sexy.’


  Cheri was right. The heels made the muscles in her already shapely legs elongate and tighten, making her already beautiful legs look amazing.


  ‘Mike would die, eef he saw you in zose.’ Cheri said.


  ‘I know, but I don’t know how long I could wear them. Standing in these things must be a killer.’


  ‘You should try standing on one, with zee ozzer one tied to your wrists.’ Cheri said casually, lifting one foot off the floor while she put her wrists behind her in a mock bondage position.


  ‘You’ve done that?’ Amanda said amazed.


  ‘Zat and other zings. I ‘ave done lot’s of bondage. Actually I kind of like it.’


  ‘You like be tied up.’ Amanda said incredulously.


  ‘Oh sure, especially if it’s ze right person doing ze tying. Sex and bondage can be most encreable. Don’t tell me no one ‘as ever tied you up before.’


  ‘Only as a kid, playing cowboys and Indian’s.’ Amanda said.


  ‘Zat doesn’t count. You should have Mike do it sometime. It’s a great ‘ow you say, turn on?


  ‘I wouldn’t know where to start-‘


  ‘Ah, it’s easy, I’d be glad to show you ‘ow. You would be fun to tie up.’


  Amanda turned and looked Cheri in the eyes. She was smiling and her eyebrows were ever so slightly narrowed. She was serious.


  ‘You want to tie me up.’ Amanda asked.


  ‘Only if you want me to. True bondage games eez a matter of mutual consent and trust. I would never force anyone to do somezing zey didn’t want to do.’


  Amanda thought about it for a while. She hated to admit it, but the idea DID intrigue her. She had often thought about what it would be like to be tied up. She looked at her friend Cheri. Though she knew she was kinky, this was a side that she had never seen before. She was so nonchalant with the whole thing. She was just standing there smiling, not saying a word. Her statements hung out there like a flower brimming with nectar. She decided to take the bait.


  ‘OK. How do we do this?’ Amanda asked, crossing her wrists in front of her.


  ‘First you ‘ave to change.’


  ‘Can’t I wear what I have on?’ Amanda asked looking at her long cotton dress and shirt.


  ‘Oh no. Bondage requires somezing a little more… unusual, non?. I zink I ‘ave somezing more appropriate that will fit you. Come wiss me.’


  Amanda felt a twinge of excitement flow through her body as she followed Cheri into her bedroom. Cheri opened the closet and went inside. After a minute of so, she returned with an armful of kinky lingerie, which she promptly deposited on the bed.


  ‘I zink zis will fit you perfectly.’ Cheri said lifting up one of the items.


  It was a long sleeved turtleneck teddy made of a shiny blue material. It was open breasted and zipped up the front. It had a zipped crotch and it snapped together in the front at the waist with four snaps. It looked absolutely wicked.


  ‘You want me to wear that?’


  ‘Wiss some stockings of course.’ Cheri said, confidently.


  Amanda thought about it for a second. What the hell.


  ‘Ok.’


  ‘Tres bien. Put zese on.’ She said handing Amanda a pair of jet-black, seamed stockings. Amanda sat down, took off her shoes, hiked up her dress, and pulled the smooth nylon up her shapely legs. The stockings were the stay-up variety and were extra tall, coming nearly up to her crotch.


  Then she stood up and took off her regular clothes and let Cheri help her into the teddy. She put her arms in the sleeves and worked them through. She could already tell that the outfit was going to be tight. It hugged her arms like a second skin. Cheri closed the collar around her neck and then pulled the two sides of the teddy around under her breasts. She put one side of the zipper into the fastening and as Amanda inhaled, zipped up the front of the teddy. Then she grabbed the hourglass shaped piece of material that was hanging down behind Amanda thighs and pulled it though her legs. Then she stretched the material until it was taught against her pussy and snapped it in place at Amanda’s waist.


  The teddy wasn’t tight. It was absolutely stringent. It felt like she had been wedged in it. Not that it was uncomfortable Actually, it was arousing as hell.


  ”Ere. Put zee on.’ Cheri said, handing Amanda a pair of blue shoes very similar to the onea that she had just taken off.


  She sat down on the edge of the bed and put the shoes on. Then she stood back up carefully. Amanda then turned and spread her legs slightly, putting her hands on her hips. Cheri stepped back and admired her.


  ‘Oh you look fabulous. Come ‘ere and take a look.’ Cheri said, as she guided Amanda to the full length mirror.


  Amanda couldn’t believe her eyes. She looked unbelievable. The effect of the teddy and the shoes together made her look like a sexual dynamo. She was going to have try these things on for Mike later. He would go ape-shit.


  Cheri went back to the closet and returned with a wooden chest which she deposited by the bed.


  ‘What’s in there?’ Amanda asked, curiously.


  ‘Toys.’ Cheri answered mischievously. ‘Come ‘ere.’


  Amanda did as she was told. Cheri reached in the chest and pulled out a length of thin white rope. Amanda put her hands out in front of her and crossed her wrists.


  ‘Oh no, my little sex kitten, I want your ‘ands be’ind you. You’re much more vulnerable zat way.’ Cheri said, turning her around. ‘Put your ‘ands be’ind your back and cross your wrists.’


  Amanda did as she was told. She put her hands behind her back and hesitantly crossed her wrists, now slightly scared with the prospect of giving her freedom away.


  ‘Excellent. Now zere is just one rule. If you wish to stop, you just sing or ‘um a song. Any song. You ‘um a song and I will untie you immediately. Do you understand?’


  ‘Yes’


  ‘Tres bien.’


  Cheri looped the rope around Amanda’s wrist and coiled it around them, alternating directions as she went. Amanda could tell she had done this before. A lot. She took her time tying her. Meticulously placing the rope so as not to pinch her. It didn’t seem that tight, but as she continued, the ropes layered on top of one another making the bondage gentle yet inescapable. Cheri tied off the ends out of Amanda’s reach and stepped back to let her test her bondage.


  Amanda pulled experimentally at her wrists and found she was indeed tied up quite effectively. No amount of pulling or twisting would free her. She felt her pussy get wet. A warm glow grew inside of her.


  Cheri walked behind her and hugged her, her hands moving over Amanda’s helpless body.


  ‘Ummm’ Amanda moaned opening her legs slightly and inviting Cheri’s groping hands downward. She obliged, messaging her pussy with one hand as the other cupped her exposed breast.


  Amanda moved her body down onto Cheri’s hand. Cheri responded with firmer caresses. Amanda’s hips began to gyrate with the pressure. She was becoming very turned on. Cheri responded by removing her hands from her body and stepping back.


  ‘What are you doing?’ Amanda asked with a slight whine in her voice.


  ‘Cheri zink ma’m’sell not ‘elpless enough.’ Cheri responded, already grabbing numerous lengths from the chest and returning to Amanda.


  Amanda turned toward her. Cheri gently grabbed her under the chin, guided her face up to hers and gave her a long passionate kiss.


  ‘I zink M’am’selle needs more rope.’ She said, turning Amanda around.


  She looped more rope around Amanda’s upper arms, just above her elbows. Then she tightened the rope, drawing her elbows towards each other. Once they were about three inches apart she began coiling the rope around them. When she had three or four turns in place she turned the rope forty five degrees and began to wrap the rope between her elbows. She carefully lined up the cinching in neat rows until she reached the other elbow where she tied it off.


  ‘M’am’selle is very flexible, non?… Tres bien.’ Cheri cooed, quietly as she tied another rope to her elbow ropes and then fed the ends up and round the outside of her shoulders. She crossed the ropes behind her neck and then pulled them down in front, crossing them under each breast, before returning around her torso to her elbows. Then not satisfied, she repeated her movements, doubling the ropes.


  She wasn’t done. She doubled a rope, tied it to Amanda’s elbow ropes and then tied the ropes around her torso, above and below her breasts, holding her arms tightly behind her.


  Amanda experimented again. Cheri’s artistic bondage forced her shoulders back and her chest forward, making her breasts stand out provocatively. It was expertly done. There was no way she was going to get free without Cheri’s help.


  ‘Is it really necessary for it to be this tight?’ Amanda said as she pulled at her bonds.


  ‘Absolutement. It is the essence of helplessness.’ Cheri responded, grabbing a three foot long pole made of ornately carved, unvarnished pine. ‘Now spread your legs. Wider. Bon.’


  Amanda spread her legs and Cheri tied each ankle to opposite ends of the wooden pole. Then she slid her hands up the inside of Amanda’s stocking legs, just barely touching her pussy before grabbing another length of rope and standing up.


  ‘Haven’t you tied me up enough?’ Amanda whined questioningly. ‘I can’t get out.’


  ‘I know… Only a couple more.’ Cheri responded, already grabbing a chair and standing on it. She tied the rope to a large eyebolt in the wooden rafter on the ceiling. Amanda had never noticed the eye bolt before. Then she got down off the chair and fed the free ends under the ropes above and below Amanda’s ample breasts and pulled it taught.


  The ropes tightened around Amanda’s breasts and then forced her forward and upward. Cheri felt the taughtness of the rope, was satisfied, and tied the rope off. Then she grabbed another length of rope and attached it to Amanda’s wrists.


  ‘Oh come on… this is enough.’


  Cheri didn’t pay any attention. She reached under the bed and pulled out a number of large flat, circular weights with holes in the middle. She positioned the weights a couple of feet behind Amanda and then pulled rope attached to her wrists downward, through the holes in the weights, then forward, under the pole spreading her legs. She then pulled it, until the rope was taught. It forced Amanda’s arms back and down and stopped her from wandering forward. Cheri stood up and backed up a few paces looking at her masterful bondage.


  ‘Perfect’


  ‘Perfect? Cheri, these ropes are awfully uncomfortable and these shoes are killing me.’


  ‘M’am’selle must learn not to complain so much.’ Cheri said reaching into chest. ‘I zink its time for M’am’selle to be quiet.’


  As Amanda opened her mouth to complain, Cheri took advantage and shoved a bright blue rubber ball into her mouth. She worked it behind Amanda’s teeth and then quickly buckled it behind her head.


  ‘MMMPHHHH! MPPPRRRpHUMPPP! UPPRrPPHH!’ Amanda screamed unintelligibly.


  ‘I don’t understand…’ Cheri said, smiling.


  Amanda was dumbfounded. She was completely helpless. Why had she gone along with this? She felt around the ball with her tongue. It had been used before. She could feel the small indentations of another person’s teeth on the large rubber ball. And it was quite effective. It filled her mouth completely and as much as she tried, she couldn’t push it out of her mouth with her tongue.


  Cheri watched Amanda turning her head in frustration, trying to figure out how to get the gag out of her mouth.


  ‘Oh you can stop trying to get it out. I assure you that it eez quite secure…’ She cooed, as she walked behind her. ‘Just one last zing.’


  Cheri grabbed a black leather blindfold and put it over Amanda’s eyes. It had a hole cutout for the nose and it had two soft pads on the inside that pushed up against her eyes making it impossible to open them. She was completely blind.


  This only added to her helplessness. Amanda could heard Cheri moving around her. Her heels clicking on the floor as she walked. She pulled at her bonds. They were ridiculously secure. She felt completely defenseless.


  Amanda was expecting Cheri to do something but she didn’t. Instead she heard her walk away and sit down on a chair across the room.


  ‘Struggle for me Amanda’ Cheri said softly. as the soft whir of a vibrator came alive across the room.


  Amanda was sure why, but she obeyed. She began to move in her bondage, pulling at her hands and feet as best she could. Her body was a wash of motion, all it of sensual. She could heard Cheri begin to moan, and the rhythmic sound of her hip grinding on the vibrator. It was an amazing turn on. She struggled harder, feeling the utter helplessness that Cheri’s cunning ropes had provided.


  Cheri began to moan louder and louder until finally, Amanda heard her come. The chair squeaking in unison with her thrusting hips. The sounds slowly faded and then stopped.


  She stopped her fervent struggling. She was exhausted. The ropes above her body held her up. She listened for noises. She thought she heard the sound of stocking feet being pulled from shoes but she wasn’t sure. Time passed, and still nothing.


  ‘Mpph?’ Amanda pleaded.


  Silence.


  ‘MPPPH!” Amanda pleaded again, pulling at her wrists and legs in frustration.


  Amanda had had enough. She was ready to stop. She was about to signal to end to the proceedings when she felt the zipper of her teddy opening. Then the soft touch of Cheri’s fingers on her pussy. Then inside. Then her hot, moist breath and her tongue.


  Amanda began to move, but not for freedom. She was becoming incredibly turned on. As Cheri’s expert tongue dove in and out with reckless abandon, she gyrated her hips in unison.


  ‘Feel good?’ Cheri asked softly.


  ‘Uh-huhm’ Amanda responded, moaning into her gag.


  ‘Struggle for me Amanda.’ Cheri commanded quietly, her fingers stimulating Amanda clitoris.


  ‘Uggghh… ugghhhh!’ Amanda responded, moving her body, concentrating on the ropes encircling her. Holding her prisoner.


  Cheri added her mouth to her already flexing fingers and began to suck and caress Amanda’s sex. The passion rising within Amanda was unparalleled. She had never felt anything like this before. She pulled at her bonds waiting for the shock wave that she could feel quickly rising within her. It hit like an avalanche. Crushing her body with blow after blow of intense pleasure. It was unbelievable. All she could do was scream into her gag and hang on for dear life. Wave upon wave crashed over her. Again and again. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore. They eased and then subsided, leaving her completely spent.


  Cheri removed Amanda blindfold and kissed her cheek. Amanda opened her eyes and looked into Cheri face. Cheri was smiling. Amanda felt warm all over. She was kind of sorry that Cheri was going to untie her. She waited for her to do so.


  But she didn’t. Instead she grabbed something out of the chest. It was a large pink vibrator.


  ‘Ummphh!’ Amanda whimpered.


  Cheri took no notice. She slid the vibrator into Amanda sopping wet pussy and held it there. With her other hand, she looped a rope around Amanda’s waist and then fed the free ends between the lips of her pussy.


  ‘UUMmmmpp!’ Amanda protested.


  Cheri continued undaunted. She fed the ends of the crotch rope over Amanda’s elbow ropes pulling it tightly between the cheeks of her ass and deep into her pussy.


  ‘Tight enough?’ She teased, giving the rope a slight yank.


  ‘Ummphh!’


  ‘I guess so.’ Cheri said tying it off. She bent down and picked up a small box that was on the ground. ‘This is a remote control for the vibrator. I am going to set it for fifteen minutes on fifteen minutes off. I have to go to my photo shoot. It will take about four hours. In that time, you should be utterly spent.’


  ‘Mpphh!’ Amanda whimpered trying to lift her feet.


  ‘Do the shoes hurt?’ Cheri asked. ‘Let me help you.’


  She pulled the shoes from Amanda’s feet and Amanda found out just how clever Cheri’s bondage was. She ceiling ropes holding her up wouldn’t allow her to stand flat footed. Her stocking heels were only an inch from the floor, but she couldn’t get them any further down.


  ‘I’ll see you in a couple of hours. Feel free to scream at anytime. Enjoy!’ Cheri said, turning and walking out the door.


  Whirrrrrrr… The vibrator came on inside Amanda’s pussy.


  ‘Ummmmm ha ummmm ha ummmm!’ Amanda began to sing, but it was too late. Cheri was already out the door.


  
    
      IS CHERI WALKING INTO A CATWOMAN TRAP? IF SHE DOES WHAT WILL HAPPEN TO AMANDA? AND WHAT OF BATGIRL? WILL SHE FINALLY GET REVENGE ON CATWOMAN OR WILL SHE TOO BE CAPTURED AND SUBJECTED TO MORE AROUSING PERILS… IF I WERE A BETTING MAN…
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  Chapter 6


  Batgirl arrived home shortly after noon. Her ride home was uneventful, though everyone turned to look at her as she whizzed past. This wasn’t exactly unusual; Whenever she dressed as Batgirl, people stared. She had come to expect it. Actually, in all truthfulness, she had come to enjoy it as well.


  Except today. Today, people were looking at her strangely. It was probably the gobs of pink constrictor candy that had dried all over the outside of her purple bodystocking. She didn’t blame them for staring; She knew she was a mess.


  Arriving home, she quickly shed her sticky clothes and ran into the bathroom. She would have loved a leisurely bath, but unfortunately, she had no time to spare, so she had to settle for a quick shower instead. The water was hot and washed away the pink candy that was still left of her. Finished, she got out, dried off and went back to the bedroom. She threw the ruined outfit in the incinerator along with her soiled cowl and wig and went to dress.


  Luckily she had extra outfits. She had known there would be days like this. She opted for her skin-tight, purple latex catsuit and stiletto pumps. She dusted herself with ample amounts of baby powder and pulled on the catsuit. After a bit of wiggling and contorting, she had it on.


  ‘God damn this thing is tight.’ Batgirl said under her breath as she sat down and slid on her five-inch, stiletto heeled shoes. She grabbed her purple latex cowl and wig and put them on, followed shortly by her utility belt. When she was done, she turned and took a look in the mirror. Perfect.


  ‘You’re going to pay for that candy episode, Catwoman.’ She said aloud, before she turned, got back on her Batgirl Cycle and sped off, the secret panel swinging closed behind her.


  * * *


  Cheri La Gams arrived at the Sex Cages Boudoir Photography studios on Langer Street and looked at the time. It was 12:13; Her extra curricular activities with Amanda had made her a little late. She opened the door to her sleek black sports car and stepped out. Cars all around her slowed and one man almost walked into a lamp post. Cheri laughed slightly at the man, then feeling sorry for him, blew him a little kiss, before opening the dark glass studio doors and walking inside.


  The reception area of the Sex Cages was impressive. The floors and walls were made of imported black marble with rich red marble inlay. The ceiling was over thirty feet high. Hanging on the walls were a set of six, beautifully framed photographs, each ten feet high. They were of beautiful women dressed in exotic lingerie. One of the photographs caught Cheri’s attention. It was of a stunning woman in black lingerie, stockings and no shoes, lounging on a mass of large, soft, red pillows with her hands tied in front of her with white rope. She had a kind of “come down and lay beside me” type of smile that was intoxicating.


  She looked at the picture for a while and then turned and walked towards the receptionist. She was seated atop a high stool, behind a small black desk made of gleaming chrome and glass. She was stunning. She was around thirty; Tall with long, wild, red hair that had been teased and styled so as to make her look almost savage.


  With most women a hairstyle like that would have dominated her appearance. Not so this woman. It was her eyes. They were piercing green and so dazzling that Cheri was unconsciously drawn into them like she had just fallen down two bottomless wells. She stared deep into them as she approached, spellbound by their intense magnetism. There was something lying beneath them; A smoldering essence beneath the cool shimmering waters. It felt dark and wicked.


  As Cheri got nearer, she got a look at the rest of the woman’s body. She was wearing a tight, purple dress of a lycra material that looked as if she had poured it on. She was sitting with her legs crossed, but the upper leg was lifted slightly off the other, giving anyone who approached a teasing view up her short skirt at her firm thighs.


  ‘May I help you?’ The woman said smiling, leaning forward on her stool slightly.


  Cheri came out of her trance.


  ‘Ah… Bonjour. I am Cheri La Gams. I am ‘ere for ze Apparel Obsessia fall lawngeree photo shoot.’


  ‘Welcome, we’ve been expecting you.’ The young woman said, bouncing off the chair and moving around the desk to face her. Cheri looked down at her feet. The woman was wearing purple stiletto pumps with ankle straps that were locked closed around her shapely ankles with tiny brass padlocks. It was a good thing that she sat down most of the time. Those heels were certainly NOT made for walking.


  Passion saw that Cheri was admiring her shoes. She liked that. She also liked Cheri’s choice in clothes. This was going to be more fun than she could have hoped for. She smiled slightly and held out her hand.


  ‘My name is Passion, it so nice to meet you.’ She cooed, as she took Cheri’s hand in her own. Her touch was electrifying. ‘I love your outfit. Very sexy.’


  ‘Merci.’ Cheri replied. ‘I love your shoes. Verrry kinky.’


  ‘Touche’


  Passion opened her mouth and ever so subtly licked her lips.


  ‘I’m afraid that Ms. Kyle has been delayed. She’s asked me to help you get ready.’ She said, letting Cheri’s hand slowly slide from her own. ‘If you would like to follow me, I will show you to the dressing room.’


  Passion turned on her heel, beckoned Cheri to follow and began to saunter towards the back of the reception area. Even this woman’s walk was hypnotizing. Her hips rocked like it was a Latin dance, completely fluid and natural.


  Cheri followed Passion through a door and down a long hallway to the back of the studio. The woman opened the door and ushered her inside.


  ‘Your outfit is hanging up over there. Our hair and makeup gal is delayed as well, though really…’ she said, looking Cheri up and down, ‘…in all honesty, you don’t need any makeup.’


  ‘Merci’ Cheri acknowledged, her eyes moving to the outfit hanging up across the room.


  It was a shiny yellow, turtleneck catsuit made out of what looked like latex. Cheri walked over for a closer look. It was quite an unusual outfit. It was unlined and made to cover the entire body, including the feet and hands. For the life of her she couldn’t see any seems in the fabric. It looked like one solid piece of latex.


  ‘Bizzzarrrre’ Cheri said softly, picking up the garment.


  As soon as she picked it up, she knew it wasn’t latex. The touch of the fabric was indescribable. It felt incredibly slippery, yet not oily. And it felt very, very sexy. She got wet just thinking what it would feel like on.


  ‘What is zis made of. It’s so… strange.’ She said, wide eyed, as she continued to caress the fabric.


  ‘It our latest invention. Unusual isn’t it? Would you like me to help you in?’


  ‘Absolutement’ Cheri replied, hanging up the outfit and peeling off her clothes.


  ‘Ow am I going to get in zis? Zere is no zipper.’


  ‘It’s a very special material. It will stretch.’


  ‘Zis collar is going to stretch enough for me to get in?’


  ‘Yes. Let me show you.’ Passion said, walking forward and taking the catsuit from the wall. ‘Sit down over there and I’ll help you put it on.’


  Cheri did as instructed and lifted her legs so that Passion could help her put the catsuit on. Passion pulled at the collar of the catsuit and amazingly, it slowly stretched in her hands until the opening was two feet wide. Cheri put her legs in, and as Passion held the suit open, Cheri pulled the legs on. It was as slippery inside as it was outside, so it was easy to slide on. It was easier than putting on a pair of pantyhose.=


  The material stretched smoothly up over her thighs and then over her hips.=


  Passion continued to hold the collar open while Cheri squirmed in. In no time she had her hands into the built in gloves, and Passion was able to release her hold on the collar. As she did so, the collar slowly shrank until it hugged Cheri’s neck tightly, but not uncomfortably.


  It was the most amazing garment she had ever tried on. As soon as it was on her, it seemed to compress slightly, hugging her body like it was her own skin. It felt completely wicked.


  ‘Oh that looks great on you.’ Passion said, putting her hand on Cheri’s shoulder and then moving it slowly down the outside of her body.


  ‘It feels amazing.’ Cheri replied, moving her hands up her body and over her erect nipples. ‘It’s so slippery’


  ‘Yes it is…’ Passion said, removing her hand from the outfit and biting on her finger nail mischievously. ‘If you will follow me, Ms. Kyle asked me to show you into the studio. She will be here shortly.’


  Passion turned and walked out of the room. Cheri followed. As soon as she took a step, sexual sensations fed up and down her body. She stopped walking. It was the catsuit. Passion looked over her shoulder and smiled.


  ‘Feels great, doesn’t it?’


  ‘Extraordinaire’ Cheri said, continuing forward, the sensations starting all over again.


  Passion laughed and continued walking. Cheri followed, walking rather strangely as each step sent shivers up and down her body. Passion stopped at a door and opened it.


  ‘This is the studio we will be using. Ms. Kyle will be along shortly.’ She said, beckoning Cheri to enter.


  Cheri walked inside the room and Passion closed the door behind her, leaving her alone. It was a very large room. The floor of the studio was made of rich red marble. The ceiling in here too was very high. On the walls of the studio hung various leather and bondage paraphernalia. Next to the door was a sawhorse like device with a few bondage restraints attached. She walked over to it gingerly, each step maker her more and more horny.


  She reached the sawhorse and slid her hand along its wide, leather top. It felt smooth and soft. She grabbed one of the restraints and pulled on it experimentally. It was solid. She wondered momentarily what it would be like to be tied atop it…-or maybe Amanda. AMANDA. She wondered how uncomfortable and helpless she must feel right now. The thought made her even more wet.


  She looked up from the sawhorse and noticed a large obviously bondage oriented device towards the back of the room. Cheri couldn’t help but walk over and take a look at it.


  It consisted of two large, ornately carved black iron poles set into the red marble floor. At the top of each, was a large sculptured phoenix, carved in flight. Each pole had two fixed manacles attached to it; One towards the top and one at the bottom. The manacles were hinged opened, waiting for a willing or unwilling prisoner to be locked inside. In front of the bondage device was a huge mirror, that allowed victims to look at themselves as they struggled for freedom.


  Cheri walked up to the device and slid her hand up the left pole as she walked around it. It was beautifully carved and smooth to the touch. Cheri wondered what it would be like to be secured to it. She walked forward and stood between the poles. They were about three and a half feet apart. She looked at herself in the mirror and gingerly put her wrists up to the open manacles. As soon as both wrists came in contact with the back of the open manacles, they slammed shut, trapping her.


  ‘What’s ze..’ Cheri said, trying to pull her hands from the manacles. It was useless. They were locked tight around her wrists.


  The door at the far end of the room opened and Passion entered. She was wearing the same type of catsuit as Cheri, but in bright red. In her right gloved hand she held a bright yellow ballgag.


  ‘Did my little canary get trapped in my cage?’ She gushed, smiling broadly as she walked forward. Judging by the ballgag in her hand, Passion was not there to free her.


  ‘What’s going on ‘ere?!’ Cheri cried, pulling violently at her arms as Passion slowly approached. Her struggles were useless. The only thing they did, was to reinforce just how helpless she was.


  Passion stayed silent as she walked behind her and grabbed a flailing ankle, pulling it towards the open manacle.


  ‘What are you doing?! Cheri screamed, struggling to pull it free of her grasp. Passion however had a good hold it and with both hands, easily positioned the ankle in the open manacle. It locked automatically. She grabbed a hold of the other ankle and soon, it too was bound.


  ‘Let me out of zis!’ Cheri cried, now struggle to free all of her limbs.


  ‘I don’t think so. Catwoman will be here soon and she said I could to play with you until she arrived.’


  Cheri’s eyes widened in horror at the realization of her dilemma. She opened her mouth, but she never got the chance to scream; Passion was already shoving the bright yellow ball into her mouth, and buckling it tightly in place behind her head.


  ‘That’s right struggle for me. It will make everything so much more… intersting…’ Passion whispered as her hand moved between Cheri’s thighs.


  * * *


  MEANWHILE AT CHERI LA GAMS APARTMENT…


  Batgirl arrived at Cheri’s penthouse apartment at one o’clock. She knocked at the door and waited. No answer. She tried again, still no response. She didn’t have time to screw around, so she pulled out her Batgirl lock pick, made quick work of the deadbolt, and cautiously walked inside.


  ‘Cheri?… Cheri La Gams?’ Batgirl asked softly.


  She stopped and listened for any noises. She heard a faint sound from a room at the far end of the hall. She walked towards it. As she neared the door, the noises got louder. It was the sound of a woman moaning into a gag.


  Batgirl turned, kicked the door in and jumped inside. There in front of her was Amanda, writhing in stringent bondage. Her arms were tied tightly behind her back. Ropes from the ceiling held her in such a way as to force her to stand on her stocking toes, which were spread far apart by a wooden pole. Her eyes were opened wide, staring at Batgirl in disbelief.=


  Her entire body glistened with sweat, and saliva drooled from the outside of the large blue ballgag in her mouth. She was in constant motion. Her hips gyrated madly as if she was making wild, passionate love to an invisible partner below her. She closed her eyes and shuddered, obviously orgasming.


  Batgirl, momentarily stunned by the intense sexual display, came to her senses, ran to the woman and pulled the ballgag from her mouth.


  ‘Augh!…Oh.god!…Batgirl… Augh!… Please!…Augh… T-T- Turn, turn it off!’


  Batgirl looked around her in confusion.


  ‘Auggh! The box! Turn off the boxxxxxxx!’ Amanda pleaded, shooting her eyes downward, before she yanked her head back again, in the midst of another gut wrenching orgasm.


  Batgirl reached down and turned off the box.


  Amanda’s body slowly came to rest. Her head falling down in exhaustion.


  ‘Oh god! Thank you, Batgirl.’


  ‘Who.. Who did this to you?!’ Batgirl asked.


  ‘It was my roommate, Cheri La Gams.’


  ‘Cheri La Gams? Where is she?’


  ‘She went to some kinky photo shoot.’


  ‘Where. She is in grave danger.’


  ‘Cheri in danger?’


  ‘Don’t you remember? I told you on the phone yesterday. You were supposed to have her call me.’


  ‘Oh god! I thought it was a prank. I didn’t know!’


  ‘It doesn’t matter now. Where did she go?’


  ‘I don’t know exactly… Wait! She wrote the address down over there by the phone!’


  Batgirl bounded over to the phone and picked up a notepad laying beside it. There were indentations from the missing piece of paper above it. She grabbed a pencil and in twenty seconds, she had her answer. She walked back to Amanda.


  ‘I’ve got to go. Cheri has probably already walked into a hideous Catwoman trap. I hesitate to think what her diabolical mind has thought up for her.’ Batgirl said turning to go.


  ‘Wait! You can’t leave me like this!’


  ‘I’m sorry, you’re right.’ Batgirl said, bending down and flipping the switch on the box.


  ‘Nooo!’ Amanda squealed, as she felt the massive vibration come alive in her pussy again. ‘Please!…’


  ‘Don’t worry.’ Batgirl said as she opened the door and walked half way outside. ‘I’ll call the police from my Batgirl Cycle… Knowing them, they will make it here in one, maybe two hours… Have fun.’


  Then she was gone. Amanda stood and looked at the closed door for a couple of seconds, expecting Batgirl to return. The seconds turned into minutes. She was serious. She was going to leave her like this…


  Amanda stood further up on her toes. She was coming again.


  * * *


  Cheri moaned into her gag. Catwoman’s Sex Kitten Passion, enveloped her, sliding her equally slippery body against her own, thrusting her thigh against her pussy. The feeling of the two catsuits against one another was incredible. Cheri’s whole body shook with pleasure.


  She sucked at the cunningly secure ballgag and pulled uselessly at her ankles and wrists. It was pointless. The bondage trap she had walked into was quite secure. Passion slid her hand between Cheri’s thighs and began to stroke her again. Cheri screamed into her ballgag as yet another orgasm rocked her body. She had never experienced anything like this before.


  ‘Well, well, well.’ Catwoman said, walking into the studio. ‘When the cat’s away…’


  ‘MPPHHH!’ Cheri screamed into her gag.


  ‘I see our guest is in good spirits. Is she enjoying the Sensi- suit? It looks like she is…’


  Passion turned and looked at Catwoman. She was just as turned on as Cheri.


  ‘It looks like both of you are.’ Catwoman added dryly.


  ‘These Sensi-suits are out of this world, Catwoman.’


  ‘Yes. They are quite… stimulating.’ Catwoman, said as she approached the pair.


  Passion released her grip and removed herself from Cheri’s quivering body. Cheri moaned into her gag, exhausted.


  ‘Tired, my little Parisian pet?’ Catwoman purred. ‘You haven’t seen anything yet… Passion release the exciter!’


  Passion moved behind the bondage frame to the wall and pulled a switch. Cheri heard a dry metallic click below her and looked down. A section of the floor was sliding away, revealing a large black dildo attached into a boxy metal base.


  ‘MmmmPH!’ She cried into her gag as the dildo began to rise slowly until it was directly below her pussy.


  ‘Passion, hold her while I position this.’


  Passion obeyed and held Cheri around the waist, while Catwoman slowly raised the dildo upward by hand, carefully inserting it in her vagina. As more of the dildo entered her, the material of her bright yellow Sensi-suit went with it, easy stretching to accommodate the large black phallus. Soon seven inches were inside of her, with the crotch of the Sensi-suit stretching around the outside of the dildo like a condom.


  ‘Mmmmmmm’ Cheri moaned, feeling the strange material of the Sensi- suit caressing the inner walls of her vagina.


  ‘Well no one can accuse me of not practicing safe sex.’ Catwoman joked as she removed her hands from the dildo and stood up.


  Cheri lifted her body slightly and an incredible wave of emotion washed over her. She stopped moving.


  ‘Yes, Miss La Gams, you are wise not to move too much. The material of the catsuit you are wearing has been specially designed to excite the wearing into a sexual frenzy. Originally I designed it for fun and play, but in the course of my personal experiments, I uncovered an unfortunate side effect. If the stimulation is allowed to increase past a certain level the suit goes out of control, and the wearer is engulfed in a massive upward spiral of sexual emotion. Unfortunately, the human body can’t sustain this level of pleasure for too long. In a matter of minutes, the suit will force your body into sensory overload and you will die… Killed by your own sexual overdrive!


  ‘Mppph-!’ Cheri cried, moving slightly and discovering first hand what Catwoman meant. She stopped moving and stood as still as possible.


  ‘You French girls are so smart. You’ve discovered that if you stay still, you can’t get excited… That’s quite true. Unfortunately, I already thought of that…’ Catwoman said as she walked back to the wall and pulled another switch.


  The dildo began to vibrate and thrust slowly up and down, sending intense surges of primal lust throughout Cheri’s helpless body. She began to move in spite of herself. Her movements only increased the effect. Soon she was literally out of her mind with lust.


  ‘MMMPPpMmmPPP!’ Cheri screamed, already into her first orgasm. Catwoman squealed with laughter.


  ‘Look Catwoman, she’s doing the can-can!’ Passion squealed, moving her hand to Cheri’s heaving breast.


  ‘Yes, its too bad we don’t have a napkin or something to immortalize her on.’


  ‘You won’t need any napkin where you’re going, CATWOMAN!’


  Catwoman spun around to see Batgirl standing in the doorway.


  ‘Sssssss! Batgirl!’ Catwoman hissed.


  ‘That’s right, Catwoman!’


  ‘But you’re dead. Encased in my sticky candy… extinct!’


  Batgirl walked quickly to the center of the room and stopped, spreading her legs slightly and putting her hands on her hips.


  ‘The only thing that’s come to an end is your sick charades. Turn off the machine and let her go!’


  Catwoman started to crouch down slightly like she was going to fight, but then relaxed strangely.


  ‘Very well, Batgirl…’ She said, turning and lifting the switch.


  The thrusting of the vibrator ended and Cheri slowly relaxed.


  ‘You’re certainly more than a match for me…’


  Suddenly Batgirl heard a noise behind her, and spun around just in time to see the Vixen and Talon pull a huge sheet of plastic around her from either side. Batgirl tried to pull away, but the woman were too fast. They had already moved behind, and around her wrapping her inside. She struggled to get free, but the plastic encased her entire body. All the way from her ankles, to over her head.


  As Batgirl struggled against the plastic and the woman holding her, Passion arrived with what looked like a hair dryer and began to dance around Batgirl, blowing hot air at her. The plastic wrap sealed around her, shrinking and conforming around her body until she was trapped in a super tight, seamless plastic bag.


  She was suffocating. Catwoman came over and spread a clear jelly over Batgirl’s mouth and nose. The plastic melted away and Batgirl was able to breath.


  ‘Aggh… Aghh.’ Batgirl grunted struggling in the super tight plastic.


  ‘Its no use struggling, Batgirl. That’s Siamese shrink wrap, a fiendish invention of mine. If I wished to, I could tie you down under some heat lamps and watch it slowly crush you to death… But, unfortunately for you, I have an even nastier idea…’ Catwoman said, smiling widely.


  ‘Talon, get the purple Sensi-suit we made for Batgirl. The one with the built in dildo. I have an idea that will kill two birds with one stone so to speak…’


  * * *
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  Chapter 7


  ‘…Its no use struggling, Batgirl. That’s Siamese shrink wrap, a fiendish invention of mine. If I wished to, I could tie you down under some heat lamps and watch it slowly crush you to death… But, unfortunately for you, I have an even nastier idea…’ Catwoman said, smiling widely, as she approached the still struggling Batgirl.


  ‘Nighty night!’ She gushed, as she pulled out a small perfume pump bottle and sprayed a small amount of the contents in Batgirl’s face. Batgirl inhaled a small amount of the mist and wilted like a rag doll in The Sex Kitten’s arms.


  ‘Talon, get the purple Sensi-suit we made for Batgirl. The one with the built in dildo. I have an idea that will kill two birds with one stone…’ She said already approaching Cheri with the spray bottle.


  * * *


  As Batgirl slept, Passion and Vixen relieved her of her outfit and replaced it with the purple Sensi-suit. They worked her legs into it and then carefully inserted the Sensi-suit covered dildo into her vagina before pulling the suit onto the rest of her body. Once they were finished, they tied her up.


  Two lengths of white rope were used to tie each of her ankles tightly to her thighs. Another length of rope was used to tie her elbows tightly behind her back. Then they looped a rope around her waist a number of times and then tied her wrists to it on either side of her. Finally, as a last touch, Passion tied a rope to her elbow ropes, pulled it downward between her legs and up and over her waist rope in front. A evil smile erupted on Passion’s face, as she slowly pulled the rope taught, drawing the stretchy material of the Sensi-suit between the cheeks of Batgirl’s rear and deep into her pussy.


  ‘Tighter.’ Catwoman purred quietly, as she pulled on the rope experimentally. ‘I don’t want Batgirl to be too comfortable… …Much better. Now tie it off and start on Miss La Gams.


  The Kitten’s obeyed and released the sleeping Cheri from the bondage trap and tied her in exactly the same manner as Batgirl.


  ‘Excellent work Kitten’s. Bring our two slumbering playmates next door. Let’s see who wants to be on top…’


  * * *


  Batgirl stirred from her forced slumber and found that she couldn’t move.’


  ‘Oh look, our purrrple princess is awake. How delicious.’ Catwoman cooed, approaching Batgirl.


  Batgirl, quickly understood why she couldn’t move. She was tightly bound. She opened her eyes and groggily looked around her. The first thing she saw was Cheri. She was facing her about ten feet away, still unconscious. Batgirl looked down. She was suspended five feet off the ground atop a strange barrel shaped object that was three feet long and three feet in diameter.


  Her spread thighs hugged the barrel’s curved outer surface, which was made up of individual metal rollers placed close together, each two to three inches in diameter. The rollers weren’t straight. They curved up and down slightly creating small peaks and valleys along their gleaming metal surface. Yet they fit into one another perfectly; The peaks of one roller matching up with a the valleys of its neighbor.


  The Sex Kittens had tied her so she couldn’t get off the barrel. With her ankles tied to her thighs, and her arms of no use, it meant that she could only grip the outer surface of the rollers with her inner thighs and knees. And that was almost impossible to do; The metal rollers were coated in grease making the already incredibly slick material of the Sensi-suit, even more ridiculously slippery. In fact, Batgirl would have slid off the side of the barrel if it weren’t for a thin metal brace that was locked closed around their shoulders. The brace held her body upright on the top of the barrel’s elaborate surface.


  Batgirl looked across at Cheri. She too was sitting atop a similar barrel. Connecting the two barrels was a sturdy metal pole. The center of the pole was perched atop a pyramid shaped object between Batgirl and Cheri.


  Batgirl shifted atop her barrel and felt the dildo inside of her rub against the sensitive walls of her vagina. It sent chills though her helpless body.


  Cheri stirred. She quickly came round and began to struggle in her tight bondage. She quickly gave up and looked over at Batgirl, obviously wondering what Catwoman had in mind.


  ‘Now that you’re both awake, I would like to explain what the idea of my little game is…’


  ‘Listen Catwo-‘ Batgirl interrupted.


  Catwoman didn’t let her even start. She pushed a button on a remote control in her hand and Batgirl let out a yelp, as a quick, sharp jolt of electricity fed up through her body from the metal rollers below her. Catwoman waited for Batgirl to say somthing else, then finding her silent, smiled and continued.


  ‘That’s better. You’re sitting on opposite ends of my Arouser See-Saw. A small electrode bas been placed in your suits to measure your sexual response. The machine takes that sexual energy and transforms it into electricity which it stores in a large battery at the base of the see-saw. There’s a small and fairly harmless amount stored in there right now from my test runs with Talon and Passion… as you Batgirl, I’m sure can certainly attest to. Soon however, after you start to squirm in those delicious Sensi-suits and your helpless bodies begin to react to their intoxicating embraces, your mounting passion will feed the batteries large empty cells, until its charge has become quite deadly.’


  ‘I’m sure there more to this than just storing our sexual energy, Catwoman.’


  Catwoman looked up at Batgirl and smiled, sliding her hands up the outside of her firm breasts.


  ‘Correct as usual, Batgirl. Besides just storing your sexual energy, the Arouser See-Saw also measures it as well. Here’s where the fun part comes in. The Arouser will measure which of the two of you is more aroused, and lower the other in response. And you don’t want to be lowered. Underneath each of you is a button. If this button comes in contact with the ground below you, the machine is programmed to release all of it’s stored energy. frying both of you to a crisp.


  ‘Oh mon dieu! Batgirl!’ Cheri cried, renewing her feeble attempts to escape.


  ‘Don’t struggle, Cheri! The suit is designed to excite you when you move!’ Batgirl cried, trying to calm the poor girl.


  ‘Correct! Batgirl…’ Catwoman applauded, walking next to Cheri. ‘As Cheri already knows, once the Sensi-suits get going, it will be impossible to stop your bodies mounting passion!’ Catwoman cried as she moved her hand to Cheri’s bosom and stroked the under side of her left breast softly.


  ‘I think we need a little multimedia presentation to get us in the mood… Passion!’


  Passion flipped a switch and a video began to play on a huge screen behind Batgirl. Batgirl turned to look behind her, but a small, yet carefully placed partition made it impossible for her to see it.


  ‘Oh mon dieu…’ Cheri said softly, her eyes glued to the screen.


  A woman began to laugh wickedly. Batgirl knew who it was instantly. It sent chills down her spine.


  “…Oh my god it’s quicksand!’ “Very perceptive, Batgirl… But not just ordinary quicksand, It’s Clavicsand!..”


  Batgirl’s mind reeled as the soundtrack continued. Even over the cackling voice of Nora Clavicle explaining her fate in sickening detail, she could hear the sound of her legs squishing in and out of the surface of the thick oozing quicksand.


  ‘Where did you get this?!’ Batgirl screamed, trying to blot out the sound of the slurping.


  ‘Didn’t know it existed, did you Batgirl? No one did. A couple months ago, I got a call from my good friend Miss Clavicle who asked me to pick it up before the police or someone else equally unsophisticated happened to stumble upon it. She felt it might have a damaging effect on her current not-guilty plea.’


  Catwoman licked her lips and then looked at Cheri. ‘Seems like I played it for the right audience. I think she enjoys watching you struggle, Batgirl.’


  Batgirl looked over at Cheri. She was spellbound. Suddenly the barrel below Batgirl’s spread legs began to rotate. The rollers uneven surfaces softly messaged the inside of her thighs and her crotch as they went by, jiggling the dildo inside of her. She had never felt anything like the suit before. She instantly understood why Cheri had been so out of control before. It felt amazing. The suits inner surface rubbed slightly across her body as she moved, caressing her breasts and other erogenous zones. Her body began to respond almost at once, and as it did, Cheri’s barrel began to turn as well.


  Batgirl watched Cheri look down in amazement and then begin to struggle harder.


  ‘Oh my god, what’s happening?!’ Batgirl said, watching the barrel she was on slowly speed up in response.


  ‘Oh I forgot to mention that your sexual energy also directly controls your partners barrel. The more turned on you get the faster your partner’s barrel will spin!’


  Cheri responded to the rotation underneath her spread legs and began to move even more. Struggling against the cunning ropes that bound her. Her movements only caused her to get more excited. That in turn increased the speed of Batgirl’s barrel, and worse, began tipping Batgirl’s end of the hideous sexual see- saw downward towards to ground.


  Catwoman began to laugh as Batgirl thrust her crotch into the rotating seat, trying to equalize their sexual responses in an attempt to stop her descent. It worked. Her sexual energy increased and the ends began to tip the other direction. Cheri looked at Batgirl realizing what was happening as the see-saw tipped past level and then downward in her direction. Cheri responded by pushing her own crotch harder against the rotating cylinder.


  ‘Catwoman, you’ve out done yourself with this one!’ Vixen gushed, as she watched Batgirl’s end lower again, requiring Batgirl to struggle atop the rotating barrel in an effort to stop her descent.


  ‘Yes… its a shame that we can’t stay to watch the show in person.’


  ‘Oh.. Catwoman…’ Passion whined.


  ‘I know. But the video will be waiting when we get back. It could take as long as an hour with these two sexual dynamos, and we have things to do!’


  Catwoman let out a roar of laughter as she watched first Cheri’s, then Batgirl’s end dip downward.


  ‘Catwo-wo-man. You’ll pay-ay for this!’ Batgirl stuttered as the passion within her continued to build.


  ‘Ta ta! Batgirl’ Catwoman said exiting the room.


  Batgirl looked over at Cheri. They were both equally helpless and powerless to stop the mounting desire within them. And so it went. Each of the girls in turn got more and more excited, trying to keep the machine in equilibrium, slowly bobbing up and down like they were in a kindergarten play ground.


  First it was Cheri who was descending then Batgirl. Each of the women struggled desperately to free themselves, but their fervent struggles only caused their bound bodies to move more in the cunning Sensi-suits, slowly bringing them closer and closer to orgasm.


  ‘Oh Batgirl! I am going to come!’ Cheri said, already visibly shaking as the rush of the first orgasm hit her. As Cheri screamed in ecstasy, Batgirl began to descend rapidly. She lifted her elbows, pulling the crotchrope and the dildo deeper into her pussy. She squirmed on the rotating bearings concentrating on the massive feeling that were growing quickly within her.


  Inches from the ground, she came. The see-saw tipped upwards again, then past equilibrium. Cheri stopped orgasming and slump over slightly, complete exhausted.


  ‘Cheri! Come on you can’t stop now!’ Batgirl screamed as her own orgasm came to an end.


  Cheri responded and began to move, the sequence starting all over again. She stopped descending and then it was Batgirl’s turn… Batgirl pulled at her bonds, but they were cunningly secure. She was helpless to stop her body respond again to the barrel and the Sensi-suit. How long could they last?…


  * * *


  Forty minutes, and six orgasms later, Batgirl and Cheri were completely exhausted. Their bodies however didn’t stop responding. It was useless to struggle, but they found it impossible to stop, and watching each others writhing form in front of them only increased their passion, reinforcing their own helplessness.


  ‘Oh mon dieu, Batgirl! I can’t ‘old on much longer!’ Cheri cried, straining at the ropes around her body.


  ‘I know Cheri! I trying to think…’ Batgirl responded already feeling her seventh orgasm approaching.


  Then the idea hit her. It was risky, but their only chance.


  ‘Cheri, move as much as you can. Struggle like you have never struggled before. Now!’


  ‘But why?!’ Cheri screamed confused.


  ‘Just do it!’ Batgirl cried forcefully.


  Cheri did as she was told, and as she did so, Batgirl did the same working herself into an absolute frenzy. The Sensi-suit moved like a pool of thick jello around her, and the dildo inside of her rammed against her as she moved up and down.


  The barrels began to spin faster and faster, only adding to the mounting swell of lust that the women had created. Still they continued. The barrels were soon spinning so fast that Batgirl was thankful that they were so well greased.


  Batgirl rammed her pelvis into the machine. Her plan wasn’t working. She looked over at Cheri. Cheri was bouncing up and down and struggling. The Sensi-suit had her completely out of control. Her worst fears were being realized. The passion within her was mounting to an unbelievable level. She had to keep trying. pushed her crotch harder into the rotating rollers, moving herself forward and backwards along the barrel rotating surface with reckless abandon.


  Suddenly, Batgirl saw what she had hoped for. A wisp of smoke escaped the top of the pyramid. Then another.


  ‘Come on Cheri! Harder!’ Batgirl cried, watching the mounting smoke rise from the pyramids point.


  ‘Oh god! Batgirl! I going to come!’ Cheri cried. writhing atop the spinning cylinder as if she was riding a bucking bronco.


  ‘Just a little bit longer Cheri!’ Batgirl cried.


  Cheri couldn’t hold it any longer and the orgasm overcame her. It was so intense that she wasn’t sure if she would survive it. She writhed in her bondage, pulling at the crotchrope between her legs, thrusting and thrusting as wave after wave of passion enveloped her.


  The force of Cheri’s orgasm, was immediately translated by the machine and fed to Batgirl, who had no choice but to orgasm as well. The power of the desire within her rocked her to her very core. For a second, she didn’t even know who she was. She didn’t care. She was completely overwhelmed. All she could do was ride out the wave as it swept over her.


  Batgirl’s plan worked. The combined energy from the two women’s intense orgasm was too much for Catwoman’s machine. The already smoking pyramid began to shudder and exploded, sending Batgirl and Cheri in opposite directions.


  * * *


  Batgirl opened her eyes and looked around. The brace had hinged open and she was lying on the ground still tightly bound in rope. Miraculously however, she wasn’t injured. She looked over at Cheri. She was out cold. Batgirl looked at the machine. The force of the explosion had cut a jagged hole in one side of the pyramid leaving sharp metal edges. Luckily for Batgirl and Cheri it was the side facing away from them.


  She struggled over the pyramid and used the sharp metal to cut the ropes around her body. Within a few minutes she was free. She pulled off the Sensi-suit and freed Cheri who was slowly coming round. Cheri opened her eyes and looked in Batgirl’s eyes.


  ‘Oh zank you Batgirl!’ She cried, clutching onto Batgirl.


  ‘You were an equal part in it.’ Batgirl said, allowing Cheri to recover before pulling her Sensi-suit from her body. ‘Let’s get into some more suitable clothing and get out of here. I need to get you safe.’


  ‘Oh mon dieu! We must go back to my apartment. My roommate…’


  ‘She OK. The police have seen to that by now, I’m sure.’


  After Batgirl found the clothing that each of the women had come to the studio with they each dressed. After Batgirl was in her outfit, she walked over and picked up the purple Sensi-suit that was lying on the ground.


  ‘Under different circumstances…’ She thought as she folded up the shiny purple suit and put it under her arm.


  ‘Are you keeping zat for evidence?’ Cheri questioned as they walked out the front door of the studio.


  ‘Something like that.’ Batgirl said smiling. ‘Get on the back of my Batgirl cycle. I’ll have someone pick up your car later.’


  The women sped off and were soon rounding the corner of police headquarters. Batgirl was hoping for a quiet entrance, but unfortunately, Commissioner Gordon had just finished a press conference and television and newspaper reporters were everywhere. Catwoman would know they escaped.


  * * *


  ‘Catwoman, you told me they were dead!’ Ashlyn cried, hitting the mute button of her television.


  ‘I don’t believe it. How is it possible? Damn her!’


  Ashlyn turned off the television and began to pace.


  ‘She’s going to find out about me. It’s only a matter of time before old Mr. Layhee puts it together and contacts her.’


  Catwoman looked up.


  ‘Well, I guess I’ll just have to take care of him…’ Catwoman said standing. ‘And while I’m there, I make sure to leave a clue behind for Batgirl. It will be subtle, but she will figure it out and when she does… I’ll be ready. Passion, Vixen… Get over to the emporium and set things up. I have to take care of old Mr. Layhee.’


  * * *


  Batgirl opened the door of Commissioner Gordon’s office and walked inside. Chief O’Hara and the Commissioner leapt to their feet.


  ‘Batgirl! Thank heaven’s your safe. While you were away, a Mr. Layhee has been trying to reach you desperately. It’s something to do with Harvey Ashlyn…’


  ‘What about him?’


  ‘He wouldn’t say. Just that he need to speak to you immediately. It seems he may know why Catwoman’s is staging her reign of terror.’


  ‘I’ll pop over there at once!’ Batgirl said, turning on her heels and striding to the door.


  ‘For heaven’s sake, be careful Batgirl. We still haven’t been able to reach Batman and Robin. You’re all alone in this.’


  ‘I’ll be OK Chief’ Batgirl said, exiting the door.


  * * *


  Batgirl arrived at Mr. Layhee’s office. It was closed. She pulled out her Batgirl lock pick and was in the door in seconds.


  ‘Mr. Layhee?’ Batgirl announce, carefully walking through the office, listening for any response.


  She crept down the hall, looking into the various offices along the way. Nothing. At the end of the hall was a door. On the outside it read:


  Ernest Layhee, Senior Partner


  She knocked on the door and then hearing no response, opened the door and peered inside. It was dark. She felt for the light switch and turned it on.


  Mr. Layhee was sitting at his desk, but her wasn’t moving. Batgirl walked behind him and touched him. He slumped forward in his seat, his head smacking the top of his desk. She was too late. He was dead. She propped him up and noticed a set of scratch marks on the front of his shirt. Catwoman.


  Batgirl began to search the office. To the casual observer, everything would have seemed normal, but to Batgirl’s keen sense of intuition it was obvious that someone had already rifled the office thoroughly. There was no paperwork regarding the Ashlyn’s what so ever.


  ‘Damn!’ She curse turning to leave.


  Her foot kicked something. She bent down and picked it up. It was a small acrylic paper weight. She looked at it and almost put it down but thought better of it. Something about it caught her eye. It wasn’t the small figure of a woman in sexy lingerie that was encased in the clear acrylic. It was the shape of the paper weight itself. It was shaped like a cat.


  Batgirl turned the paper weight over and looked at it. On the bottom of the paperweight was the name and address of the company who made it.


  
    The Totally Terrific Trophy Emporium 1625 Ming Court

  

  Batgirl stopped and thought. Ming court. ‘Ming is Chinese for meow.’ She said softly. ‘I wonder.’


  * * *


  Batgirl followed the lead and soon found herself outside the Totally Terrific Trophy Emporium on Ming Court. It looked deserted. She walked up to the front door and tried to open it. It was locked. A sign hung in the window.


  Closed for Renovation


  Something about this didn’t seem right and Batgirl decided to check it out further. She walked around the side of the building and using her Batgirl rope, got herself up to the second floor. From there it was easy to pry open a window and slip inside.


  Batgirl quickly found that the upstairs portion of the building was completely abandoned. So she quietly walked down the stairs to the first floor.


  At the bottom of the stairs was a door. She carefully opened it and found herself in an immense showroom. Rows and rows of neatly arranged trophies and plaques, as well as some large statues and huge clear Lucite artworks clogged the main showroom. In the back of the showroom was another door.


  Batgirl took a quick look around at the various trophies and plaques. Nothing interesting. Just for a moment, she thought that maybe the paperweight was meaningless, but that feeling quickly passed as she opened the door in the back of the showroom and looked inside.


  It was like she had walked into another world. It was a massive, dimly lit room, decorated with soft pillows and fine silks. The floor was made up of large pink marble and clear, Lucite tiles, each twelve feet square, making up a huge checkerboard pattern. Thirty feet to the left of the door, was a huge trophy that seemed oddly familiar. Intrigued, Batgirl went to take a look.


  It turned out to a life-sized bronze of herself, in a typical Batgirl pose; Her legs slightly spread and her hands at her hips. It was very lifelike. On the base of the trophy read:


  Batgirl Sexiest Woman in Gotham


  Batgirl realized that this was a replica, only much larger of the trophy she would receive later at the Apparel Obsessia Awards dinner.


  ‘Hello, Batgirl.’


  Batgirl, spun around to find Catwoman lounging on a mass of pink silk pillows at the far end of the room. She was dressed in her super tight, shiny, black catsuit.


  ‘Catwoman!’


  ‘Welcome, Batgirrrl.’ She purred, sliding her left gloved hand over her breasts seductively. ‘I hope you had a good time at the studio. So nice of you to… drop by.’


  ‘Very droll, Catwoman.’ Batgirl responded, slowly walking towards her. ‘Nice trophy.’


  ‘Do you like it Batgirl?’ Catwoman responded, her mood changing. ‘That foolish Harvey Ashlyn made a terrible mistake trying to give that to you. Everybody knows that Catwoman is the sexiest woman in Gotham!’


  ‘You can show your trophy to your cellmates, when you are back in prison.’


  ‘You’re purrr..spective on the situation, Batgirl, is, as usual, completely contorted. You are my prisoner here.’


  ‘I think you’re overestimate your abilities, Catwoman. When have you ever been able to take me one on one?’ Batgirl said, continuing across the room, now half way across.


  ‘I wouldn’t come any closer, Batgirl.’


  Batgirl, stopped, put her hands on her hips defiantly and smiled broadly. Then started forward again.


  ‘I’m so scared-‘ Batgirl started to say, as she walked out of her high heeled pumps and stumbled forward. She regained her balance and looked down confused to find that both of her stocking feet were stuck in an centimeter of clear ooze. She struggled to pull her feet from ooze, but it was useless. Though she was able to lift them, she couldn’t get them out. Strings of clear material held her tightly in check.


  ‘Oooo’ Batgirl said, feeling her feet squish in and out of the thick goo. She pulled her legs but it was useless. The ooze had her firmly in its clutches. She looked up at Catwoman who was laughing wildly then back down at her stocking feet. She was now standing in a couple of inches of ooze. She was sinking.


  Batgirl realizing the situation, considered launching herself backwards onto the solid ground, but luckily, looked behind her first. A Lucite panel was sliding silently away from her, exposing more ooze. Batgirl struggled wildly to free herself as the thin panel disappeared beneath the marble section, six feet behind her, but her struggles only made her sink deeper.


  Batgirl looked around her panicking. There was ooze all around her. The solid pink marble sections were six feet away in all directions.


  And she was sinking. She struggled to pull her feet free but it was no use, she just continued to sink. Her dark stocking feet were completely under the surface now. The ooze felt strangely warm as it enveloped the legs of her thin catsuit… and thick.


  ‘Oh god!’ Batgirl cried, as she pulled viciously at her legs. It was pointless. She was utterly helpless in the thick gooey stuff. She had visions of herself sinking to her death, when suddenly, she hit solid ground. She looked down finding herself buried in twelve inches of clear ooze.


  With the ground below her as an ally, she quickly tried to pull her legs free of the ooze, but she could barely move them. They were completely stuck. Undaunted, she put her hands behind her knee and pulled up on her leg with all her strength. Even with that incredible effort, she was only able to lift her foot a few inches, and that was it. She couldn’t possibly pull it free. The warm, sticky substance clung to her legs, holding her in place.


  ‘Oh god, It’s like glue!’


  ‘Very purrrceptive, Batgirl.’ Catwoman purred, as she got up from her soft pillows and slowly approached the pit of ooze. Stopping at it’s edge, she put her index finger up to her mouth and bit down on her razor sharp claw, smiling. ‘It’s my Purrrfectly Perrrverted Bondage Adheasive Batgirl. A fiendish, new invention of mine.’


  ‘Uggh..Uggh! Batgirl grunted, getting more and more frustrated that she couldn’t lift her feet from the thick ooze.


  ‘Oh, that’s right, struggle. You know I love to watch you struggle, Batgirl. It makes me wet just watching you.’


  ‘If you think it is so much fun, why don’t you join me?’


  ‘Very well, I will’


  Catwoman walked around behind Batgirl, and to Batgirl’s amazement, stepped into the glue. Then to her absolute astonishment, She watched Catwoman pull her foot free and take another step toward her. Anticipating Batgirl’s question Catwoman explained.


  ‘My outfit is made of Catslick Material, a special anti-adhesive fiber, Batgirl. The glue won’t stick to it.’


  As Catwoman slowly approached, Batgirl continued to struggle. She was completely helpless, and tiring quickly.


  Catwoman stopped a couple of feet away from her. Batgirl, tried to turn to fight but found she couldn’t.


  ‘You look tired, Batgirl.’ Catwoman said smiling. ‘I think maybe you should lie down!’


  ‘No! Catwo-‘ Batgirl screamed, but it was too late. Catwoman taking advantage of Batgirl’s crippled state, easily grabbed her shoulders and pulled her backwards.


  Batgirl’s fell backwards into the glue with a sickening sludgghidhfhg. She landed on her rear and back and had instinctively tried to break her fall with her hands. Now she was on her back with her arms buried up to her elbows. She tried to pull herself up but found herself helplessly stuck.


  ‘You Bitch!’ Batgirl screamed, her struggles causing her body to ooze slightly deeper into the warm glue. Catwoman stepped over the prone figure of Batgirl with a leg on either side of her waist.


  ‘Don’t struggle too much, Batgirl.’ Catwoman said, lifting her boot from the glue and placing the toe on Batgirl’s sternum.


  ‘You might sink…’ She said, pressing down, pushing Batgirl further into the ooze.


  ‘Oh God! Please don’t!…uggh!’


  
    
      WILL CATWOMAN DROWN BATGIRL IN THE HIDEOUS BONDAGE ADHESIVE? WHAT A STICKY SITUATION!
    


    
      STAY TUNED
    

  

  Chapter 8


  …Batgirl’s fell backwards into the glue with a sickening sludgghidhfhg. She landed on her rear and back, and unfortunately had instinctively tried to break her fall with her hands. Now she was on her back with her arms buried up to her elbows. She tried to pull herself up, but found herself helplessly stuck.


  ‘You Bitch!’ Batgirl screamed, her struggles causing her body to ooze slightly deeper into the warm glue. Catwoman stepped over the prone figure of Batgirl with a leg on either side of her waist.


  ‘Don’t struggle too much, Batgirl.’ Catwoman said, lifting her boot from the glue and placing the toe on Batgirl’s sternum.


  ‘You might sink…’ She said, pressing down, pushing Batgirl further into the ooze.


  ‘Oh God! Please don’t!…uggh!’


  Catwoman removed her toe and straddled Batgirl again.


  ‘Don’t worry, Batgirl. I’m not going to let you die… Yet. I’m going to let you purrrcolate a bit first…’ Catwoman said quietly, her eyes narrowing slightly. ‘A little diversion purrrhaps…’


  Catwoman turned and pulled Batgirl’s knees apart, forcing the outsides of them into the glue. When she was finished, the soles of Batgirl’s stocking feet were facing each other and her legs were spread wide open, the outside of her knees, stuck deep into the glues sticky clutches.


  Catwoman, pulled out a long silver vibrator from behind her back and turning, buried one end of it into the glue, hard up against Batgirl’s pussy. Then she turned it on. Batgirl struggled to get away from the touch of the vibrator, but it was useless. It was literally glued to the thin patent material covering her pussy.


  ‘Now, that you are suitably entertained. I think that the only fair thing for you to do is entertain me.’ Catwoman said, getting down on her knees, and straddling Batgirl’s face.


  ‘Pleasure me, Batgirl.’


  Batgirl, didn’t move.


  ‘You’re in no position to refuse. I can be very purrrsuasive…’ Catwoman said, pushing down on Batgirl’s forehead, forcing the back of her head into glue.


  ‘Oh god, No!’


  ‘Suck Batgirl!’ Catwoman said, pushing crotch of her Catsuit hard against Batgirl’s mouth.


  Batgirl had no choice but to comply. She opened her mouth and sucked at the thin material covering Catwoman’s pussy. She pushed up with her tongue and sucked, searching for her clitoris.


  ‘Oh, that’s right, Batgirl. Right there… ohhh yes. Harder.’


  Batgirl continued to satisfy Catwoman as the vibrator between her legs, purred on, it’s knowing touch, firmly attached right above her clitoris. She began to gyrate her hips in unison with Catwoman and soon both women were in a state of frenzy.


  ‘Oh YES Bagirl! Yes!’


  Catwoman came first, followed shortly there after by Batgirl. When the waves of passion subsided. Catwoman got off Batgirl and stood up.


  ‘Batgirl, you are amazing.’ she said, looking down at the still struggling form of Batgirl, half buried in glue. ‘I want to remember you just like this…


  …But maybe with a different pose…’


  ‘What are you doing to me?’ Batgirl asked, as Catwoman stuck her gloved hands in the glue and pulled Batgirl’s legs until they were straight out and slightly spread.


  ‘Posing you, Batgirl’ Catwoman responded as she positioned Batgirl hands at her hips.


  Batgirl struggled to free herself but she was completely helpless.


  ‘Get me out of here, this stuff is hardening!’ Batgirl screamed, trying to move but finding it impossible to do so.


  ‘Correct, Batgirl! As the adhesive cools, it set into a purrrfectly clear Lucite, with you and your luscious body trapped in its rock hard, inescapable shell… purrrmanently!’ Catwoman said, laughing as she walked to the wall and pulled a switch.


  ‘Ah!…Augh!’


  Batgirl heard a click and looked up at the ceiling. A eight by four foot metal frame was slowly lowering towards her, She could do nothing but helplessly watch as it cut into the glue, until it surrounded her body, sticking two feet out of the surface.


  Catwoman, walked back to Batgirl, pulling a long hose.


  ‘Another one of a kind item, Batgirl…’ Catwoman laughed, turning the nozzle of the hose, releasing clear glue, that began to ooze into the into frame. ‘A Batgirl, PAPERWEIGHT!’


  ‘No!… Ugggh!’ Batgirl grunted trying to move in the hardening, bondage adhesive. It was useless. She could barely move. She was powerless as the softer, warmer adhesive slowly oozed from the nozzle, rising around her exposed body parts.


  Catwoman placed the nozzle in a specially made holder at the top of the frame, and smiled as the goo oozed into the frame, slowly covering the remainder of Batgirl’s helpless body.


  ‘Oh god! Uggh!…’ Batgirl grunted, struggling with all her might as she felt the sickening was glue glob over her thighs. Catwoman watched Batgirl’s reactions with rapt fascination. Batgirl was giving it everything she had, but her fate was sealed. Her horrific death was now a sure certainty.


  ‘I would love to stay and watch, Batgirl, but I have plans to attend to. Plus, figure I have all time I want to admire you, when you’re hanging on my wall!’


  ‘No..Catwoman! Don’t leave me like this! Ugghhh…’


  Catwoman, turned, walked to the door and paused.


  ‘Don’t move, Batgirl. I want to remember you just like you are!’ She said, laughing as she ducked out the door and fled, leaving Batgirl to die.


  * * *


  Valerie Ashlyn put her toe in the second jet-black stocking and then slowly pulled it over her small foot, and then up her smooth tan leg, being particularly careful to pull it tightly and evenly all the way up. With both stockings on, she laid back in the soft sofa and raised her legs in the air, bending them slightly at the knee. She pointed her toes and then moved her hands to the outsides of her shapely ankles, sliding them slowly over the soft nylon downward, then over her knees and inward towards her moist pussy.


  She lingered there awhile allowing herself time to enjoy the sensations, then stood, and walked to the mirror.


  The dark stockings shimmered in the soft lighting, outlining the outsides of her incredible legs first with a line of midnight black, then a region of dark sexual sable, finally converging into a sensual, fleshy chocolate. This pair of stockings were so tall that the black stay-up tops touched her pubic hair. They needed to be; The black patent, halter dress she had chosen for the Apparel Obsessia Awards Dinner was insanely short… and tight.


  Valerie stepped into her black stiletto pumps and smiled. Batgirl was drowning in the bondage adhesive. Catwoman said that she would be dead by four o’clock. How delicious. Tonight was going to be a wonderful night. She moved her hands down her nude body and between her slightly spread legs. The dinner wasn’t until nine o’clock. She had time…


  * * *


  Batgirl looked down over her prone, helplessly mired body, at the thick, gooey adhesive oozing into what now amounted to a vat of clear, slow rising death.


  ‘Auggh!’ She grunted trying to lift any part of her body from the sticky nightmare. It was pointless. She now barely move. The glue was hardening. She couldn’t move her feet at all.


  The glue oozed up her stomach and then around her breasts, creating two purple islands in the clear placid surface.


  ‘Oh god, I can’t move!’ Batgirl screamed, straining at the hardening epoxy, as the warmer, softer glue on top, oozed upwards surrounding her head and creeping up the outside of her breasts. In a matter of minutes the glue was around her ears and chin. She could smell its strange chemical aroma and feel its warm embrace on her skin.


  She had to do something now. Right now. But what?! She certainly couldn’t pull her arms out, or the rest of her for that matter. But she had to do something!


  She thought about the pink constrictor candy. Maybe that would work here too. She strained with all her might and was just able to touch the button that heated up her utility belt.


  She could feel the utility belt slowly get warm and then hot. She thought that she was onto something, as the glue around her waist softened, but her hopes were soon dispelled. All it did was allow her slightly more room to struggle, -and get completely frustrated in. Though the glue got soft, it was still incredibly thick and sticky and there was absolutely no way that Batgirl was going to be able to pull her arms out. Hell, she could move them more than a few inches.


  ‘Oh god!’ Batgirl cried, as she felt the glue crest her chin and creep up towards her lower lip. ‘Augh!…’


  Suddenly Batgirl remembered something. Something that she had put in her utility belt last month, but never used. She closed her mouth as the glue crested her lower and then upper lip, as she strained with all her might to lift open a compartment on her belt. She could only get it open a half an inch, but that was just enough.


  With an amazing feat of concentration, as the glue touched the lower part of her nose, Batgirl cracked the top of the vile in the compartment releasing a red chemical.


  The glue began to react at once as Batgirl took what she knew would be her last breath for quite awhile, then relaxed, conserving oxygen. The red chemical began melting the glue into a clear liquid letting off a mass of thick white, and very deadly, smoke. The glue reacted instantly, but because there was so much of it, it took almost two minutes before Batgirl was able to pull herself free and jump from the hazardous chemical cloud and ripping off her smoking catsuit, cowl, wig and stockings.


  Then she staggered away and collapsed. Taking a huge breath. She was alive! She took another huge breath and looked back at the pit of glue. The Chemical and glue had combined to form an incredibly unstable, and dangerous compound, which was now boiling madly at the bottom of the pit. She got up to go and noticed a business card next to her. She grabbed it and stood up.


  She took a look at the pit of glue. It was going to blow. She had no time to lose. She had to get out now. She turned and ran at full speed for the exit. She just got out the door before the explosion. The force of the explosion knocked her to the ground. She turned and looked the building that was now completely engulfed in flames. She still couldn’t believe she was alive. She looked down at her nude body and wondered how she was going to get home. She had nothing to wear home except…


  Batgirl walked quickly to the Batgirl cycle and pulled out the purple Sensi-suit, and as fast as she possibly could, put it on. It still had the same amazing effect on her. She would have to try this Sensi-suit out later in the privacy of her own home. She then grabbed a paper bag and punched two hole in it for eyes and put it over her head. People were really going to stare today…


  She climbed aboard the Batgirl Cycle and started the engine. The massive dull rumbling of her cycle caused the dildo inside of her to vibrate. She only got a mile before the first orgasm. This was going to be some ride home.


  * * *


  Batgirl arrived home thoroughly exhausted. She would have felt more of a fool driving home, if it weren’t for the fact that she had to use all her mental energy just to stay on her Batgirl cycle. The devious Sensi-suit did what it was designed to do. By the end of the journey she was literally humping the seat in wild abandon. She had to get it off of her before, she went absolutely crazy.


  She ripped the bag off of her head, pulled the purple Sensi-suit off of her body and started the tub. It took over twenty minutes to get the glue off. Things were going to change. Catwoman would pay for this. That was for certain. She climbed out of the tub and began to towel off.


  Then she remembered the business card. She walked to her Batgirl Cycle and pulled the card from the storage trunk. It was a business card to a fetish boutique. She decided that she would do a little late evening shopping before making her appearance at the awards dinner.


  * * *


  As Batgirl entered the east side of Gotham, dusk fell upon the city. The darkness held out it arms and slowly gathered in the last of the eerie twilight, casting a dark violet glow on the surrounding buildings. It almost looked surreal, as she took a left on Industry Parkway, and then a right down a small, dimly lit side street.


  Batgirl made her way along the darkening street until she reached the address shown on the card: 1425 Vinyl Lane. She parked her Batgirl cycle along the side of the building, well out of sight of any passers by, and walked back to the front of the store.


  Batgirl shot a quick glance at the darkening street around her. It was deserted. Not suprising; This area of Gotham consisted entirely of industrial warehouses and factories.


  Batgirl looked down at the soiled business card she held in her hand. She was in front of a small, black store front, with no windows. A small, red neon sign hung above the door in stark contrast to the dark surroundings.


  It read:


  Valerie’s Very Private Leather and Fetish Boutique.


  ‘Strange area for a place like this to be in.’ Batgirl said quietly to herself, as she approached the door to the store.


  Taking a last look around, Batgirl cautiously opened the door and walked inside. As soon as she was inside, the red neon sign above the door, turned off ominously.


  The store was much, much, larger than it looked from the outside. It was overstocked with a huge supply of very neatly arranged, erotic leather, latex, and PVC apparel, as well as a very large assortment of bondage paraphernalia. Batgirl was secretly overwhelmed with the selection and wished that she had gone there as Barbara Gordon, instead of Batgirl. She couldn’t help but slide her gloved hand along a particularly cute, red PVC teddy as she walked along.


  ‘Batgirl! What an honor!’


  Batgirl, looked up from the teddy to see a beautiful woman enter the showroom from a room behind the sales counter. She was in her late twenties, and smiled as she walked forward. She obviously enjoyed fetish clothing, for she was dressed to kill.


  She was wearing an extremely tight and shiny, black-PVC, turtleneck dress that gleamed in the soft lighting. It was super tight and was so short that the black tops of her opera length stockings, peeked out beneath its hem. She complimented the outfit with a pair of short, black patent gloves and a pair of ridiculously high, black patent stiletto heels. A shiny chain belt was attached around her waist with a small padlock. Very kinky. Her blond hair was cut in a short, layered look, which bounced in unison with her hips, as she sauntered sexily forward.


  ‘I’m Valerie Ashlyn.’


  ‘Of Apparel Obsessia fame?’ Batgirl, asked raising her eyebrow. ‘Is this some kind of offshoot store?’


  ‘Yes, I am and no… this is my private boutique. It caters to the… let’s say kinkier side of our clientele.’


  ‘Kinkier side?’ Batgirl thought to herself. How much kinkier could you get than Apparel Obsessia.


  ‘Normally Batgirl, I see people by appointment only, but with you, I will gladly make an exception.’ she purred, stopping close enough so Batgirl could smell her subtle, yet intoxicating perfume.


  ‘Can I show you anything in particular? Maybe a new patent teddy perhaps.’


  ‘Possibly…’ Batgirl said, stalling, feigning interest in a beautiful black bustier.


  Valerie smiled, trying to hide the excitement she was feeling. When the security system had first picked up the sound of the Batgirl cycle outside, Valerie had been beside herself. Her dismay was understandable. She was sure that she was dead. Catwoman had assure her that Batgirl would be dead at four o’clock.


  ‘…no one escapes that sticky goo.’ Catwoman had said, laughing.


  ‘No one but Batgirl’ Valerie said, quietly to herself, watching Batgirl casually admire a particular fine pair of custom, stiletto shoes.


  Luckily for Valerie, it had taken Batgirl time to stash her cycle; That had given her time to calm down and formulate a plan. Things weren’t so bad. Catwoman had helped install some Bat-traps in the boutique, just in case. Now all she had to do was catch her. The thought sort of excited her.


  In fact, her pussy was wet, with the prospect of capturing her. A fitting pay-back for her step father’s misplaced adoration. She couldn’t help but slide her gloved hands down over the front of her breasts, as she looked at Batgirl in her exquisitely sexual costume.


  The glue had obviously ruined her Batgirl Catsuit because now she was dressed in an incredibly tight purple turtleneck teddy, that fit every curve of her sumptuous body. It was cut very high on her hips, showing off her incredible legs, which were encased in a pair of sheer, jet-black pantyhose.


  An area of patent material, just above her breasts, had been cut out in the shape of a bat and replaced with sheer black material, offering a excellent view of Batgirl’s ample cleavage. She could understand why so many male and female master criminals had been taken off guard by her sexual charms. She could imagine them looking at her sumptuous body, as a high heeled ankle boot smashed into their face. Valerie would not give Batgirl the chance.


  ‘Would you like me to help you into something?’ Valerie asked, innocently. ‘I would love to put you into something tight… maybe even a little… constricting.’


  ‘Are you talking about apparel or bondage?’ Batgirl said, with a slight smile.


  Valerie didn’t answer right away. She felt herself get even wetter at the thought of putting Batgirl in bondage, but she kept a cool exterior, only smiling a bit wickedly and walking around Batgirl to the wall.


  ‘I would be happy to help you into either.’ Valerie said, noticing that Batgirl was examining a particularly exquisite, purple, leather singleglove. She moved a step closer and smiled.


  ‘Ooo, you like the singleglove. I’m sure you would look great in it.’ Valerie said her eyebrows narrowing slightly. ‘It’s so supple, almost inviting. It’s made from the very softest imported Italian lambskin. But don’t let the touch of the leather fool you. It’s extremely well constructed. We use a special adhesive and then stitch it together by hand. I guarantee that once you’re strapped in, well… it’s quite inescapable.’


  ‘Inescapable?’ Batgirl said, playing along.


  ‘Your arms go in the sleeve behind your back and then it get zipped up, forcing your elbows together. The straps cross over your chest and buckle in back, keeping it firmly in place… after a few minutes it’s wonderfully uncomfortable…’


  ‘I’m sure it is.’ Batgirl said, hanging up the singleglove and casually walking on, hiding the twinge of excitement that she felt. She had to come back here… Later.


  Batgirl walked by the sales counter and paused picking up a business card from dispenser. It was the same as the one she had found at the trophy emporium.


  Valerie walked behind the counter and faced Batgirl, noticing her interest in the card.


  ‘Have you seen anything that interests you?’


  ‘Yes, this card. I found one just like it thing afternoon. Catwoman dropped it.’ Batgirl said, turning, to face Valerie, spreading her legs slightly and putting her hands on her hips.


  ‘Catwoman?’ Valerie said, trying to sound suprised. ‘She’s one of our best customers. In fact, she recently special ordered a very unusual item. Her Sex Kittens and I just finished building it downstairs…


  …It’s unbelievably EVIL, Batgirl. Would you like to have a look at it?’


  ‘I don’t think so.’ Batgirl said, backing up slightly.


  ‘But Catwoman had us build it especially for YOU, Batgirl!…’ Valerie said breaking into a wide smile.


  Batgirl knew she was in trouble, but it was too late. Before she could react, Valerie reached under the counter and pushed a button. A six foot square area of floor below Batgirl’s feet, separated into eight parts and hinged downward, sending her through the hole in the floor, onto a steep slide below. The slide fed into a small room, where she was unceremoniously deposited, rear first.


  For a brief second, Batgirl was disoriented, but she quickly recovered. Jumping to her feet, she turned to the wall behind her, just in time to see a panel slide closed over the opening she had slid through.


  ‘Goodnight, Batgirl.’ a speaker at the top of the ceiling broadcast. A second later a thick white gas began to feed into the room at foot level. Batgirl was helpless as the thick gas slowly rose, filling the room. As the gas overcame her, the room began to fade, and she fell to the floor, unconscious.


  * * *


  Batgirl awoke to a throbbing in her head. She tried to put her hand to her head to ease the pain and found that she couldn’t move her arms. See opened her eyes and looked about groggily. She was lying on her stomach, in the middle of an opulent room, on a mass of soft pillows.


  Valerie, now dressed in a sheer, black nylon bodystocking, was feeding the final strap of the purple leather singleglove Batgirl had seen earlier, into the buckle behind Batgirl’s shoulder blade.


  ‘Wake up, wake up, Batgirl.’ Valerie sang, in a fairy tale voice, as she tightened the strap in place.


  The room stopped spinning and Batgirl’s senses quickly returned.


  She tested the singleglove and indeed found it inescapable. The soft purple leather, conformed tightly to her arms, pulling her elbows together behind her back. Valerie had also tied her ankles together with a strand of white rope. She was completely helpless..


  ‘Let me out of this thing!’ She ordered, struggling against the singleglove in frustration.


  ‘I don’t think so.’ Valerie said, grabbing a red ball gag. ‘I caught you fair and square, so your mine to play with until Catwoman arrives.’


  ‘Listen Valerie-‘ But that was all she could get out before Valerie worked the rubber ball behind her teeth and buckled it tightly in place behind her head.


  ‘MMpph! Mmpphhrpp!’ Batgirl screamed into her gag, struggling in earnest now against the singleglove and ropes that Valerie had so expertly applied.


  ‘That’s right, Batgirl struggle. Struggle harder. You have no idea how much I love to see you squirm. It’s making me unbelievably wet.’ Valerie whispered. She lifted Batgirl to a sitting position, and moved behind her, wrapping her arms around Batgirl’s waist, pulling her close against her body. Batgirl tried to pull away, but she was helpless as Valerie’s right hand moved to her breast, while her other slid down the front of her purple teddy and between her legs.


  ‘Your teddy is so thin and tight Batgirl. It means you’re going to feel everything.’ She said and she pinched Batgirl’s breast.’


  ‘Ummph!’ Batgirl reacted, again fighting to get free. But the singleglove was cunningly secure, and all her fervent struggles were in vain. Valerie, enjoying the squirming form of Batgirl, reached behind her and produced a large, red vibrator. She showed it too Batgirl, turned it on and pushed it between Batgirl’s legs.


  Buzzzzzz


  ‘Relax Batgirl.’ Valerie cooed quietly in Batgirl ear, as she watched her hips begin to gyrate under the pressure of the vibrator. ‘You should enjoy this short time we have together; Because I guarantee you won’t enjoy the device that we built for you. I don’t want to let the cat out of the bag, so to speak but…’


  Valerie shut off the vibrator, grabbed Batgirl by the back of her hair, and turned her head toward her. Batgirl stopped moving her hips, opened her eyes to see Valerie only inches away.


  ‘…I get wet just thinking of you helplessly struggling in there, Batgirl.’ Valerie said, softly kissing her on the cheek, as she turned the vibrator back on high, and plunged it between Batgirl’s legs.


  Batgirl’s feeling of helplessness intensified. She was well aware of Catwoman’s devious mind. She struggled against the singleglove again in another vain hope at escape. It was no use. It held her arms tightly behind her back. All she could do was wait and hope that somehow she would get free. What did Catwoman have in store for her?


  
    
      WHAT HIDEOUS DEVICE HAS CATWOMAN HAD VALERIE AND THE SEX KITTENS BUILD FOR BATGIRL DOWNSTAIRS…? I KNOW YOU’RE DYING TO KNOW…
    

  

  Chapter 9


  …Buzzzzzz


  ‘Relax Batgirl.’ Valerie cooed quietly in Batgirl ear, as she watched her hips begin to gyrate under the pressure of the vibrator. ‘You should enjoy this short time we have together; Because I guarantee you won’t enjoy the device that we built for you. I don’t want to let the cat out of the bag, so to speak but…’


  Valerie shut off the vibrator, grabbed Batgirl by the back of her hair, and turned her head toward her. Batgirl stopped moving her hips, opened her eyes to see Valerie only inches away.


  ‘…I get wet just thinking of you helplessly struggling in there, Batgirl.’ Valerie said, softly kissing her on the cheek, as she turned the vibrator back on high, and plunged it between Batgirl’s legs.


  Batgirl’s feeling of helplessness intensified. She was well aware of Catwoman’s devious mind. She struggled against the singleglove again in another vain hope at escape. It was no use. It held her arms tightly behind her back. All she could do was wait and hope that somehow she would get free. What did Catwoman have in store for her?


  * * *


  Catwoman arrived with the rest of the Sex kittens to find Batgirl nicely packaged in a purple singleglove and red ballgag. The sight of Batgirl, now writhing in unfulfilled ecstasy at the cruel hands of Valerie Ashlyn, made her pussy wet with excitement.


  ‘Batgirl!’ Catwoman exclaimed.


  Batgirl opened her eyes and looked up at the sleek figure of Catwoman, standing in the doorway. She wa wearing black fishnet pantyhose under a long sleeved, black, turtleneck teddy, that was every bit as shiny and tight as her own. Her mask was removed, and her dark hair cascaded down around her shoulders, framing her striking features.


  ‘You are amazing Batgirl. I leave you alone, all nice and comfy in my bondage adhesive and what do you do? You escape. I knew I should have waited until it devoured you. Oh well, it doesn’t matter; Now, it just means we have more time play.’


  Catwoman sauntered forward, the six inch heels of her black-patent ankle boots, echoing on the floor as she walked. As Catwoman approached, Valerie removed the vibrator from Batgirl’s thrusting crotch and smiled.


  ‘I see you’ve met the lovely Miss Ashlyn.’ Catwoman said, as she stopped over the two women. ‘She seems to have taken quite a liking towards you, Batgirl… and you seem to be enjoying it, despite yourself…’


  ‘…Before you get too attached, I must warn you that she has the most wonderful evil streak. An evil streak that she has turned primarily in your direction. You might be interested to know that her father had a real crush on you. It seems that he left you a lot of money. Money, she feels should rightly be hers. And now that you’ve fallen into our clutches again, it will be. You see, with you out of the way, that money reverts back to her. Of course a bit goes to me as well.


  Catwoman got down on her knees next to Valerie and Batgirl, and slowly slid her hand up Batgirl’s stocking thigh.


  ‘You’ve done very well, Valerie! I guess this makes you an OFFICIAL Sex Kitten now.’


  ‘Cool.’ Valerie cooed, proudly.


  ‘Batgirl looks quite excited. Have you let her come?’


  ‘Absolutely not, Catwoman…’ Valerie said, teasingly pushing the vibrator against Batgirl’s pussy, and pulling it away again. ‘I’ve driven her into a absolute frenzy!’


  ‘Purrrfect. It would be a shame if Batgirl was to come too early. She hasn’t been put in the chamber yet. Untie her ankles and remove her lovely boots. I want to test her sensitivity.’


  Talon stepped in and helped Valerie carry out Catwoman’s orders. They untied Batgirl’s ankles, unlaced her purple, five-inch, stiletto ankle boots and pulled her wriggling, stocking feet free.


  Catwoman, sat down on the pillows and took Batgirl’s left ankle from Valerie.


  ‘You have such sexy feet, Batgirl.’ She purred, as her mouth moved downward. To Batgirl’s suprise, Catwoman began to suck her stocking covered toes, alternating between gentle bites and soft kisses. Her tongue moved along the soft nylon encasing her foot, diving between her toes and licking her tender arches. Strangely enough, this was the first time anyone had done this to Batgirl, and she found it incredibly arousing.


  Catwoman watched Batgirl’s reaction and smiled. She could tell immediately that Batgirl was enjoying it. Her feet were indeed very sensitive. So much so, that Catwoman couldn’t imagine what she would be like after a few minutes in the chamber. Catwoman’s pussy grew wet at the thought of it. She could already see Batgirl struggling.


  Catwoman, momentarily had the urge to rip off Batgirl’s clothes and screw her right there, but she didn’t. She didn’t want to burn her kinky, little feast. She wanted Batgirl to simmer.


  She took time with each of Batgirl feet, slowly kissing and caressing each sensitive area in turn, enjoying the reactions her expert touch produced. When she was satisfied that Batgirl was ready, Catwoman moved on up her stocking legs.


  Batgirl could tell Catwoman had done this before. She was driving her crazy. Chills went up Batgirl’s spine as Catwoman’s soft, knowing tongue moved up the inside of Batgirl’s knee, and then to the inside of her thigh.


  As the passion rose inside of her, Batgirl began to moan quietly into her gag. Catwoman looked at her face. Batgirl’s eyes were tightly shut. Her breathing was getting heavier, and every once and a while, she would remove her lips from the ballgag, revealing her white teeth upon its shiny, red surface.


  She strained at the singleglove, her struggles only heightening her sense of arousal.


  And she was becoming very aroused. Her hips slowly gyrated under Catwoman’s command, and her stocking feet were pointing straight out, straining for release. Batgirl could feel Catwoman’s hot breath on the upper most portion of her inner thighs, and then the lightest of kisses on the thin material covering her pussy. But the touch was fleeting.


  Instead, Catwoman’s mouth went up Batgirl’s body, pausing to suck on the thin material covering her firm nipples, playfully biting her, making her body swirm in delight.


  Then Catwoman straddled the helpless figure of Batgirl. Batgirl could feel her strong thighs tightly squeeze her body as Catwoman concentrated on her neck and ears. Her moist tongue moved about with reckless abandon, sending shivers down Batgirl’s entire body.


  Catwoman reached behind Batgirl’s head, released the buckle, and pulled the rubber ball from her mouth. Then she kissed her hard. A strong violent kiss, to which Batgirl responded in turn. As their tongues danced, Catwoman’s hands moved to Batgirl’s breasts, messaging and caressing them through the thin material of her teddy.


  Batgirl arched her back and pulled at her arms in the single glove. Passion ripped through her body. She wanted Catwoman. She wanted her now.


  Catwoman, however, had other plans.


  She stopped their incredible kiss and slowly removed her mouth, a single string of saliva briefing joining the two women, before breaking onto Batgirl’s quivering, open mouth and chin.


  ‘You have a very sensitive body, Batgirl.’ Catwoman said, looking deep into Batgirl’s misty eyes. ‘That’s good. It will make your struggles in the chamber even more hideously delicious.’


  Catwoman smiled, allowing only Batgirl a couple of seconds to ponder what she meant, before beginning again, her breasts rubbing against Batgirl as she slid slowly downward.


  Catwoman slid all the way down and started on Batgirl’s stocking feet again. Before, the touch of Catwoman’s dancing tongue on her stocking feet, was arousing; Now it was dynamite. Batgirl was writhing in pleasure as Catwoman’s mouth surrounded her toes and feet.


  Catwoman saw how turned on Batgirl was and decided to raise the stakes. She moved slowly upward, sucking and caressing every part of Batgirl’s luscious legs, then dove into Batgirl’s pussy.


  ‘MMmmmmm’ Batgirl moaned, loudly, thrusting her hips forward.


  Catwoman removed her mouth and smiled.


  Batgirl looked down her body at Catwoman’s smiling face. She was playing with her and it was working. It was driving her crazy. Catwoman opened her mouth and licked her lips seductively, then she moved down on Batgirl and continued her onslaught.


  Batgirl could feel the passion beginning to build inside her body. Even before, without direct clitoral stimulation, Catwoman’s knowing caresses had Batgirl clawing near orgasm. Now she was straining every muscle just so she could release the sexual energy that Catwoman had kindled. It had started as a small fire and built into a giant inferno deep within her. Now, she was about to explode.


  But she didn’t; Just as she was about to come, Catwoman stopped.


  ‘Please don’t stop, please…’ Batgirl whimpered, opening her eyes, her hips still gyrating.


  ‘Is my pretty little pet is enjoying herself?’ Catwoman said smiling, as her hand moved between Batgirl’s legs, slowly caressing her pussy.


  ‘Ohhh… uggghh…’


  Catwoman unsnapped the thin, soaking wet crotch of Batgirl teddy, and with her razor sharp index claw, made an incision in the crotch of her drenched pantyhose.


  ‘Ooo, Batgirl, you’re so wet. Look how wet your pussy is.’ Catwoman purred, slowly stroking Batgirl’s clitoris. ‘How purrrfect.’


  ‘Oh yes… ugggh…’ Batgirl moaned, thrusting her hips against Catwoman’s hand. The passion building like flood waters behind a unstable dike. Catwoman continued to stroke her. Harder now. Faster. All the while, she carefully watched for the signs of Batgirl’s impending orgasm.


  Just as Batgirl was about to explode, she stopped her expert caresses, and stood up.


  Batgirl opened her eyes.


  ‘Oh Catwoman, please…’ Batgirl pleaded, still moving her hips sexily, but now in frustration more than passion. ‘Oh god, don’t stop… Please!’


  ‘Is my poor little Bat-nymph turned on?’ Catwoman said, her eyes narrowing. ‘You don’t know the meaning of being turned on… But you will!…


  …Kittens, prepare her!’


  The Kitten’s turned Batgirl over on her stomach and removed the singleglove. Batgirl, felt the blood rush back into her arms but the feeling was fleeting. The kittens removed the singleglove only to replace it with rope.


  As the kittens held her arms behind her back, Valerie looped some white rope around Batgirl’s gloved wrists binding them tightly together. Talon, meanwhile, looped some more rope around her upper arms, just above her elbows, pulling them together. Then she began to coil the rope around them, lining up the rope in neat rows.


  ‘Tighter. I want her lovely breasts to stick out as far as possible.’ Catwoman said, smiling.


  ‘Aghhh…’ Batgirl moaned.


  ‘…Better. Now tie some rope around her breasts. I want them to be extra sensitive… Purrrfect… Bring her here.’


  The kittens grabbed Batgirl, picked her up on her feet, and dragged her struggling, to Catwoman who had a twelve foot length of rope in her hands.


  ‘Passion and Vixen, hold her still. Valerie, Talon, hold her legs open.’


  The kittens obliged while Catwoman doubled the length of rope and looped it around Batgirl’s waist a couple of times. She then fed the free ends through the loop, then moved the waist rope until the resulting knot was behind Batgirl’s back.


  ‘I love this part.’ Catwoman whispered into her ear, before feeding the ends between her bound wrists, through her spread legs and up and over her waist rope in front.


  ‘What are you doing to me?’ Batgirl said, squirming.


  ‘Come now Batgirl, don’t try to tell me you don’t know what a crotch rope is.’ Catwoman said, slowly pulling down on the rope.


  ‘Noooo..’ Batgirl pleaded, trying to stop the inevitable.


  Catwoman didn’t listen. Instead, she carefully guided the double rope so that it split Batgirl’s labia and then pulled, drawing the rope deep into her pussy.’


  ‘Augh!’


  ‘Tighter, Catwoman!’ Valerie said, excited.


  ‘Aughh!’


  ‘Tight enough?’ Catwoman asked, giving the rope another yank.


  ‘Ahhh…’ Batgirl responded, trying to pull her knees together.


  ‘I guess it is…’ Catwoman purred, tying the rope off. ‘I think she’s ready. Tie her ankles back up, she’ll be easier to handle.’


  The Kittens obliged, tying Batgirl’s squirming, stocking feet together with a piece of white rope.


  ‘Comfy?’ Catwoman asked coyly.


  ‘Perfectly.’ Batgirl responded, defiantly.


  ‘Well, we’ll see to that… take her to the chamber!’


  * * *


  Valerie, Talon, Passion and Vixen, lifted Batgirl, and carried her struggling, to a room next door. They paused at the door to allow Batgirl a good look at what was in store for her.


  It was a huge room and sitting in the middle of it, surrounded by video cameras, was a large cylindrical chamber made of glass. It was set into a solid, red metal base that was bolted to the floor.


  It was about four feet in diameter and nine feet high. About eight feet up on one side, a small circular opening had been cut in the glass. Above and to the right of the glass chamber, was a huge, red shroud, hanging down from the tall ceiling. Something very large was hiding underneath it, but Batgirl was given no time to guess what it was.


  ‘Put her inside!’


  Batgirl didn’t know what the chamber was for, but she knew that if Catwoman designed it, she didn’t want to go in. She struggled against the girls, but it was no use. They had no trouble carrying her behind the chamber, unlocking the glass door, and pushing her inside.


  Once inside the chamber, her ankle ropes were removed. Then as the Passion and Vixen held her body still, Talon helped Valerie attach two thin purple velvet restraints around her slender ankles, locking them in place with two small, bronze padlocks.


  ‘Use the four foot chain. I want to give her plenty of room to struggle.’ Catwoman said, as Valerie connected one restraint to a delicate, four foot metal chain. Then, she fed the chain through a large eyebolt that was set in the center of the chamber floor, and attached it to the other restraint.


  Batgirl lifted a stocking foot and yanked at the thin chain experimentally.


  ‘Those velvet covered restraints are made of solid titanium, Batgirl. As is the chain. Quite beautiful, but more than enough to hold you, I assure you.’ Catwoman said, slowly moving her hands down the outside of her body.


  With her bondage finished, the girls stood up, exited the chamber and began to close the door.


  ‘Wait. Just one more thing…’ Catwoman said, walking behind the chamber. I don’t think Batgirl needs this…’


  Catwoman unlatched Batgirl’s utility belt and pulled it off, setting it outside the chamber.


  ‘Much better. Now she looks purrrfect. Lock her in.’


  Valerie closed and latched the glass door, sealing Batgirl inside. Catwoman in the meantime, went to the left side of the chamber and set some switches. When she was satisfied that everything was satisfactory, she walked around to face Batgirl, who was struggling in vain to release herself from her bondage.


  ‘You’re probably wondering what this all is, Batgirl.’ Catwoman said, gloating.


  ‘I’m sure you’re dying to tell me.’ Batgirl grunted, as she pulled experimentally on the ropes around her wrists, finding them quite secure.


  ‘Oh I am Batgirl… but this time I think I will let you find out for yourself!’


  Catwoman reach around the side of the chamber, and flicked a switch. The huge, red shroud above Batgirl’s left shoulder, silently raised, revealing a massive object, suspended from the ceiling by wires.


  ‘This is great!’ Valerie squealed, like a schoolgirl.


  It was a huge glass funnel, filled to the brim with some type of, shimmering, bright red material. Hanging down at a thirty degree angle from under the funnels spout, was a long, shiny, metal trough.


  For a brief second, time seemed to stand still. Then, suddenly and silently, the whole object turned and swung forward, positioning the end of the metal trough inside the opening above Batgirl’s left shoulder.


  Batgirl, now struggling feverishly, looked up at the trough, and then back to Catwoman, who was rubbing her breasts in anticipation.


  Batgirl heard a strange, metallic click and Catwoman started to laugh diabolically. Batgirl turned her head and looked up. A split-second later, sparkling, powder-fine, red sand began to pour from the funnel’s spout, onto the gleaming metal trough. Batgirl stood mortified as the sand began to slide effortlessly down the metal trough, towards the opening in the glass chamber where she was imprisoned.


  ‘Oh my god, no!’ Batgirl cried, trying desperately to free herself from the cunningly secure ropes and the purple-velvet restraints around her shapely ankles.


  Unfortunately, her struggles only succeeded in tightening the cords around her wrists, which in turn, tightened the crotchrope, drawing it even deeper into her pussy.


  Batgirl, completely powerless to stop the flow of the sand, backed up as far as she could, and watched helplessly, as it slid softly off the edge of the trough, spilling onto the metal floor in front of her. Batgirl watched horrified as the soft sand continued to spill, accumulating in a mound on the floor.


  Then something very strange happened: Batgirl watched in paralyzed fascination, as the dry sand seemed to suddenly liquefy, oozing across the bottom of the chamber like a hideous, shimmering red quicksand.


  Batgirl flinched at it touched her feet and within seconds, it covered a thin layer over the entire floor of the chamber. As she pulled at her wrist ropes, the shimmering red sand slowly rose, creeping up the outside of her dark nylon clad feet.


  As the sand oozed between and then over her stocking toes, it sent sickly chills up Batgirl’s spine. It felt indescribably hideous. So much so that Batgirl immediately got up on her tiptoes, trying to avoid it’s strange caress.


  ‘That’s right, Batgirl. Up on you tiptoes!’ Catwoman laughed, wildly.


  Batgirl looked up at Catwoman, quizzically, and then back down at the shimmering red sand. It was slowly rising up her raised stocking feet. It looked dry but it moved and felt like some sort of grotesque, oozing, wet quicksand. It seemed to lick at her feet, caressing the soft nylon encasing them. Batgirl had never felt anything like it before.


  ‘It’s working!’ Valerie squealed, overjoyed.


  Batgirl shot a glance at Catwoman, then immediately back to the sand, as it continued to creep up her sensitive, raised undersoles. As the sand swelled around her feet, the strange sensations continued, getting even more intense as it crested her raised heel, surrounding her shapely ankles.


  ‘Oh god, what’s happening to my feet?!’ Batgirl exclaimed, slowly pulling her right foot completely out of the thick, oozing sand with a slurp. She looked down at her foot in amazement. It was completely dry. The soft, sheer, black nylon around her foot didn’t glisten like it had when she pulled it from Nora Clavicles’s synthetic quicksand.


  Yet her foot under the surface still felt wet. -Very wet. And strange. -Hideously, hideously strange.


  Panic set in. She had to get her feet out, now! She gingerly pushed down on the sparkling surface of the rising sand with her right foot and slowly pulled her left from the sand. For a second her right foot held above the surface, but just as her left foot was about to emerge from the sand’s sickening caress, her right foot began to slowly slide back in.


  She immediately shifted her weight and tried to lift it out again, but it was too late. To her dismay, she couldn’t find a solid surface to push on. The sand gave way slightly under each foot as she pushed down, and she couldn’t find the leverage to pull either foot free of its sickly caress. Instead, each successive struggle slowly pushed her deeper and deeper, the oozing sand continuing to send chills up her stocking legs as she slowly sank back down to the bottom.


  As soon as she reached bottom, she tried again, with exactly the same result. Just as she thought that she might be free of the sands captive embrace, her free foot would ooze back into the dry surface, and she would sink slowly back down. It was like she was stuck in a slow rising quicksand, whose very touch was driving her crazy.


  She struggled madly to get free of it, but was a useless, vicious circle: The more she struggled to free herself, the worse the sensations became, which bred more panic, causing her to struggle even harder.


  Catwoman was enjoying the show immensely, and began to laugh, slowly caressing her breasts in obvious delight. ‘That’s right Batgirl, struggle harder!’


  ‘uggh… oh god, what is this stuff?!… It looks like dry sand, but it feels so… uggh… uggggghhhh! Oh god, it’s so strange!’ Batgirl cried, her feet still squishing in and out of the slowly rising sand.


  ‘It’s Shiver-sand, Batgirl! A sensationally fiendish, new invention of mine!’ Catwoman said, looking over at the other four women who were fondling each other and smiling broadly.


  ‘Uggh… uggh!… What’s it doing to me?!’ Batgirl exclaimed, as the sand crested her knees and began creeping up her sensuous thighs, licking at the sensitive backs of her stocking knees like a thousand, tiny lips.


  Catwoman moved slightly closer to the glass, and slid her hands down the outside of her shiny black teddy and between her slightly spread legs.


  ‘It’s arousing you to death, Batgirl!’ Catwoman gushed. ‘It will slowly move up your body, stimulating each of your body parts in turn, until it suffocates your writhing body under its shimmering red mass.


  ‘Oh god… Uggh… Please.. NO!’ Batgirl said, pulling fiercely at her bonds in vain, watching the rising sand move up the outside of her upper thighs.


  The five women outside the chamber were all overjoyed. Valerie, with her eyes still firmly fixed on the struggling, bound form of Batgirl, turned her head and gave Talon, a long, wet kiss. Talon responded, her hand sliding between Valerie’s legs, gently messaging her wet pussy through her soft, nylon bodystocking. Valerie moaned quietly and then pulled away, excited.


  ‘Look Catwoman, its almost up to her pussy!’ Valerie said gleefully.


  Batgirl looked down in horror at the creeping sand, as it inched nearer and nearer her exposed crotch. She struggled wildly to keep her pussy away from the rising sand, but her thrusting legs just oozed in and out of the sparkling red sand. There was nothing she could do.


  ‘AAAAUUGGggggghhh!’ Batgirl screamed. as the sand rose and enveloped her crotch sending shock waves of pleasure and revulsion throughout her entire body. It was so intense that she lost her balance momentarily, causing her body to dip even lower in the sand.


  ‘She’s fantastic!’ Passion gushed, completely wet at the sight of Batgirl writhing in bondage, the sand oozing over her hips and moving up her slim waist.


  ‘Yes it’s, amazing. It’s like the sand is making love to her.’ Valerie added, watching Batgirl’s struggles become even more intense as the sand inched up her abdomen and licked at the bottom of her breasts.


  ‘It is!’ Catwoman gushed.


  ‘UugghhhOHHHH!


  The sand oozed over Batgirl’s breasts and she screamed in horrified delight. Her body was responding to the sands sickening caress. As disgusting as the sand felt, it was awakening a intense, primeval sexual response, that she couldn’t even begin to fathom, let alone possibly hope to contain.


  Soon she was thrusting her hips up and down like the sand was a huge cock ramming deep into her pussy. It was incredible and horrible all at the same time.


  ‘Yes Batgirl! Do it!’


  In took only a short time immersed in the dry, shimmering shiver- sand, for Batgirl to lose whatever self control she had left. She began to struggle even harder in the oozing red mass, heightening the sensations even more. She couldn’t stop moving. The more she struggled, the more intense the feelings became, until she thought she was going to explode.


  She could feel the bright-red sand oozing around her stocking feet and legs, licking at her pussy, caressing the underside of her breasts, rubbing across her sensitive, erect nipples.


  One second it was inhuman, grotesque torture, the next: pure, raw sexual bliss. The revulsion and pleasure mixed, until they were like the oozing sand surrounding her: One indescribable flowing mass of primal lust.


  ‘Look Catwoman! She going to come!’ Valerie squealed, watching Batgirl body pump against her bonds and the mounting Shiver-sand.


  It was true. The raging firestorm growing within Batgirl, was overwhelming. The emotion was so intense that Batgirl truly feared releasing it. It didn’t matter. She had no control over it. She couldn’t hold it back.


  ‘Auuggggggggggghhhh!’


  The first orgasm hit like a massive tidal wave washing over her, and she literally shook as Valerie, Catwoman, and the kittens, squealed with joy. The second, like a freight train, ramming into her helpless body, pummeling her into submission. The third and fourth were like nothing that she could describe.


  After that she lost track. She could only concentrate on the intense, sexual energy that pulsated through out her bound writhing body. The sands unending caress. Her oozing struggles. The complete helplessness…


  She pulled at her bonds, as she continued to come, pulling the crotchrope tightly against her clit, straining and struggling in the mounting ooze…


  Coming again, and again and again and again and again and…


  It was too much for her. Finally, in the midst of her twenty- fourth massive orgasm, Batgirl lost consciousness.


  
    
      OH HOLY TERROR… BATGIRL BURIED UPTO HER SHOULDERS IN MOUNTING SHIVER-SAND? WILL SHE AWAKE BEFORE SHE DIES…? AND IF SHE DOES, WILL SHE HAVE ANOTHER MASSIVE ORGASM BEFORE THE SAND ENVELOPES HER…? HAS THE WORLD GONE CRAZY…? WHAT COULD POSSIBLY HAPPEN NEXT?!
    


    
      STAY TUNED…
    

  

  Chapter 10


  
    
      …HAVING NARROWLY ESCAPED ARREST AT THE FETISH AWARDS DINNER, CATWOMAN, VALERIE AND THE SEX KITTENS FLEE BATGIRL’S GRASP TO CATWOMAN’S SECRET LAIR AT THE LONG ABANDONED, GOTHAM PAPER MILL.
    


    
      THOUGH BATGIRL LOSES THEM IN THE CROWD, SHE LUCKILY FINDS A SCRAP OF PAPER THAT SHE BELIEVES WILL LEAD HER TO CATWOMAN’S HIDEOUT. SHE SPEEDS HOME TO FRESHEN UP BEFORE FACING HER.
    


    
      ARRIVING AT THE PAPER MILL, OUR EVIL COHORTS PREPARE FOR BATGIRL’S ARRIVAL. THE KITTENS GO DOWNSTAIRS TO CHANGE WHILE CATWOMAN AND VALERIE REMAIN IN THE MAIN LAIR UPSTAIRS.
    

  

  …’After tonight, I am going to have to leave town.’ Catwoman said matter-a-factly, turning to face Valerie, who was smoothing her stockings with her hands. ‘Gotham is getting too hot. After we finish with Batgirl, I am going to have to ask for a considerable down payment on the money you owe me.’


  Valerie looked up at Catwoman quizzically, a look Catwoman had seen before. A look Catwoman didn’t like at the best of times, and especially not when money was involved.


  ‘Our arrangement was for you to take care of Batgirl BEFORE the dinner.’ Valerie replied. ‘By the terms of the will, Batgirl has already collected the money, regardless of whether she dies later tonight or not.’


  ‘Not so. Our arrangement was for me to take care of Batgirl and upon doing so, for you to pay me a hundred million dollars.’ Catwoman said standing up.


  ‘Listen Catwoman, I think we can come to some arrangement, but a hundred million? That’s ridiculous under the present circumstances. I am not even sure if Batgirl has informed the police about me yet. If she has, my cash assets will be frozen, and I wouldn’t be able to pay you, even if I thought you deserved it… which I don’t…’


  ‘I don’t care about your petty financial problems… We had a deal, and your going to pay for my devious drudgery, one way… or another.’ Catwoman said, walking nonchalantly to the wall.


  ‘Well you’re in for a rude awakening.’ Valerie said, standing and turning on her heel.


  …’No, I think it is you who is in for an awakening…’ Catwoman said, pulling a lever on the wall next to her.


  The floor under Valerie opened abruptly and hinged downward, sending her sprawling through the trap door into the room below. As she hit the ground, the trap door above her slammed shut, leaving her in total darkness.


  Valerie got to her feet and felt around in the inky blackness. She found a wall and quickly found three others.


  ‘Catwoman!…’


  Silence.


  ‘Catwoman!… Please…!’ Valerie screamed, realizing she had played too close to the furnace and was about to get burned.


  A light came on above her head. Valerie looked around wildly. She was in a tiny room, not more that four feet square, with no windows or doors. Her mind was racing.


  ‘…Catwoman!… We can make a deal!’


  ‘I’m sure we can, Miss Ashlyn…’ A speaker set in the ceiling whispered. ‘I’m sure we can…’


  With those words, Thick white smoke began to pour into the room from a vent in the wall. It was so heavy that it cascaded immediately downward, hanging at the bottom of the room almost like a liquid. Valerie watched in horror as it slid along the floor and enveloped her feet. It was incredibly cold, and sent chills up her spine as it slowly rose around her legs.


  She spun around madly, trying to think of a way out, but there was none. Only four white walls and a ceiling. She wondered if it was poison or just knock out gas. She feared the worst, her anxiety climbing steadily as the gas rose past her upper thighs.


  The super thick gas was around her waist and she could do nothing but look around madly. She began to panic, feeling the walls frantically for any hope of an exit, but finding none.


  ‘Catwoman we can make a deal. I was only half telling the truth! I have plenty of money hidden away…!… Catwoman!…’


  The gaseous material rose over her breasts and she felt it’s cold touch on her nipples. Within seconds it rose over her shoulders. She stood on her tiptoes, arching her neck back away from the rising tide.


  ‘Catwoman!!..’


  She took a number of quick breaths, and then as the gas rose over her chin, she closed her eyes and inhaled as deeply as she could just before the gas enveloped her.


  It was all around her now. Cold and wet like a super thick fog. She dared not breathe, she dared not move. Time ticked by. The loneliness was absolute, and slowly she felt the need to breathe creeping up on her. At first it was bearable, but after a short time, it became oppressive and she felt her head getting light.


  Still, she continued to hold her breath, as the pain and pressure increased. Of course, in the end, it was a losing battle; Her body, succumbing to the rising levels of carbon dioxide within her, forced her to take a breath. As soon as she did, she felt her head go numb, and within seconds, she collapsed on the ground.


  * * *


  Catwoman took her hand off of the lever and turned towards the center of the room. The evening’s affairs had gotten completely out of hand. First Batgirl had ruined the awards ceremony, and then Valerie had thrown her own little monkey wrench into the proceedings.


  Catwoman paused and gazed about her lair, admiring the fine silks and luxurious adornments that concealed the various pitfalls and Bat-traps she had installed. All installed in the expectation that Batgirl would eventually grant her the pleasure of her luscious company. She casually walked around the steaming vat of white sand and sat down on a plush leather divan, situated in the center of the room.


  Batgirl would have to enter on this level, and Catwoman was fully prepared for her. It didn’t matter what door or window she entered, all the routes led through here, and once she entered here, Batgirl was hers…


  Catwoman nuzzled back into the soft leather and moved her hand to her breast. It felt firm under her leather teddy. Catwoman smiled. As devilish as this room was, the truly devious areas of her lair lay below… in the Catacombs… With any luck, Batgirl would get an opportunity to visit one of the many special rooms… or maybe take an “unguided” tour in her maze…


  Catwoman closed her eyes and opened her mouth slightly, thinking of Batgirl struggling… Then the image of Valerie Ashlyn in her Blue Latex Dress and heels came into view, struggling right along side of her. Catwoman’s hand moved between her legs as she saw the ropes around Valerie’s lovely lithe form… The crotchrope pulling the hem of her skirt tighter into her pussy as she struggled. -No… not a crotchrope… No… Something much more devilish… Catwoman stopped playing with herself. She had a delicious idea.


  She opened her eyes and looked at the time. Yes. It would be at least forty minutes before Batgirl would arrive. Plenty of time for what she had in mind…


  Catwoman reached behind her and pushed a small button hidden in the back of the couch.


  ‘Yes Catwoman?’ A voice answered.


  ‘Are you girls ready yet?’


  ‘Ready? I thought you said we had-‘


  ‘Change of plans.’


  ‘We’ll be up there as soon as we can, but-‘


  ‘What’s the problem?’


  ‘Were having a hell of a time getting into these corsets, Catwoman. Are you sure Valerie ordered the correct size? They seem awfully small.’ Talon replied.


  ‘A little tight are they?’ Catwoman purred, smiling. ‘If you think they’re too uncomfortable, I’m sure I can find something more… appropriate.


  Talon paused. She knew Catwoman too well to take that bait.


  ‘Oh no, Catwoman…’ Talon replied, inhaling as Passion pulled on the laces behind her. ‘Thes-.. These are ju-… just fine. We’ll be up in a minute.’


  ‘Very well..’ Catwoman smiled, pushing the button again, then laying deeper into the soft leather. ‘Yes. Valerie would make a fine appetizer for the main course to come; She smiled, moving her hands up over the tops of her breasts, then downward.


  She spread her thighs slightly and closed her eyes. This was going to be an unforgettable evening…


  * * *


  The sound of high heels clicking on the floor behind her, brought Catwoman out of her reverie. She sat up, eager to see how the new outfits Valerie had donated would look on her luscious Sex Kittens.


  ‘Purrr-fect.’ Catwoman purred as Talon, Passion and Vixen entered the room and then slowly turned around, allowing Catwoman ample time to admire their outfits.


  Valerie had assured Catwoman that they were the finest silk corsets available. She was right; They were indeed, stunningly beautiful. Catwoman had chosen the colors: white for Talon; pink for Passion; and a smoldering red for Vixen.


  Valerie had had them specially imported from Europe and each was delicately adorned with hand sewn French lace and Bristienne pearls. Matching long silk gloves added more elegance, and the dim light dancing off of their sheer, silk stocking covered legs, reminded Catwoman of an early morning frost.


  Color coordinated, Parisian style ankle boots were the perfect companion for the corsets, as were the silk chokers tied around their necks. Matching hair ribbons held their hair up elegantly, allowing the ends to flow slowly downward, emphasizing the radiant beauty of their faces.


  ‘You all look delicious enough to eat.’ Catwoman said, beaming.


  ‘Talon come here.’


  ‘Absolutely, Catwoman.’ Talon replied, putting her hands on her hips and slinking over next to the couch.


  Catwoman stuck out a hand over the edge of the couch and slowly moved it up the inside of Talon’s white shimmering leg to the barespot between the top of her stocking and her soft silk panties.


  Talon leaned into the couch slightly.


  ‘Where’s Valerie?’ Passion asked looking around.


  Catwoman moved her hand upward and began to message the soft silk of Talon’s panties. In a matter of moments they were dripping wet.


  ‘She is sleeping downstairs.’ Catwoman responded, continuing her caress. ‘It seems our devious Miss Ashlyn has turned greedy on us. I’m afraid that she’s having seconds thoughts about our previously negotiated compensation.’


  ‘What are you planning to do with her?’ Talon asked, moving forward slightly.


  ‘I think she needs a little lesson in ethics.’ Catwoman said, grabbing the underside of Talons crotch slightly harder, then rubbing the area with more deliberate force.


  Talon moved her legs together and lowered her shoulders, letting the warmth of Catwoman’s power envelope her.


  ‘And I know the purrr-fect purrr-suasion…’


  The two unoccupied girl’s eyes narrowed slightly as they smiled, walking around the couch to face Catwoman.


  ‘…Talon,’ Catwoman said, releasing her hand from her body.


  ‘Bring me the Parisian black bodystocking. I was originally thinking latex, but now I think about it, I love the look of white rope on dark nylon…’


  Talon teetered slightly as she came back down to earth and smiled. ‘Right away Catwoman.’


  ‘Passion and Vixen, go get our lovely fetish princess from collection room “b” and bring her here.’


  * * *


  MEANWHILE BACK AT BARBARA GORDON’S MID TOWN APARTMENT…


  Barbara bent down and slid the soapy sponge down her leg, relishing the feel of the warm water as it poured off of her back and down her body. She opened her eyes and looked down. The floor of her shower was a mass of sparkling red specks. She moved the circling waters around with her foot, washing the hideous red sand down the drain, trying vainly to wash away the memory of its hideous touch with it.


  She turned and put her face into the jets of the shower, opening her mouth and letting the water rush against the outside of her teeth. She thought about the oozing sand around her body and shuddered. She closed her mouth around the water and then spit it out.


  Catwoman was going to pay for that. She turned and let the water hit her back again. It felt good, way too good. She wanted to stay, letting the water wash over her, letting it heal her… but she had no time. She had to get ready… She turned and shut off the water.


  Stepping from the shower, she toweled off, quickly drying her short dark hair. She then applied some baby powder to her body, massaging it into her skin, before sitting down and putting on her makeup.


  Tonight was going to be a special night and she was nervous. It felt almost like she was going out on a date with someone very special. Barbara looked in the mirror and smiled. She wasn’t going to look her best, She was going to look immaculate.


  Barbara applied the finishing touches to her makeup, deciding finally on a wet red lipstick, then stood and walked to the full length mirror that hung by the bed.


  She paused at the bed, picking up the shiny purple garment that was laying there. It felt incredibly wicked. She turned and stood in front of the mirror holding Catwoman’s ingeniously seductive Sensi-suit in front of her. It felt cool and wet against her skin and just the slightest touch on Barbara’s breasts made them hard. She momentarily had a wicked thought about trying it on, but with measurable effort, decided against it. Barbara knew that if she put it on, one thing would lead to another and it would add another thirty or forty minutes to her already pressing schedule.


  ‘Later.’ She said aloud, sliding the material down her body a final time before carefully putting it away in her play chest. ‘It’s time finish this Catwoman thing, once and for all.’


  She turned abruptly and walked to the makeup mirror, ready to make her dramatic change into Batgirl. The wall swung slowly open, revealing her seriously depleted costume collection. Unlike other occasions, it wasn’t difficult deciding what to wear.


  In her pursuit of Catwoman, She had ruined or soiled four costumes in the past three days, and had only one left. These latest inventions of Catwoman were getting out of control. She had some costume design to do when she finished up with her.


  ‘Maybe Catwoman would explain the Sensi-suit process so I could make a teddy out of it…’


  Barbara felt herself get wet at the thought as she opened a drawer and pulled out a small purple box. She opened the box and removed her last pair of imported, sheer, jet-black pantyhose.


  ‘Dawn these things are going to be expensive to replac-‘


  Then it hit her. Thanks to Valerie Ashlyn’s kind stepfather, she was probably not going to have to worry about money ever again. She was rich. Just how rich she didn’t know, but with the amount of hassle that Valerie had gone through to keep her from the awards dinner, it must be sizable… maybe even a million dollars…


  She slid on the new pair of hose, feeling the smooth nylon slide up her legs. She could probably afford all sorts of neat things now. New shoes, new fetishwear… new toys…


  She stood up and stepped into her one remaining purple turtleneck teddy. Like all the others, it was long sleeved, cut high on the legs and was incredibly tight. This one however, was one of the first outfits that she had designed, and it still included an attached cape. Batgirl wiggled her way in and then inhaled as she zipped it up in back.


  It was super tight. Batgirl turned around and the cape spun gracefully behind her, making her think momentarily that she had been wrong to get rid of it. It was kind of cute.


  Next Batgirl donned a pair of five inch stiletto pumps and the soft, flame-red wig and purple cowl that hid her identity. Last to go on was her utility belt.


  Buckling it in place, she turned towards the mirror and smiled. She looked sizzling hot. Catwoman was going to pay dearly for her earlier actions. She looked down and did a last minute inventory of her utility belt before stepping through the hatch and onto her Batgirl cycle. Without a moments hesitation, she put the bike on silent mode, kick-started it and fled, her cape fluttering behind her as she sped into the deserted streets of Gotham.


  * * *


  MEANWHILE BACK AT CATWOMAN’S LAIR…


  Valerie stirred from her gassed slumber. Hands held her and she felt something like soft nylon gloves being pulled on her hands, then slowly up her arms. She opened her eyes. It took a few moments for them to focus.


  She was sitting on the floor. Vixen was straddling her thighs, holding her legs down while Passion and Talon pulled a sheer black bodystocking over her shoulders.


  ‘Good Evening, Miss Ashlyn. I trust you slept well?’ Catwoman said, as she started to zip up the bodystocking behind her.


  Valerie tried to swirm away, but Talon and Passion held her firmly.


  ‘I recommend that you save your strength for later, Valerie’ Catwoman advised. ‘Believe me, you are going to need it…’


  ‘…There…’ Catwoman said, finishing the zipper, sealing Valerie’s body in the soft sheer nylon. ‘Talon bring me some rope, I want to do this myself.’


  ‘Catwoman, you don’t have to tie me up, I’ll do whatever you want.’


  ‘I know you will, Valerie, I know you will.’


  Talon grabbed an armful of white nylon rope that had been tied into neat bundles. She walked over and deposited them in a pile on the floor next to Valerie.


  ‘Hold her arms behind her.’ Catwoman ordered.


  ‘Catwoman, please..’ Valerie protested to no avail.


  Catwoman selected a medium sized bundle, opened it and looped it around Valerie’s upper arms. Then she slowly tightened it, until Valerie’s elbows were almost touching behind her back.


  ‘You’re very limber, Valerie.’ Catwoman whispered, as she wound the rope around her arms, carefully aligning the ropes in six neat rows, before looping the rest of the rope between her elbows and cinching it off.


  ‘There… nice and tight.’ Catwoman muttered to herself as she grabbed another piece of rope and looped it tightly around Valerie’s waist five or six times before tying it off. After testing that it was properly secure, she grabbed one of Valerie’s wrists and tied it the waist rope above her hip. She grabbed the other wrist and tied it in a similar fashion on the other side of her waist.


  ‘Feeling helpless?’ Catwoman asked as she slowly traced her finger nail down the outside of Valerie’s torso and across her breast.


  Valerie squirmed and struggled to get away from Catwoman’s touch, but she found she was tied quite expertly. No matter how hard she pulled and twisted, she couldn’t loosen the ropes around her.


  Catwoman took her inability to get free as a yes, motioned Passion to get off of her legs, and then pushed Valerie onto her stomach.


  ‘Passion, hand me an ankle.’


  Passion did as she was told and gave Catwoman one of Valerie’s slender ankles. Catwoman looped a long piece of rope around it, pushed it back against her thigh and proceeded to tie it there, coiling the rope around her ankle and thigh and then cinching it in place. Valerie squirmed in her grasp, moving her stocking foot up and down against her thigh, trying to loosen the ropes, but it was useless. Catwoman admired her handiwork and then wasted no time in repeating the procedure with the other leg, before sitting back and watching her lovely bound captive struggle on the ground.


  Valerie had been tied up before. You don’t run a fetish empire without getting involved in bondage… but as she pulled at her wrists and kicked her legs, she realized that this was all together different. This was real. She was truly helpless, and this wasn’t some girl or boyfriend… This was Catwoman… -and she had just gotten started. Valerie wondered just how much rope Catwoman was going to use. She remembered Talon squirming on floor in Catwoman’s special constrictor hogtie. The thought made her squirm even more for escape, as she watched Catwoman stand up and adjust her belt.


  ‘There, that should do it.’


  Valerie stared up at Catwoman, suprised. She had fully expected Catwoman to tie her into some sort of human knot.


  ‘Aren’t you forgetting a crotchrope, Catwoman?’ Vixen asked, smiling.


  ‘No, I have something much better in mind. Girls pick up our guest. We’re going to the Ballroom…!’


  Valerie had no idea what the ballroom was, but the gleeful looks on the smiling faces around her, made her stomach sink slightly; Whatever it was, Valerie knew she wasn’t going to like it.


  The Sex Kittens picked up Valerie and carried her downstairs, along a pink colored corridor, to the end, where a large black door loomed.


  Catwoman opened the door and Sex Kittens carried Valerie’s struggling form inside, pausing at the doorway just long enough for Valerie to get a good look at the room and its contents.


  It was a large round room, with a tall ceiling. In the center of the room was an enormous black ball, at least five feet round, sitting in a metal bracket on the ground. It’s surface was smooth and shiny, but it didn’t look like plastic. It looked more like hard, solid latex.


  Catwoman went to a console and pushed a button. The floor opened slightly and the ball lowered until only the top half was sticking out of the ground. The floor then slid closed again, allowing Catwoman to walk up next to the to the huge sphere, sliding her hand lovingly along its smooth glassy surface.


  ‘This is going to be such a ball!’ Catwoman roared, as the girls joined her, carrying Valerie’s struggling form in their arms.


  ‘Catwoman, please…’ Valerie pleaded, looking Catwoman in the eyes for some sort of compassion.


  There was none. Only deep brown eyes framed by the most sinister smile she had ever seen. A rush of intense helpless swept over her. Her knees went weak and her heart began to pound even heavier, as she tried again to pull her hands from the ropes… it was useless.


  ‘…Whatever you think I owe you, I’m sure that I can get it.’ Valerie said, pleadingly. ‘All I need to do is give my bank in the Caymans my security codes and they will wire-‘


  ‘Shhh’ Catwoman said, pulling a red ballgag from her belt.


  ‘Oh no, please Catwom-‘ But Catwoman was already sticking the ball into Valerie’s mouth.


  ‘I’m sure that in time, you’ll be dying to give ME any code I wish…’


  ‘MMMMPHH!’ Valerie squealed, feeling the ball slide behind her teeth, and then the strap tightening it even further into place. Valerie struggled to push it out, but it was useless, Catwoman had secured it firmly.


  She stopped trying to push the rubber ball out and looked at Catwoman who was sliding her hand along the surface of the huge black orb in front of her.


  ‘What do you think of my ball?’ Catwoman said. ‘Beautiful isn’t it?’


  ‘Mmmmmppph…’ Valerie moaned, trying to pull her hands from around her waist and kicking as best as she could with her bound legs.


  ‘She really wants to get on, doesn’t she Catwoman?’ Vixen purred, feeling Valerie squirm in her arms.


  ‘Yes, I think she does, but the ball isn’t ready for her…’ Catwoman said, bending down and grabbing a large jar. She opened it and lifted it above the ball.


  Clear goo slowly oozed out of the jar and onto the black ball, slowly spreading out on it’s surface. Catwoman put the jar down and began to spread the goop around on the ball, slowly coating the outside. Then she began to massage the top of the ball, slowly moving her hands in a circular motion. She continued and Valerie started to wonder what she was doing.


  Suddenly something began to form at the top of the ball. First it was just a slight bump on the surface, then as Catwoman continued, it slowly got bigger, and began to take shape, slowly rising until there was no mistaking what it was.


  ‘MMMMMMPPP!’ Valerie screamed, not believing her eyes. A black rubber dildo was thrusting upward, forming itself… right out of the surface of the ball! Catwoman bent down, poured more goo on the head of the dildo, then continued massaging the outside, slowly sliding her hands along its shaft and head. It responded, growing larger and firmer in her expert hands.


  She continued her slow caress, concentrating on each part of the dildo in turn. She slid her hands over top, rubbing first upward, then around and the down over the head. Then she moved along the shaft, twisting her hands expertly down all the way to the flanged base… Then upward again.


  After these series expert caresses, the dildo was huge, and it seemed to pulsate to her touch like it was alive. Smiling, Catwoman pulled her hands away, and the dildo continued to move, seemingly straining for more attention.


  ‘I think it’s ready now. Put her on.’


  ‘MMMMMMPPPPH!’ Valerie screamed, as Passion and Talon, holding her legs open from either side, allowed Vixen to slowly swing her over the pulsating member.


  ‘MMMMMMMMPHHHH!’


  ‘Now slowly…’ Catwoman cooed.


  Passion and Talon slowly lowered her down, while Catwoman positioned the dildo, allowing it to slowly enter her.


  ‘MMMPHHHHH!’ Valerie moaned, as she felt it spread between the slit in her bodystocking and then slide inside of her.


  It seemed to feel her as well, because it responded, thrusting and pulsating as she was slowly lowered onto its glistening black mass. She continued to slide slowly downward until it was all the way in; her crotch resting on the base of the dildo and her inner thighs resting on the outside of the slimy ball.


  ‘Mmmmmmmmmaaa…’ Valerie moaned, as the girls released her and stood back, laughing with glee as she struggled to push herself off the top of the ball.


  ‘Oooo, that’s right, struggle…’ Catwoman cooed, watching Valerie vainly attempt to grip the outside of the black ball with her knees, only to have her thighs slide along the outside helplessly.


  Valerie began to push her legs together, trying to lift herself off, but the ball responded, growing squishy between her thighs, not allowing her the grip she needed. She struggled with her knees vainly attempting to get a hold of the ball. Instead she slid further down, moving the dildo even deeper.


  Catwoman laughed, as she watched Valerie struggle, leaning forwards and backwards, side to side; trying anything to get some traction on the outside of the ball. But it was useless, The inside of her thighs were alredy coated with goo, and she just slid around on the top, making the dildo inside of her even more aroused.


  ‘Welcome to my Pleasure-Ball… A devious invention I built for Batgirl. It will respond to your every desire, Valerie… and all you have to do to stop it, is get off…


  ‘mmmmmmhhhaaaa’ Valerie moaned, closing her eyes, her movements on top of the ball changing, become more rhythmic, yet with the same desperate intensity.


  ‘Of course, you’ll find it completely impossible to do so…’ Catwoman said, gushing. ‘…and your struggles will only excite it further, until you won’t know whether you’re on the edge of ecstasy or looking over into hell itself…’


  ‘Mmmmmaggg..’ Valerie moaned, opening her mouth and exposing her teeth on top of her gag.


  Catwoman paused, looking first at Valerie movements and then at her Sex Kittens who kissing and stroking each other, obviously enjoying Valerie’s struggles as much as Catwoman was…


  ‘Girl’s we should leave Valerie to her dreams…’


  ‘Oh Catwoman, can’t we stay a bit longer…’


  ‘I wish we could, but Batgirl’s bound to be here any minute… Once I’m sure she is well in hand, we can come back and watch… that is if Valerie doesn’t mind…’


  ‘MMmmmmagghhhh…! Valerie moaned, exposing her teeth again on the outside of her ballgag as her first orgasm hit, the tensing of her muscles plainly obvious through the sheer nylon encasing her body.


  ‘and really… I don’t think she’s going anywhere…!’ Catwoman laughed as she turned and ushered the girls outside…


  
    
      WILL VALERIE ESCAPE THE SENSUAL TORTURE OF THE PLEASURE BALL? AND WHAT OF BATGIRL? WHAT HORRIFIC FATE AWAITS HER? ONLY TIME WILL TELL…
    


    
      STAY TUNED…
    

  

  Chapter 11


  …’Oooo, that’s right, struggle…’ Catwoman cooed, watching Valerie vainly attempt to grip the outside of the black ball with her knees, only to have her thighs slide along the outside helplessly.


  Valerie began to push her legs together, trying to lift herself off, but the ball responded, growing squishy between her thighs, not allowing her the grip she needed. She struggled with her knees vainly attempting to get a hold of the ball. Instead she slid further down, moving the dildo even deeper.


  Catwoman laughed, as she watched Valerie struggle, leaning forwards and backwards, side to side; trying anything to get some traction on the outside of the ball. But it was useless, The inside of her thighs were already coated with goo, and she just slid around on the top, making the dildo inside of her even more aroused.


  ‘Welcome to my Pleasure-Ball… A devious invention I built for Batgirl. It will respond to your every desire, Valerie… and all you have to do to stop it, is get off…


  ‘mmmmmmhhhaaaa’ Valerie moaned, closing her eyes, her movements on top of the ball changing, become more rhythmic, yet with the same desperate intensity.


  ‘Of course, you’ll find it completely impossible to do so…’ Catwoman said, gushing. ‘…and your struggles will only excite it further, until you won’t know whether you’re on the edge of ecstasy or looking over into hell itself…’


  ‘Mmmmmaggg..’ Valerie moaned, opening her mouth and exposing her teeth on top of her gag.


  Catwoman paused, looking first at Valerie movements and then at her Sex Kittens, who kissing and stroking each other, obviously enjoying Valerie’s struggles as much as Catwoman was…


  ‘Girl’s we should leave Valerie to her dreams…’


  ‘Oh Catwoman, can’t we stay a bit longer…’


  ‘I wish we could, but Batgirl’s bound to be here any minute… Once I’m sure she is well in hand, we can come back and watch… that is if Valerie doesn’t mind…’


  ‘MMmmmmagghhhh…! Valerie moaned, exposing her teeth again on the outside of her ballgag as her first orgasm hit, the tensing of her muscles plainly obvious through the sheer nylon encasing her body.


  ‘and really… I don’t think she’s going anywhere…!’ Catwoman laughed as she turned and ushered the girls outside…


  * * *


  The sensual rumble of the Batgirl cycle between Batgirl’s legs made the trip to the Paper Mill almost enjoyable. It was cool and quiet, which unfortunately gave her far too much time to think about what she was getting herself into. She knew Catwoman and the rest of her evil cohorts would be waiting. That was a given. She suddenly wished she had a partner like Batman had in Robin. Robin was dependable… -and cute, Batgirl thought quietly.


  Batgirl smiled as her mind began to drift. She had noticed Robin staring at her legs during Nora Clavicle’s trial a week ago. Instead of drawing his attention to the fact she knew he was oggling her, she slowly crossed and re-crossed her legs, rubbing the inside of her stocking thighs together.


  She moved her hands to her thighs, sliding them slowly up her legs, then innocently pulling at the nylon encasing them. Then she held a leg out in front of her and dangled her stiletto shoe from of her toe, slowly pumping her leg up and down. She could see Robin’s blood pressure and other parts of his anatomy, rise. She wondered momentarily what it would be like to take him home with her one day.


  Batgirl smiled. She had calmed down considerably from earlier in the evening. Her thinking, though wandering, was clearer and more deliberate. As she approached Gothard Avenue and turned left into Green Way however, she again had second thoughts about going it alone.


  ‘This was MUCH too easy.’ She thought. ‘Catwoman dropped that piece of paper on purpose. She wants me to find her… She’s had all the time in the world to prepare herself. Maybe I should wait for- Damn it, Where were Batman and Robin when she needed them?’


  Batgirl looked up uneasily as she turned the corner on to Meow Way. She knew instinctively that this was not a smart idea, but it was too late. She was already there. She turned off her Batgirl cycle and coasted the last few blocks.


  The Gotham Paper Mill lay erected as an old relic of the industrial revolution and had been closed for over thirty years. It stood like a bleak memorial for those for whom “progress” actually meant “job loss”. When it was first new, back in the mid 1800’s it was probably a warm bright building, but now, a century and a half later, the red brick facade of the huge complex was weathered and beaten. The massive cast iron fence that once stood proud and strong around the perimeter, was now a evil, twisted mass of rusting metal.


  The moon cast shadows along the sides of the building making the whole area even more foreboding. Batgirl could feel her heart racing as she slid her leg off the leather seat and walked slowly to the fence.


  ‘Barbara, you’re nuts… Why are you even considering this…’ Batgirl muttered to herself as she slid through a portion of the grillwork that had parted slightly from the rest of the foundation.


  * * *


  Catwoman looked up from the video monitor and smiled. Batgirl had taken the bait.


  ‘I told you she would come alone. How purrr-fect…’ Catwoman said, as she watched the lithe form of Batgirl slip across the grounds. ‘Girl’s get out of sight, I’ll call you if I need you. The fun is about to begin…’


  * * *


  Batgirl slowly made her way to the building using any small cover she could find. Once she reached the huge monolithic structure, she edged around the side and found a small window slightly ajar. She quietly opened it, and slid inside. The window belonged to a small office on the outer edge of the main factory.


  The window must have been open for some time, because rain had gotten in with obvious results. It was musty with the smell of mildew and rot. She ignored the stench and walked across the room to a small door. She opened it and peered out onto the shop floor… and into another world…


  Batgirl wasn’t ready for the sight that befell her. She had expected it to be a disheveled mess like the office, but it wasn’t. Not at all. The huge space before her was opulent.


  The entire area was bathed in the flickering of hundreds of candles that were placed all around the room. Huge pieces of pink and black silk fabric hung shimmering amongst an array of flowers, wafting slowly in the breeze of four huge ceiling fans that spun slowly overhead.


  Two huge, black metallic cat statues stood like bookends in the center of the room, reflecting the flickering light of the candles on their cool black surface like muted stars. Between the huge cats, set atop a slightly elevated platform, was plush leather devan. Lounging on the plush leather divan, was Catwoman.


  She was laying on her back with her long lithe legs suspended in the air. She was wearing a tight turtleneck teddy made of butter soft, black leather with a silver and onyx chain belt around her waist.


  Between Catwoman and Batgirl, at the foot of the platform, was a large round pool of white sand. Wisps of steam emanated from the surface, and it bubbled occasionally like a pot of thick porridge.


  As Batgirl slipped through the door and slowly approached, Catwoman casually grabbed a black stocking, put her pointed toe into the end and began pulling it over her foot, slowly working it up her long leg. She smoothed it slowly admiring the way it looked on her leg before grabbing another stocking and slowly sliding it on.


  ‘What is it about black stockings, Batgirl, that drives men so crazy, and makes me feel so… wicked?’ Catwoman said, kicking her legs slowly up and down above her.


  Batgirl stopped in her tracks.


  ‘Oh don’t be shy Batgirl,’ Catwoman cooed, sliding on to her stomach. ‘You can answer.’


  ‘I have no idea.’ Batgirl said, striding out of the shadows and into the dim light, the flickering candlelight dancing off of her gleaming purple teddy and patent stiletto shoes. She stopped ten feet short of the pool of steaming sand, giving herself a safe cushion between herself and its bubbling mass. She spread her legs slightly, and put her hands on her hips.


  ‘Certainly you must have some ideas on the subject. Just look at your outfit.’


  ‘I think men like the idea of them, Catwoman. They ooze sexuality. Personally like the way they make my legs look, and I like the way they feel against my skin.’


  ‘As do I, Batgirl.’ Catwoman said, turning on her back and sliding her hands down the outside of her legs, before sitting up abruptly. ‘Especially your lovely stocking feet.’


  Batgirl felt herself get wet despite herself. She thought back to how Catwoman’s moist mouth felt around her stocking toes as she lay helpless on the floor of Valerie Ashlyn’s Fetish Boutique. It seemed like so long ago, yet it had only been hours earlier.


  ‘…Maybe you’d like to join me here on the divan…’ Catwoman said, as she leaned back and began rubbing her toes back and forth along the surface of the leather sofa…


  ‘Or maybe… take a dip in the hot tub…’ Catwoman continued, twisting her body around and sticking a toe into the warm vat of what obviously was sort of Shiver-sand. ‘Ooo, it feels absolutely… devilish!’


  ‘You are twisted, Catwoman.’


  ‘Thank you, Batgirl. As are you in your own precious way. You are such an adorable tease. You can’t deny me that you enjoy the effect the sight of your luscious body has on people… not to mention the effect it has on yourself… And why not? You have a fantastic body, Batgirl… and you package it so well. Your choice of outfits for tonight is purrrfect…’


  Batgirl watched Catwoman lift her toe from the sand, and then slowly slide her hands down her stocking legs. Catwoman was playing mind games with her. Unfortunately, what she said was basically true. Batgirl decided to play along.


  ‘I didn’t really have a choice, Catwoman. You’ve soiled or outright ruined the rest, tying me to your little toys.’


  Catwoman looked at Batgirl and laid back slightly, pulling a single piece of white rope from behind her and sliding it through her hands.


  ‘You LIKE bondage, don’t you Batgirl…’


  Batgirl was stunned. She didn’t really have a coherent response ready. ‘I don’t know what you mean…’


  ‘Of course you do.’ Catwoman cooed, doubling the rope and pulling it behind her knees. ‘You love the way the rope feels around you, the feeling of helplessness, and surrender.’


  Catwoman began to coil the rope around her legs just above her knees. Batgirl felt her nipples harden and shifted her position slightly as she felt herself get wet.


  ‘You have lost your mind, Catwoman.’


  ‘I don’t think so. I think you secretly, deep down, get an incredible erotic rush from the little games we play.’ Catwoman said, as she continued wrapping the rope around her knees and then tied it off. She then moved her hands up her thighs. ‘Ooo, that feels good, nice and tight.’


  ‘I certainly know YOU enjoy it. Or you wouldn’t take so much time thinking up such bizarre and hideous inventions.’


  Catwoman lifted her legs and sat further back on the plush leather sofa moving her hands over the top of her breasts.


  ‘Oh you are correct there, Batgirl. That IS probably why I am so driven to devise such unique forms of departure for you. Your death must be a playful masterpiece.’


  ‘They’re certainly unique, Catwoman, but I wouldn’t call them playful.’ Batgirl said, watching Catwoman’s hands drift between her legs.


  ‘But you are wrong, Batgirl. They are very playful. Where would the fun be in just killing you? It would be so easy. I could have done it countless times in the past. For instance, I could have let you suffocate in the Siamese Shrink Wrap, but instead I gave you a sporting chance.’


  ‘Atop your arouser see-saw…’


  ‘You escaped didn’t you?’


  ‘With no help from you. You aren’t trying to tell me you plan for me to escape all your toys, as you call them, just so you can trap me in another one?’ Batgirl asked incredulously.


  ‘No. Not even I could possibly write such a convoluted screenplay as that. But I am always prepared for your escape… Except your unscheduled entrance at the dinner tonight. I must admit that came as a bit of a shock.’


  Batgirl smiled. ‘Valerie seemed particularly upset. Where is she by the way.’ She said, looking around her.


  ‘She having a ball downstairs…’


  ‘Cooling off?’ Batgirl couldn’t resist.


  ‘No, I hazard a guess that she is heating up right now. Would you believe she tried to double cross me?’


  ‘Yes.’ Batgirl said, thinking back to Valerie at her boutique.


  ‘She didn’t want to pay me for taking care of you.’ Catwoman said, as she put her arms over her head on to the armrest of the divan and stretched her long legs out in front of her.


  ‘Well what do you expect? You didn’t.’ Batgirl, said lifting her chin high in defiance.


  ‘True Batgirl, but I have now…’ Catwoman said, as she moved one hand behind the armrest and pushed a button.


  Batgirl heard a soft click from below her feet, and before she could do anything the floor tilted up in front of her, sending her sprawling backwards. She braced herself, expecting to hit the floor hard, but instead, she landed on a soft rubber sheet. She bounced momentarily like she was on a dull trampoline, then slowly came to rest. She looked around dazed and realized that she had fallen just inside the edge of a large shallow pit.


  Catwoman pulled the rope from her legs and smiled broadly. Her plan had worked. As she lulled Batgirl with her quiet sensual voice, the floor behind the purple nymphette had silently pulled away, revealing a shallow pit about ten feet across. Stretching across the floor of the pit was what looked like a pink rubber trampoline.


  Batgirl tried to get up.


  ‘Very amusing, Cat-‘ Batgirl started to say.


  ‘Yes Batgirl, you will find it so…’


  As Batgirl pushed down on the sheet, her hands slid first into and then along the surface of the shiny rubber. It was incredibly slippery. It felt as if it were covered in a fine layer of super slick oil. In fact, it was so slippery that she couldn’t get any traction at all. She struggled harder, but it was useless. All it did was make her slide further down towards the center of the sheet.


  Catwoman began to laugh wickedly. Batgirl was huffing and puffing but couldn’t sit up or even roll over. The incredibly slick surface of the rubber wouldn’t allow her to do anything but swirm and slowly but surely, slide into the center of the pit.


  ‘You do an excellent impression of bacon frying, Batgirl.’ Catwoman squealed, laughing hysterically, as she watched Batgirl swirm and wriggle, now in the middle of the pit.


  ‘…Absolutely sizzling.’


  Batgirl continued to struggle, trying to at least sit up. But it was impossible. As she pushed down on the rubber, it gave under her, not allowing her anything to push off of. And it was slippery as hell… And very odd, like warm, soft, slippery bubble gum.


  Batgirl stopped struggling and looked up at Catwoman who had walked up to the edge of the pit and knelt down on her knees. Catwoman stuck her hand out and push down on the pink rubbery sheet.


  ‘Oooo how wonderful…’


  Batgirl looked down at herself. The rubber was molding itself around her buttocks and lower back, as well as the heels of stiletto shoes. Batgirl pushed her hands down in another attempt to push herself up and they disappeared deep into the surface. The bizarre pink sheet seemed to swallow them, closing around her arms like tight latex gloves. The feeling of the rubber closing around her outstretched fingers, made Batgirl panic. She pushed down with her rear and began to slowly pull her arms out. As her forearms emerged from the surface, the sheet began to ooze over the outside of her hips and in between her slightly spread thighs. The material was molding around her, allowing her further into it’s slick stretchy surface.


  ‘What is this stuff?’ Batgirl said, struggling in earnest now to free herself of the strange material.


  ‘It Cool-tex Batgirl. An early by-product of my Sensi-suit experiments. And what feels like a sheet is actually a solid block of the stuff, about eight feet deep!’


  Batgirl felt her buttocks slide further down, and pink material began to ooze up over her stomach…


  ‘Oh god!’ Batgirl cried, pushing down on the surface, only to have her arms slide into the surface up to her elbows. She shifted her weight back down on her butt, and again, slowly pulled them out, causing her butt to slide deeper into the surface. ‘I’m sinking!’


  ‘Exactly Batgirl. Your body heat is melting surface of the Cool- tex. That why I discarded it. It has a very low melting point. Made it damn difficult to make clothes out of. As soon as you put them on, they would literally melt right off. Makes a damn fine Batgirl trap though…’


  Batgirl struggled to remove her hands but only succeeded in pulling her body deeper into the strange pink substance. In a matter of moments it oozed completely over her hips, concealing the top of her body under a featureless flat sheet of pink rubber.


  ‘Oh god!’ Batgirl screamed trying to pull out her hips, but only succeeding in pushing in her arms and ankles further into the goo.


  ‘That’s right Batgirl, struggle. It will do no good. The Cool- tex has you in it clutches now.’


  Batgirl looked feverishly around her as more and more of her body slid beneath the surface of the Cool-tex. It crept up her shins and thighs until all that remained above the surface was the tips of her knees. Batgirl looked down at her body. Her arms were uselessly trapped beneath the surface and as she watched her body slipped even deeper, the strange substance flowing over her breasts like warm bubble gum.


  ‘Catwoman… get me out of here..’ She pleaded to no avail.


  Catwoman instead stood and walked back to the sofa and sat down, enjoying the show. The Cool-tex was melting around Batgirl’s body and all that was left above the surface was the tips of her knees, and her head and shoulders. Catwoman reached behind her and pushed another button.


  Batgirl stayed as motionless as possible, but it didn’t seem to help. Her knees disappeared beneath the surface like a sinking ship and she could feel the warm ooze covering her shoulders and surrounding her neck with it soft spongy caress.


  Batgirl lifted her chin, as the Cool-tex came in contact with it. Stretching her face as far from the surface as possible. It was useless. The Cool-tex continued to slowly advance, until again it was under her chin.


  Batgirl looked around wildly. In a few seconds she would be dead. The Cool-tex crested her chin and Batgirl took a final deep breath, and closed her eyes, fearing the very worst. Then suddenly, she stopped sinking.


  Batgirl looked around only with her eyes. She dared not move an inch for fear of sinking out of sight. Catwoman approached and sat down at the edge of the pit smiling. Batgirl continued to concentrate on staying completely still.


  A minute past and she was still stuck at chin level. She could feel the strange material around her. It was warm and… tight. Batgirl moved slightly and didn’t sink. Hell she didn’t even move. She tried again to move in the Cool-tex but found that she was suddenly trapped in the substance as if it were a rubber mold. And it wasn’t as warm as it had been before. In fact Batgirl seem to feel the substance around her getting cool.


  ‘Feeling constricted?’ Catwoman asked, smiling.


  ‘What are you doing to me?’ Batgirl asked, struggling with all her might, but unable to move a muscle.


  ‘I’m cooling you off, Batgirl… Actually I’m cooling off the Cool-tex, but I think you’ll find that it’s about the same thing.’


  ‘I can’t move…’ Batgirl said, pulling and pushing under the surface with her body, but to no avail.


  ‘Yes, that is another unfortunate thing about Cool-tex. When it gets cold, it does tend to get rather constricting. I hope you aren’t finding it too uncomfortable.’


  ‘Actually, it’s rather pleasant.’ Batgirl lied, defiantly.


  ‘Well I’m afraid that it will become quite unpleasant shortly. As it cools, the Cool-tex will harden, in turn getting tighter and tighter until it slowly crushes you… Of course you may find that you freeze first…’ Catwoman laughed. ‘I would love to see that…’


  ‘I’m sure you would…’


  ‘Oh I wouldn’t miss it for the world. Though I need to check on Valerie downstairs first. I think by now, she’s dying to tell me everything I want to know.’


  Catwoman stood up and began to walk away.


  ‘Catwoman! Surely you didn’t lure me here just for this. Where’s your playful nature…!’ Batgirl pleaded, feeling the rubber tightening around her.


  Catwoman stopped, walked back to the edge of the pit and kneeled down.


  ‘You’re so right, Batgirl, how could I leave you in there like that…’ she said as she lifted a small section of tile from the ground, revealing a set of buttons. She looked down at Batgirl, and then to the controls, slowly sliding her finger along the tops of the various buttons, like she was unsure exactly which one she wanted to push.


  ‘Eany, meany, miney…’ Catwoman said, stopping on top of the blue one and then hesitating, looking deeply into Batgirl’s eyes before finally pushing the button.


  Sudden the entire pit of Cool-tex began to undulate sending incredible surges of sexual stimulation across Batgirl’s body.


  Catwoman squealed with joy, knowing Batgirl’s helpless body would have no choice but to respond to the slow, sensual massage.


  ‘Catwoman, you Bitch!’ Batgirl screamed as she closed her eyes and began thrusting in the pink rubber, unable to stop the rising passion within her.


  ‘Magic Fingers, Batgirl!’ Catwoman stood, walked toward the door, looking over her shoulder.


  ‘Ca-at-at Wo-wo-man!’


  ‘Taa Taa, Batgirl! … Enjoy!!’ Catwoman cackled and Batgirl heard her echoing laugh slowly fade as she walked downstairs, leaving her to freeze… or worse…


  * * *


  ‘Enjoying yourself?’


  Valerie looked up from the ball to see Catwoman the Sex Kittens walk in the room. They glided across the room until they were standing in front of her. Catwoman put her hands on her hips and took in the sights.


  Valerie was a disheveled mess. The outside of her bodystocking was gleaming and completely drenched with sweat. Her short blond hair, was wet and hung limply across her brow, dripping sweat onto her already wet face… but her eyes told it all. They were red and slightly swollen and she had that glassy not all there look of someone who was completely spent.


  But even with all that, Valerie was still struggling.


  Certainly not the frantic struggles from forty five minutes ago, but distinct and helpless none the less. Her thighs strained and kicked, sliding endlessly on the outside of the ball. She pulled at her wrists and twisted, shutting her eyes tightly, as yet another orgasm hit… To Catwoman’s utter delight. She wondered just how many she had had… Twenty? Thirty?


  ‘Mmmmpphaaaa.’ Valerie moaned softly, opening her mouth to expose her white teeth along the surface of the ballgag. She was still coming. Then it ended and her head tilted forward, she was near complete exhaustion.


  Catwoman walked up to the ball and slid her hand up Valerie’s ooze covered thigh.


  ‘Pool little Valerie.’ Catwoman cooed, as she reached behind Valerie’s neck, unbuckled the ballgag and pulled it from her mouth. Valerie lifted her head, her eyes pleading


  ‘Catwoman please… augh… get me off of this thing…’ Valerie begged, feeling the dildo inside of her come to life again.


  ‘I COULD do that… but first, I think some codes are in order…’


  Valerie began to shift atop the ball again.


  ‘Anything… Oh god.. Anything!…’ Valerie screamed, thrusting suddenly forward and then backward, arching her back as the dildo pulsed wildly within her.


  ‘Talon… write this down carefully.’ Catwoman said, as she squeezed Valerie’s thigh. ‘OK, where were we. Oh yes, the codes…’


  Valerie literally exploded with information. Account numbers, amounts, banking codes… Catwoman smiled, already seeing the money flowing into her Swiss accounts. In less than a minute, Valerie was finished, closing her eyes as another massive orgasm hit… She tensed, her whole body shaking from the exertion. Then her body fell silent again.


  ‘That’s… that’s it… now please… get me off of this thing…’


  Catwoman grabbed the ballgag from her belt.


  ‘Oh no, Catwoman… please… you promised…


  ‘I lied…’ Catwoman cooed.


  ‘Oh god please don’t leave me up here like this… N-!’ Valerie begged, as Catwoman stuck the red orb back in Valerie’s mouth, buckling it tightly in place.


  ‘MMppppppph!’ Valerie screamed, her body struggling in a sudden burst of energy.


  ‘I don’t intend to…’


  Catwoman walked back to the console and pushed a button. The ball rose out of the hole in the until it was three feet off of the ground.


  Valerie looked at Catwoman questioningly. Catwoman smiled and pushed another button.


  *CLICK*


  Valerie looked below her. The floor was opening and something huge was coming out of the ground. At first Valerie couldn’t tell what it was, then suddenly she recognized it.


  ‘MMMMMMMMMMNNNNPP!’ She screamed.


  It was a huge circular saw. Its crooked spiked teeth pointing up menacingly. It stopped just below the ball and then started to slowly rotate, picking up speed until it was a blur of motion.


  ‘I’m afraid that our partnership will have to PART company…’ Catwoman said, pushing another button on the console. ‘One half of your body over here, and the other half over here…’


  The ball lurched downward and the spinning edge of the jagged blade began to tear into the bottom of it, making not only a ton of noise, but also sending a shock wave of vibration upward. Catwoman laughed watching Valerie’s body suddenly tense as the vibration set off a change reaction with the ball, making the entire upper surface quiver, not to mention what it did to the dildo inside of her.


  The ball stopped descending and the vibration stopped. Talon and the rest of the Sex Kittens squealed with joy, overwhelmed with Catwoman’s deviousness.


  Valerie’s body relaxed and her head drooped slightly from the exertion, as she tried to recover from the intense sensation that had just rammed into her.


  Then it happened again. The ball slid downward, and the blade cut savagely into it. Catwoman laughed wickedly, as Valerie slid left and right, forward and backward on top of the quivering ball trying to find relief from its intense sensory onslaught.


  It was useless.


  The ropes around her body held her, and she couldn’t find the leverage to pull herself off of the dildo. It was insanity itself. And all that her struggling accomplished was to move the dildo within her even more, doubling the effect that the savage vibration was having on her helpless body.


  Valerie lurched forward as the ball stopped, her breathing ragged, her eyes affixed first to Catwoman and then downward at the flashing edge of the saw blade.


  ‘She’s amazing Catwoman!’


  ‘Yes, she is, isn’t she. Such a pity…’ Catwoman said, as she pushed a button and then slid forward, carefully avoiding the massive spinning blade.


  ‘I’m sorry that it has to end this way Valerie, I am really going to miss you. Once I reactivate the machine it will take only ten minutes for the blade to reach you. A short time I know, but I doubt that your body could last much longer…’


  Catwoman put her hand on Valerie’s knee and smiled.


  ‘…You see the ball gets denser towards the top… so if I were to let you linger up there, you might find the sensation’s a little too… stimulating to handle.’


  Catwoman backed away and walked back to the console.


  ‘MMMMMMPHHH!’ Valerie squealed, jerking her body around in another useless attempt at freedom.


  ‘This way, I think you will be alive when the blade reaches you…’


  Catwoman pushed the button and the ball slid downward. Valerie squirmed as the ball erupted under her. Catwoman waited patiently, admiring Valerie’s unceasing contortions as the vibration continued. Valerie eyes remained tightly shut even after the ball stopped, her hands clenched into tight fists, pulling at the ropes around her wrists.


  Catwoman looked over to her Kittens who were playing with each other, transfixed on Valerie’s helpless form.


  ‘Kitten’s enjoy yourself. I want to catch Batgirl’s final purrr-formance!


  Catwoman walked to the door and paused, waiting for the ball to lurch downward again. After a few moments it did, and Talon, Passion and Vixen squealed with joy as Valerie began her dance again.


  Catwoman lingered at the door. The next few minutes here would be exquisite… Valerie was putting on one of the most stimulating performances she had ever seen; It was a pity she would miss it.


  It was a pity that Batgirl would miss her opportunity on the pleasure-Ball. Catwoman turned and walked out the door, strangely sad. It was a pity that Batgirl was going to miss the experience of so many of her ingenious devices… Such was life…


  
    
      IS THIS TRULY THE END FOR THE GIRLS? VALERIE DISSECTED ON TOP OF THE PLEASURE BALL AND BATGIRL FROZEN AND CRUSHED IN THE HARDENING COOL-TEX?
    


    
      OR WILL THEY FACE EVEN MORE DEVILISH FATES YET TO COME?
    


    
      STAY TUNED…
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  (I)

  DEADLY DANGER AT THE DOCKS

  (or, Choo Choo on This, Batgirl)


  Barbara Gordon was just settling down on the fire escape of her cozy apartment in the fashionably run down Marina District of Gotham City. She had the third floor of the old brownstone all to herself. In any other city in the world a twenty-something librarian would never be able to afford to own her own building, much less one with such a great view of Short Island Sound. But, Babs was smart. She invested a small inheritance wisely and lived a frugal existence.


  Picking up her glass of Chardonnay, she flipped open the pamphlet. She was just about to find out all there was to know about Robin’s grim future, when she noticed the BatSignal. It was reflecting off the perpetual cloud that hung over Wayne Waste Management Corp. She climbed back in her apartment and closed the blind.


  Going to the dressing bureau, she clicked the switch secreted behind the mirror. The bureau and wall spun around revealing her Batgirl dressing table. She stripped down completely, and pulled her chestnut red hair from the staid and practical bun of Barbara Gordon to flowing red locks of Batgirl. She pulled on the black hip-hugger lycra-spandex stirrup pants, followed by the short, purple ankle boots. The boots were a compromise of vanity and practicality. The short stiletto-heel reeked sexuality, but were not necessarily the best for motorcycles and hand to hand combat. She liked to vamp people out. The rest of the outfit was similar. The hip-huggers and the short, tight, sleeveless top looked great but left her midriff completely bare, although they gave great range of motion. The cowl gave most of her head protection but for esthetic reasons, she hadn’t made it too heavy. The purple gloves went up to just below the elbow. Centered on her chest between her firm breasts was the insignia of the Bat.


  Originally, the insignia was smaller and centered over one breast. But when she realized that not paying royalties annoyed the hell out of Batman, she made it much more visible. She had also added the insignia to her yellow titanium utility belt, which looped through her black hip-huggers. Unlike the clunky tool laden belt that Batman wore, hers had standard belt dimensions. She had been considerably more selective about what she felt was necessary than he. No Bat-shark repellent and a host of other usually useless items on her outfit.


  After donning her cowl, checking that her appearance befit an officer of the law (that title annoyed everyone in the commissioner’s office), she hopped on her massive, purple Harley-Davidson Batgirl-cycle and headed out of the building’s secret exit. In seconds she was pulling up to city hall and bounding jauntily into her father’s office.


  “Hello Batgirl! Thanks for coming!” said Commissioner Gordon.


  “No problem, Commissioner Gordon. What’s up?” Barbara didn’t like to spend too much time as Batgirl with her father, or in his office. She’d grown up there and always worried that someone would see through the costume. As Barbara, she did like to come by and visit still. She would lay on the big leather couch and read while her father would go about his business. They had been getting along a lot better the last few years. He wasn’t so hard on her desire for police work, and she understood his fears about his only child working in such a dangerous profession.


  “We just received this letter from the British government,” he handed the paper across to her. Lady Penelope Peasoup has broken out of jail! Since Batman captured her and her brother Lord Phogg, they thought she might head this way.”


  “You may be right, Commissioner.” Batgirl wasn’t about to start a discussion of who captured whom. “Foiling their attempts to steal the Crown Jewels from the Tower of London hugely embarrassed them to the London underworld,” she observed. Barbara scanned down the letter.


  “Sir, this letter was dated six weeks ago!!”


  “Yes, it was improperly sorted in the mail. I’m afraid the only thing we’ve done so far is send London a signed 8x10 glossy.” Chief O’Hara chimed in, hoping to assuage some of the commissioner’s embarrassment at having to explain the delay.


  Batgirl scanned the letter carefully, hoping to glean more details.


  “Chief O’Hara, would you mind if I took this letter for a while, I’d like to have a closer look at it.”


  * * *


  Batgirl headed home. She didn’t need a Batcomputer to analyze this one. She just wanted the phone number listed on top of the page, along with the name of Chief Superintendent Watson.


  A quick call to Scotland Yard revealed that Lady Peasoup had escaped from Slutmore Prison. Disappearing in a mysterious fog, she spirited herself away from the prison grounds with the assistance of persons unknown. Scotland Yard later traced her to the luxury linerQueen Elizabeth. Hoping that Gotham officials could help, they had sent an urgent letter ahead via airmail.


  So much for nipping this one in the bud, thought Barbara, as she dialed the Gotham Port Authority. She found out that someone fitting the description Penelope Peasoup had indeed disembarked from theQueen Elizabeth. She was traveling under the name Misty Haze. Another couple of phone calls revealed that customs had not released all of her luggage. A steamer trunk was still being held at the Gotham Custom House.


  Barbara decided that she should have a look at what was in that steamer trunk, and the sooner the better. It was already after 10:00 PM and the docks would be nearly empty. Perfect for a nighttime reconnaissance.


  She mounted her Batcycle and headed into the evening mist to the Gotham Custom House. Although the giant windscreen on the bike reduced the draft, the cold breeze still penetrated her thin costume and gave her goose bumps; she felt her nipples become erect under the fabric of her suit. She wasn’t sure if the wind was causing that. The excitement of a new case was about as good an aphrodisiac as she knew. She always found herself extraordinarily horny when she was on a new or big case. Anticipation of the unexpected could make her juices flow at the most troubling times.


  She thought back to the time only a few weeks ago when she was trying to track down Catwoman, who had purloined a set of Bengali tiger skin rugs from the Sultan of Bengali when he was visiting Gotham. Batgirl tracked her down to a lair beneath the PussyCat strip club. Batgirl waited until Catwoman’s Kittens left to perform their acts in the club upstairs. Then, sneaking in through a basement window, she confronted Catwoman with the stolen goods.


  Although Batgirl had the jump on Catwoman, the villainess had the home court advantage. She maneuvered Batgirl over a cleverly hidden trapdoor. Just as Batgirl was about to get the batcuffs on the feline felon, the floor dropped away beneath her. She fell a good ten feet before her fall was broken by a large net. As the net closed around her, Catwoman threw in one of her catnap bombs.


  Barbara woke up to find herself lying on her side, elbows and hands tied behind her back, and her legs pulled back and tied to her wrists in a strict hog-tie. Standing around her were Catwoman and three of her kittens. Catwoman knelt down and ran her ebony-gloved hand over Batgirl’s taut tummy. She let her long nails slide over her prisoner’s midriff.


  Batgirl could see that Catwoman was trying to decide what to do with her prize like a cat trying to decide whether to let the mouse run so the cat could enjoy another entertaining pounce or dine quickly.


  “Our flying mouse has finished her catnap,” Catwoman eyed Batgirl speculatively. “Purrrhaps we should place her as bait for a bigger catch!!! That might be entertaining,” she mused. “But I doubt the dynamic dunderheads would be able to find her if we mailed them a map!!”


  As she toyed with the helpless Batgirl, Catwoman noticed a damp spot forming in the purple crotch of her batsuit.


  “So our mouse likes to play…” She traced her claw over the damp patch of Barbara’s outfit. “Purrfect, she can be the first to test the legendary loving embrace of the Bengali Tiger Skin Death Trap. Kittens, let’s make our guest as uncomfortable as possible.”


  Batgirl soon found herself released from her hogtie, but the wrist, elbow and ankle ropes remained in place. As Batgirl struggled against her bonds, Catwoman explained the trap’s delicious simplicity. The Catwoman would lace up the tiger hide and enclose Batgirl completely inside. Then, as Batgirl struggled to escape, the specially treated hide and self tightening leather laces would slowly contract and crush Batgirl in their warm and furry grip. The Sultan of Bengali had been less than forthcoming in his description of the stolen skins. He had failed to mention that they were the Sultan’s preferred method of divorce.


  To make sure that Batgirl’s demise would be timely, Catwoman inserted an electronic vibrator of her own design deep into Batgirl’s snatch (the “Bat-snatch,” she called it). The built-in motion detectors would detect whenever Batgirl stopped struggling and then give her pussy some electro-stimulation. The hot fur and the almost continuous activity of the dildo gave Catwoman a better show than she had planned. For over an hour she watched as Batgirl writhed inside the slowly constricting skin while undergoing one forced orgasm after another. Catwoman toyed with herself as she watched her sexually overwhelmed adversary’s life squeezed out of her. For a while, she lay next to the bound heroine, feeling Batgirl’s tired body quake with each progressively more deadly orgasm.


  The trap was proving itself exquisitely effective, but also slower than Catwoman had planned. Seeing that it was getting late and that Batgirl was almost finished, Catwoman decided that video replay would have to be how she would view the end of Batgirl.


  While Catwoman was engaged in her latest caper, Barbara had a run of luck. The battery in the dildo died, and one of the laces on the skin burst. It wasn’t much of a break, but it was all she needed. Batgirl struggled out of the skin, thanking providence that Catwoman hadn’t thought to replace the worn leather thongs on the death dealing antique bondage device.


  Batgirl didn’t catch Catwoman that time, but she did recover the tiger skins. Too bad the Sultan got them back shredded beyond repair. Batgirl learned a lot from that experience. First, purple is a bad choice for a super heroine costume if the heroine is easily aroused. Second, Catwoman knew how to make one mean dildo. Barbara kept that nasty (but beautiful) vibrator in a box under her bed as a souvenir.


  The vibrations from the big bike rumbling between her thighs along with the mental picture of Catwoman toying with her bound body had created a cool damp patch in the crotch of her outfit.


  She killed the ignition and let her Batgirl cycle coast the last block and a half to the customs house. There was only a sliver of moon illuminating the maze of piers and rail sidings. A low gray fog had completely enveloped the waterfront. She parked her bike behind a dumpster and used the saddle to climb up onto the lid. With her bat-a-rang and bat-rope she was able to quietly scale the side of the building and entered through a fourth floor window.


  The custom house was like most other Gotham municipal buildings: dark, poorly organized and inefficient. Batgirl quickly decided that it was just luck that customs still had Lady Penelope’s trunk. They just hadn’t gotten around to releasing it. After searching about for about half an hour, the trunk turned up in a claim area. It had been incorrectly labeled as containing agricultural products.


  Batgirl carefully inspected the outside of the trunk for signs of booby traps. She wasn’t expecting to find any. If Lady Peasoup wanted to bring contraband to Gotham, she would use camouflage to do it. Using a set of custom picks from her utility belt, Barbara started on the lock. It wasn’t at all sophisticated and she popped it open in seconds. She leaned away as she opened the lid, just in case.


  The heavy box was filled with books, arranged neatly in rows. The spine of all the books proclaimed themselves as “The King James Bible” in leather and gold leaf.Great, thought Barbara,Gotham Customs strikes again! That’s why Penelope Peasoup hasn’t bothered to collect them, they aren’t hers.


  For completeness, Batgirl fished out one of the tomes and felt the bottom of the trunk. No false bottoms. She then started to look at the book. It was new and beautifully bound. Then she noticed the paper. Instead of the high quality parchment that is normally associated with quality leather, the pages were printed on impregnated pages often used for illustrated textbooks.


  She flipped open the cover. On the title page was “The Gospel According To Penelope, Forward by Phineas Phogg.” Below was written “Vol. II: Locks and Alarms, a Primer.” Intrigued, Barbara picked up another volume. It was titled “Vol. III: The Arts of Assassination.” For each volume there were several copies. Each was designed to be educational material on criminal enterprise. Leafing through the books, Barbara found one last volume labeled “Vol. VI: Booby Traps and Security.” She flipped open the book and a noxious blue fog shot into her face and made her head swim. She vaguely realized she was falling, but didn’t remember hitting the floor.


  * * *


  Barbara’s head throbbed surprisingly little for such a potent knock-out gas. She lay still for a few moments, waiting for her vision to clear. She looked straight ahead. The only thing in her line of vision was a pair of flat-heeled brown leather riding boots.


  “Hurry up with that trunk, girls! We can’t expect this lovely fog to last forever! May! June! If you drop that you’ll each spend a day in the corner!” Barbara recognized the voice of Lady Penelope Peasoup.


  “Ah, Batgirl! So good of you to drop in and join us for a brief, I assure you, a very brief, visit. I was beginning to think we wouldn’t have you coming around before tea time!” She bent down to look at her captive. “Sorry to have to make you so uncomfortable, but I can’t have you meddling about. It would undermine the whole educational experience.”


  “Mmmpphh!!” was all that Batgirl could muster, discovering to her dismay that her arms were tied securely behind her at the wrists and elbows. Her legs were also bound above the knees and at the ankles. Multiple strips of wide adhesive tape plastered her face from nose to chin muffled all her protests. She could feel a large wad of tape wedged into her mouth behind her teeth.Wow, she thought,what a mouthful.


  Penelope Peasoup crouched down beside her adversary. “I would so dearly love to dispose of you in a much more leisurely fashion. But, it was just my ill luck that your path crossed mine so soon.” She rolled her captive over.


  Barbara got her first look at Lady Peasoup now standing up over her. She was wearing her trademark brown tweed. The skirt was on the shortish side, exposing more of her thigh than it covered. Beige hose covered the open patch of leg between the top of her polished brown riding boots and the edge of her skirt. Her pronounced bosom pushed the lapels of her tweed jacket apart, exposing a white blouse with a stern looking ascot. To round out the country estate look, she was fondling a riding crop. Her narrow face had high cheekbones. And her long straight dirty blonde hair was held in a loose ponytail. Batgirl had always thought that Lady Penelope was quite attractive despite her rather sharp features.


  Two girls returned from outside as Lady Penelope stood up. They were quite young for hoods, perhaps only nineteen or twenty. They each wore an outfit similar to their mistress except that they each wore a trilby hat. To say the least, they both appeared quite fit, and quite cute in a girlish sort of way. When they entered they lined up next to their leader.


  “Girls, when faced with the unexpected, what is the first rule of engagement?” Lady Penelope marched in front of her two charges, patting her hand with the riding crop.


  “Evaluate resources and terrain,” they announced in unison.


  “Good! May, evaluate the terrain.”


  “We are located on the ground floor of the Gotham Customs House, located on Pier 69 of Gotham Harbor. There are three routes of access to the pier: water, driveway, and a standard gauge rail spur. It is 3:50 AM. There is a heavy ground fog that will probably last another hour or so.”


  “Very good. June, evaluate resources.”


  “We have recovered our objective and have a single captive, however we have insufficient transport for both.” June stood smartly at attention. She looked down for a moment and smirked slightly at the bound and gagged crimefighter.


  “Very succinct, June. I think that covers the main issues.”


  Lady Penelope rolled Batgirl back onto her tummy and placed the toe of her boot square in the middle of the bound heroine’s head and ground Batgirl’s face into the floor. “As you may realize, Batgirl, besides getting rid of you on general principle, I have a score to settle with you. So, the question is, how do I do that on such short notice?”


  She turned her attention back to May and June. “Girls, what would you suggest?”


  “The water at the end of the pier is more than five meters deep!” June’s eyes glowed. “The warehouse contains sufficient resources for us to forage additional rope and suitable weights to attach to the captive. The body would remain undiscovered for quite some time.”


  May, not wanting to be left out of the process, piped up, “I suggest we put the captive in the trunk which contained our books, lock it, place sufficient charges around it and set a short fuse. If we open a gas valve, the blast will appear to be a natural gas explosion.”


  “Both are very good suggestions, but a little too quick for my taste. And for such an auspicious foe, I think we need something with a little more flair, a touch of style.” She moved her toe down Batgirl’s body. The tip of her boot stopped just as it reached the edge of the Batgirl’s firm buttocks.


  “Yes, a stylish exit for our damsel in distress…” Her foot absently massaged Batgirl’s shapely bottom.


  “Hmmm… A damsel in distress… yes…. that gives me an idea. June, when does the next train come by?” An evil smile ran across her Lady Penelope’s face.


  June recited in a schoolgirl’s voice, “There’s a coal train heading to the Wayne Foundation Trade School and Iron Works at 4:20. The next train to head this way after that is a commuter train at 5:50.”


  “Perfect! Yes, indeed. Our poor, heroic damsel, bound, gagged, and left to struggle on the railroad tracks with no hope of escape as the speeding train barrels down upon her.” Lady Penelope’s hand slid up and down over the tweed crotch of her skirt. “Yes, I think that will do very nicely!” Her hand lingered a few moments longer as she savored the idea.


  “June, I want you to get that extra rope you mentioned and the black bag from the boot of our sedan.” With a wave of Lady Penelope’s hand, June scurried off. “May, get the bolt cutters from over there and go out to the siding switch. Cut free the switch to divert the train onto the sidetrack. Now hurry!!”


  After watching her assistants leave, Lady Penelope again knelt down and straddled the bound figure of the helpless Batgirl. “Such lovely girls. So eager with their ideas. But I thought it would be such a waste to hurry your final dispatch, good as my apprentices’ suggestion are. I’m sure this will be a suitably grand, classic exit for a classic beauty!” She touched the side of Barbara’s face and traced her hand over her the fine contours. Barbara struggled and kicked ineffectually beneath the coils of rope embracing her in their tight grip.


  “Such pretty eyes, I wonder who you are beneath the cowl?” Lady Penelope mused. “But the symbolism of it is just to perfect to despoil by peeking.” Barbara stopped struggling at this.


  “You don’t get it do you? The symbolism of destroying an anonymous symbol of law and order?” Lady Penelope mocked her in a slightly exasperated tone. Batgirl’s failure to see the point was spoiling her plan. “Why hasn’t anyone ever taken your cowl off? Because, if they did then you become merely a person in a ridiculous costume. But with it you are the feminine ideal of virtue and beauty. It’s a lot more fun to defile icons of virtue and beauty.”


  Her hand slid down Barbara’s neck to her shoulder. She caressed Barbara’s well-sculpted muscles gently and moved her hand onto the lycra covered breast of her captive. “You would have made such a wonderful teaching aid at my new school, ‘Lady Peasoup’s Crime School For Girls.’ My students could have learned so much from you! They built a wonderful new contraption that combines the simplicity of a clock work motor and some lovely toys. It would have been quite enjoyable see how it works on a real live superheroine! Perhaps we can ‘persuade’ Mary Marvel to ‘volunteer’ and join us for a demonstration. Yes, that sounds quite nice.”


  Lady Penelope then enthralled herself while she waited for her apprentices with visions of poor Mary Marvel struggling helplessly in tight bondage as the simple pendulum motor did its nasty work on her. She was still massaging Barbara’s breast with one hand as she ran the shaft of her riding crop under her skirt. From her vantage point on the ground, Barbara could see the leather tip of the whip pushing against the dark fabric of the villainous Englishwoman’s pink knickers


  Slowly, Penelope’s hand started to migrate down across the open midriff of the captive heroine. It ran down past her yellow titanium Batgirl utility belt until it reached the damp patch of fabric over Batgirl’s snatch. Barbara’s struggles took on a more rhythmic tone as Penelope stroked her.


  “Well, I do believe that our captive is enjoying this little dance with danger!” She continued to stroke her bound prisoner’s soaking crotch. Barbara slowly arched her back as her body quivered in near orgasm. Lady Penelope’s fingers pressed hard onto the mons pubis as she watched her captive gasping through the thick gag. Penelope dropped her riding crop and pressed her hand up her skirt and beneath her knickers and she brought them off in a communal orgasm.


  While this was going on the two students returned from their assigned tasks. May had the coil of rope and a black gym bag that looked almost empty.


  “Let’s get dear, soon to be departed, Batgirl outside, girls.”


  Barbara struggled and kicked mightily, but she was far to well bound to impede her three captors very much. They soon had her bundled outside to the track siding. Batgirl groaned and butted her head uselessly as she tried in vain to hinder their progress. At Lady Penelope’s instruction, the two younger women roped Batgirl’s bound ankles to her wrists. Once they succeeded at this, Barbara’s struggles became irrelevant.


  First June, and then May tried to remove Batgirl’s utility belt, but the titanium buckle was protected by a Chinese puzzle lock. Lady Penelope took out a switchblade and slit the crotch of Batgirl’s lycra suit. “That will do just dandily,” she said as she put away the blade.


  She picked up the black bag and pulled out a polished black wooden rod about two feet long. Dangling from one end was a beautifully chromed nine-inch knobbed vibrator.


  “This is what I call my ‘Dick Stick.’” Lady Peasoup ran her hand along the cold metal surface of the dildo. “I keep it around just in case a pesky superheroine drops by unexpectedly. It’s fully charged and ready to go.” She smiled as she twisted the end of the toy to the “on” position. It whirred to life, visibly shaking in her hand. She turned it off.


  At first Barbara didn’t understand the purpose of Penelope’s contraption. The function of the stick was a mystery. Barbara was soon enlightened. After a valiant struggle, Penelope and her gang succeeded in filling the hapless damsel’s tight chamber with the vicious vibrator and tied the other end of the Dick Stick to Batgirl’s ankles. The result was that as Batgirl struggled, the vibrator moved around inside her pussy. But there wasn’t enough play in the hog-tied ropes drawn between her wrist and ankle bondage to allow her pull it out. The effect on the captive was total.


  “That should keep you both entertained and distracted for your foreseeable future, my dear. Which should be for about another twenty minutes.” Lady Peasoup grabbed the wooden part of the Dick Stick and felt the vibrations through her hand with wry satisfaction. “Girls, I’ll meet you back at the car. I’d like to have a few final moments with the lovely, but soon to be late, Batgirl.” She smiled down almost sympathetically at the bound beauty on the railroad tracks.


  “Aaahhh, so is this is how it ends?” Penelope asked rhetorically. “The dastardly death of the bothersome Batgirl at the hands of a villainous vixen!” Her hand stroked the vibrating shaft of wood. Batgirl was barely able to pay attention as her struggles did nothing but maneuver the humming sex toy through the confines of her bound sex. Her throat rested on the cold, dew covered steel of the railroad track as Penelope continued rapturously.


  “And what a wonderful demise it will be, too! You’ll struggle in the throes of orgasm looking down the tracks as the oncoming train rushes in! The screech of the brakes! The shrill of its horn!” She now had one hand stroking her own pussy and the other on warm metal of the vibrator as it disappeared between the lips of Batgirl’s pussy. She let the electric motor’s hum provide the friction as her fingers brought Batgirl to another climax. She watched intently as the heroine clenched and wriggled, inundated with sensation. Seeing her victim racked by orgasm, Lady Penelope drove herself to her own orgasm in a last ritual of communion.


  “You were a most entertaining adversary, both here and in London. But, my sweet, it is time to say good-bye. I bid you a fond adieu!” She leaned over and gave Barbara a final lingering kiss on the exposed skin of her cheek. Lady Peasoup stood up and walked away to join her students. Just before she disappeared into the fog, she turned around, and looked back at the struggles of the doomed heroine. Poor Batgirl was in the throes of another shuddering orgasm. Penelope got into her black sedan and drove away satisfied that the nettlesome nuisance known as Batgirl was nearly no more.


  * * *


  Batgirl closed her eyes after watching Lady Peasoup disappear into the predawn fog. The cold steel of the iron rail pressed against her slender throat. She tried to scream through the gag to no avail. Her cries for help were totally useless. The huge wad of tape packed into her mouth and taped over muffled all sound within just a few feet. She knew that there wasn’t anyone to hear them anyway.


  She struggled and kicked at her bonds. If she pushed out hard with her feet, the ‘Dick Stick’ would pull the buzzing dildo about halfway out of her pussy. Unfortunately, the farther the dildo came out, the more intense the sensation became. Its operational speed seemed to be controlled by the depth of penetration. Worse, as it came out it tended to press harder at the front of her pussy, digging into her G-spot. She couldn’t get the little beast all the way out anyway, so Barbara allowed the dildo to slide back into her body.


  As the knobby metal toy slid back inside her, Barbara let out a muffled groan and again shuddered in orgasm. It was her third in what seemed as many minutes. If this was the fate that Penelope Peasoup had designed, then Barbara was sure to be dead long before the train got to her, done in and drained by the deadly dildo.


  She tried pulling with her bound wrists. Not surprisingly, the dildo pushed deeper inside. She could feel the back of her wrists brush her utility belt. She relaxed, letting the vibrator slide out to a more comfortable position. She let her hips grind slowly, lost in the sensation of sexual bliss and bondage.


  The rope work was expertly tight. Not tight enough to cut off blood flow, but plenty tight when it came to range of motion. Barbara wasn’t able to do much beyond wriggling uselessly, repositioning the vibrator in her sex. She couldn’t even roll off her stomach or stop her head from resting on the cold, dew covered rail like a head on a chopping block.


  She lay there, lost in a twilight of fatigue and ceaseless orgasm. She unclenched her fists, and let her hand slide on the smooth rope connecting her bound wrists to her ankles. She felt the rope briefly, lost in a dream, with out realizing the significance of it. IT WAS SMOOTH!!!


  Barbara’s brain clicked back to reality instantly. The rope was smooth, which meant that it was most likely nylon! She struggled to get a better grip on the rope. She was feeling it through the material of her gloves and was sure she was probably mistaken.


  With some effort she was able gab the length of rope. It was good quality half-inch triple-ply rope. It felt new, but most importantly it felt like nylon.


  Barbara was just starting to formulate a strategy when she felt an almost imperceptible vibration coming through her cheek. She knew what it was immediately. It was the 4:20 headed for the Wayne Foundation Trade School and Iron Works. It was still a way off, but Batgirl knew that the clock was ticking. It was about four or so when Lady Penelope had left her to be sliced to bits by the train, and the Wayne Works was notorious for meeting deadlines at all costs. That meant that Barbara only had perhaps five or ten minutes before the train crashed down the siding into Gotham Harbor and dispatched her.


  She pulled and jerked her body with all her might as she fought to roll onto her back. Using her head, she pushed herself up so that her back was arched enough so that she was able to work herself on to her back. Each movement of her body sent the tip of the Dick Stick probing into new and untapped regions of her stretched vagina. Her desperate attempts were met with demonically intense orgasms pounding through her loins. She was sweating profusely despite the cool night air. The droplets glistened under the dim sodium lamps of the yard.


  After what seemed to be an eternity, she found herself precariously balanced on her back. Her body was arched into the air as she tried to avoid toppling back onto her side. The sharp heels of her boots were dug into the loose gravel of the track bed while the top of her cowl was pressed against the rail tie just outside the rail. She could feel the vibrations of the approaching train rumbling through the back of her neck.


  Resting for a moment, she glanced up the track as it disappeared into the fog. She suddenly had a terrible realization that her long supple neck was laying exposed across the rail like a scrap of paper in a scissors.


  She solidified her resolve not to succumb quietly to her captor’s deathtrap. She was still alive, and she wasn’t about to let a second string villain get bragging rights to the demise of Batgirl.


  The next phase of her plan was much harder than the first. She had to reach her Batgirl utility belt. To do that meant that she was going to have to pull her bound wrists up her back. The hog tie that she was in was fairly strict, but Lady Peasoup hadn’t discounted the erotic element of her squirming captive. She had allowed Barbara enough slack so that as fought for freedom the dildo would grind her into sexual oblivion. But to access her utility belt she needed bring the vibrator impossibly far into her body. At least, she thought, the damnable thing isn’t so violent when it’s deeper in.


  Barbara closed her eyes as she slowly walked her bound feet back. Every inch of slack in her hog-tie was paid for with another inch of vibrating metal. She pulled at her wrists and could feel her hands moving slowly up her rump towards the small streamlined capsule on her utility belt. She occasionally halted the painstaking process when another orgasm would run a shudder through her body.


  Finally, she could feel the capsule with the back of her thumb. But she could also feel the textured metal on the hilt of the dildo touching the lips of her pussy. She knew she only had another inch or two to go, but the rough touch of metal pressed hard against her pubis was not what she needed. The orgasm could only be described as paralyzing. She could not move the stick further. Her body trembled, but she was unwilling to surrender the progress she had made. There would be no second chances.


  Eventually the aching, intense passion started to clear from her loins. As her awareness returned, she discovered by that some miracle that she hadn’t toppled over. She was still precariously balanced between her head and heels.


  Barbara lost no time in trying to grab the back of her utility belt. She had to maneuver the vibrator another inch into her pussy, but she was desperate. The rumblings of the train were slowly transforming from a sensation to an audible hum.


  Barbara fought on heedless to the painfully deep penetration. She hooked the tip of her thumb over the tab on her belt. She heard a light pop as the tiny ampoule snapped open and sprayed the highly concentrated oxidant out. She hadn’t intended this method of escape to be fast acting. Originally the idea was to weaken any synthetic bonds over a long period, while being transported as a captive, for example. But she hadn’t field tested it yet and was optimistic that anything was better than just lying there waiting to be sliced and diced by the train.


  Once the capsule had expended itself, Barbara tipped back over on her side. She badly needed relief from the throbbing pain of the ‘Dick Stick.’ She extended her feet out until the ‘Dick Stick’ had reached a point of equilibrium that caused the least amount of discomfort. Working her wrists back and forth, Barbara tried to get as much of the solvent as she could to work into the synthetic fibers. Her plan centered on the rapid oxidation of the polymers in the rope into smaller fragments, hopefully making it weak enough to break.


  She kept working at her bonds. The sound of the approaching coal train was clearly audible and punctuated with the screech of its horn. As Barbara worked feverishly at the ropes thoughts raced through her mind. She was back on her stomach basically back in her in her starting position. Facing the approaching train, her head laying across the rail. She wondered if the girl who had been sent to redirect the train had done it correctly. Perhaps she hadn’t. The train might just rumble on to its filthy destination with out ever knowing the drama of this struggling young woman, bound and gagged and tied across this dark remote siding.


  Not bloody likely! Barbara had seen rail switches. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out how to operate them. If you could get it to move at all, you could do it. Those girls with Lady Penelope looked at least that smart.


  Closing her eyes and bracing for the sudden change in attitude of the Dick Stick, Barbara started to kick out with bound feet. The dildo came about three-quarters of the way out, but ropes didn’t budge. She pulled her feet back again, driving the dildo back into her pussy. The metal body slid smoothly into her body. Immediately she kicked out again, straining at the limits of her hog-tie. The ropes groaned slightly as used what little leverage she had to push the bonds.


  She repeated this four or five times before she opened her eyes. Barbara was groaning into her gag as she repeatedly penetrated herself with the vibrator. She had been oblivious to her surrounding as she struggled to break free. The first thing she saw as she looked up the tracks was a small yellow dot that hadn’t been there before. She kicked wildly at her bonds once she recognized that the dot was the lamp of the approaching train! She pushed and kicked desperately as the horn roared in her ears. The tracks seemed alive with screeches and quakes as the seldom used siding groaned under the weight of the hundred ton coal train. Barbara knew that regardless of whether or not the train crew saw her or not, it would never stop in time to save her.


  Her muffled screams were totally obliterated as the screech of the train’s brakes and the wail of its horn signaled that the crew had discovered that they had been diverted down the siding. Barbara looked into the now looming lamp. The giant black form of the first of several engines formed behind it. She kicked even harder, oblivious to the actions of the dildo.


  Suddenly her feet kicked straight out, the dildo disappearing from between her legs. Without a second to lose she pushed and rolled herself from between the rails. She immediately felt the rush of wind, the roaring draft as the train screamed by. Barbara tucked into a ball as the shrieking brakes showered sparks over her as they went towards the end of the quay.


  Barbara stayed curled up like that shaking in fear and relief, even after the explosive crashes and din had subsided. When at last she peeked up she saw that she was lying in the shadow of one of the massive coal cars. Her ankles, knees, and elbows were still bound, but she didn’t care. She was still alive. Her body was weak and shaking with excitement.


  She looked down the track and saw a group of three men approaching. They were stumbling along like a pack of drunken sailors. Barbara could see that they were soaking wet. They must be the train crew, she thought. She immediately looked around for someplace to hide. Thinking quickly she rolled back under the now silent train. She wasn’t sure if they had seen her on the track and wasn’t interested in being found bound, gagged and crotchless by a group of very upset rail workers.


  The fact that they were walking away from the water was a good sign. It meant that no one had been killed in the wreck. If somebody had died, they probably would have stayed by the water. As they walked slowly back towards the main line, Barbara was able to hear enough of their conversation to confirm that nobody had been hurt and that they hadn’t any idea that she was there.


  Thank God, she thought.


  Batgirl lay under the train and waited patiently for the voices of the train crew to fade. She needed a moment to relax and compose herself. She knew that the police would start showing up in fifteen or twenty minutes, after the train crew found a working phone.


  Her body was still quivering from the excitement of the adventure. As she slowly started to work at the ropes again, Barbara visualized how the scene of her tied in Penelope’s tight bondage, wriggling on the train tracks, must have looked. Working herself loose was slow work. To occupy her mind as she methodically worked the ropes she ran the experience through her mind, visualizing herself from different vantage points. She imagined how she probably looked as Penelope Peasoup toyed with her as she lay helpless on the tracks. Then she took the perspective of the giant locomotive rumbling down the track, approaching the helpless crime fighter as she raced against time to escape.


  As Barbara worked at her the bonds, she reached around and started to finger herself. The skin of pussy was very tender from the ravages of the Dick Stick. Barbara didn’t mind, the slight pain only reminded her of the closeness of her call and the diabolical sensations of that she had just suffered through. She brought herself to orgasm almost immediately. Barbara resumed her efforts to extricate herself from the web of knots that Lady Penelope had created. Barbara was impressed with the quality of rope work that had been incorporated into her bondage. She had never seen work this sophisticated before, except possibly from Catwoman. But she lived for bondage. Catwoman would often do kidnappings just to test new toys, and would even try her deadly arts on her compatriots if they displeased her.


  Finally, after a lot of work, Batgirl was able to free herself. She could already hear the wail of the approaching police and fire trucks. Once her hands were free she dispensed with the yards of ropes. She used the small knife in her belt to cut the rest of her bonds.


  As soon as she was free, she collected what little evidence there was that she had been there and headed back to where she had hidden her Batgirl cycle. The big Harley wheeled out on to the main road just as the first police cars came into view. Barbara hadn’t turned on her lights, so she simply gunned the engine of the big bike and headed off towards home.


  As she re-entered her apartment through its secret entrance, Charley, her Parrot, eyed her suspiciously. “Don’t say a word! I’ve had a tough night!” She looked at her self in the vanity’s mirror. She was caked in sweat and soot from rolling around in the train bed. Her black hip-huggers were a total loss. The hole that Lady Penelope had made had spread so that she looked like she was wearing stockings and a garter belt. Charley let out a long whistle.


  “I think I’m starting to regret teaching you that trick, Charley.”


  “Oh, God, Ohhh, God, Stop it, Catwoman! I can’t take another orgasm! Braaack!”


  “And I think I’ll put your cage somewhere other than the bedroom.” She eyed the little bird, wondering how he’d taste broiled with lemon.


  “Braaaack!” He squawked, returning to his chew toy (a small headless Batman action figure).


  Barbara stripped down and drew a bath. She walked back to the vanity where she left Lady Penelope’s Dick Stick. She looked at the attached vibrator. She wiped it off with a towel. Towards the base she saw the manufacturer’s stamp.


  “Another fine product of Genital Electric.”


  Hmmm, thought Barbara, that was one of Pinky Pinkston’s companies. She mooned for a moment over her lost love. She and Pinky had been quite the hot and heavy a couple of years ago. Back when Barbara was still in college and Bruce Wayne hadn’t forced Pinky to file Chapter 11.


  Bruce had been trying to get into Pinky’s panties on and off for a couple of years. He was never much on dropped hints, including his uninvited interruption of Barbara and Pinky getting it on in Pinky’s Jacuzzi. When he finally did get the hint (a court order prohibiting him from contacting her), he dumped all the Pinkston Enterprises stock that he had quietly bought. The overall market dropped almost a hundred points and Pinky was ruined.


  Barbara looked closely at the dildo. It was the kind of quality device that Pinky prided her company on. Beautiful craftsmanship and stylishly designed, this was a product that would have taken the market by storm. If, of course, the company had lasted.


  Barbara continued to examine the vibrator, reminiscing about the lessons she learned under the soft touch of the beautiful industrialist. Then she stopped. At first she didn’t know, but then it dawned on her: There was no model number on the case. Nor was there any certification from the Underwriter’s Laboratory.


  This was a prototype!!


  Barbara knew Pinky far too well to think that she would have any unsavory business dealings with unsavory characters. But how did Lady Penelope get hold of one Pinky’s prototype dildos?


  Barbara tossed Penelope Peasoup’s Dick Stick under her bed with the rest of her collection, and headed for her now full bubble bath. As she lowered her sore body into the steaming tub, she tried to make sense of this latest development.


  Pinky had left town over a year ago to try re-establishing her business elsewhere. As far as Barbara knew the Pinkston holdings were still dormant and the factories and warehouses were closed up. Lady Penelope could be hiding in any one of them.


  But, Barbara mused,Lady Penelope fancies herself as part of the nobility. She would never cotton to the usual method of Gotham villains, using grimy old factories for her hideout. No, if she wants to play at being schoolmistress, she’ll find something that has the air of an English public school.


  Barbara let her body slide down into the soft lather of bubbles. The moment of danger was past and she wanted to loose herself in the suds and mull over her next move. She ran the bar soap over her body, around her breasts as they buoyed lightly in the soapy water. She ran it down her body, cleansing her spirit of her narrow escape from Lady Penelope.


  Her thoughts moved back to the carefree day days she spent at Pinkston Palisades, Pinky’s palatial place on a bluff overlooking Short Island Sound. The bar of soap moved over her thighs as she thought of the new experiences that Pinky had opened her up to. She fingered herself for a while and enjoyed the type of pleasant orgasm only fond memories could engender.


  Lolling in her bath, still enjoying the thoughts of her past, it came to her.


  Pinkston Palisades!!!!


  Pinky often worked at home, and Genital Electric was just the type of R&D Pinky liked best. It also fit perfectly with Lady Penelope’s needs. It was a large country estate, with a grand house in a secluded part of Gotham. It even gave her heavy the heavy fogs of Short Island Sound. Pinky had left the place completely furnished and Penelope Peasoup could have found any number of things like the vibrator there.


  Barbara didn’t waste a moment, she was out of the tub and toweling herself off in moments. This was a hot lead and, if she hurried, she might be able to get the drop on Lady Penelope and her gang before they realized that their little trap on the train tracks had failed.


  * * *


  It was almost nine by the time Batgirl was wheeling her way towards Pinky Palisades. The morning fog had mostly burned off as she roared up the deserted Shore Drive. Barbara felt energized, riding in the warm sun. It was turning into a beautiful day, she had cheated death again, and she was sure to get the drop on the bad guys!


  She pulled off the main road and headed cross-country for the Pinkston family home. The big purple Harley wasn’t at all suited to motocross, but Barbara enjoyed the physicality of keeping the big bike going.


  Eventually, she came to the high brick and stucco wall that surrounded Pinkston Palisades. Barbara hid her Batgirl-cycle in the brush and quickly scaled the wall.


  Barbara jumped down onto the well-manicured grounds of Pinkston Palisades. Crouching low behind a tree, she surveyed the area. The grounds were still in the pristine condition that Pinky had always kept them in.The realtors must be footing the bill to keep the place salable, Barbara thought. The house was one of those vast stone manors built in the thirties when unemployed masons were cheap and plentiful.


  Barbara sprinted across the vast expanse of lawn towards the main house. She arrived at the ivy-covered walls and surveyed possible points of entry. The ground floor was out of the question. Pinky had always been a security freak, and Bruce Wayne, who lived down the road, had always given her the willies. So the best thing to do was start at the top and work her way around the building. With fifty odd rooms, Barbara thought she would eventually find an unlocked window or broken latch.


  The ivy made for an easy, uneventful climb. Reaching the top, she started to make her way around the build. She made her way around the building, peering in through the windows, careful to avoid detection.


  After covering most of the third floor, Barbara came to a small turret room on the northwestern corner of the building. She peered through the glass pane. It was dirty and etched from the years of weather. Barbara wiped at the glass with her gloves. With effort she could see what looked like giant oak chair set in the middle of the small room. She almost moved on when she realized that something was moving in the seat. She looked harder.


  Yes, she could definitely see it now, there was someone sitting in the chair. They seemed to be trying to wiggle, rather unsuccessfully, out of the chair. From the size and proportions, Barbara was certain that the person was a woman. Barbara continued to watch the scene. She quickly realized that whoever it was either strapped or tied to the massive chair.


  So, thought Barbara,Penelope Peasoup has taken up kidnapping in addition to her new role in criminal education!!Barbara hadn’t seen any routes of easy entrance, and there was somebody in need of help on the other side of this window. She couldn’t leave her there in the clutches of that fiend.


  Barbara grabbed the rain gutter above the window and jumped up and out, she planted her feet on the center of the window frame and crashed through. She landed squarely in the middle of the room amidst a shower of broken glass.


  The young woman tied in the chair scrunched into a ball as the shards of window pain crashed on the floor. She was a petit little blonde perhaps only twenty and barely five feet tall. Her long hair had been braided into pigtails and she was dressed in white cotton blouse and a tailored navy blue skirt. Her arms and wrists were bound behind with broad black rubber straps. Similar straps ran across her chest just above and below her breasts, pushing them out in a somewhat unnatural fashion. The same strapping also bound her knees and ankles. The ends of the strapping on her knees were secured to the top of one chair leg, while her bound ankles were tied diagonally to the bottom of the opposing leg. A broad piece of black rubber went around her face from her nose to her chin, muffling her pleas. A studded collar anchored her neck to the hard wood back of the chair.


  The bondage was tight, but it didn’t look like Lady Penelope had set it up with any of her usual diabolical snuff toys. Barbara ran to the girl and started to undo the strapping on her wrists. “Look we have to hurry, do you think you can climb down the ivy?”


  The girl nodded feverishly as Batgirl freed her from the constricting straps. As she unbuckled strap after strap, Barbara surveyed the room. It was unfinished and almost empty. Aside from the massive oak chair, there was only a small wood table with a stool and simple tea service. The guard must have gone out for a moment.


  “What’s your name?” Barbara asked as she removed the gag from her mouth.


  “April,” the girl gasped. “Thank God, you found me!! You’ve saved me from a terrible ordeal.”


  “Let’s get out of here before Lady Penelope finds out you’re loose.” Barbara finished undoing the last of the girl’s straps.


  Batgirl moved back towards the window taking her bat-a-rang from her utility belt as she went. An unbidden thought stirred—May, June…April???? She was too pre-occupied with the problem of trying to get herself and her rescued hostage out of Pinkston Palisades and the little warning bell going off in her head about the trio of names, so Batgirl did not see April pick up a tea pot. She was just starting to turn back around when the bone china pot exploded against her head and sent crashing unconscious to the floor.


  
    
      HOLY BONDAGE BABES!!!! BATGIRL BLINDSIDED BY A BUXOM BLONDE!!!! WHAT INSIDIOUS LESSONS HAS PENELOPE PEASOUP TAUGHT THIS NASTY NYMPH!!!!!!


      FIND OUT IN THE NEXT EXCITING EPISODE OFBATGIRL VS THE CRIME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS!!!!!

    
  

  (II)

  BATGIRL’S VAN DER GRAAF SPOT


  When Barbara stirred from unconsciousness, she had fleeting memories of her love making sessions with her old flame, Pinky Pinkston. At first she didn’t know why. Her thoughts were all a jumble. Eventually, she realized that she was working on a case as Batgirl. But the details were fuzzy. Her aching head wasn’t able to focus on her surroundings, but they had a vague familiarity to them. She closed her eyes to stop the swimming sensation that was overwhelming her.


  Sucking air into her lungs, she opened her eyes and looked out on the familiar surroundings of Pinky’s Parlor. The lavish decor was much the same as Pinky had left it. Like the outside of the building the parlor was the epitome of English country living, dark, heavy wood panels, towering windows with thick red velvet drapes and tied back with thick gold cords.


  Lounging on a red divan was Lady Penelope Peasoup, dress in a brown tweed jacket and a dark tweed riding slacks with polished black riding boots. She was slowly fondling her riding crop as she watched her captive come round.


  “You missed your train, Batgirl. Or rather the train missed you.” She smiled an evilly benign smile. “You’d make lovely kindling, my dear.” She gently flexed her swagger stick.


  Barbara realized that the reason she didn’t recognize the room immediately was her perspective. Lady Penelope had tied her to a massive a log in the center of the immense fireplace. She pulled at her wrists, she could feel that they were bound with the one of the heavy gold sashes. As before, Lady Penelope’s rope work was impeccable. Barbara looked around, trying hard to hide her panic. She was lying bound to one of the three large logs in the midst of a very medieval looking hearth. It was twelve feet wide and over eight feet high. She was bound in an intricate lace work of gold sash cords. Binding her ankles, knees and waist to one of the three large logs. The gold cords securely framed her breasts and a loop of sash was double coiled around her neck.


  “Yes, that would be most interesting. ‘Batgirl flambe.’ I wager that you’d make a wonderful snap-crackle-pop.” She rubbed her neck with the leather flat of the small whip. “April was quite happy to see you. She was supposed to spend a full day in the discipline corner as penance for losing my textbooks in customs.


  Barbara discreetly started testing her bonds. At first, she gently tugged at her wrists, then tried pulling at the ropes pinning her ankles. The more she pulled, the more inescapable the rope work seemed. Before she knew it, she was focusing all her efforts into the diabolic web of rope.


  “That’s right Batgirl, pull! Struggle hard!” She was rubbing the butt of her riding of riding crop over the crotch of her pants. She raised one boot and placed it on the divan spreading her legs wide. Barbara could see the knuckles of Lady Penelope’s hand becoming white as she gripped the stick and forced it into dark reaches beneath her skirt.


  “Yes! I could easily set you to flames. But that would be no fun at all! Do you feel the ropes getting tighter my dear? I tied you with a wonderful combination of self-tightening slipknots. The more you struggle the tighter the ropes will pull.”


  Barbara could already feel the rope around her neck pulling her head back to the log. The rest of the ropes that secured her to the log had also lost much of their play. Barbara stopped her struggles.


  “You’ll never get away with this, Lady Penelope.” Barbara kept gently testing the ropes as she talked, not wanting to give up the possibility of quick escape.


  “As if I’ve never heard that cliche before.” Penelope he smiled down at the web of ropes, knowing their many diabolical and potentially fatal intricacies.


  “Yeah, and they sentenced you to Slutmore Prison after the last time.” Barbara was feeling defiant. Although she wasn’t sure why, considering the predicament.


  “Touché, Batgirl, but that brings up another point that I wanted to discuss with you.” Penelope rose from the divan arched her back in a mock, cat like stretch. “I believe I owe you something for my incarceration.” She walked over and squatted down next the bound crime fighter.


  Her eyes locked onto the face of her captive. An evil grin slid across her face as she gently caressed Batgirl’s neck with the slender whip. “Yes, I do believe I’m owed a bit of entertainment.”


  The leather tip of the riding crop slid down the length of Barbara’s torso. She reflexively struggled to escape the touch.


  “Hmmm, that’s right Batgirl, when it’s just talk, you have no need to fight the ropes. But suppose that I want to do more than talk?” the tip of the crop rested on Barbara’s pubis. “How much self control do you have then?”


  The small whip moved with lightning speed. The small flap of leather stung down on Barbara’s pubis, biting down through the thin fabric of her outfit.


  Surprised, Barbara struggled briefly to protect herself from the whip. As the sting faded from her sex, Barbara realized that her short spasm had cinched the rope work tighter around her body.


  “That’s a good idea, Batgirl, don’t lose control. The more you flinch, the shorter the time we have.” Lady Penelope raised her whip hand menacingly. Her eyes were intent on Batgirl’s face. She was well amused by Barbara’s efforts at self-control. She toyed with the idea of taking another whack. No, she thought, that wouldn’t be as productive. She didn’t want Batgirl to have the satisfaction of a minor victory.


  Unlike the debacle on the train tracks, she had the luxury of time alone with her prey, plenty of time. It would take her students hours to finish the preparations.


  “So, tell me, Batgirl, what’s it like to be the pretty little helpmate to BATMAN?” She laid her crop across her knees and slowly pulled at her riding gloves, loosening one finger at a time. “I wonder, how grateful he must be to have this plucky little lass fighting at his side.” She pulled the gloves from her hands.


  Barbara shifted uncomfortably on the log. As she did so, she could feel the gold sash cord pull a little tighter around her breasts.


  “Tut-tut! Batgirl! You shouldn’t let people get the better of you. It’ll be the death of you.” Barbara felt the cool touch of Lady Penelope’s hand on the flat of her stomach. The unexpectedly cold fingers sent a chill through Barbara’s body. She sensed her nipples swelling and goose bumps breaking out across her flesh.


  “Are you cold, Batgirl? I could start a fire, you know.” She leered at the bound heroine with the evil gaze of a professor wanting to trade for a grade. “I know that you’re starting one for me!”


  She slid her hand down to the waist of Barbara’s outfit. Without hesitation, her cool fingers slipped beneath the snug lycra of her hip huggers. Penelope forced her hand into the small forest of soft, moist hair that surrounded the meadow of Batgirl’s sex. The tip of her fingers parted Barbara’s labia. The villain made slow circles over the end of Barbara’s urethra, gently grinding her sharp nails against her pussy.


  Barbara closed her eyes, she could feel the moisture collecting around the probing hand as her tightly lashed body found the rhythm of Lady Penelope’s motion. She pulled gently at the golden ropes as her body swayed toward climax. Barbara could feel the smooth, thick ropes tightening their malevolent embrace. Torturously gripping her ever more tightly as Penelope Peasoup probed ever deeper into Barbara.


  “I could make this moment last forever,” Penelope moaned, pressing her lips over Batgirl’s weak, trembling mouth.


  Barbara was too overwhelmed with sensation to offer any protest. She pushed her head forward, digging her tongue into Penelope’s mouth. Oblivious to everything but the hot breath of her captor and the deep penetration bringing her to a squirming orgasm. The two women held the embrace for what seemed to Barbara like an agonizing eternity, her body rigid and shuddering. She held her breath as she realized the insidious intent of Penelope’s passion.


  The ropes around Barbara’s body had lost all play. The sash cords had dug deeply into chest, making it hard for her to breath and pressed her breasts together so that they felt like they were being pressed with a giant clamp. Her elbows had been forced back, as the ropes binding them had shortened. The rope coiled around her delicate throat had tightened considerably.


  “Don’t worry, Batgirl, the rope around neck isn’t designed to kill you. It may get tighter, but not lethally so. The other ropes, I’m afraid, are not so forgiving.” She pulled her fingers from Barbara’s soaked pants. “But you must admit, it is a lot more fun than getting run over by train!” Penelope sucked the heroine’s juices from her fingers as if indulging in an over ripe fruit.


  “Oh, I wouldn’t know, Penelope. Why don’t you try it and let me know what you find out.” Barbara was struggling to recover her composure.


  Penelope couldn’t help but chuckle. “Forever defiant, stiff upper lip and all that. You just need the accent and you’d make a perfect English copper.” She smiled, “But, a few more orgasms like that and I won’t be telling you anything, Batgirl! In the mean time, lets get rid of this pesky utility belt.” Lady Penelope reached down and deftly undid the Chinese puzzle lock that had foiled May and June earlier.


  “Yes, Batgirl, your little bauble might have been a problem for my students, but I wrote the book!” She motioned to the stack of books near the divan. She carefully slid the belt from around Barbara’s waist and tossed it back onto the divan.


  “That will make a pleasant little keepsake of the times we’ve had. You don’t mind, do you?” She gave a saccharine smile as if she were offering the vicar another scone.


  “No, by all means, have fun!” Barbara remarked, trying to seem unconcerned.I hope she plays with that in the other room, Barbara thought. There were several charged high-voltage capacitors, plastic explosives and an assortment of chemicals on the belt. None of which were marked. If Lady Penelope Peasoup was careless, she would end up just a soupy spattering on the wall.


  Lady Penelope stood up. “Fortunately for us, the former tenant of this lovely home had a bit of a perverse bent herself.” Penelope strode over to a large trunk that had been set next to the fireplace’s hearth.


  “I wonder what the boys at Genital Electric R&D have come up with?” She knelt down and rummaged through the box, shifting the contents, as if she were browsing the bargain bin at Harrod’s.


  “Hmmm… what does this do?” She pulled out a long metallic dildo. Near the top of the shaft was black studded ring. At the tip was a similarly studded black ball. She pressed a button on the handle and the device started to whine. The ball and the ring spun in opposite directions.


  “Too much torque, I’m afraid.” She let it run over her the back of her hand. “But it does have potential.” She lay it on the floor next to the box.


  “Ooooh, I do love a good flogger.” Four leather braids dangled from a short, slightly drooping handle. Barbara could see the glint of silver at the end of each braid. She realized that Penelope had modified the all of these toys to her own perverted needs. She continued to sort through the box collecting an assortment of clamps, gags, restraints, and all manners of sex toys, each modified from its original design to a new insidious style of torture.


  “How about these?” She held up a set of Ben-wa balls. She clicked the small balls together. Batgirl watched with horror as yellow flames shot from them. “That would provide a shocking climax, don’t you think? Let me tell you, Batgirl, it’s quite the shame. So many toys so little time.” Suddenly Penelope’s face lit up.


  “Ohhhh, now this has got to be IT!!” She pulled a box wrapped in a rubber mat from the trunk. “This is the toy of the future. She brought it back over to the bound heroine and placed it on the flagstone.


  Unfolding the mat revealed a small apparatus, consisting of an electric motor connected to a flywheel. A set of contacts fed wire leads that disappeared into the side of the mat. The mat itself unfolded to reveal itself as a small Persian carpet, about four by three feet and backed with a heavy layer of white rubber.


  “What do you think?” Lady Penelope smiled.


  “Caucasian, I think. Probably woven about 1815.” Barbara answered. The rug was pretty, but the ugly rubber mat on the bottom made it almost worthless as an antique.


  “Very astute, Batgirl, but the weave wasn’t what I was inquiring about.”


  Lady Penelope spread the carpet out next to Batgirl’s bound figure. She put the device on the floor and crossed to an outlet by the wall. She strode back jauntily after plugging it in.


  Barbara felt Penelope’s hands roughly undoing the side zipper of her Batgirl pants. Once unzipped they were pulled down so that her still moist sex was fully exposed. Penelope spent several minutes adjusting the rope work so that Barbara’s thighs were slightly parted. She then took the time to ensure that her Batgirl top was also adjusted out of the way, leaving her breasts exposed to the cool air of the room. After the exertions of her earlier torment, the air dried the sweat from her breasts making the nipples swell slightly.


  “Do you remember your high school science classes? Do remember those clever demonstrations in static electricity? The one where you would hold onto the static generator and your hair would stand up? Hhmm, what were they called, Van der Graaf Generators? Yes, that’s it!” Lady Penelope was enjoying her little flourish of theater.


  “Well, my dear Batgirl, this little box converts the AC current from the wall outlet into a DC current similar to that produced by a Van der Graaf Generator. A fairly large one at that.” The corners of her mouth curled slightly in evil grin.


  “The charge is fed into this lovely Oriental rug, Caucasian, circa 1815, as you correctly pointed out. It’s been insulated from the floor with a thick rubber layer. It’s also been coated with a clear coating of conductive spray.” She clicked the switch on the outside of the box. It whirred slightly as its small electric motor started to generate a charge. Barbara could see the loose hairs in Penelope’s tightly coiled bun stand up as they repelled one another.


  Lady Penelope held the tip of her finger an inch above Barbara’s erect nipple. “I thought you’d have trouble resisting the anticipation of this.” She admired the shape of the swollen areola. Both women watched and waited.


  A blue light jumped from the tip of Penelope’s finger to the erect Bat-nipple. Barbara let out a howl of surprise as the loud crack echoed through the large parlor. Lady Penelope laughed and shook the sensation from her hand. Barbara’s sensitive nipple smarted from the strong shock. She pulled at the ropes convulsively, feeling them cinching tighter.


  “I never thought of you as a noisy lover, Batgirl. But I guess learning is an ongoing experience.” She hoped off the mat and ran over to her toy chest. When she returned she had a small bundle of stuff. The first was long purple cloth gag. She took the long strip of silk and started coiling it over Barbara’s mouth. The first two passes she pulled tight between Barbara’s teeth. The final two passes covered her lips and chin. She pulled it snug as she could and knotted it in the back. Barbara’s protests at the sight of the other items were effectively silenced.


  After securing the gag over Barbara’s mouth, Penelope slipped on a pair elegant white gloves. They were made of a shear white lace and went only as far as the wrist, where they ended with a frilly trim. “These are to dampen the shocks.” She smiled at the uncomfortably squirming Batgirl. “For me,” she added, making sure that Barbara understood she wasn’t going to receive any mercy.


  Picking up a black dildo, Penelope smiled, “This is Ben, as in Big.” She clicked a button on the side and it whirred to life. Penelope drew the sleek black dildo across her neck, allowing the power of its motor to massage her skin. Eventually, she let it slide down her body until it passed the hem of her skirt and the slipped up towards her sex. Barbara could see in Lady Penelope’s face when the vibrator penetrated her body. She fell forward from her squatting position to her knees as she let the vibrator stimulate her inner reaches. She leaned her head back and let out a low moan as a shudder passed through her. She stayed like that for several seconds, savoring the sensation.


  She pulled the glistening black plaything from her body. “Now it’s your turn, Batgirl!” Barbara fidgeted as the Lady Penelope moved the vibrator towards the defenseless heroine. Barbara puffed heavily through the gag, her eyes locked on the buzzing black piece. She pulled at the cords binding her wrists and the tried in vain to close her thighs to the intruder.


  At the last moment she closed her eyes in anticipation of the shock. Instead she felt the soft touch of the vibrator against the head of her clit. Her sex was still moist and receptive from the fear and excitement of her earlier torment and the dildo found no resistance in entering her. Penelope expertly maneuvered the dildo through the intricacies of Barbara’s pussy. She pushed it tauntingly deep and then teasingly back, driving Barbara to the edge.


  Despite the growing stress of the ropes on her body, Barbara responded with deep sensual movement of hips and body. She closed her eyes and arched her back, reaching for the peak of orgasm.


  Seeing her prey lost in the euphoria of the moment, Lady Penelope let her ride the orgasm to peak. Just as Barbara was quivering in climax, Penelope’s finger slid along the shaft of dildo. When it was only a fraction of an inch from the juice soaked hairs of Barbara’s snatch, the static discharge jumped the gap and sent Barbara flying into a longer, deeper spasm of painful ecstasy than she could ever imagine.


  Barbara could feel the ropes encasing her body tighten as the orgasm floated her in what seemed to be and endless rush of endorphins spiked with adrenaline.


  As her mind returned to her, she could hear Lady Penelope cooing like dove in her aristocratic English accent. “Yes Batgirl, the ropes will get tighter, but the tighter they get, the slower they’ll contract. So we can play like this for quite a long time before I get to hear you ribs start to snap!” The quiver in her voice made it clear to Barbara that Penelope Peasoup was sharing in the intensity of the bound girl’s sensation.


  Barbara watched as Lady Penelope lorded over the helpless Batgirl, she reveled in the smooth athletic form glistening with sweat under the confining strain of golden cordage. Penelope leaned over, extending her long snakelike tongue towards the erect peak of Barbara’s nipple. A moment later her head jerked back reflexively as the powerful shock stunned both women.


  Barbara squirmed in her bondage, desperate to escape. She groaned and moaned into her gag as the smarting sensation in her breast and aching pussy started to subside. It felt like someone had whipped it with a wire of infinitesimal size and infinite mass. It burned, but she knew that Penelope would only get crueler as her body became more sensitized to the diabolically electrified touch.


  “Excuse me, Miss Penelope.” It was April, May and June. They were standing in a row near the parlor’s entrance. They were all dressed in the same uniform that Barbara had found April wearing while tied up in the turret. They were white cotton blouses and navy blue tailored skirts. Barbara noticed that the skirts had slits up the left side, so that when they stood at attention with their feet planted slightly a part, their white stockinged legs were exposed almost to the thigh.


  April was the smallest of the three, next was May and finally June. May and June looked even more girlish than they had the night before at the docks. Unlike April, they were both brunettes and not as busty. But they both had very attractive builds, slim and rather on the leggy side. Barbara thought that the two might even be sisters. That would explain the competitive nature they showed last night. All three girls had their hair tied in efficient ponytails. From the dust on their saddle shoes, Barbara guessed they that were just back from some sort of work detail.


  “We’ve finished preparing the basement,” said June.


  Lady Penelope looked back at the exhausted Batgirl. She had been methodically working over her victim for more than an hour and the ropes around Barbara’s chest, thighs and abdomen had cinched so tight that breathing had become difficult. Penelope had thought things were finally getting to their most interesting. She sighed. “Very well, you finished before I did, so let us go see how it looks.”


  It was only then that Barbara realized that Lady Penelope had only been toying with her victim, using her torment to while away the time as her students finished some devious project in the basement.


  “So Batgirl, what do you know about quantum mechanics?” Because of the thick purple gag in her mouth, the question was obviously rhetorical. But Barbara felt herself shudder from the tone in Lady Penelope’s voice.


  
    
      HOLY BAT-GAS!!! WHAT DIABOLICAL DESTINY HAS PENELOPE PEASOUP GOT COOKING???? IS THIS BATGIRL’S FINAL EXAM???? DOES LADY PEASOUP HAVE SOME ATOM SMASHING IN HER LESSON PLAN????


      FIND OUT IN THE NEXT EXCITING EPISODE OFBATGIRL VS THE CRIME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS!!!!!

    
  

  (III)

  SCHRODINGER’S BATGIRL


  The basement of Pinkston Palisades was filled with a labyrinth of passageways and vaulted chambers. Some of the original lands around the estate had been vineyards, and the cool subterranean caves had proved excellent for the purpose of aging fine wine. Unfortunately for the local wineries, smog from Wayne Enterprises had acidified the soil, leaving the grapes bitter. Most of the winepresses and equipment had long ago been dismantled and sold at auctions.


  Under the supervision of Lady Penelope, the three students carried the struggling heroine down the treacherously narrow stone steps into the bowels of Pinkston Palisades. Barbara was still restrained by many of the torturously tight ropes and fatigued by her ordeal beneath Lady Penelope’s electrified touch. Even so, the three young women had a tough time maintaining control of their captive. Barbara bucked and struggled with a furor that made progress down the passage an ordeal for her would be assassins. A stream of muffled, unlady like epithets shot from beneath the thick purple gag.


  After what seemed like an unending journey, the first class of Penelope Peasoup’s Crime School reached their destination. It was a secluded chamber deep within the bowels of Pinkston Palisades. It had small entrance that even the petite April needed to duck through. The flames of two torches glowed in the darkness. The three students gratefully deposited the trussed heroine in the center of the room.


  In the flickering darkness, Barbara could make out few details of the chamber. The crude masonry was a dance with mottled shadows. Three large dark masses filled what would have been corners had the room not been a crude circle. The fourth corner’ had a boom crane, one end of which was mounted on the floor and the other end jutted out to the center of the room just below the cavern’s ceiling, ten or so feet above the floor. A pair of guide wires held the pole steadily in place.


  Barbara lay struggling helplessly on the strangely warm floor. It was made from plywood and had a hollow sound that gave Barbara the impression that it was part of some sort of platform. At Lady Penelope’s command the three students undid Barbara’s elbows and wrists. April sat on her legs, vainly trying to avoid being pushed off while the May and June forced Barbara’s wrists together and retied them in front of her with strong thin wire that dug into her gloved wrists. June soon had them tightly wrapped in a coil of wire that she cinched and knotted.


  Lady Peasoup walked over to a cleat set in the crude masonry. She undid the rope and fed out the thick rope, lowering down a large cargo hook. When it was about six feet from the floor, she secured the rope back on the cleat and then helped her students stood the struggling Batgirl up. Taking the last few feet of rope, April, May and June then finished tying Barbara’s wrists to the hook.


  Once Barbara was made fast, the four villains pulled in unison, hoisting her aloft. The coarse rope groaned feebly as it strained to support the weight of the bound heroine. Barbara, realizing the futility of her struggles as her feet left the floor, gave up her fight. After much cursing and several disparaging remarks by Lady Penelope, Barbara’s feet dangled a foot and a half above the floor.


  Lady Penelope, resuming her usual aristocratic smugness, surveyed her gently swaying victim. She then turned to address both her students and her captive.


  “Batgirl, are you familiar with the German Physicist, Erwin Schroedinger?” Whether Barbara knew or not was made moot by the thick purple gag that covered the lower half of her face.


  “Well, girls, are any of you familiar with Herr Schroedinger? I thought not!” She waved her riding crop with a great flourish. “Herr Doctor Schoedinger was a Nobel Prize winning physicist. His expertise in quantum mechanics makes him a legend amongst scientists the world over.


  “But for our discussion I am going to limit myself to one aspect of his work. He developed a wonderful metaphor to illustrate a major concept of quantum mechanics. It is called ‘Schoedinger’s Cat.’


  “In quantum theory, things can exist multiple states at the same time. An atom could spin in two directions at once. Or light could behave as both matter and wave. It is only when there’s an observer measuring that the object will assume a particular state.


  “Now how does this affect the committing of crime in modern Gotham?” The three girls stood silent, looking more confused than usual. Barbara, who understood the underlying concepts, was also baffled as to where this was going. However, her silence was more forced than that of the students.


  “Well, if a crime goes unobserved, then has a crime been truly committed?” Penelope was well pleased that her logic was so far ahead of her students that they were left dumbstruck.


  “To illustrate this paradox he came up with a delicious little metaphor.” Her riding crop slid down to the hem of her skirt and delicately traced the exposed length of her inner thigh.


  “He said that if you placed a cat in a sealed box with a single atom of an isotope that had EXACTLY a fifty-fifty chance of decaying and opening a vial of deadly poison or of not decaying and allowing the cat to live, the cat would persist in both states until somebody opened the box to look.” She reveled momentarily in the cruelty of poisoning small animals.


  While she savored the impact she thought this was having on her charges, she took down one of the sputtering torches and circled the room, lighting additional torches as she went. When she returned the torch to its holder, eight torches blazed, filling the chamber with yellow light.


  Barbara could now see what the three dark masses were. In front of her was a large wrought iron cage. It looked like it was an inverted part of some type giant strainer, maybe part of a winepress, Barbara theorized. Inside was a golden statue. Barbara thought it looked like a Baroque cherub, but through the thick metal slats it was hard to tell.


  “So, Batgirl, this is your fate. I’ve devised this little corner of Hell just for you.” Barbara could see Penelope was almost trembling with excitement as she started to explain her diabolical creation. “You have, I’m sure, noticed the iron cage directly in front you. Inside is an exact replica of a baroque cherub once owned by the mistress of the last Grand Inquisitor of Spain. She was one of the great evil wenches of history. Her name is lost to history, but fortunately her deeds are not.


  “This entire chamber is based on one of her many brilliant ideas. The bow on that cherub is armed with a steel bolt. And he is aiming it directly across the chamber at that other iron cage. Inside the cage is a glass tube filled with my deadly poison fog.” She smiled at the suspended Batgirl.


  “The only impediment in its path is our lovely crime fighter… ” Her voice trailed off momentarily while she contemplated her lovely target. She walked over to the hanging heroine. She reached up wrapped her arm around Barbara’s thighs. Pulling her over, she rubbed her cheek against the soft fabric of Batgirl’s costume, drawing in the scent of Barbara’s moist sex. She sighed deeply and pressed her lips tightly through the thin fabric to the lips of Barbara’s sex. She bit at it gently, thinking how sensitive it must still be after the hours of electric torment to which it had been subjected.


  Barbara squirmed feebly, she loathed the touch of her nemesis, but could no longer spare her meager reserves to fight her. She writhed as she felt Penelope’s gentle nibble.


  “Ahhh, but how does that provide the aforementioned duality? You’re right, Batgirl! A steel bolt passing through your nubile young form would not provide the even money required for my little lesson. And releasing my poison fog after running you through would not give you nearly enough time to suffer an enjoyably slow, painful death.” She smiled at her captive.


  “To truly illustrate this pussy in a box situation, I have added something a little extra.” She pointed over Barbara’s shoulder, toward one of the dark masses. The torchlight glowed on the massive clockwork device. It had large iron gears and stood like a great black spider in the dim light of the corner. Perched on its front was a large pendulum. At its bottom was a large pig-iron weight. At its top was a scythe-shaped blade. On either side were two massive weights suspended from lengths of heavy chain. The crude device was coated in thick black grease. The flickering flames reflected off it to make it seem almost alive.


  “I call this ‘Cerberus.’ You know, the two-headed guardian of Hell. I don’t have the vaguest idea what this thing was intended for, but I am certain what it’ll do now. If you haven’t figured it out, this is an inverted pendulum. As the two side weights slide down the central pendulum is raised progressively higher. The razor sharp blade at the top will slowly be put in contact with the two ropes directly above them.” She pointed at two ropes stretched above the arc of the blade.


  “They have been carefully set so that they will both be cut virtually simultaneously. Of course, only one can be first, and there is no way to tell which. One is attached to the Cherub and will release its deadly arrow. The other is attached to a rock suspended above the jar of my deliciously deadly fog. If that one is cut, the cherub won’t fire.” The whites of her teeth showed as she ran her hand over her breast.


  “If I were you, I’d hope for the cherub.”


  “May, June, come with me! We need to get the masonry supplies down here before we can start the demonstration!” She turned toward April.


  “I want you to guard our guest. You’ve screwed up enough already, so don’t drop your guard!!” She turned and led the others out of the cavern.


  April stood at attention as the three women excited the through the small arch. She stayed like that, waiting, nervously eyeing the trussed heroine teetering in the air. After several minutes she bent over and peered out the entrance.


  She turned toward Batgirl and said in a low voice, “I am so sorry! I didn’t mean for any of this to happen! I was just trying to get a better education so that I could get a better job! The ad said ‘learn bookmaking’… I thought it was like accounting.” She was near tears as she crossed over to Barbara.


  “I didn’t mean to knock you out before. I just wanted to stop you from going back onto the lawn. They filled the lawn sprinklers with her poison fog! I didn’t think I’d hit you that hard. I am so sorry!”


  She dipped her head in shame as she passed Barbara and reached for the cleat holding her aloft. She pulled at the rope and tried to unhinge it, but she had neither the strength nor the size to free it.


  April pulled a small box cutter from the waistband of her skirt and started sawing at the rope. She had barely begun when a loud scuffing noise was heard on the stone floor outside the chamber.


  “Just as I suspected!!” Lady Penelope and her two students scrambled through the narrow arch, “I thought you lacked the killer instinct to be the kind of crook that would be proud to possess a Peasoup Plaque!!!”


  May and June jumped on her and wrestled the tiny knife from her hand. They each pinned an arm behind April’s back. The smaller blonde struggled futilely as the taller brunettes pulled her to her feet. May grabbed a generous tuft of hair with her free hand and pulled it sharply back. April’s head was jerked up just as Penelope came to face her.


  “I gave you the benefit of my years’ of criminal expertise and this is how you repay me??” She gripped April’s delicate chin between her gloved fingers. “I think that for you school is over… Forever!!!”


  Penelope pushed the girl’s face to the side and motioned May and June to take her away.


  With both of her arms twisted behind her, April was only able to offer token resistance as her two classmates forced her from the room. The brief struggle on the floor had torn most of the buttons from her blouse and her breasts hung partially free. Barbara felt a twinge of regret as she watched the trio exit. She had cursed herself for following her intuition when she tried to rescue April from the bondage chair in the attic. Now it looked as if she had the right instincts, but had misread the situation completely.


  Now they were both doomed. Barbara wasn’t sure what Penelope would cook up for the little blonde, but she understood Lady Penelope’s taste in women and her taste in torture. April was deep trouble. And it didn’t look like Barbara was going to get many opportunities to help the poor girl out.


  “You’re right. Your little friend is in BIG trouble. I think she’s in for a severe ‘tanning.’” Lady Penelope whacked her open palm with her riding crop.


  “But, dear Batgirl, I’m afraid you have your own problems.” She moved close to Barbara, trying to smell the fear in Barbara’s sweaty bondage. “Would you like something to take your mind off the clock?” She motioned to the clockwork device.


  “I have just the thing,” her sharp features turned upward in a barbaric grin. From her pocket she pulled a flat black gizmo. At first Barbara thought it was a leather wallet, but its unsupported end drooped and it lacked any obvious zipper.


  “I call this ‘Big Ben.’ In London, people wait for the chimes of Big Ben to know what time it is. This is going to be your timekeeper. Every five minutes it will have you writhing in ecstasy.” She pulled Barbara close. “Like it or not.”


  Barbara could hear the ropes groan disconcertedly above her. She wondered how long the dry, brittle rope would continue to support her weight. She was also wondering if Lady Penelope realized just how precarious her suspension was.


  Lady Penelope ignored the creaking rope. She gripped Barbara roughly around the hips and gave an appreciative squeeze of the buttock. She stretched the elastic lycra of her pants and slid her hand deep into her crotch. Her rough motions softened as her hands came into contact with the soft damp patch of hair and the still tender skin of Barbara’s sex. She massaged it gently for a few brief moments, feeling the moisture build around her fingers.


  Fatigue and thoughts of the ropes giving way prevented Barbara from putting up any real struggle. She didn’t want that to happen while Lady Penelope was still around to string her back up. For the moment, she simply surrendered to the sensation of the hand touching against her sensitized flesh. In spite of all the diabolic devices and fiendish sexual tortures Lady Penelope had subject Batgirl to, this close physical contact gave her the most intense orgasm of the conflict.


  Barbara hung limply as the sensations ebbed from her body. She could barely open her eyes as Lady Penelope raised ‘Big Ben’ up to eye level. Balancing it on the palm of her hand, she clicked it on. A long ridge suddenly rose up on its back. A moment later it let out off an earsplitting screech. She turned it immediately off.


  “It vibrates at an ultrasonic frequency that has innumerable uses. I’m sure you’ve heard of ultra sonic cleaners for contact lenses and jewelry. It cleans because the high frequency vibration liquefies the debris on the surface. The more energy the in the sonification process the more you can liquefy.” She smiled. “If this were left on just a little too long… well, you can imagine the results.”


  “But that isn’t its purpose. I’ve designed this to give you a twenty-five second burst every five minutes. The frequency I programmed it for is exactly the same frequency your neurons operate at. Within seconds, you will be brought to a marvelous orgasm.” She used her still pussy-soaked hand to slide it into Barbara’s stretch pants. The soft padding on most of the diabolical gizmo contoured neatly to Barbara’s sex.


  Lady Penelope headed toward the small arched exit. She paused as large black lever protruding from the floor. She pulled hard at it until there was a sharp, gratifying click. The sharp blade started to swing to and fro with broad, menacing strokes. Each swing was announced with a loud whoosh as the blade cut the air.


  “You know, Batgirl, that rope doesn’t look too strong. Maybe I should do something to make sure that if does break, you’ll have a soft landing?” She let out low laugh and pulled at a second lever set in the floor. The floor suddenly started to recede. A great circle opened in the ground. Just a few feet below Barbara’s dangling feet was a seething, bubbling pool of green.


  “For your last meal I thought you might enjoy a cup of hot soup!!”


  Lady Penelope cackled as she deftly plopped mortar and stone in the small entrance. Barbara had seen in Penelope’s file that she had studied masonry in prison. Now she was applying this noble trade to black purposes as she quickly but carefully walled up the small entryway and sealed Batgirl inside.


  “If Herr Doctor Schroedinger’s idea applies to two possibilities, then why not more? Eh, Batgirl???” She laughed heartily as she set the last stone in place.


  Through the thick wall Barbara could hear Penelope shout, “I’ll be thinking of you as I lay in my bed, dear, soon to be dead, Batgirl!”


  
    
      COULD THIS BE THE END OF BATGIRL??? HAS PENELOPE PEASOUP GIVEN BATGIRL HER FINAL GRADE???? AND WHAT OF POOR APRIL??? IS IT THE SHOWERS FOR HER??? AND JUST HOW DO THE ENGLISH TAN???

    
  

  (IV)

  COOKING CLASS OF CRIME


  Barbara looked down. Her feet were dangling above a slowly swirling vat of viscous pea-green liquid. Bubbles periodically erupted on the surface, throwing small green gobs in the air. Lady Penelope had thought of everything, Barbara realized. Regardless of her fate, arrow or gas, this giant, simmering vat would eventually cook all the evidence down to nothing. The swoosh of the inverted pendulum made Barbara glance up, just in time to see the ratchet move the blade up another notch. She almost panicked when she realized how far the blade had inched up in the couple of minutes since Lady Penelope had sealed her into the subterranean dungeon.At this rate, I’ll only have fifteen or twenty minutes before the blade reaches the ropes, she thought.


  She looked at the small round face of the cherub smiling out from the protective confines of its iron cage. The gold leaf, in the flickering light, made the little angle dark and cruel with black shadows hiding its eyes.


  The bubbling green gruel let off the strong odor of split peas and the slightly sour smell of old toothpaste. Barbara looked down in horror as her bound ankles swayed gently over the vat. She watched as an unusually large bubble broke surface near her. A long sinuous glob spun through the air and landed on the purple leather of her boot.


  She looked above her and saw the coarse old rope was already chafing on the primitive pulley that supported her.


  She suddenly yelped into her gag as she felt a fierce burning sensation in her foot. She kicked futilely for a moment and looked at a small hole opening in her boot. Hydrochloric Acid! Boiling to death wasn’t enough for Penelope Peasoup. She wanted Barbara to do it in vat of acidic soup! Barbara looked briefly at the demonic little cherub. Maybe she was right, she ought to pray for the arrow to do her in.


  NOT THIS TIME!!!Barbara said to herself, shaking defeat from her shoulders. Regaining her composure, she surveyed the situation.


  If I could only…her train of thought was interrupted. The diabolical ‘Big Ben’ that Lady Penelope had secreted in the crotch of Barbara’s Batgirl costume came to life. She could feel the crest rising along its back as it pressed itself deep into the folds of her labia. Before Barbara had time to realize what was happening, it commenced its ultra-high frequency stimulation of her sex.


  She struggled vainly in her bondage as it began tormenting her. Her pussy ached as it disappeared in mass of sensation. She bucked and convulsed involuntarily as a bizarre almost perpetual orgasm consumed her. The world around her was lost as the white-hot sensation spread out from loins and burned her flesh. She could hear the swoosh of the pendulum’s blade as it sliced back and forth through the air and the tortured groan of the ropes as they suffered the spasmodic kicks and shudders of Batgirl’s body in the grip of Penelope Peasoup’s diabolical trap. Soon, even those ominous sounds were obliterated by sensory overload.


  * * *


  “So, my pretty, you’ve had a change of heart about your enrollment at Lady Penelope Peasoup’s Crime School for Girls.” With one arm propping her up and the other tracing the round curves of April’s body, Lady Peasoup was enjoying herself immensely. The day was turning out to be a red letter A+. She had been somewhat regretting her decision to let Batgirl meet her doom alone in the caverns. But the fear she’d seen in Batgirl as the last stone was wedged into place told her it was a good choice. And now she had an additional consolation prize.


  She looked at April. The chesty young blonde was stretched out in front of her. The leather shackles kept her young athletic build stretched to its limits. She was naked except for the lacy white panties that covered her sex.


  Lady Penelope let the sharp tip of her fingernail trace its way down the length of the bound girl’s abdomen.


  “In case you’re wondering, tuition is non-refundable,” Penelope snarled with satisfaction and slid her hand under the sheer fabric of the panties. The girl groaned through the thick leather gag as she felt herself being violated. Lady Penelope had been seeking fault with her young pupil at every turn. And she hadn’t had a difficult time of it either. (The poor girl just wasn’t very bright.) With every screw-up came a new opportunity to strip her, abuse her, and have a wonderful time of it.


  Now the time had come to enjoy the experience of expelling the school’s first student. Long ago Penelope had realized that a fine school’s reputation was not built solely on the success of its graduates, but also on the perception that it was exclusive. If every one with money could graduate, then what was the value of a diploma? She had decided that as a matter of course, one student (at least) per semester would fail. This was good business, as well as satiating to her own twisted desires.


  The circle of cold steel upon which she had bound her student and the damp fog laden air gave the girl goose bumps despite her fear. Having spent many years lurking in the dark underbelly of London’s foggy streets, Lady Peasoup was immune to the chill of the night air. She was wearing only a tightly laced black ‘merry widow’ style teddy, gartered stockings with nastily sharp stiletto pumps and black fingerless gloves that extended past her elbows.


  “Welcome to Lady Penelope’s course in Home Economics.” Penelope looked intently at the girl. Her penetrating fingers eliciting a spreading dampness, both in her and her victim.


  “The first rule of economics, like politics, is that all economics start at home. And it is bad economics if I allow a student of questionable reliability to leave here. You would probably run off and tell the first copper you meet all about my little finishing school.


  “So that’s why we’ve come to this. We don’t call them finishing schools for nothing!!!” She withdrew her fingers and licked them as if the scones had proved to crumbly for her tea.


  Satisfied with her short rationalization, she reached over to a small remote that lay on the steel floor next to the tautly drawn girl. She fingered its sleek black shape, appreciating the stylistic phallicness of it. Power, with it she could control this girl’s fate, ripping her limb from limb, inflicting unspeakable torture, or changing the channel on the telly. As long as it was hers, she was in control.


  She pointed it up towards the small receiver sitting on a wrought iron garden table at the edge of the room. The small electro-servos whirred under the polished steel. April’s arms and legs slowly spread out so that she was laid out as if the ‘x’ at the center of a huge target.


  “When I was planning what I should do in the event Batgirl interfered in my plans, as I hoped she would, this was one of my first choices. If you hadn’t become the object of my disaffection, it might have been her counting the minutes to sunrise, instead of you.” Penelope leaned over and sympathetically brushed a stray hair from April’s face. “Tragically, you dying a hideous but anonymous death in the wine cellar lacked any real drama. So Batgirl gets the honor of demonstrating one of the finest principles in modern criminology, while you get to provide me with a bit of prime entertainment.” Her hand slid back down the firm white flesh of April’s breasts. Penelope closed thumb and forefinger around the brown tip of the girl’s erect nipple and slowly closed her grip.


  April’s breath became shallow and rapid as Penelope’s knuckles whitened.


  Penelope straddled the girl. She felt her thighs gently rubbing on the goose-pimply flesh of April’s torso. Penelope grasped the girl’s other nipple in her vise like grip. Tugging them gently to and fro, Penelope savored the sensation of the girl squirming to escape beneath her legs. Looking at the clock, she thought,seventy-two minutes.


  “The thing I like about nipple clamps isn’t the pain you inflict on the wearer while they’re on…” She smiled wryly, her fingers were starting to cramp from her tug of war with April’s well rounded breasts. She’d admired them a lot over the last couple of months, and was in ecstasy at having her way with them.


  “It’s that, inevitably, you have to take them off.” She let go of both nipples simultaneously. She watched April’s face with amusement as blood rushed back into the deprived nipples. The girls eyes closed, and her brow furrowed as she groaned into her leather gag. “Exquisite sensation, isn’t it?” She picked up her riding crop and flexed it gently in her grip.


  “It also makes them wonderfully sensitive.” She leaned over and traced her tongue over the very tip of a still smarting nipple. April tried uselessly to recoil. Penelope closed her lips around it. She gently sucked at it, pulling it deeper into her mouth. Her tongue rasping at the sensitive flesh.


  April could feel the elaborate lace undergarment stroking her body as Penelope’s hips thrust rhythmically. The growing intensity of Penelope’s arousal gave her motion a force of violence that pulled and tormented the younger woman. Penelope engulfed one of the girl’s breasts with her mouth as she alternately bit and sucked at it. The other breast was tugged and kneaded ferociously. With her free hand Penelope traced the inner thighs of her spread eagle victim, occasionally letting fall a cruel slap at the defenseless inner reaches.


  Penelope rode the girl like that until she brought herself to a vicious climax.


  * * *


  Barbara looked down at swirling vat of acid. The fraying rope had lowered her about six inches towards the scalding hot liquid. Her ‘Big Ben’ induced orgasms had felt like painful licks of death as her body convulsed and spasmed involuntarily. She passed out completely during the first two, only recovering shortly before the next assaults.


  Since then they had become less orgasmic and more just an act of straight torture. Each time the little device raised its hackle, Barbara’s body cringe in anticipation of the coming torment.


  She looked at the fraying rope above her. Time was running out. She tried to get her feet up and away from the scalding acid, but the lace work of golden sash cord that she was bound from head to toe in prevented her from doing more than wiggling uselessly. It was still tight enough to make the heavy breathing of her exertions labored.


  She felt a burning sensation on the back of her calf. It was another splatter of acid bubbling off the pool below. The small gobs were not enough to seriously burn her after they dissolved the fabric of her costume. But they were a constant reminder of the fate that was churning a few feet below.


  Barbara tried again to lift her feet. Much to her surprise she felt the sash cord pop free and hang loose around her body. The acid must have burned through the ropes, she thought, much relieved by the small victory.


  Barbara glanced at the swaying pendulum blade. She only had a few minutes before it would make contact with the two ropes that would decide her fate. She closed her eyes and mustered what resources she had left. She slowed her frantic pulse and cleared her mind of the terrible visions that had been pre-occupying her for the last several hours. Her fate was hers to control. Her will was the only thing that she needed to rely on. Her breathing fell into its natural rhythm as she freed her mind of pain and failings.


  She raised her knees slowly. If she had wondered how she could have done it, she would have failed. She didn’t. Her legs pulled slowly to her chest. Next, her arms, which had been aching terribly for hours, started to lift body upward as she rotated her torso into a nearly inverted position. Finally, with her eyes closed, she lifted her legs above her head so that she could wrap her feet around the end of the boom from which she had been suspended. She’d hated learning to do the inverted lift in college, but it was proving its worth.


  Once her long legs had a firm grip on the boom crane, Barbara quickly attacked the ropes binding her wrists. Without any tension to keep the bondage tight, the ropes were easily undone.


  She was just letting the last piece of rope drop into the cauldron below when she felt the repulsive sensation of ‘Big Ben’ coming to life. As it pressed itself deeper into her sore sex, Barbara grabbed at the crane with one hand to secure her hold and at the buttons of her pants with her other. She tore at her costume, desperately trying to avoid the searing pain that would force her into the bubbling cauldron below. Just as the device was pulling away from her clit, it started its high frequency buzzing. Barbara dropped it and saw it plop into the acidic soup below.


  Relieved, she started to shimmy down the crane.Not one of Genital Electric’s better R&D efforts, Barbara mused as she noticed a blue scum forming where the vibrator landed.


  Sliding carefully off the wooden boom, Barbara had escaped the most hideous part of Penelope Peasoup’s plot. But she was still sealed in the chamber. The Pendulum was still sawing away at the ropes and regardless of which rope was cut the poisonous gas would soon fill the air. She ran over to the inverted pendulum. She grabbed at the swooshing arm. Using all her energy she was barely able to slow its clock like mechanism.I don’t have time to stop it, she realized.


  Searching the chamber, Barbara found several old steel rods used for reinforcing concrete. They were heavily encrusted with years of rust. She pulled up two of the longer pieces and headed towards the iron cage. She quickly slid the rods through grates and under the large amorphous rock that dangled over the glass orb. The pale green gas that filled the orb was so dense that Barbara couldn’t see the other side of its eighteen-inch diameter. After gently prodding and cajoling the hanging rock, she succeeded in seating it between the two iron rods.


  She glanced at back at the caged cherub, to see if he was going to object to her action and then to the swinging blade of the pendulum. She realized instantly that her time was almost up. The blade was slashing away at the still taunt rope controlling the cherub’s lethal bow. The rope that held the rock was now lazily rolling over the sharp edge as it glided past. The other rope, however was cut almost halfway through. She watched in fear as a single pass of the blade cut almost half of the remaining fibers.


  Using all of her remaining speed and energy, Barbara grabbed at a piece of loose flagstone at her feet. With one surprisingly sharp tug, the stone pulled free. She dropped to her knee and held the thin flat stone at a sharp thirty degrees from the arrow’s path.


  On the next pass of the blade, the last strands split with a loud TWANG!!! The little statue let fly its small arrow. Barbara was surprised at the ferocity of impact as the projectile crashed into the rock. It knocked her back so that she landed flat on her back with the two pieces of slate lying on either side. The arrow had burrowed its way into the mortar of the wall several feet above the gas flask.


  She shook the ringing sensation from her fingers as she sat up. The imminent threat of death was past, but Barbara was still buried a hundred feet below ground with a poisonous vat of noxious acid. Her body ached from her hours of bondage, suspension, electric shocks and sexual torment. She looked at the small walled up entrance of the chamber. She new she had no choice but dig herself out.


  After a few minutes of self-indulgent rest, she pulled herself to her feet and started searching the scraps of metal rods. She found one that seemed the right size for needs and started chipping at the quick hardening mortar that blocked the exit.


  * * *


  “Uhmmm…” Penelope stretched herself on the wicker sofa that sat amidst the withered remains of palm trees, ferns, rose bushes and assorted exotic plants that had filled the Pinkston Green Room. It was built on the center of the roof of Pinkston Palisades and had been the pride and joy of the Pinkston Family for generations. “I always love that tired, satisfied feeling at the end of a night of wicked debauchery.” She twirled a pair of sunglasses lazily as she pressed her long finger on the left arrow of her remote.


  A thin mechanical whir whispered in response as she watched April’s mussed blonde hair rotate into view. She was still spread eagle on the steel plate. Lady Penelope admired the curvy form of the young woman as the turntable rotated. As the girl’s face came into clear view, Penelope admired the pretty blue eyes and soft cheekbones peeking above the broad leather gag. The girl was spent. Any fight she had was lost long ago, while Penelope toyed with her nubile body. “Where are your nit-wit classmates?” Penelope looked at her watch, lying on the table. “If they don’t hurry up, they’re going to miss a beautiful sunrise!”


  She looked at the struggling April. She was pleasantly surprised that not quite all the fight had left her. So much the better.


  “I guess we shall start without them then. Not that I could delay it any way.” She smiled and stood. “As you may recall, most of the windows in this greenhouse were broken when our illustrious school was established. Well I have seen that they have all been replaced.” She gave one of her theatrical waves at the surroundings. She pushed the ‘Slow Retract’ button on the remote and then tossed it back to the couch. She had no further need of it. The servo-electric winches that controlled the tension on the girl’s limbs started to hum as they pulled slowly tighter. April groaned beseechingly.


  “However, now for your benefit, in lieu of Batgirl’s, I have replaced them with series of convex lenses. Each glass will now focus the light of the early morning sun on your pert and nubile form. When the morning fog burns off, so will you!!” She laughed heartily at her own witticism.


  Before putting her sunglasses on, she took one more stroll around the spread blonde. April’s muscles were beautifully defined and the sound of the small motors pulling at them made Penelope shiver with excitement. The show would commence momentarily and she could already feel the room heating. She retreated to the safety of the couch and placed a shaking hand to her damp pussy.


  Fiddlesticks to May and June, she thought.I’ll enjoy this show more alone. Her hand was furiously stroking her clit as she watched the girl struggle in the orange light.


  “Tragically,” Penelope intoned, wrapped in the thrall of climax, “the only person who even knew of your peril is nothing more than a purple oil slick and a few pearly whites at the bottom of a vat of my hydrochloric acid laced pea soup.”


  “Not quite, Lady Penelope.” Barbara planted her feet firmly apart in the greenhouse door.


  Lady Penelope spun around, momentarily stunned. “How could you escape my Schroedinger chamber of torture?” She leaped from the divan, instantly converting her pent up sexual energy into a wrath of anger, partially for being interrupted and partially failing to get rid of the pretty young crime fighter for good.


  “I think one of the possibilities that you forgot to take into account was that I could escape. Since, as you pointed out, all things could have happened, I was bound to escape. Once the bat was out of the box, all other scenarios became moot.” Barbara didn’t really want to argue philosophy. But, she wasn’t going to let Penelope Peasoup seize the initiative.


  “May!! June!! Get in hear now!! I’ve got some homework for you!!” Penelope was already gliding across the floor towards Barbara, flexing her riding crop as she moved.


  “Sorry, Penelope, I already took care of that assignment. They’re spending the rest of the semester in detention.” Barbara started to circle away from the scourge of the London underworld. She was surprised how light and fluid her movements were, considering that the villainess was pulling robberies, torturing victims and setting up elaborate devises continually for almost a day and a half.


  “I suppose I’ll just have score your test myself then.” Penelope yanked off the end of her riding crop and revealed a thin steel blade, eighteen inches long. The morning sun reflected off it, momentarily blinding Barbara. With luck, Lady Peasoup thought, she might just get Batgirl on the grill with April to complete the morning’s work. She would have to move quickly. The image of Batgirl spreadeagled and bound on the steel plate in reverse to April flashed through her mind.


  Seeing her chance, Lady Penelope lunged forward. Barbara, sensing the attack, slipped to the side and delivered a vicious blow to Lady Penelope’s ribs as she flew by. The punch hit in the armpit just above the lacy edge of Penelope’s black ‘Merry Widow’ undergarment.


  Feeling the hard contact with the open patch of skin and the gratifying “Ooommph” of lost wind, Barbara spun around to see where her quarry had landed. Instead, she was distracted by the bright light of day incinerating the dry foliage across the room. Just a few feet from the frantically struggling form of April.


  “That’s right, Batgirl, you’re just in time to witness little blondie’s bondage barbecue!!” The flames were crawling down the dead plants at an alarming rate as the morning sun crept over windowsill.


  Barbara didn’t even see Penelope get up. She was too busy trying to grab the small sword that lay on the steel turntable next to the struggling girl. She grabbed the handle and immediately hacked away at the ropes holding the girl’s leather manacles. As each rope snapped, it let out an audible ‘twang’. April needed no encouragement to crawl to safety.


  “Batgirl! She’s getting away!” April was near hysteria as she pulled the remnants of rope and manacles from her wrists. Barbara was briefly tempted to engage in pursuit, but she couldn’t take the chance of leaving a victim alone in a booby trap filled lair.


  “She won’t get very far,” Barbara explained as she led the girl down stairs to find some clothes. “You remember that poisonous sprinkler you warned me about? Well, take a look.” She motioned to the arched window that filled the stairwell with the warm Gotham sun. They were just in time to see Penelope, still in her black undies and heels collapsing in the center of the great lawn.


  “I was able to override the controls. I doubt she used anything deadly. Her kink was toying with her victims. She’ll wake up on a jet back to Slutmore Prison.”


  Barbara would like to be the one to see her off. But she knew that Batman would have his usual press entourage there and the whole scene would end up with him asking about royalty checks and trying to cop a feel.


  Besides, as usual, he’ll take credit for catching her anyway. Barbara would like to stick around for the police. Unfortunately, that would mean turning April over to the authorities. Not that she hadn’t earned it, but she seemed more of a dupe than a real criminal. The other two would have to face the music, but April was going to get lift to the bus station and a one-way fare home.


  * * *


  April gripped tightly at Barbara’s waist as they wheeled the Batgirl-cycle through the early morning traffic of Gotham City. Barbara could hear the breath of her passenger as they waited for lights and she could feel the warmth of her body as April snugged up to her on the back of the bike. Her round breasts pressing against the thin fabric of her costume.


  When they pulled up in front of the station, April slid off the back of the bike and faced her redheaded savior one last time. “Thanks for not turning me in, Batgirl. I’ll always owe you for that and saving my life.” Before Barbara realized what was happening, she felt the soft moist lips of the young girl pressing against her own. The two lingered there for a moment and then Barbara watched as April ran into the terminal, hands clutched to her face.


  Barbara let out the clutch of the Harley and headed for home.Maybe I’ll have Barbara Gordon give her a follow up call one day, she mused.
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  CHAPTER 1

  Marcus and Linda


  It was a Saturday afternoon in July and Marcus Darke sat alone in a darkened office on the uppermost level of his massive estate. He was a fabulously rich man, to be sure. He was married to an incredible woman, had a beautiful and talented daughter, and was in complete control of the largest sexual slavery operation in the world. He had his pick, day or night, or the most beautiful, spirited, or submissive women in the world at his merest whim, to use and abuse as he pleased. To all appearances, he had everything a man could want. But despite all of this, on this particular Saturday, Marcus Darke was not a happy man.


  He sat behind a large oak desk with his feet up, resting comfortably, tilted back in a big black leather desk chair. On the table before him sat a small slide projector, focusing an image on the wall directly in front of him. He held the remote casually in his hand as he smoked a Cuban cigar, and examined the source of his displeasure.


  On the screen, the image was of a beautiful woman. A truly extraordinary woman, in Darke’s opinion. She was dressed all in black latex, or perhaps it was patent leather, Darke could not be sure, but it was black and shiny and accentuated her form very nicely. The costume consisted of thigh high boots, tiny belted bikini-type bottoms, a bustier, long tight gloves, a thin choker and a mask. He let his eyes drift over every inch of her. The picture showed her talking to a policeman, and he could see she wore black lipstick to match her outfit. With an eye for detail, he noted her eyes, green as emerald with a tiny hint of cat-like shape to them. He made a particular mental note of that feature, before letting his gaze wander to her auburn hair coming just past the shoulders. At her side, she held a long metal pole, a staff. A deadly weapon in the hands of a master, and he knew this woman was a true master of many, many weapons.


  The entire outfit gave a very cat-like appearance, and Darke knew that this was entirely intentional, as was the sexually appealing nature of the costume. This was the cause of his bad spirits this day, and her name (or so she was publicly known) was Catgirl.


  He took one last look, drinking in the sight of his enemy, and had just clicked onto the next slide when the door opened, and he turned, squinting his eyes against the light outside.


  “Are you busy, my love?”


  It was Linda. Darke’s wife and soul-mate was a tall, slender woman with long curly black hair. Her figure was not voluptuous, but every inch of her was firm and soft, just the way Darke liked. She worked hard to keep herself that way, and she made almost a game of showing herself off around him in clothing that turned the heads of men and women alike wherever they went.


  Today, she wore a long black cloak wrapped closed around her, but as she walked into the room, Darke caught a few quick glimpses underneath. Just as she had intended, he knew.


  “No, no, dear. Come in.”


  The image on the screen showed a woman standing outside some kind of club or bar. The sign over the place announced “O’Leary’s” in bright neon green. In the background, behind the woman, a Police officer could be seen with his arm around a young woman wrapped in a blanket over to a waiting Police car.


  The woman in the foreground of the picture was a beautiful young woman with straight black hair, and red eyes that almost glowed. She wore an outfit of red leather that could make a hooker blush. It was designed like a one-piece bathing suit with a high collar, except that large sections of the upper breasts and all of the stomach were cut out and replaced by nylon fishnet mesh. The girl wore fishnet stockings, as well, and high stiletto-heeled red patent leather ankle boots.


  Linda walked in and sat down on the edge of the desk facing the movie screen upon which Catgirl’s image still stood.


  “Isn’t that Melt? What are you doing looking at that bitch?”, Linda asked. There was no jealousy in her voice, as she and her husband had often shared other lovers. Although, perhaps lovers isn’t quite the right word. One of the things that brought them together in the first place was their mutual sadism, and many a victim had found, to their horror, had met their ends at the hands of the Darke’s.


  “We lost O’Leary’s pub. I don’t know how they found out about it, but they raided it yesterday. Twenty-four slaves down the tubes, and six of our operatives taken in by the police.”


  Linda’s face grew thoughtful. It was not the first dungeon they had lost. O’Leary’s had been a good cover, though, and it would definitely hurt to lose it. There was no doubt, of course, who “they” were.


  Darke clicked the next picture. It was almost the same scene, except this shot was a close up of the door. It must have been taken with a telephoto lens, because Darke knew his operative at the scene would never risk being noticed by crossing the police line for a closer shot.


  Coming out of the doorway, was a large, black woman. She was large in stature, but certainly not fat. She must be at least six foot five, Darke guessed. The woman was a true giantess with long flowing wavy white hair, looking somewhat straggly behind her. But her hair was white, not blonde-white, but truly white, like snow. The woman wore an outfit of all blue; Halter top, leotard bottoms, shoes, a mask and a small piece of blue ribbon around her right upper arm and left upper leg with small loose ends dangling from them. Despite her musculature, the woman managed to maintain an extremely attractive and feminine air about her, and her shape was not so muscular that one could possibly ever mistake her for a man.


  Dark knew that her size was deceptive, for as large as she was, Buff, as she was called, was far stronger than she looked. He had heard stories, and seen news reports where she lifted large automobiles with little to no effort.


  Darke broke the silence, “Anyway, I came in here to get some insight on these Femme 4 bimbo’s. I’ve been hoping they would get bored, or that our new security measures would deter them, but they’re too stupid to know when to quit, so I’ve been doing some investigating.”


  Linda’s expression was puzzled, “Investigating what?”


  “Why, how to capture the little tramps and put an end to their meddling once and for all, of course. And…”, Darke paused for effect, teasing his wife until she broke down finally.


  “And!?!”


  “And… I think I may have a plan.”


  He clicked to the final photograph, and saw a young woman standing beside a police car talking to another woman who was sitting in the back of the car. The woman inside was covering herself in a blanket and hardly even looking at the woman outside.


  This last member of the Femme 4 called her Psi. She was a tiny little thing. More than just petite. But yet her small size hid an incredibly well-defined physique. Once could see just from the easy grace with which she moved that she was in perfect physical shape. He slim, almost boyish figure was terribly exciting, because though her curves were not wide, they were well defined.


  She wore all pink and lavender, starting with pink calf-height boots with lavender fold-over tops. Above that pink stockings which came to just above the knee. An inch or two of flesh was exposed between the tops of the stockings and her short, flowing lavender skirt. On top, the girl wore a bodysuit, covering her relatively small breasts with lavender push- up cups, making them seem larger than the normally were. Below the cups a sheer pink nylon sheet coated her concave stomach. She wore tiny pick gloves, and a lavender mask which came around from either side of her head but did not meet in the middle. Darke wondered how it stayed on and guessed there was some kind of adhesive involved. The girl carried a sword and shield, of all things, and the shield was bright lavender, matching her outfit. The sword stood out, with it’s shiny steel blade, but even the handle was lavender to match the rest of the costume.


  The most striking feature was the girl’s hair. It was sharp, bright pink, done up in a pony tail on top of the girl’s head (with, of course, a lavender clip). The picture was not clear enough to see, but Darke could almost see a faint shade of pink in the girl’s eyes, as well.


  “Well, dear? Are you going to tell me your plan or do I have to guess?” Linda turned on the desktop, letting her cloak fall away from one leg, revealing the smooth, perfect skin.


  “Well,” said Darke, noticing the leg and smiling, but keeping his attention focused on the screen ahead of him, “I talked to one of our operatives in the Police Department yesterday, right after the incident, and he told me something very interesting.


  “Apparently, they got a hair sample from this little vixen here.”, Darke indicated the girl on the screen, Psi.


  “So what?”


  “Well, as it turns out, her hair is naturally pink. Also, I’ve been doing some reading”, Darke indicated a pile of Manilla folders on the other side of the Desk.


  Linda reached over and browsed through quickly.


  “Articles about the Femme 4?”


  “Mmm-hmmmmm. Specifically, I’ve been focusing on Psi.”


  “Why her?” Linda was really interested now, and seemed to have completely forgotten her bare leg dangling off the edge of the desk. But Marcus had not.


  “The only way we’re going to capture one of these wenches, is to find out who they are. Their real identity. Look at the picture. For a while, I figured that pink hair must be a wig, but the way it’s styled, it would have to be one hell of a wig to stay on during all the fighting those ladies go through. So I thought… what if it’s her real hair? That would make finding her ridiculously easy.”


  “So why don’t we check the computer!?!” Linda was almost glowing with excitement. The Darke’s had one of the most up-to-date wide-ranging computer networks in the world, to keep track of past, present, future, and potential slaves.


  “I already did, and came up with nothing. I checked every woman in the database over the age of eighteen. But… then I started reading the articles, and looking at some newspaper photographs.”


  Linda waited expectantly, refusing to be baited into asking him to go on. Marcus simply focused on the image displayed on the view screen in front of him for a minute. He was enjoying her anticipation.


  “Look at her, my dear? Take away the costume, the sword, the super- powers, the incredible physical conditioning and what do you have?”


  Linda looked long and hard at the photo. She got up off the desk and even moved closer to the screen to see if she could find what her husband was seeing. Then it hit her.


  “She’s a teenager!”


  “Yes! It never occurred to me at first. One of the deadliest members of the Femme 4 is in High School.”


  Linda sat back down on the desk, still looking at the image on- screen.


  “So, I went back to the computers, checked for someone 14 to 18 years old, with pink or magenta hair, and BINGO!” Darke whipped a piece of paper off the desk seemingly from nowhere and handed it to Linda. It was a computer printout.


  Linda scanned the text, reading out loud, “Tiffany Stone, age sixteen, five foot three, approximately a ninety pounds…. that’s got to be a mistake. She’s petite, but those strong muscles under that soft exterior must put her at at least a hundred pounds.”


  “Yes, probably. You must remember, these reports are compiled by our agents in the field, and a lot of times they have to guess by sight.”


  “Yes… but there’s no address here. How do we find her?”


  “She not listed in any of the standard references, but… I found out what school she goes to. And I’ve already got some of our street people working on reeling her, and the rest of Femme 4, in.”


  Linda turned around swiftly, leaning over the desk and smiled girlishly as she grabbed Marcus by the chest of his shirt and pulled him in close for a kiss.


  CHAPTER 2

  The Impetuous Youth


  It was yet another dreary Tuesday afternoon, and as usual, Tiffany Stone was bored in a way that only a teenager could be. She sat in her last class of the day, not listening to a single word her chemistry professor uttered, and she silently cursed Jackie for making her attend school at all. After all, what was the point of sitting in a classroom with three dozen moronic children (her classmates) listening to a bunch of things she would never need to know? Especially when she could simple read them all from the professors mind in a few seconds.


  Tiffany hated school, but she would never admit it out loud, because she knew the rest of the student hated it, too, and anything they thought was to be immediately disagreed with. She had very little respect for her fellow teenagers. They seemed concerned with such trivial things. Boyfriends, and dating, and that was just the girls. She couldn’t even stand to read the boy’s minds any more without slapping someone. That had gotten her into quite a bit of trouble, and Jackie had not been pleased.


  As much as she hated attending school and hated the fact that Jackie made her go, she loved Jackie herself. Tiffany had been orphaned at an early age and Jackie took care of her like a big sister. Treated her with respect, and even let her be in the Femme 4, despite her age. She had to respect Jackie for that move as well as for every other facet of the extraordinary woman. Jackie was something else all right.


  Jackie Jones had been orphaned, too, but not until she was 18. Her parents had left her incredibly wealthy, but she never laid back and rested on her wealth. She used it for a purpose. It reminded Tiffany of the story of Batman, from a comic book she had once read. Accept of course Batman was only a comic book (and a movie, she supposed). This was real. The Femme 4 was real. Catgirl was real, and it was because of her that Psi was real.


  Yes, Jackie had been a young woman when she took Tiffany in. Only 13 years older than Tiffany, really. The state probably would never let her adopt Tiffany, accept that Jackie was a powerful figure in the community. Her money, combined with her strength of will and interest in the public good gave her a lot of influence, and she had pushed through the adoption with all speed, or so Tiffany imagined.


  A young boy sitting next to her in the classroom stood up, and Tiffany started, as she hadn’t even heard the bell ring. The class over, she stood and moved out with the herd, desperately trying to avoid listening to the thoughts of some geeky little nerd who had been staring at her throughout the class and who was now standing behind her, but she failed to screen him out and got a disgusting image of what he was thinking about her ass.


  She had taken to wearing revealing clothing to school to prevent such ideas in boys, and today she wore rather loose, comfortable jeans and a sweatshirt, but somehow, it never made much difference. “High school boys,” she thought with disgust.


  As Psi, it was always a different story. She deliberately dressed sexy then. It had been Jackie’s idea for all of them to dress provocatively. Most of the people they fought against were men, and men were typically stupid about fighting women who were dressed in sexy outfits. It was amazing how time after time, despite the stories on the news about all their heroic exploits, men continued to underestimate them and allowed themselves to be distracted during the most intense of combats.


  She was outside the school now, just passing through the exit. She always walked home, in spite of the fact that it was more than a mile, and the bus would take her within a few blocks. She liked the exercise. Jackie’s powers gave her perfect physical prowess, but Tiffany had to work at hers.


  As she walked out under the awning covering the bus-stop area in front of the school, a thought suddenly intruded on her mind. Just one word caught her attention and help it like a vice. It was not so much a word, as people did not really think in words, but a concept: Marcus Darke.


  She stopped walking and almost turned her head, sensing the thinking coming from her left, behind her. She didn’t look, though, thinking it unwise to draw attention to herself.


  She let her mind open onto the thoughts of the boy leaning against the wall. He was dressed shabbily, and his thoughts were unfocused. She had learned from experience, that his hazyness was caused by drugs. Probably pot, she guessed, and as she probed further, her suspicion was confirmed. He had smoked a joint during Phys Ed today. And now he was standing, leaning against a wall, talking to another student… dealing, she realized.


  But what was this about Darke. She knew of him, certainly. He was a white slave trader, and the Femme 4 had done no small amount of damage to his operations saving dozens of young men and women from his horrifying torments and sexual perversities. She blushed at the thought, thinking herself rather hypocritical. After all, Jackie had a dungeon not very much unlike Darke’s, but the difference was, Jackie used her to torment evil scumbags like Darke. While he preyed on the innocent. Tiffany had never joined in much in Jackie’s dungeon. Her mind-reading abilities made it rather unpleasant to experience the tortures from inside the victims mind. Jackie had tried to show her the beauty of it, but Tiffany just couldn’t see the fun.


  Darke was into drugs, too, Tiffany knew, but not a whole lot. He used it as a source of income, just in case the slave market was slow. At least, that’s what Jackie said, and she was usually right.


  She probed further into the boy’s mind, seeking out why he had thought about Marcus Darke. The crowd surged around her, students all rushing to get good seats on the bus. She stood still, and the crowd flowed around her, and then she found it.


  Something the boy had heard from his supplier, or his suppliers supplier or whatever…. Darke was meeting someone. Tonight, at one of the temporary storage lots. Apparently, the boy wasn’t sure what the meeting was to be about, or who it was to be with, but it was clear that Marcus Darke was to be there and doing something illegal.


  She felt flushed with excitement. Finally, they had a chance to catch that evil swine red handed! She rushed forward, just as the busses were pulling out, and got on the bus going her way. No time to walk today, she had to get home and alert the rest of the team.


  However, since she had waited so long, the bus was nearly full. Only one empty seat remained, and Tiffany groaned to herself, before she sat down, toward the back of the bus… right next to the nerdy little twerp from her Chemistry class.


  * * *


  Tiffany arrived home shortly after five PM. She had learned from the drug dealer at school that Darke’s meeting was set for six, so she had very little time. Jackie’s house was huge. A mansion really, and no one who knew anything about them could figure out why Tiffany was going to public school, but Jackie though it would be good for her. Jackie thought Tiffany was too arrogant and that public school would teach her that she was no better than anyone else.


  Of course, it had had the opposite affect, really. Tiffany was disgusted with the petty thought of high school kids, and thought of herself as far above them. She was a super-hero, after all. Trivial concerns like classes and boyfriends and such paled in comparison to fighting for your life. Defeating bad guys, rescuing the helpless.


  She came in the front doors of the house and called out to Jackie several times as she ran up the stairs to her own room, but there was no answer. They had no servants, as one might expect, but the house was clean and well kept, because whatever work Tiffany did not have time for, Jackie got one of the criminals in the dungeon to do.


  Jackie was a master (or perhaps mistress?) at breaking the wills of people. Very much like Marcus Darke, Tiffany thought, once again blushing at comparing the two. Jackie, of course, concentrated her efforts only on those deserving of it. Mostly criminals against whom there was too little evidence to prosecute. They had considered kidnapping Marcus Darke, since they had failed time and time again to get him properly arrested, but he was too wealthy and powerful to simply disappear without someone asking some very dangerous questions.


  Tiffany ran to her room and quickly stripped off her school clothes, stopping for a moment to admire her petite, lithe body in a mirror before slipping on her costume. Her shield hung on her back, and her thin Japanese Katana she slipped through a thin leather cord at her waist.


  Jackie had taught her how to fight with many weapons, but the sword was her favorite, and best one. She liked to think of herself sometimes as some medieval warrior-maiden on a quest for justice.


  She had killed, of course, on occasion, although she tried not to whenever possible. Mostly because Jackie said she try not to, and although Tiffany disagreed, she obeyed out of respect and a desire to stay part of the team. She had no real compunctions against killing those she knew were evil, except that being around death usual hurt a little in her mind. Reading the thoughts of someone as they died was never pleasant, but it was usually quick, and Jackie had never sufficiently explained to Tiffany why killing was to be avoided so strongly.


  She continued to call out for her team leader, but there was still no answer, and she went back downstairs to the phone to check for a message for her adopted mother.


  There were two phones, of course, one for normal calls, and one a special hotline connected to only the homes of the Femme 4. This second phone was hidden in the wall behind a plate which was almost invisible when closed, and it was to this phone that Tiffany went first.


  The answering machine had a button for leaving messages within the house, and as she suspected, it was blinking. Had Jackie and the rest of the team already found out about the meet and gone without her?


  She clicked the play button and Jackie’s firm, strongly feminine voice wafted out of the machine.


  “Hi sweetie. The police got a tip about one of Darke’s little hideaway’s, so me and the girls went to check it out. It’s supposed to be minor league, so no reason for you to trouble yourself coming down here. And anyway, I’m sure you’ve got plenty of homework to catch up on. See ya’ later.”


  There was a beep, signifying the end of the message, and Psi cursed out loud. There was no way now to contact her team-mates, and Darke’s meeting would be done before they could ever get there. She debated with herself for about a half a second about what to do, then pressed “record” on the answering machine, left a quick note for Jackie then ran from the house to the garage on got on her moped.


  It had been Jackie’s idea, of course, since Psi couldn’t exactly drive a car legally, so she had bought her a cute little pink moped. It wasn’t any floor model, though. Jackie had had it specially souped up for emergencies like this one, and it was far faster than any moped around. Not to mention it had some other intriguing features, too.


  Tiffany hopped on and was off in a flash, heading for the meeting. Darke would not expect her to know about it, and she was a super-hero! She could handle this on her own, in spite of what Jackie thought. She’d show them all a thing or two about frail little Psi. She sped off toward the meeting place, thinking about how impressed Jackie would be when she told her that she had captured Marcus Darke, single handed. And she smiled.


  * * *


  Psi arrived at the storage facility and left her moped parked far from the actually buildings. Row upon row of long, thin buildings lined the area, each with about a dozen garage-type metal doors on them. Privately rented storage chambers for people who just wanted to store things and had no other place to put them.


  She got off her bike and walked toward the buildings, trying to stay in shadow, or hidden behind a wall, whenever she could. She took out her sword and shield, just in case, and walked in between the buildings, wondering which one Darke was in.


  She stopped, leaned back against a wall and probed outward with her mind, sensing…. thoughts. She could tell the general direction they were coming from and quickly honed in on one of the storage areas. Number 206.


  She could sense people inside, Marcus Darke among them, but something clouded her perceptions, and she could read nothing more of him. She knew it was him by the stench of evil his mind wreaked out like pus. The interference in the area could easily be caused by electrical wiring, or even sunspot activity. He gifts were powerful, but not infallible.


  The door to the area was closed, and there were several cars and a van parked outside, further confirming that she had the right one.


  She thought for a few moments about what to do. Surprise was certainly out of the question. In order to get in, she would have to open that big garage door, and there was no way to do that without giving everyone inside plenty of time to prepare for her assault.


  She felt a tickle at the back of her mind, coming from somewhere behind her, behind another row of buildings but she could not grasp it, and she figured it was just her imagination.


  She checked her watch, seeing it was just after five now, and wondered how long Darke had been in there. She decided to wait just outside, standing against the wall, so she could strike from behind when they all left, and she had just begun walking towards the side of the door when it began to open, rather quickly.


  She panicked, for a second, but there was no cover close enough to reach in time, so she was forced to stand her ground.


  She stood bravely, sword and shield ready, watching for whatever threat might come out of the doorway in front of her.


  And then he was there: Marcus Darke. The Nemesis of the Femme 4. He wore a white suit, very expensive and well tailored. He was a tall man, with deeply tanned skin and he lifted the garage door upward with one hand whilst holding a smoking cigar in the other.


  He was terribly handsome, Psi thought to herself quickly. Very stylish and suave. Yes, that was definitely the word for Marcus Darke: suave.


  Behind him and slightly to one side stood a beautiful woman with long dark curly hair wearing a black evening gown slit up the side all the way to her hip. She seemed to Psi to have an extraordinary intensity about her. A strength of character that reminded her of Jackie.


  She had barely had time to notice the rest of the people hiding in the darkened interior of the garage. They were all wearing black, Ninja- type suits from head to toe. All skin tight, some men, some women, but all armed with weapons of various designs.


  Psi knew these anonymous thugs well, or at least, she knew their breed. Darke had a seemingly endless supply of them, though where they came from was anybody’s guess.


  There were only four or five of them, and Psi was certain she could take them easily. Her powers gave her a distinct edge in combat, since she knew her opponents moves, even before they did, sometimes. She had trained long and hard, too, to make her body into a perfect weapon, at Jackie’s coaching, of course.


  She was certain she would have no trouble dispatching the group…. until something clamped around her neck from behind. She was stunned, at first. As soon as the garage door had opened, she was able to read the thoughts of the thugs quite easily, but she had still not sensed anyone behind her.


  She spun quickly and reached up to her neck to feel what was there. A metal collar of some sort, locked in place and heavy as lead.


  Behind her stood an odd-looking man. He was all white, pale skin, white eyes, white hair, but not old. He was an albino, she guessed immediately, and he wore a costume or all black and white, in a checkerboard pattern. Foolish of him, really, for his costume marked him as having super-powers and thus she would make sure to take him out first.


  But as she spun, a blow caught her in the side from behind. One of the thugs sporting a pair of nunchucks had tagged her easily, and she spun backward again.


  She heard a laugh coming from Marcus Darke’s direction as she realized he powers were gone. The collar had neutralized them.


  Psi stood her ground, she was a trained fighter, after all, but she had always had her powers, her edge. Now, without them, she was lost. She cursed at herself inwardly for ignoring Jackie’s lessons about not relying on her powers too much. But it was too late, now, as the thugs and the albino moved to surround her.


  She blocked and parried, defending herself well, as Jackie had taught her. She out-thought her opponents even without her powers, but after a while, their sheer numbers began to wear her down. She had already taken two of them out of the fight. One lay on the ground bleeding, his chest slashed open, and another was hobbling away with a gash in her leg. Three more remained, but Jackie was getting tired. She refused to give up, but the battle was taking it’s toll, and her attackers were better than the usual class of hired thug Darke used. Not much better, but better enough so that Psi could tell.


  She kicked out at one of the men, going for his kneecap. But the move sent her balance just a bit off and as she stuck her sword arm out to the side to compensate, a large ninja-thug with a chain swung it out, grabbing her arm.


  With her sword arm captured and her balance compromised, a slender female ninja-thug did a sweep and knocked her off her feet. Psi hit the ground hard, and it was the albino (she had lost track of him until now) who finished her off by slamming her head backward into the concrete parking lot. Her vision blurred and she lost consciousness.


  CHAPTER 3

  Sleeping Beauty


  Marcus Darke was very pleased with himself, although his expression did not show it. He knew that Linda could tell, and that she was just as pleased with him as he was with himself. They had been married long enough to know each other’s thoughts on occasions like this.


  Linda’s pleasure was much more obvious, and Marcus could tell by her expression that her wicked mind was busy planning all sorts of new torments for their newest captive.


  She was practically glowing, wearing her dominatrix outfit in preparation for what was to come. She always wore it for the most special victim, because Darke had once told her she looked terrifying in it, and he still thought so now. It was a one piece jumpsuit of shiny black latex, and it conformed perfectly to every inch of her body. Zippers of the crotch, nipples, and ass allowed for easy access when she needed it, and the entire thing was covered with tiny sharp metal studs in strategic places. The studs were very sharp, and she had to move very careful wearing the outfit so as not to cut herself, but she usually made a deliberate effort to move quickly and carelessly around her victims and to make sure the sharp studs made a definite impression.


  With her hair done up in a tight, severe-looking bun, Linda looked like some kind of demoness bent on agonizing torment for some unlucky mortal. Her coal-black eyes gave her just that extra edge which made her a truly frightening but erotic vision. Not a day went by that Darke regretted marrying her.


  They walked through the halls of the mansion with quick, graceful strides, and finally came to the private elevator. It was the only way in or out of the Darke’s private dungeon. Of course, for their business, they had many dungeon situated in all parts of the world, but the dungeon underneath the mansion was special. The slaves trained here were never sold; they were the best the world had to offer and Marcus and Linda kept them for their own private amusement.


  Marcus typed in the code on the security pad, and grinned as the elevator descended deep into the Earth. Very soon, all four of those Femme 4 bitches would be his to play with, but for now, he was intent on enjoying the youngest of the group. He had special plans for her. She would be their link to the others.


  Darke had done all the research he could think to do, and there were still no leads on the identities of the other members of the Femme 4. The girl would have to be forced to talk, and to do that, Marcus and Linda had planned out the perfect way to break the girl and make her theirs, body and soul.


  An electronic bell rang and the elevator doors opened onto the dungeon. It was made to resemble a medieval torture chamber, but most of the devices were modern in design. Linda was quite skilled at electrical engineering, and when it came to torture devices, she was incredibly inventive. She had designed equipment that existed nowhere else in the world.


  As the doors opened, the Darke’s eyes focused in on the only current occupant of the room. Psi lay on a short padded bench. The bench was about 5 feet long, only a foot wide, and the girl was lying on her back in such a way so that her head was not supported by the bench and hung over the edge.


  At either end of the bench were X-shaped legs, providing strong support, and a crossbar near the floor connected the legs across the length of the bench.


  Psi was still dressed in her costume, with a few small additions. On each wrist, ankle, upper arm and thigh, a thin half-inch wide leather band was strapped tightly onto her.


  Her wrists were bound to the bench right next to her shoulders with thin chains, and the wrist straps were chained as well to the upper arm straps. Her ankles were similarly chained to her thighs, and chains from the ankle straps pulled her legs down and back on either side of the bench, locking against eyebolts in the lower crossbar of the bench.


  One final piece of bondage was arranged so that the girl could not pull herself forward onto the bench, and that was her hair. The clasp of her pony-tail had been removed and her hair was pulled down toward the floor in front of the bench bending the girl’s head at a ninety degree angle to her body. Her hair was tied off to a metal ring connected by a chain to an eyebolt in the floor.


  As the Darke’s entered the dungeon, they found their new toy was still asleep. This was no surprise, as they had checked the monitors before coming down to see if she was awake yet.


  Without a word, they walked over to the girl, and Marcus moved around to her head, while Linda moved around toward the side of the bench. With only a glance, they decided what to do, and Marcus began by reaching a hand down and gently touching the girl’s small perky breasts through the thin spandex of her costume. He rubbed with two fingers in a small circular motion and the girl did not stir.


  Linda stood watching as his hands grew slowly more insistent over time, pressing more firmly, but not firm enough to wake Psi up. Just a gentle teasing caress around the breasts and after a few moments, the girl’s head moved a bit and Darke watched as her nipples began to stand erect against the soft fabric covering her chest.


  Darke had to suppress the urge to laugh, for fear of waking the girl too soon. As her nipples hardened, he began to concentrate his fingers toward the sensitive nubs, and the girl wriggled a bit in her bondage, still asleep, but perhaps dreaming erotic dreams.


  After a few more moments fondling, Psi’s nipples were rock-hard and Darke gave his wife a wink.


  Taking her que, Linda Darke leaned in and gently lifted the teenagers skirt, revealing French-cut pink spandex panties. She began to gently rub the girl’s crotch through the soft material, making slow easy circles.


  In seconds, the girl was squirming like a cat in heat, and the Darke’s backed off to let her calm down a bit. She stirred some more, and wriggled on the bench as much as was allowed by her restraints, but did not awaken. The beating she had taken at the hands of their henchmen had taken it’s toll, and the girl was deep asleep once again in a few more seconds. Her nipples remained rigid, though, and the Darke’s wasted no more time in starting their gentle caresses again.


  This time, the girl was more slow to excite, and a small gasp emerged from the sleeping teen’s lips as she began to squirm. Her peaceful, sleeping firm wiggled a bit and Darke thought he detected a tiny hint of a smile as the girl gently licked her lips. Both Marcus and Linda had noticed, of course, how easy the girl had been to excite, and they knew the plans they had worked out would be more than the little heroine could handle.


  For moments more, the girl squirmed just a bit every so often. Her breathing was somewhat heavy now, and the Darke’s new she would soon be awake, so they began to rub her with more intensity, still gently, but faster and faster, trying to get her to cum before she could stop herself.


  * * *


  Psi awoke with a rasping inhalation as the orgasm washed over her helpless form. She groaned aloud, not yet sure where she was, but knowing the feeling washing through her was the most incredible thing she had ever felt. Her tight young body strained against her bonds, and her back arched.


  She groaned in a voice unaccustomed to ecstasy, “Nnnnnnnggggggaaaaaaaa!”


  She was just starting to come down from the pleasure when she realized where she was and with whom, and the orgasm ended with as much shock as it had started.


  Her eyes widened in fear at first and her hands jerked hard against her chains, not yet realizing she was bound. She pulled up her head, and the pain in her scalp from the tension on her bound hair made her scream as she let her head fall once again. She pulled at her chains in opposing directions, wriggling in squirming in panic and fear.


  She felt her whole body flush bright red from embarrassment as it slowly began to sink in what had just happened to her. With horror, she realized her nipples were rock-hard and clearly visible to anyone looking. And she felt a cool wetness between her legs and knew that her panties must be soaked through at the crotch.


  Marcus Darke was looking down at her, and she could sense his every thought, even as he spoke, “Good morning, little girl.”


  She screamed in absolute terror and humiliation, “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”


  Her first grasp of his thoughts was horrifying and she blocked it out as quickly as possible. But images got through before she could stop them. She saw him stripping her naked and stabbing her with needles in her most sensitive areas. She closed her eyes and tried to deny the reality of her situation, but that only gave her more time to think about what had just occurred.


  “Oh God”, she thought. “I just came.”


  It had been the first orgasm of her life. She had never been a very sexual creature. In fact, she was still a virgin. And here she was, soaked in sweat, having just had the most pleasurable experience of her life at the hands of the most evil two people in the world.


  She swallowed hard, trying to get hold of herself, still thrashing wildly against her bonds in utter terror such as she had never felt before. Her breathing was coming in ragged gasps from her orgasm combined with her terror and thrashing exertions.


  She squeezed her eyes tightly shut. Images of her past came back at her. Dungeons filled with helpless young men and women, bound into horrifying devices of agonizing pain. Stripped and humiliated. Psi had rescued dozens of such victims, and now she was one herself.


  She fought to regain her self-control. Darke had shattered it by awaking her that way, but she had to get a grip on herself or she would end up as one of those quivering vegetables they had found in the worst of Darke’s dungeons. Or worse.. she could end up like one of those people who had been completely broken, turned into submissive little sex toy’s for Marcus Darke’s amusement. No! She would die first. But… would Darke give her that option?


  She forced her breathing to a steady (though gasping) pace and opened her eyes. She tried to look furious and in control.


  “Let me out of this right now, you psychos!”, she emphasized her demand by yanking hard at the chains, realizing as she did so just how vulnerable she was.


  A cool soft hand came to rest on Psi’s neck. Linda Darke stood over her, as her husband moved away toward the foot of the bench which Psi could not see.


  “We’ll let you go, dear.,” the touch of her soft fingers on Psi’s oversensitive skin was chilling, “But not until we’ve made you ours. Not until your every breath is for us. Not until you live or die only for us. Not until you tell us the names of all your other little super-bitch friends. Oh, and do not doubt that you will, little girl. My husband and I have broken hundreds of people, and no one has ever resisted us.”


  Psi gulped hard, and tried to relax her breathing. Then she felt the bench shake a bit. Her powers kicked in involuntarily, and she sensed Darke getting up onto the bench, straddling it right between her wide- spread legs.


  The helpless heroine tugged at her bonds, her ankles straining to pull her legs up and together as Darke shifted himself up close to her, his crotch right next to hers.


  Rough fingers slid under her panties gently and swiveled up to her sides under her skirt. She heard a tear and felt cool air on her left side as her tore her panties. When he tore the right side and pulled them off of her, she gasped and swallowed audibly.


  She squinted her eyes and struggled to get free.


  “No… don’t you dare!”, her voice was strong starting out, but cracked by the last word. She knew she could not stop what was about to happen. “Please,” the last was practically a whisper.


  She heard a zipper quickly unzipping and shut her eyes and her mind as tight as she could. The last thing she wanted was to be able to see his thoughts as he took her.


  She was so scared, she never heard Linda Darke walking around to her face. With her head pulled back, Psi’s mouth hung open, and she jerked and opened her eyes when Linda came around and shoved a small wadded-up piece of cloth into her mouth. She tried to close her mouth, and caught a quick glimpse of pink as the cloth was shoved inside. Linda Darke grabbed Psi’s head and held a hand over her mouth while she tied a leather band around Psi’s head. There was a large pad in the front of the band which covered her mouth, so that she could open it, but she couldn’t spit out what she now realized were her own juice-soaked panties in her mouth.


  The salty sweetness of her own juices made her want to gag, and she gasped in breaths through her nose as fast as she could trying desperately to gain some measure of self-control and failing miserable.


  The Darke’s gave her no time to recover, and in the next instant she felt unbelievable agony as Marcus Darke thrust his hips against hers and entered her virgin pussy, popping her cherry like a freight train.


  Psi screamed, but it was muffled and she felt somehow that it wasn’t enough, so when she was out of breath, she inhaled deeply through her nose and screamed again, and then repeated the process once more again as Marcus Darke began raping her in harsh, powerful strokes.


  She was lucky that they had made her cum first, because her pussy was already well-lubricated, but she certainly didn’t feel very lucky. She gasped for breath desperately and she could sense every thought Marcus and Linda Darke had as they tormented her body. She could no longer concentrate enough to block out there thoughts, and she began to scream continuously.


  The thoughts inside Marcus Darke’s head were the worst, because she almost felt as if she were raping herself. His incredible pleasure at her pain was becoming her pleasure, as well, and she could not focus her mind to block him out.


  Meanwhile, Linda stood by and watched the squirming teen, then leaned in and began licking at Psi’s nipples and soon Linda’s pleasure became Psi’s pleasure, too, so she was felling pleasure from two people and it was all caused by her own pain.


  Then Marcus Darke was cumming, deep inside her, and ultimately, the strain was too much, and Psi, mercifully, blacked out.


  CHAPTER 4

  Blade and Drina


  Catgirl was angry, or at least she looked it. Buff and Melt knew better, though. They had arrived at Jackie’s mansion shortly after 8 PM, only to find that Psi was nowhere to be found. After checking the answering machine and discovering that Psi had gone off alone, to face their greatest enemy at a storage facility after getting news of a meeting from the mind of a student at school, Jackie had hit the roof.


  According to the machine, the message was recorded shortly after 5. It was now just past 8 o’clock and there had been no word from Psi. Jackie was angry on the outside, cursing furiously at the girl for doing something so foolish, but inside, she was terrified.


  Deductions flowed through Jackie’s keen mind like wildfire. The anonymous tip they had gotten about one of Darke’s slave operations had been weak, at best. They found the place, all right, and there was certainly something going on there, but it was strictly minor league. They had rescued only 2 girls from the dungeon under the private house, and the single man living there claimed he worked for no one but himself.


  Jackie had been suspicious immediately, and it was clear to her now that there was a good possibility someone had set them up. And… she had pretty good idea who that someone was, too.


  Jackie looked at her two best friends and they looked back in comforting silence. Psi was the youngest member of the team and they all looked out for her as much as possible. In addition, she was Jackie’s adopted daughter. If anything had happened to her, Jackie would never forgive herself for letting the girl don a costume and join the team.


  Stressful as it was, though, Catgirl was still the leader, and she wasn’t about to sit by and do nothing while Tiffany could be in terrible danger.


  “C’mon, girls,” he voice was sharper than she intended.


  Melt and Buff followed Catgirl as she marched from the mansion toward the secret underground garage where the Femme-car was kept.


  Buff’s voice was reassuring, “Don’t worry. You trained Psi yourself. She can take care of herself as well as any of us. Hell, last few training sessions we’ve had, she nearly had ME beat more than once!”


  “I hope you’re right,” but Catgirl did not sound very hopeful.


  As they got into the car and drove off toward the storage yard, Catgirl noticed that Melt had had very little to say. And that worried her most of all, because Melt was probably the smartest among them, and also the most honest. If Melt was keeping silent, it was because she had nothing good to say.


  Needless to say, the storage facility was a washout. No sign of either Marcus Darke or Psi remained by the time Catgirl and the rest of the Femme 4 arrived. Marcus Darke had covered his tracks completely, and Jackie expected no less of such a dangerous adversary.


  * * *


  Drina Wilcox was just toweling off after a long relaxing shower in her own apartment when the doorbell rang.


  Weeks had gone by since Psi’s abduction and Jackie grew more and more unstable every moment. It was all Buff and Melt could do to keep her from storming Marcus Darke’s mansion single-handed. To do so, they all knew, would be suicide, and committing suicide would not help Psi. Besides, there was no guarantee that either Darke or Psi were even at the mansion. Darke certainly would not be so foolish as to keep her there. Unless that’s just what he expected the heroines to think.


  They had to do something, though, and soon, or Catgirl was going to go completely over the edge. And Buff refused to even think about what Psi must be going through.


  Normal towels were never enough for Buff’s giantess form, so Drina wrapped an especially large towel around herself and went to answer her door. She had no fear of attack, because no one knew her secret identity, and even if they did, with her near-invulnerability, what could hurt her?


  As she opened the door she gasped in shock. At first, she didn’t recognize the girl standing in her doorway. But the pink hair gave it away. She started forward to hug the girl, then backed off, realizing something was wrong.


  Psi was dressed in a mockery of her former costume. Her pony tail had been set off to her left side instead of coming straight up and back, like usual. Her mask was no longer the lavender curves of old, but instead was made of black leather, like Catgirl’s outfit, and had sharp corners to it.


  She wore a tiny, black vinyl string bikini with sharp metal studs placed all around it, and it barely covered her petite teen-aged form. The girls arms and legs were covered in black studded leather straps interspersed chaotically with no rhyme of reason. Black leather ankle boots and a studded metal collar completed the ensemble.


  Buff was stunned at the transformation, and for a moment it occurred to her that she must have escaped from Marcus Darke’s clutches. Surely the girl would never dress this way on her own, so Darke must have dressed her like this for his own perverse pleasures.


  But then she saw Psi’s wicked, twisted smile. The girl had simply stood and watched Buff all this time. Buff realized Psi had simply been watching her reaction, reading her thoughts.


  Buff was about to speak when Psi raised a hand and Buff heard a swishing sound like a perfume bottle being sprayed. She inhaled a cloud of sweet smelling gas, and as she fell to the ground, looked up at Psi, her former teammate, and she knew then that Darke had made her his own.


  * * *


  Buff awoke quickly to the sound of humming machinery. She guessed she had been out for several hours, judging by the way she felt. Her powers made her invulnerable to just about any external physical harm, but her insides were the same as everyone else’s and right now, she had a splitting headache from whatever drug had rendered her unconscious.


  She took a quick glance around at Marcus Darke’s Dungeon and assessed her situation. With her strength, she was sure there was no place on Earth which could hold her for long and she was confident she could escape whatever bondage Marcus Darke had devised.


  She found herself suspended, spread-eagle, trapped in a large rectangular metal frame. Her hands and feet disappeared into large metal cylinders. A metal strap of some kind held a large gag in her mouth. She was dressed, surprisingly, in her Buff costume. Which was odd, considering she had been wearing only a towel when she was captured. Which meant Psi must have found her costume in it’s hidden compartment and dressed her.


  She took a moment to examine her surrounding, noticing all the torture equipment which would be useless against her, of course. Then, when she decided she was certain she was alone, she began to pull at her bonds.


  She tensed her muscles slowly, knowing that to break her bonds too fiercely might endanger people in nearby rooms. Her strength was so great that Buff had been forced to get used to holding back for fear of injuring anyone or knocking down buildings.


  As soon as she began to pull on her bonds, a low electronic humm began to sound in her restraints. Her pullings seemed to have no effect whatever on the metal holding her helpless, but she could feel something tingling in her hands and feet. She pulled harder, slowly increasing the pressure her super-human muscles could provide. The humming grew more steady, but still her bonds did not give way as the tingling increased.


  Buff was getting impatient and began to tense her muscles more quickly. But the harder she tried to get free, the more she felt the strange tingling in her hands and feet. She was now using enough strength to tear steel like paper, and yet her bonds did not even seem to notice.


  In frustration, she began to yank hard against the restraint, and the tingling feeling came and went in time with her jerking motions, but the metal cylinders would not give an inch.


  A tiny bell-sound rang behind her and she turned her head as much as possible to see the elevator doors open and three people entered the dungeon.


  The first, she recognized immediately as Marcus Darke, the second was a tall, slender woman with long curly black hair who Buff guessed was Darke’s wife Linda, dressed in a one-peice black bathing suit, and finally, there was Psi, still dressed in her new black leather outfit.


  Buff tried to speak, but only muffled grunts came out. She tensed her powerful jaw muscles, trying to crush the gag in her mouth, but realized that gag must be connected somehow to her other bondage, because the same tingling sensation washed through her jaw, and the gag would not break.


  At the sight of Marcus Darke, Buff furiously raged against her bonds like a wild animal. Using all her strength to it’s absolute limit. The machine was obviously absorbing her strength, so she hoped to overload it by giving it more force than it could handle, but it was no use. In a few moments, Buff was drenched in sweat, but still helplessly bound.


  The three new arrivals walked around in front of Buff and Marcus Darke stood back and watched her with his wife, while Psi stepped closer and flashed that twisted, evil smile. Buff shivered and looked sadly down at the young girl who was like a sister to her.


  “It’s great to see you again, Drina,” even Psi’s voice had a different quality to it. Something sinister there. What had Darke done to the girl to turn her into this. Buff knew Psi was young, but the girl had more spirit than anyone she knew. If Darke could do this to Psi, then Buff considered herself in deep trouble.


  “As you can see, Master Darke has taught me quite a lot since I’ve been gone. And now I get to help teach you some things.”


  The girl was terrifyingly cheerful. She was really enjoying this. And with Psi working for her captors, Buff realized they would know everything about her. Even her most private thoughts were like an open book to Psi.


  Psi giggled, hearing the thought. “Yes, dear Drina. I know exactly how to hurt you. I know what scares you, and what you like, and even some things you don’t know about yourself. And I have sworn to assist my master in breaking you. But don’t worry. I was scared at first, too. But soon, you’ll come to love being a slave.”


  Buff thrashed in her bonds again and looked at Marcus Darke with a more intense hatred than she had ever felt about anyone or anything.


  Marcus Darke looked back, amused. He turned to Psi, “Blade, go and get the stands.”


  Apparently, he had not only transformed her into his personal plaything, he had even given Psi a new name. With a quick, but sincere, “Yes, Sir,” Psi… or rather Blade, went across the room through a small door leading off to the side.


  Meanwhile, Linda Darke had begun to slowly circle Buff. Buff was already taller than anyone in the room, and most people in the world in general, for that matter. Her position raised her off the ground several inches, and so Linda was forced to look up at her. Linda walked around behind Buff and placed a hand on her ass, squeezing softly, then more firmly.


  Buff tensed and when her flesh refused to give way even a little, Linda smiled. Looking at her husband she said, “Well, dear, I’ll go attend to our other new guest. Make sure you save some of this precious meat for me.”


  Darke walked over and kissed his wife passionately, and then she disappeared into the elevator.


  Blade had now returned to the dungeon with three large metal stands in tow. The stands were on wheels and she pushed them along in front of her.


  Each stand was basically just a small metal pole, raised about 6 feet off the ground, like one of those stands intravenous bags hang from in hospitals. These stands had bags hanging from them, too, but the were not tiny little ones like one would expect, but large, plastic bags filled with gallons of sickly green liquid. From each bag issued a long, thin tube with a small deflated balloon at the end, and Buff realized that this was enema equipment. Psi had given Darke the knowledge to hurt her and he had known just how to use it. Although, on the outside, Buff was practically invulnerable, her inside were just as soft and capable of feeling discomfort as anyone’s.


  Marcus Darke went over to a small table and picked up a huge hourglass shaped piece of metal. It looked like a corset, but was made of metal, like the rest of Buff’s bonds and it had two large screws on the front. As Darke wrapped it around her waist, with Blade’s help, he began to explain.


  “By now, you’re probably wondering why you can’t tear this little prison of mine to shreds. These restraint were designed especially for you, you see, with the help of my little sex toy here.”


  Buff saw Blade actually blush at Marcus Darke’s description of her and once again she wondered what Darke could possibly have done to her to turn her into such a mindless slave.


  “The metal cylinders there, and your gag, and this corset are all electronically prepared so that when any force is applied against them, they absorb it and store it in a large, superconductive battery. The practical use of all that, of course, is that every time you struggle, the battery get’s charged a little more. Which is quite convenient, really, since conventional force will not be enough for what comes next.”


  Darke locked the metal corset around Buff’s waist now, and tightened the screws in front so the device fit firmly around her. There were wires coming from a small box attached to the screws and he attached the wires to the outside of the frame in which she was bound.


  Almost as if by magic, Darke produced a remote control and held it up for Buff’s inspection. He pressed a button and the screws began to turn, slowly, squeezing the corset around her waist. In seconds, her waist was pinched tight and slowly shrinking by the minute.


  She tensed her stomach muscles against the device, but that only made it close faster as it fed on her own resistance, so she forced herself to relax and not to fight it.


  “Yes, now you see the irony, don’t you? Every time you struggle, your own strength is absorbed and used to power the screws which are slowly constricting your waste. In a few minutes, you’re going to look like a perfect hourglass.”


  Buff was scared and not at all certain what to do. She tried pulling her hands free again, but once again, the corset began to crush her more quickly and she let out a grunt of pain before forcing herself to relax. She had never been more frustrated in her life, but she was certain things were only going to get worse from here on out.


  Buff’s breathing became shallow and heavy as the corset cinched around her and it became more and more difficult to breath. She heard someone squealing, like an injured puppy, and stopped when she realized it was coming from her.


  Finally, Darke stopped the corset from closing and left her panting through her nose for breath. Her waist was pinched at least six inches slimmer than normal and Buff saw Blade looking on and chewing her lip in delightful anticipation.


  Buff had to admit, the girl made a stunningly sexy picture in her new black leather outfit, but she was determined to beat Darke somehow and rescue the girl from whatever he had done to her. First, though, she had to survive the next few minutes, hours, or days with her sanity intact.


  Blade wheeled one of the stands around behind Buff and Buff heard Blade moving around behind her. Marcus Darke stood in front of his helpless captive and smiled into Buff’s face.


  Buff’s pupil-less eyes stared straight back at him in defiance. Darke nodded to Blade and Blade suddenly felt something behind her.


  Blade had taken hold of one of the enema tubes and was pulling at the bottoms of Buff’s costume. She pulled the panties aside and began to press gently against her ass-hole with the end of the enema tube. Buff tensed her ass instinctively, but no matter how strong her muscles were, the tiny, lubricated tip of the tube slipped easily into her ass. She heard blade giggle behind her and yanked at her bonds in frustration. She knew she was only providing Darke with more energy with which to torment her, but she didn’t care.


  Blade inserted the tube deep inside Buff’s anus, then began to use a small hand pump to inflate to balloon inside Buff’s bowels. The balloon, of course was round with a small hole through the center to allow for the introduction of liquids into Buff’s intestines. Blade inflated the balloon until Buff groaned in agony at it’s increasing size. It was now firmly lodged inside her and there was nothing she could do about it.


  Buff looked at Marcus Darke, and then over at the two remaining enema bags. She wondered what they were for, and realized with horror that the bags of liquid were huge. There was no way she could take all that inside her. Especially with that metal corset constricting her abdomen.


  Blade peeked around Buff’s massive form and spoke directly to her new Master. “Master, she doesn’t believe that all that liquid will fit inside her.”


  Were it possible, Buff would have blushed as she realized Blade was reading her every thought.


  “Don’t worry, little one. We’ll soon change her mind about that.”


  Blade giggled.


  “Why don’t you do her mouth next.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Blade walked around in front of Buff and took hold of another one of the tubes. She reach up towards Buff’s face, which she had to stand on tip-toes to reach. Buff tried to twist away, but Blade’s speed and dexterity made it easy for her to open a small hatch in the gag and insert the tube through. From there, it was a simple matter to push the tube inside Buff’s mouth and down her throat, feeding the tube all the way down in to the helpless woman’s stomach.


  Buff struggled and turned her head trying to escape the horrible feeling, but the gag held her tongue pressed hard against the floor of her mouth, and she was helpless to stop the tube from invading her body.


  She gurgled and almost gagged as the tube slid down her throat and simply stayed there. It was very uncomfortable and she instinctively tried to swallow and found that the tube was too thick to allow it.


  “She’s really getting scared now, Master.”


  Marcus Darke just smiled. “Only one left, and then her torment can truly begin.”


  “Yes, Sir,” came Blade’s inevitable reply, as the girl walked over and grabbed the final tube. This one was thinner than the one in Buff’s mouth, and Buff shivered as Blade began to pull aside the crotch of her costume bottoms. Blade slowly slid the tube into Buff’s pee-hole, up deep into the woman’s urinary tract, then inflated the balloon inside Buff’s bladder, painfully sealing off the duct. This balloon, like the one in her ass, also had a hole through the center to allow for the introduction of disciplinary liquids.


  Darke began, “As you must have guessed, you’re about the receive an enema, my dearest Drina. But this will be no ordinary enema. This bag here,” he indicated the bag with the tube leading into her anus, “is filled with a special concoction of my wife’s. It’s designed of course to encourage evacuation of the bowels. This other bag,” Darke indicated the bag attached to the catheter inserted in her urinary tract, “contains a powerful diuretic. And in case you weren’t aware, that’s a substance that encourages urinating. And the final bag over there contains a mixture of both.”


  Darke was absolutely smug at he looked up at her, but that only made Buff more furious. She decided that she had to take a chance. If her strength was being forced into a battery, that battery had to have a limit, and her only chance at escape was to overload it. She began to thrash furiously against her bonds, not letting up, refusing to be held. She forced every bit of strength she had into every moment, and her hands and feet tingled continuously. Darke did not look the least bit worried as he stood and calmly watched her, smiling all the while.


  After about five minutes of watching her work up a drenching sweat, he decided he’d seen enough. “Blade, darling, tell our new little slut here why her struggles will do no good.”


  Blade walked around in front of Buff and laid a hand on the amazon’s sweat-soaked breasts. Buff’s top was now soaked and the outline of her nipples was clearly visible through the fabric.


  “I warned Master Darke that you might try to overload the battery, so he hooked it up to the power which runs this whole complex. So there’s no way you can overload it because if it gets full, the excess energy just bleeds off into the whole mansion, saving Master Darke money because he doesn’t have to use his own generators. Isn’t he just so clever, Drina?”


  Blade looked at Buff with a startling look of lustful innocence that Buff had never seen on the girl before. Psi had never taken much interest in sex, but Buff could tell just by the way she moved now that Blade was getting wet.


  “Well, enough talk. It’s time my new toy learned what happens to bad little sluts who oppose me.”


  CHAPTER 5

  Linda and Jasmine


  As soon as Blade had rendered Buff unconscious, she had immediately run out to the van parked out on the street. The men inside had gone ahead and taken Buff away to Darke mansion, leaving Blade free to move on to her next victim, Melt (whom Blade knew as Jasmine Lee).


  Blade knew that Jasmine would not fall for the same trick Buff did. Jasmine was much smarter than Drina, and as soon as Melt saw Blade in her knew costume, she would know something was seriously wrong. Chances are, Blade would still have enough surprise to capture her prey, but she didn’t think it was worth the risk. She considered briefly using her old costume, but her master had forbidden her to ever wear it again and she would not defy him.


  Jasmine was a research chemist in her “normal” life and made very good money. She owned a small house of her own, and it was there that Blade decided to make her move.


  She used her powers and immediately detected Jasmine’s exact location within the house so it was a simple matter to break into a small spare bedroom through a window.


  She stood in the small room simply waiting for her victim to stroll down the hallway. Blade could see in her mind that she was heading toward the kitchen and it was child’s play to wait until Jasmine was right outside the door and spray the same sweet-smelling gas which felled Buff as her.


  Melt was unconscious in seconds. Just enough time for her quick- thinking mind to realize who it was that had captured her before she was engulfed by blackness.


  * * *


  Linda Darke left the dungeon where Buff was beginning her torment and moved down the hall to yet another dungeon. The mansion had many such rooms, each with it’s own idiosyncratic devices.


  In this particular dungeon stood a large clear plastic cylinder - a tank to be precise. At present, the tank was not filled with water, but a large tube in the side of the tank would soon fix that.


  In the center of this large pool was a metal pole in the shape of a “T” and in front of this pole stood Melt, decked out in her full super- heroine costume. Her wrists were held in manacles at the top ends of the “T” and her feet were locked into metal high heels attached to the floor, spread wide apart. A final metal shackle was strapped around her waist and attached to the pole as well. The girl was unconscious, of course, since her powers were the most dangerous of the group. Until they could be nullified, she must remain asleep.


  Through the clear plastic Linda could see just how gorgeous Melt really was, and her outfit was so lewdly sleazy. She knew she was going to have some real fun before long.


  The pole held the girl standing straight up, but situated right between her legs was another, shorter pole. At the very end of it stood a long plastic dildo covered in tiny rubber spikes like a porcupine, pointed directly at the helpless heroine’s most vulnerable spot. Of course, she was an inch or so above it and her costume protected her, but that was all part of the fun.


  Lastly in the tank was a third pole directly in front of the girl. This one was taller than she was and from it protruded two long sleek dildos, one at her current mouth height and one about a foot and a half lower.


  Linda now move to the side of the tank and turned a valve, allowing the water to quickly begin to fill it. The water would flow quickly and was computer controlled to fill the tank to the very top, far above Melt’s head. Of course, Linda had no intention to let the girl drown… yet.


  She climbed a ladder on the side of the tank, then flipped around and climbed down into the tank with Melt. She water was already up to their knees and Melt was starting to stir from her sleep. Linda got worried for a second. Melt’s weakness (as revealed by Blade) was that her powers did not function without oxygen. Underwater, Melt would be completely helpless, so the water had to be over her completely before she got a chance to use her powers.


  Luckily, though, the girl did not yet awaken.


  The water was warm and comfortable so as not to shock the girl awake too soon, and Linda’s fears were relieved as the water reached Melt’s chin.


  Linda quickly slipped on a breathing mask which was attached to the outside of the tank. She would have all the air she needed. The mask covered only her nose, so her mouth was free for other things. She stood behind the girl as the water flowed a bit higher and Melt awoke almost instantly, sputtering as she unconsciously breathed in some water. She choked and cough, panic overtaking her as she tried to figure out what was going on. She tilted her head up to keep her nose and mouth out of the water and gasped in one quick breath before she was completely submerged. By the time she even thought to use her powers it was to late.


  Melt struggled furiously, not even realizing she was bound. She tried to swim upward toward the surface but her bonds would not let her move and she turned her head from side to side seeing her wrists encased in steel and her feet strapped into steel shoes. She remembered what had happened to her and how she was captured, and knew instantly she was in serious trouble.


  Without thinking, she tried to trigger her powers, to melt the bonds which held her. All her air left her lungs in one big burst as waves of pain hit her like a freight train. Trying to use her powers underwater was definitely a bad idea.


  She tried desperately to calm herself. As yet, she hadn’t noticed Linda Darke floating behind her in the water, but she noticed now as Linda swam around in front of the girl. She leaned in close to her helpless prisoner and pressed her lips against her squirming captive’s.


  Melt turned away, fighter her, but Linda grabbed her head with both hands and pressed her lips firmly against Melt’s. When she was sure they were securely locked together, she blew, as hard as she could, filling Melt’s lungs with air. Melt stopped struggling and looked puzzled.


  Few people knew it, but exhaled air is perfectly breathable. It’s one of the major premises of mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.


  Linda could see the girl was catching on, now, and holding her breath, remaining as calm as she could so as not to use up her air.


  Linda began to run her hands all over Melt’s slender body. She touched the girl everywhere, as if she had no feelings. Melt was just a piece of flesh for Linda’s pleasure and she was taking what she wanted. Her hands squeezed hard on Melt’s firm breasts, and pinched at her pussy lips. She made sure when she was done to adjust Melt’s costume back into proper place.


  She could see that Melt was angry and humiliated, and Linda smiled. She could also see the girl’s lungs were burning with the need for more air, but she did not satisfy her captive just yet. She leaned in to Jasmine’s neck and began nibbling and kissing the girl. She could sense the girl’s fury - could almost see her thinking about resisting, but Linda knew she wouldn’t. This one was far too smart, and she knew that Linda had her completely in her power.


  As Linda’s kisses went on and Melt’s need for air grew greater and greater, Melt began to release little bubbles of air, unable to hold her breath any longer. Linda snuck her hands behind the girl and turned a small locking screw on the pole which held the girl up. Linda then backed off.


  She watched as Melt realized that something had changed. The pole she was attached to could now slide up and down. She could raise or lower herself if she wanted to. Linda saw the confusion, then the even greater confusion and fear as Melt finally noticed the dildo underneath her.


  By now, though, the pain in her lungs was incredible. She needed air desperately. She looked pleadingly at Linda, and Linda grinned at pointed at the upper dildo pointing directly at Melt’s face.


  At the very tip of the dildo (and the one beneath it) was a small hole, and out of that hole came a tiny bubble of air.


  Melt had no time to loose, so she steeled herself for the embarrassing task and leaned forward to place her mouth on the dildo. Very little air came out, but the girl soon discovered why as she leaned a little further. It was painful to stretch so far, but further along on the dildo was a small button. As she squeezed down on it with her lips, a burst of air came flooding out and Melt breathed deeply.


  The air stopped after a second, though, and no matter how many times she pressed the button, no more air came out.


  Linda grinned at the girl swam around behind her, resuming her fondlings.


  Melt was curious, but not terribly afraid. She figured that the air would come out again after a suitable interval of discomfort for her. But as her lungs began to burn with need once more, she pressed the button repeatedly with no response.


  Then she saw the bubble. A tiny little bubble from the lower dildo, and then it all became clear. In order to reach that dildo, she would have to lower herself onto the monstrosity between her legs. It was ingenious, and Melt shivered.


  She couldn’t do it! There was no way she could take that horror inside her. But… what choice did she have? She clenched her teeth and began to lower herself slowly downward.


  CHAPTER 6

  Three Struggles


  It only took Jackie a few hours to realize what had happened. Her friends were all missing now, and she knew Marcus Darke was behind it. She also knew that Psi must have broken under the strain, because how else could he have captured Drina and Jasmine?


  As night began to settle over the city, Catgirl emerged from the shadows and made her way to Marcus Darke’s mansion. The look on her face was one of barely contained fury. She had no solid evidence against Darke, and so she had taken Jasmine’s advice, not moving on him. She hadn’t attacked, had not tried to save Tiffany, her own adopted daughter, had not tried to stop this man, whom she knew was pure evil from raping and torturing her best friend. But now, Darke had gone too far. Psi was surely broken. Who knew what torments Melt and Buff were enduring even now? Catgirl was pissed, and to hell with the law.


  She snuck into the mansion with ease, scaling a rear wall and climbing in through an open balcony window. There were alarms, but her enhanced senses allowed her to circumvent them with feline grace.


  She entered a spare bedroom, which she knew from the scent was not in use, and snuck to the door, listening for sounds from the other side.


  As she opened the door a crack and peered into the hallway, her night vision allowed her to see that no one was about, and she crept into the hall, seeking some evidence of where her friends might be kept.


  At this point, Jackie was crouched down, almost on all fours, slinking along like her namesake. Her anger her clouded her reason, and she was operating on more animal instinct than though. She had become a predator, and God help her prey.


  The hallway stretched far to either side of her, and she saw a staircase at the far end to her left. She began to make her way toward it when she heard a noise coming from the other direction. A bell sounded and she ducked back into the bedroom she had entered from, just as the elevator doors opened and someone stepped out.


  Jackie heard two sets of footsteps, one small and light (that was Psi… except why was the girl wearing metal heels?), a second was a man (she knew the scent… it was Marcus Darke himself).


  Jackie waited for them to move, listening for sounds. She heard Psi’s voice, “She’s in there, Sir. She hid when she heard the elevator. She’s knows we’re here, too.”


  Marcus Darke’s voice was a like fingernails scraping a blackboard to Catgirl, “Very good, little one.”


  Jackie thought she was going to be sick.


  “Catgirl,” Darke began, “I know you’re there. No point in hiding. You came here for your friends, so come and get them.”


  Darke’s voice was cold and confident. Something was not right. Catgirl heard his heartbeat, slightly elevated, but not frightened in the least. And Psi… Psi was…. excited?


  She stepped out into the hall defiantly, prepared to do battle. She held her staff with both hands, knowing what was going to happen next but scarcely daring to believe it could be possible.


  She stared in awe at the girl before. Psi had never looked so incredibly sexy. The girl stood with calm, easy, deadly grace, sword drawn and extended in a battle stance.


  Catgirl was afraid, “Psi… listen to me.” She paused, thinking how to get through to the girl. She expected Darke to interrupt her, try to stop her from talking to the girl, but he stood behind her calmly, watching with interest.


  “I won’t fight you, Psi.”


  “My name is BLADE!”, the girl interrupted. Her sword slashed through the air, and clanged hard against the metal of Catgirl’s staff. The attack was swift and deadly, but no real threat to Catgirl. It was more symbolic than effective.


  “No! Your name is Psi. You’re my daughter, my friend. I love you.” Catgirl’s reasonable mind had taken control of the animal in her. Fury would not help in this situation, and she knew it. She had to get through to the girl. “Think, Psi. Think. You know I love you. Darke has just brainwashed you.”


  Psi began a flurry of sword strokes, testing Catgirl’s defenses. They had sparred many times before, but never seriously tested each other’s abilities. Catgirl taught Psi everything she knew, but Psi’s telepathy gave her a big advantage. Add to that the fact that Catgirl did not really want to hurt the girl, and Catgirl was in real trouble.


  “You can stop trying to turn me, Jackie. I can read your every thought. I know all your arguments. I know how you feel about me. But my master has shown me pleasures you can’t imagine. You will, though.”


  Slash after slash of Blade’s sword came down on Catgirl’s staff. Blade could instantly take advantage of any possible opening in her defenses, so the only way to fight her was to have no weaknesses. To be absolutely perfect in every move and every block, so there were no holes in her shield.


  * * *


  Drina suffered. Fluid poured into her body from every conceivable direction. And these liquids was not ordinary inert substances but ones designed specifically to cause agonizing discomfort.


  She struggled against her bonds and was greeted with the familiar tingling sensation of her power being drained away into Darke’s circuitry.


  Buff was probably stronger than any human being on the planet. Her powers had surfaced when she was in her early teens, and since that time she had felt very little pain in her life. Physical pain, that is. She had forgotten what it felt like, and had never built up a tolerance for ordinary pain like most people do, and so her torment was made worse by her inexperience.


  They had begun with the valve connected to her mouth, flooding her stomach directly with laxatives and diuretics, making her need to excrete overwhelming. Her stomach churned and made hideous gurgling noises, and she desperately fought the urge to vomit. Doing so would surely kill her, gagged as she was with a tube down her throat.


  The anal tube had been next, following by the catheter, and she was flooded from three openings at once. The tight corset around her middle squeezed her waist into a caricature of an hourglass figure and made the pressure inside her a thousand times worse.


  To top it all off, the liquids invaded her body were all steaming hot, leaving her flushed with the warmth and covered in a thin sheen of sweat. She shivered in the cold dungeon air even as her insides burned. Her hair was matted to her head and her clothes were soaked through to the point of becoming transparent.


  Darke and Psi had watched her squirm for several minutes, and she had held back the tears as long as she could, but now they were poring forth in an unstoppable torrent of anguish.


  Her stomach continuously cramped and relaxed, cramped and relaxed as her bowels filled with hot fluid. She pushed against the flow as hard as she could, but it was hopeless, and the liquid continued to pour into her. Drool slipped down the sides of her face around her gag, as she was unable to swallow with the tube down her throat. Her breathing was ragged and desperately irregular.


  For the first time in her life, Drina wanted to beg, plead, anything to make the torture stop. She wanted to pass out, but knew her super-body would never allow that. She knew it was futile, but she pulled and pulled at her bonds with all the strength she could summon, simply because it was the only smidgen of hope she had. No wonder Psi had broken. If this was the alternative, Buff would almost gladly serve Marcus Darke.


  * * *


  Jasmine’s lungs burned, but that was nothing, she knew, compared to the agony that massive dildo was going to cause her. Linda Darke still swam around the tank, touching Melt’s helpless body in every conceivably dark and secret place, and Melt had no choice but to accept it and try to ignore it as she tried to save her life.


  The torture was ingenious, in that it forced her to torture herself if she wanted to live… and at this point she wasn’t so sure she did, but she figured she had better get a move on before she no longer had the option.


  It took her a seeming eternity to pushed herself down against the vicious tool underneath her. She had little hope of moving forward or back to get around the thing, the waist manacle made sure of that, but she tried anyway, with as little success as she expected.


  She could wiggle from side to side a tiny bit, but not enough to escape the monster from below. There was no way she could get to the lower air-dildo except to lower herself onto the spiked one below her and she now knew it for certain.


  She squirmed as she slowly lowered herself, using the top spikes on the dildo to push the crotch of her bodysuit out of the way. It wasn’t easy, since the patent material snapped back into place given a chance, and it took her a long time to get into place while her lungs burned furiously with the need for oxygen.


  She let out a small puff of breath and bubbles rose to the surface. Linda Darke was gently massaging Melt’s breasts, and Melt struggled to ignore the (not totally unpleasant) feeling.


  She braced herself and slowly bent her knees, pulling herself down onto the dildo. As the first spikes touched her, there was very little pain. Just a gentle brushing. The spikes were soft rubber, but the dildo was so wide. She lowered herself some more, and she felt the spikes begin to dig into her insides as the width of the dildo pressed her inner membranes open.


  She lowered herself onto the dildo about an inch, then leaned forward, but she still couldn’t get anywhere near the source of her air, so she lowered herself some more, and then more.


  Her lungs ached so badly, and her vision was starting to blur, and yet she still couldn’t reach the dildo that would allow her to live. She had no more time left, and so in desperation, she let out all her remaining air in one long screaming burst and thrust herself downward as hard as she could.


  The pain of the dildo inside her was sheer hell, but she leaned forward and got her mouth around the lower dildo in front of her and heaved in a big gulp of sweet, plastic-tasting air. She hurt… but she would live.


  Linda Darke reached down and pressed on Melt’s tummy, pressing inward to make sure the girl could feel the spikes inside her and Melt let out a tiny squeal of pain and surprise.


  She did not move, stayed perfectly still, until she realized that after her first breath of air, the dildo had gone dry, just as the top one had. She looked up and saw two tiny bubbles escape from the upper dildo and she knew that her torment was far from over… it had only just begun.


  She raised herself up slowly, trying to minimize the pain, but wanting to move more quickly this time than she had last time, so her lungs wouldn’t burn.


  In the next few minutes, Melt went up and down on the dildo more than a dozen times, and Linda Darke sucked, massaged and teased her mercilessly all the while as she was forced to fuck the porcupine cock below her.


  After a while, when the burning had stopped, Melt started to almost enjoy the sensations, and though she could not force herself to move very quickly, she was quickly coming to think that this might not be all bad.


  * * *


  The battle between Catgirl and Blade would have been the stuff of legend, had anyone been around to see it. Not just a legends of combat skill and courage, but legends of sexuality and beauty, as well. The two women, now both fully committed to the battle, raged against each other with deadly elegance, sword slashing against staff, staff crashing against shield, metal cutting through the air at speeds too fast for the ordinary human eye to follow.


  It was clear that the combatants were evenly matched, Blade’s youth and telepathy balanced well against Catgirl’s far greater experience and enhanced senses. Marcus Darke watched with sincere admiration. What a wonder it would be to own both of these beautiful creatures.


  Unbeknownst to Darke, though, another battle was taking place here, even as the obvious one raged. Inside Blade, the girl was beginning to question herself. She had believed what she told Jackie before, about Darke showing her such intense pleasures as she had never know. She had said that Catgirl could never understand those things, but as the battle went on, she began to reconsider. Psi had never been very sexually oriented, and Catgirl had made many attempts to involve her young protege in the activities of the dungeon, but Psi had always avoided such things. The question became, who was better? Who knew more about the pleasures (and pains) or the flesh? Marcus Darke, her master, or Catgirl, her loving, caring friend and mother (adopted though she may be)?


  As these thoughts swirled through her mind, Blade spotted a momentary weakness in her opponent’s defenses. Catgirl was tired and had left herself open, just for an instant, and Blade pounced. She ducked to the floor and swept Catgirl’s feet out from under her, dropping the woman to the floor and leaving her completely vulnerable to attack.


  “I guess cats DON’T always land on their feet, huh Mom!”


  She held the tip of her sword to Catgirl’s throat and held it, steady as a rock. Both girls were breathing heavily, and Darke was almost sorry to see it ended.


  “Very good work, little one. Remind me to reward you later. Now, finish her.”


  “Yes, Sir,” Blade replied coldly. Blade flicked her wrist and Catgirl winced, fearing she was about to die. But Blade’s intent was not to kill. She had simply severed the leather choker around Catgirl’s neck, for she knew that the mystic band was the source of Catgirl’s powers. Without it, Catgirl was just an ordinary woman, albeit an extraordinarily beautiful one.


  Marcus Darke laughed aloud, and Catgirl and Blade shivered. One with fear, the other with pleasure.
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  Catgirl slowly swam back to consciousness, realizing almost immediately that something was terribly wrong. She wearily opened her groggy eyes to discover that she was bound to a table in one of Marcus Darke’s limitless punishment rooms. Her black-lycra costume was still clinging to her body but there seemed to be something strange about it.


  As her gaze registered what she was seeing she began to bite back the edge of fear that gripped her. At the crotch of her outfit, four separate wires snaked under the lycra and felt as if they were secured to her labia. Jackie twisted her hips a little. Yes, there was no question, that was where they ended.


  Two more wires slid beneath the material that sheathed her upthrust breasts. Catgirl jiggled experimentally. It would seem that these were gripping her nipples beneath the tightly extended fabric.


  Whatever Marcus Darke had planned, it wouldn’t be quick, and it wouldn’t be pleasant.


  Jackie twisted again to get a look at her situation. She was stretched in a spreadeagle position on a steel rectangular table. Her legs were locked embarrassingly wide apart. Each ankle had been clamped into a manacle of ferrocite, one of the few materials that Catgirl couldn’t bend or break. Psi had apparently restored the choker with the mystic amulet, but against these bonds the added strength did her no good. Her wrists were cuffed in the same material, and pulled painfully above her head.


  At least the amulet had restored her other powers. She now had the benefit of the keenly enhanced feline senses; touch, smell, hearing, eyesight and taste were all far beyond the ken of a “normal” woman. Catgirl could see the rest of what was in store for her even in the dimly lit room.


  Above the table was a shatterproof cube of lexite. Based on its position and size, Jackie quickly deduced that it was going to be lowered over her bound form. The cube had small breathing holes drilled into the sides, so airflow wasn’t going to be a problem…but the costumed crimefighter couldn’t think of any purpose to it. She was already helpless. Why cover her with a transparent box?


  These thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps in the hall beyond. Catgirl’s exceptional hearing picked up the rhythm of Marcus Darke, accompanied by Psi.


  “Hello, my pretty little kitty” Marcus jibed as he entered the room. Psi was following in his wake a half step behind. “I hope you’re enjoying your stay so far..”


  “Actually, I’m finding it a bit cramped in here…perhaps you could free me for a stretch?”


  “Always the witty remark, eh?” Marcus laughed. “As leader of the Femme 4, I wanted to make sure that you received some very special treatment. After all, I needed to return the favor for all the trouble you’ve caused me .”


  He walked to a console, and withdrew a remote control device. “I thought perhaps we should peer in on your friends before we get underway; would you like that?”


  “Only if they’re breaking you into tiny little pieces…” Catgirl retorted.


  “Perhaps they are…Let’s find out.” Marcus clicked a button on the remote, and a monitor on the wall came to life. On the screen was a shuddering, sweat drenched captive moaning incessantly. It took Jackie a second to realize it was the powerful Buff, reduced to a helpless puppet. In the monitor, her bronze body was pulled outward to the four corners by metallic cylinders. Around her waist was a crushingly applied steel corset, with deadly looking screws. She was forced to swallow some vile substance through her gag, while more of the fluid fed into her vagina and anus by similarly inserted tubes. The incredible moaning grew in intensity as tears rolled down the captive’s cheeks. Buff had no defense against assaults to her internal organs. This would be agony for her, since she had always been well nigh invulnerable on the exterior.


  “Amusing, wouldn’t you say?” asked Darke.


  “Not to her..” responded the feline fighter quietly.


  “Let’s check in on Melt. I believe my wife Linda is overseeing her personally.”


  Another button was pushed. A sensuous ballet was being performed underwater in a huge holding tank. The lucious Melt was sucking on a rubber dildo, since it seemed to be her only supply of air. But the bound beauty did not have an inexhaustible supply. Jackie watched as the flow ended. Now the costumed superheroine was forced to squat to reach the air supply of a lower dildo. In doing so, a monstrously large porcupine phallus that had been set between the captive’s legs was pressed upward. To reach the air, the beautiful Melt was forced to impale herself on the repulsive intruder, forcing it deep within her sex.


  Jackie was disgusted by what was being done to her teammates. She pitied them for what they were going through, but realized that the punishment duo wasn’t through with the team yet. She shifted uncomfortably on the table.


  “My wife always knows how to get the best responses.” Marcus stared at the prone heroine. “Which brings us to you. The first thing I’m sure you discovered are the wires. Plastic coated titanium, and quite expensive really. They are currently gripping the four corners of your labia and both of your nipples with alligator clamps.”


  Catgirl gazed down at the fabric of her costume, realizing now what the bulges were.


  “As the tension in each wire increases, the clamps will automatically tighten. But what could create such tension, you ask?” Marcus smiled. “I’m glad you asked.” He depressed a button on the remote. In the background, the monitor with Melt’s struggles shut down, while from the table beneath her Jackie felt a slight hum. Six metal poles, each one inch in diameter, rose from holes in the table.


  Two of the poles were directly adjacent to each black-sheathed breast, about six inches away. Two poles were next to each knee, on the inside of each thigh. The final two struts were above each hip, below her ribcage. Catgirl was getting a bad feeling about the placement of the poles, especially since the wires fed directly to pulleys at the top of each strut.


  “Let’s snug you up a bit.” Saying this, Darke slid a small lever upward. A slight whirring sound emanated from the table, as the pulleys at the top of each support began rolling outward. In the body of the table, powerful winches began tightening, reeling the wire back onto six separate spools in the recesses below the captive heroine.


  “UUUUHHHHH!” Catgirl moaned.


  Each wire was now almost taut on its own respective pulley. Her sensitive sex was being lightly pulled in four separate 90 degree angles, and the sensation was less than pleasant. Even with her costume on, the clips were prominent beneath the material as they extended outward. Both nipples were flat against the firmly jutting breasts, which were beginning to stretch horizontally to the nearest matched pole.


  “Marcus, you don’t have to do this..” Catgirl responded. She knew that her plea was probably useless, but she had few other recourses at this point.


  “We aren’t really finished with ‘this’ yet, Catgirl.” Marcus continued. “I want to ensure that you understand the whole picture, if you’ll pardon the innuendo.” Psi giggled beside him. “My assistant returned your mystic amulet for a very specific purpose. Am I to understand that with the amulet attached, your sense of touch is greatly enhanced?


  “No, no need to answer that yet. It’s the only reason you have it on now. I want your sense of touch to be as sensitive as possible for my plans. Let me complete the scenario”. Another button was pushed.


  The lexite cube slowly descended, enclosing the costumed crimefighter in a perfectly clear display case. Catgirl’s world had narrowed to the transparent sides of a claustrophobic lexite box.


  “I assume you can still hear me, yes?”


  Catgirl nodded her head almost imperceptibly.


  “Good. Now for the Scratching Post.” Another whirring as the remote pointed at her, and a ribbed rubber phallus rose ominously from the table. But there was something odd about the motion of the device. It was standing vertically from the table, not horizontally. It was apparently not designed to insert itself into her, but was intended for some other purpose. And Catgirl knew that Marcus would be only too happy to explain it to her.


  “The Scratching Post is there for your amusement, Catgirl. As you can see, and no doubt feel, it is pressed very close to your clitoris. If you push downward, and rub yourself against it, you can probably work yourself up to an orgasm.”


  Marcus smiled knowingly. “I’d suggest you do that quite frequently, my dear. The sensors in the wires will detect any orgasm, and will stop and release the winches slightly. Within a few minutes, the winches will reactivate, tightening inexorably outward once more.


  “If you time your orgasms correctly, you can prevent an agonizingly painful stretch of your private areas. If not, well…at least the show will be amusing!” Marcus thought for a moment. “I think the machine has an eventual failsafe, but I’m not at all certain what you’d look like at that point, so I’d suggest you play along.”


  “You BASTARD!!!” Catgirl screamed, as she realized the full intent of Darke’s plans. “When I get out of this, I’m going to make you sorry you were ever born!”


  “My dear little Catgirl, in a very short time you will be begging to do whatever I say” Marcus replied. “Just ask your daughter.”


  “GAAAHHH!!” Jackie screamed wildly as she tore at her bonds. Venomous green eyes sliced at her tormentor. She would have killed him instantly if she had been free to do so. Her thrusting body continued to pull at the ferrocite as she screamed invectives at Darke.


  “Oh my…such a temper…It looks like you need something else to occupy your time.” Marcus pressed another button. The invectives stopped as Catgirl stared in horror at the methodically tightening winches. The slow pull had begun.


  Darke turned to go. “Oh, one other thing.. Since it might get boring for you with the same old routine, I’ve arranged for the climate in your container to vary drastically. That’s what the lexite is for. It will contain the new weather conditions until your next orgasm.


  “Enjoy your stretch, my little sex kitten!” Marcus laughed as he headed for the door. “I’m going to relish watching the video playback of your adventure for years to come.” Catgirl’s eyes popped as she saw the camera descend before the tank, recording her debasement for Darke’s amusement.


  The captive crimefighter gave one last pleading look at Psi, hoping that the girl would finally return to her senses. But behind Blade’s mask, the only emotion that radiated outward was lust. The door clanged shut with an awful finality as the pair exited the chamber.


  Once the deadbolt locked into place, Jackie started to work furiously to free herself from the bonds securing her. Sweat beaded on her brow as she worked at the manacles, unable to get the leverage to loosen them. Within a few minutes the pain began to escalate as the wires tightened. Catgirl continued to work on the bonds, hoping that by loosening them she could avoid the fiendish deathtrap. Several minutes later her pubic area was afire, the pain too intense to ignore. She began bearing down on “The Post”, trying to ignore the sharp pangs from her nipples and sex.


  It was a seesawed battle, and a close call for the captive heroine. With the pain flaring into her, it was incredibly difficult to become aroused. No arousal, no orgasm…and no orgasm, no relief from the tightening wires. Catgirl’s hips were shuddering up and down ferociously as she worked to achieve her goal. The ribbed speed bumps flexed hard against an erotically charged sex to drive the point home. Eventually, sexual prowess won out. A shaking, juddering orgasm ripped through her body as she pushed hard on the vertical post.


  “AAAhhhhhhhhhh…….” Catgirl moaned.


  A clicking sound emanated from the machine, and a wash of relief filled the captive as the tension eased back to almost the original level. Almost… Catgirl realized that the “snugging up” had been just a little looser than where she was right now. Suddenly, she realized Darke’s plan. Each orgasm would release the winches to a lesser and lesser degree!


  Catgirl was bathed in real fear now. She could time her sexual antics perfectly, and the process would still be a losing battle. It wasn’t whether or not she lost…it was when. Jackie realized she had no choice but to ride the edge of the wave, delaying each orgasm until the last possible second, when it was most needed. Unfortunately, ‘most needed’ meant ‘most painful’ since the wires were tightening all the time. Too many orgasms, and each successive release would accomplish less and less. Not enough orgasms, and the overwhelming pain would prevent her from achieving one at all.


  Jackie stared at the whirring camera, realizing that Marcus was probably watching at this very moment. She began to gently scratch again, keeping her arousal at a level where she could reach it if needed.


  Just when things couldn’t get any worse, they did. Catgirl was commiserating on her fate when she realized that she was shivering. The reaction wasn’t from her condition, but from a decided temperature drop in the cube. The reflections of the cube revealed a thermometer beside her head. Her enhanced eyesight read the reflection easily. 40 degrees, and dropping. The sweat on her body dried quickly as the needle finally came to rest at 32 degrees. So this was one of the new “weather conditions” that Darke had planned for her!


  All of her muscles were shivering from the intense cold as Catgirl forced herself to paw at the post. If she didn’t orgasm soon, the cold would prevent her from building up the needed steam to do so. Within a minute the valiant captive had excited her sex enough for a duplicate performance. The tension eased off again as the winches released. Trembling muscles eventually subsided as the endorphins washed through the captive heroine.


  Catgirl hadn’t had the time or the frame of mind to enjoy the experience. She felt that she had ‘wasted’ this reaction, since the wires weren’t really that painful at the time. The biting cold had been the enemy to avoid at all costs.


  With the ease in pressure, Catgirl began struggling furiously with the ferrocite bonds, determined to break or at least bend them this time. Her nipples heaved painfully outward as her torso twisted to and fro. Her labia, engorged from the rubbing they had received on the scratching post, were prominently visible through her costume. Four separate alligators bit furiously, painfully securing their hold on juice soaked captive lips.


  Inside the cube, a light rain had begun to fall, soaking into the black- lycra costume, accentuating every move of the lithe feminine body as it sinously writhed in an attempt to escape…..


  CHAPTER 7

  Road Map


  Buff was ready to do anything they asked at this point. Her reserves of defiance had been depleted some time ago. With the inserts still in place, the disgusting green fluid continued to worm its way into her suspended body. Her stomach and innards had roiled and twisted, growling in dissatisfied complaint at the liquid intrusion.


  Drina wanted deperately to evacuate the contents. They were insistently demanding release. But the inflated portion of the plugs held the fluid trapped, so there was no escape from Buff’s insides. The compressive clamp surrounding her waist only exacerbated the situation, pressing the liquids both upward and downward inside her body. Tears rolled down her cheeks steadily now, as the punishment continued. Buff had never been exposed to anything this humiliating, or this painful, since acquiring her powers. She simply wasn’t prepared for what an ingenious man like Marcus Darke could do to a superheroine.


  It was at this point that Darke strode back into the room, with Blade in tow. Across the room, a desperate pair of eyes locked with his. Drina’s silent pleading eyes begged for an end to the inflation.


  “So, my little Drina, not so powerful now are you?” he questioned. “I think perhaps we’ll move on to the next phase, since I can see you’ve had your fill of this one.”


  Darke motioned to Psi, who released the pressure in the tubes within Buff.


  “MMMMMMMMmmmmmmpphhhh!……”


  For several minutes both spectators watched as the chained beauty evacuated her contents. Marcus then thought the next command, and Psi responded by conscientiously rinsing off the waste from the unfortunate victim.


  Once Drina was clean, albeit soaking wet, Marcus intently stared at Psi again.


  “I thought perhaps we could now catalog your insides more closely. Since they are the only part of you that is vulnerable, it is important to have a complete ‘road map’ as it were.”


  Darke reached over to a table, and opened a mahogany case, about the size of a cigar box. Nestled inside were three small metallic objects, each about one inch long. They looked like drug capsules, only considerably larger. Marcus held one up for the inspection by the recipient. Drina noted that the sides of the capsule had miniature treads, almost like a small bulldozer. The fear began to rise in her eyes.


  “That’s right, my dear Drina, the Burrowers are going to make an in- depth inspection. I suspect that the size and location of the passages that they will explore will cause you some intense pain. But, as I’ve always said, no pain - - no gain!”. Marcus laughed as he handed the devices to Psi and she began to approach the struggling Buff.


  Buff twisted and pulled for all she was worth, but the exertions only succeeded in a further tightening of the corset around her waist. The first insert was nudged gently against her sphincter by the waiting Psi. Within a few moments a slight trembling began, and the treads initiated their motion. The disgusting device was actually crawling inside her!! Drina begged Psi to stop with pleading eyes, but the girl was too sharply within Marcus’ control. Blade simply smiled up at her.


  The second device was fed into her gag, where it began to inch down her throat. Buff choked for a second as it passed her airway, on its trip to who knew where.


  “MMMM-NNNNN!” Buff protested as she saw the third burrower approach.


  Psi pulled the crotch of Buff’s costume aside, toying with the final device. She teasingly rubbed it back and forth across the captive’s labia, until Drina began to get aroused. Psi smiled, nestling the device firmly between the engorged lips.


  Once again, a slight rumbling indicated the activation. Buff struggled furiously as she felt each of the three begin to move inside her. The distinct sensation of tiny little treads was disconcerting as they moved upward, and downward also.


  It was then that Drina realized that Marcus had not left the room yet. He and Buff were still watching intently, as if waiting for something.


  Suddenly, a stabbing pain erupted from deep within Buff’s vagina! The intensity of pain caught the heroine completely unprepared, and she began to spasm involuntarily. The captive writhed in her bonds for several long seconds until the sensation finally subsided.


  “Ah, I see the probes have begun to take their samples.” Marcus commented. “Each probe will extract a tiny amount of tissue at multiple locations within you. My labs can then study the samples at a later point, to discover how we can make your outsides as vulnerable as your insides.


  “I’m sure you’ll find the process quite fascinating. Depending on the location, the probes may extract samples continuously for up to fifteen minutes. The removals will be exceedingly painful, to say the least.


  “Come along Psi, we’ll record the process on videotape for later perusal.”


  Another intense flash of pain erupted from within Buff’s colon as the device began to take samples there also.


  “MMGHHHHHHMMMMPPPHHHH!!!” exclaimed the captive Drina as the extraction continued, for the space of almost thirty seconds. Her body was drenched in sweat as the muscles tightened of their own volition in a desperate attempt to escape the assault.


  Above and before her, a camera descended to record the spectacle of Buff’s demise. Drina couldn’t decide which was worse, the long continuous agony of unrelease from her previous punishment, or the lightning flares of acute misery that the Burrowers represented. As two sampled at once, the lovely Drina was again caught in the throes of muscular spasms as her body reacted violently to the all too intimate invasion…


  CHAPTER 8

  “We’ll get along swimmingly…”


  Linda swam near the humiliated Melt as the heroine continued to perform her macabre dance with the dildo. Jasmine couldn’t decide which was more disturbing…the porcupine that she had to repeatedly force into herself or the hands grasping with easy familiarity onto every private part of her body.


  Linda Darke seemed to take great delight in surprising the lovely Melt when her attention was distracted. Each thrust downward required careful positioning and concentration to launch the dildo deep into her body.


  It was at these moments when the swimmer would do something unexpected to fluster her guest. Just as Jasmine had worked the crotch of her costume to one side and had begun to press the phallus against her submerged lovelips, the diver had poked hard with an index finger directly between her protesting nates.


  The costume pulled and bunched to the rear, as a startled Melt accidentally let slip some of her precious air in surprise. At the crotch of the outfit, Jasmine had to once again work the fabric to one side and reposition herself to continue the fight for air.


  The next thrust downward produced a set of razor sharp fingernails across her breasts, the claws raking across the spandex to dig deeply into the firm, soft flesh below. Red lines sprang up immediately where the costume hadn’t covered the struggling heroine.


  And so it went, as her tormentor continuing to surprise and confuse the already overwhelmed Melt. She never knew where the temptress would appear, or what she would do to her captive to ensure maximum discomfort.


  Linda seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of items for her use, most of which were blurry shapes at the bottom of the tank to the captive Melt. She now reached down for another of these as the heroine continued her thrusts up and down.


  When Jasmine finally turned to see what her companion was doing, she had a hard time making out exactly what was grasped in the diver’s hands. It appeared to be two rubber cups, fitted (by seeming coincidence) to be exactly the shape of Melt’s perfectly formed breasts.


  On each cup, a series of thin springs radiated from the nipple outward, ending at the edge of the rim. Directly at the center of the each unusual device was a thin tube that seemed to plug into the cacophony of springs. Rubber straps looked as if they would hold the device tightly against her ribcage.


  What concerned Melt even more though was what the tubes were attached to. There was no question that it was a rubber pair of panties. The small holes at the front and back would allow the water to flow through easily, and the huge hole in the crotch would allow other things through. Jasmine already knew what.


  Linda lovingly fed the rubber bra beneath the captive’s costume, stretching and shaping it so it adhered perfectly to the jutting breasts. Then the panties were worked into position. This took a fair amount of time, since the superheroine continued her self abuse during the entire escapade. Once a foot was free, the captive Melt tried to kick furiously outward, or to stop the advance of the rubber outfit, but the water slowed her motion to ineffectual struggles.


  The two combatants sparred with each other in a duel to avoid the plans of the other. But Linda Darke’s position in the battle was obviously superior, hampered as Melt was by the bondage. Between thrusts, Linda finally managed to pull the rubber bottoms into position. A carefully placed manipulation ensured that Jasmine would feel every inch of what was in store for her.


  The panties had a small triangular section with an extended knob, which now pressed directly onto her clitoris, but in no way hampered the motions of the huge rubber porcupine beneath her. A similar knob extended in the back of the costume, pushing aside the spandex to nudge gently at her sphincter muscles. The bra-cups smoothly sucked onto her breasts, the thin tubes creating just enough of a vacuum to be erotic.


  Jasmine looked on with dread as Linda Darke reached to a device at the bottom of the tank and pushed a small button downward.


  If the motions she had been undergoing prior to this had been partially erotic and exciting, the new situation for the captive Melt was a hundred times worse.


  Every nerve and fiber of her being was sexually stimulated as the rubber outfit went to work with a passion. The bra-cups sucked and nuzzled, pulled and pleased, teased and tormented. Their perfect prisoners relayed every message upward. The rubber panties gripped relentlessly, allowing no escape from the knobs twitching within them. Jasmine’s clit was being prodded, rubbed, manipulated until her muscles tightened within seconds of each assault. An electric tingling flashed into her from behind as the rear intruder tickled the protesting muscles there.


  The intense stimulation was more erotic, more sexually exciting than anything Melt had ever experienced. She couldn’t believe the raw power emanating from her sexual arousal as every muscle went taut within seconds of the button being pressed. She was on a buildup to detonation, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.


  Melt tried furiously to avoid it, knowing the pleasure Linda Darke would get from seeing her lose control. Jasmine pulled viciously at the bonds, bit into her lip, pushed hard with her legs, all in an effort to misdirect the flow of sensation that threatened her. But her tormentor had planned this too well. Linda swam to the front, watching in anticipation as the shuddering Melt continued to fight the inevitable. It would be only seconds now, as Jasmine began another downward thrust for air….


  The orgasm exploded within Melt, a freight train of awesome devastation, leaving a trail of electrified nerve endings in its wake. She rocked wildly in her bonds, smashing into the pole as frenzied muscles lost conscious control. A tidal wave of rippling pleasure crashed from her toes to her head and back down again, until every neuron was lit up like the noonday sun. It was an astonishing display, as the heroine was riddled with spasms due to the repeated assaults from within. During the entire escapade, Linda Darke was smiling behind her diving mask.


  After what seemed an eternity, the flow of pleasure finally subsided and Melt was able to take control of her body again. She wouldn’t have believed that such a height of orgasm intensity was possible, had she not just lived through it. Jasmine quickly rose to retrieve more air, the incredible display having drained her in more ways than one.


  Linda Darke floated to and fro, watching for almost an hour as the performance was repeated by the bound heroine several more times. Though none matched the raw intensity of the first occurrence, each orgasm left the beautiful Melt shaking and weak. There was no question that her captor was enjoying every minute of the astonishing show.


  Eventually, Linda Darke lovingly removed the rubber outfit from the captive crimefighter. It had served its purpose for now. Besides, it looked like the straining Melt was now ready for her next toy….


  CHAPTER 9

  Catbox Contortions


  In the deadly lexite display room, the video camera dutifully recorded the frenzied struggles of Catgirl. After two hours in the Catbox, the superheroine was finally reaching her limits.


  It was getting intensely difficult for the captive to bring relief from the painful torture supplied by Marcus Darke. Only orgasms would loosen the winches. Unfortunately, the shapely heroine was finding them impossible to achieve.


  After 120 minutes within the lexite, Catgirl had rubbed herself raw against the scratching post. Her swollen lips burned in agony whenever she tried to apply pressure to the post. The stretchy lycra fabric had continuously ground against her clit, for what now seemed like an eternity. The pain of being stretched was now less than the pain of trying to force herself back onto the post.


  During the entire time, the Catbox had made her surroundings as unpleasant as possible. She had sweated profusely in 130 degree heat. She had coughed spasmodically in a thin fog of smoke. She had breathed heavily in a mostly carbon dioxide atmosphere. Each successive orgasm had supplied a new and uncomfortable environment, pushing her to strain for relief before she could dwell on an escape plan.


  The current setting was intense, blistering sunlight. Jackie could feel the sunburn starting on the exposed portions of her skin, heating it beyond endurance. The light gave the camera an opportune moment to record some close-ups of her black clad suffering body.


  And Catgirl was suffering. She had paid a high price for the last orgasm, to avoid the choking smoke. Her gyrating hips had pushed hard onto the post and now her overstimulated sex yelped in pain at the slightest contact. Jackie knew that she had lost. There was simply no way she could force herself back onto the post this time.


  The cables were reminding her about the price of disobedience. As the wires tightened the clamps bit more viciously to maintain their hold. The intense, agonizing combination was beyond any previous description of pain that Catgirl knew. She peered fearfully downward, the newest assault causing the tears to well in her eyes.


  Peeking out from each corner of the crotch of her costume, her fulsome labia greeted her swimming eyesight. They had stretched that far! The alligator clamps were clearly visible now, as were the deep indentations they made in her abused love lips.


  Catgirl’s nipples also poked out beyond the edge of her costume, pulled beyond endurance to a never believed level. Beneath the table, the winches continued their steady pull.


  Catgirl was delirious from the agony, and it took her several moments to realize that the long, continuous scream was coming from her own throat. Her entire body was rippling in pain, trembling and shaking like a black sheathed vibrator. Her legs and arms locked in stiffened combat against the unrelenting bonds as the winches notched the pain up another level. The camera lovingly recorded a close-up of her shuddering spastic labia as they writhed in the crushing grip…..


  Suddenly, the door exploded inward….


  CHAPTER 10

  The Revenge


  Buff and Psi were framed in the shards of the remaining doorframe. The war inside of Tiffany’s psyche had finally reached a conclusion; Blade had lost (at least for now). Psi, once freed of the mind control, had released the member of the team that was under the least scrutiny. With Linda directly involved in tormenting Melt, and Darke probably watching Catgirl, Buff had seemed the best bet to the young heroine. She had been correct.


  Buff looked down with shock and dismay when she realized what had been done to Catgirl. Jackie’s quivering body still shuddered in agony, and was intensely spotlighted like a fleeing convict.


  Buff ripped the lexite box upward, the motion breaking the contact for the power supply. Room lighting returned to normal as the spotlight flared out. A mighty uppercut into the camera exploded the electronic voyeur into scrap metal, a thousand pieces flying to all corners of the room.


  In the meantime, Psi had tried to unclip the upper cables, only to discover that the alligator teeth were too deeply imbedded to allow release. The cables had tightened to the point where only a lessening of the tension would allow removal.


  Buff had an answer for this. She grabbed each strut and bent it inward toward the distressed damsel. Now Psi was able to remove the torturous clips with little difficulty. Once this was done, Drina snapped the manacles on the bound beauty, catching Jackie in her arms as the exhausted heroine collapsed.


  “Thank…Thank you…” whispered Catgirl as the pain diminished.


  “We need to find Melt. Are you able to move?” asked Buff.


  “If it means getting out of this room, …I can do whatever it takes..” responded the slowly recovering crimefighter.


  The three members were led by Psi to the cell holding the imprisoned Melt. Another door exploded into pieces as Buff vented her rage at what had been done to them. Moving through the doorway, the three encountered the subdued Melt.


  Inside the plexiglass tube, the barely costumed crimefighter was being assaulted from a set of arms that wrapped around her from behind. The crotch of her outfit had been pulled far aside, allowing entry of the porcupine cock below her.


  As if this weren’t bad enough, a set of fingers was pulling and pinching her labia as Melt struggled upward and downward to continue breathing.


  Another hand was tightly gripping one breast, twisting the nipple as if it were some rebellious radio dial. The other nipple, also exposed, had obviously already undergone this treatment; it was fat and darkly reddened as it thrust outward from the perfectly formed breast. At the bottom of the tank, several painful looking objects had apparently gotten some heavy use recently. The three entering vigilantes could guess when and where.


  Melt saw her rescuers immediately. To her credit, she did nothing that would alert the figure behind her of the presence of interlopers. She continued her stretch (upward this time) as if nothing had happened.


  In an instant, Catgirl flung herself at the plexi, using her staff to smash a hole in the center of the abusive display. The pressure of the water was not to be contained; the entire column buckled under the assault, spilling hundreds of gallons of water across the floor of the dungeon.


  Also spilled across the floor was a startled Linda Darke, replete in a rubber diving suit. Somewhat taken aback by the quick turn of events, she struggled to regain her footing as the slick floor reeled beneath her.


  Catgirl never gave her the chance. A smashing blow with the staff felled the brunette, and the unconscious body fell back to the floor.


  So angry was Catgirl, however, that the rod was raised for another (and probably another after that) strike. Buff grasped the staff in midswing, stopping it easily with her powerful hands.


  “Jackie, you can’t…I know how you feel, but we need her alive!!”


  Catgirl seethed with uncontrolled fury. “Let go, Buff…Let go or so help me I’ll go through you if I have to!”


  Buff stood her ground, however, eyeing Jackie with a mix of emotions that spoke of shame, anger, humiliation, and understanding.


  Catgirl looked at Psi. The same gaze was leveled at her from her adopted daughter. The Femme 4 had always shared a common bond, one of trust and friendship. But the newest bond was one that they had never experienced. Now the question was how to deal with it.


  “If she so much as twitches, I’m going to give her a crack on the skull that her descendants will feel..” complained Catgirl as she lowered the staff with incredible reluctance.


  In the background, Melt had been watching the exchange. With the flow of oxygen returned to her body, she concentrated on each bond successively. The manacles simply melted off her wrists and ankles as she applied her powers.


  Then Melt fastidiously readjusted her costume to cover the parts that Linda Darke had taken such delight in abusing.


  “Let’s go find the master of the house, shall we?” Melt suggested.


  “By all means” replied Catgirl. “I promised that I would return his payment to me, with appropriate interest.”


  The Femme 4 trussed Linda Darke tightly, and set her in a corner until they could return for her. Striding through the dim corridors in pairs, the four slowly made their way upward into the main mansion.


  Burnished hardwood floors adorned the den, where the secret entrance to Marcus Darke’s dungeons exited. Velvet drapes accentuated the look, and the four heroines glanced at the first light of day that they had seen in many hours.


  Splitting up into two teams, the women made a thorough search of the entire grounds. From the vast tome-filled libraries to the small writing rooms, every nook and cranny was uncovered. After several hours, one thing became painfully obvious.


  Marcus Darke had escaped.


  Psi had discovered one other thing of interest. In a surveillance room filled with monitors and recording equipment a series of high tech CD-ROM and 8 mm tape machines filled one wall. Each combination seemed to record the events of the screens directly opposite to it.


  The monitors were still on. Displayed in the control room were the remaining hidden cameras. One room reflected a broken lexite box, with a series of titanium wires strewn across a steel table. Another showed a series of cylindrical power sappers, with three large bags filled with a greenish substance standing nearby. The last active monitor showed a smashed plexiglass tank, with a porcupine dildo exposed to the air.


  Opposite the monitors, every single piece of recorded media was notoriously missing. The drawers had been intentionally left in the open position. Whoever had removed the recorded images wanted the searchers to know that the events would never be forgotten.


  Fuming in impotent rage, the four returned to their captive.


  Linda Darke was in a furor when they returned.


  “Release me at once!” she demanded.


  “Oh, I don’t think so,” responded Melt. “I think we’ll just try a few of these playrooms on you instead. Unless of course, you want to tell us where your husband is.”


  “Never!!” responded the captive.


  “Good!” retorted Catgirl, as she began lustfully eyeing the gadgets strewn about the room.


  The sound of footsteps echoing in the hall broke off the thoughts that she was planning, however. Catgirl’s superior hearing picked up the distinct clacking that she knew only to well, and she screamed in rage. Their revenge was to be denied.


  Captain Murdock entered the room, accompanied by four other officers in the 52nd precinct. He eyed the scene, his keen analytical mind summing up what must have happened within these rooms only hours ago.


  Damn, thought Murdock, I missed the best part of the show.


  “I would have arrived sooner, ladies, but the precinct just got the tip from an anonymous caller. They said that there was a break- in at the Darke mansion. We discovered several stolen pieces of artwork upstairs.”


  “That’s not all that was stolen…” whispered Psi under her breath.


  Catgirl shot her a sympathetic glance. “You can arrest this ‘person’, officer. She’s been involved in more heinous crimes than robbery, but I guess that’s a start.”


  Two of the officers approached Linda Darke. While one of them read her rights, the other was releasing the intricate ropework in favor of handcuffs. Unseen by the Femme 4, Linda was grinning ear to ear. She knew there would be no fingerprints on the stolen art, and that there would be evidence of a burglary of their own goods on the premises. Her husband had planned well for this contingency. The police would never be able to prove anything officially, and their timely intervention had saved her from long hours of interrogation by the Femme 4.


  As the police led her toward the door, Linda turned toward the four women.


  “Well ladies, it’s been a pleasure… adieux for now…until my husband and I meet up with you again!”


  Each of the crimefighters glared at Darke as she was led away. In that mix of emotions there was hatred, anger, fear, humiliation, and….perhaps a little bit of anticipation? There was no question that the next meeting would be cataclysmic…and that lives would be changed forever.. for the heroines known as…The FEMME 4!


  THE END

