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1.

I get it, I’m hot, don’t be weird about it. Helena rolled her eyes at the man staring at her from across the beach. Not that she could blame him, at 24, she knew she was a more than a catch, she was a trophy, the kind of woman men spent long hours in the night fantasizing about. Men competed for her attention everywhere she went, and she rarely bought her own drinks. She still remembered the first time she saw Bobby and the way he looked at her. It was at a Halloween party. Of course, with it being Halloween, Helena wore the skimpiest, most revealing outfit she could find.

Showing off her body was something Helena never had any problem with, she worked hard to maintain her figure, and knew most women would kill to have her looks. At that party in particular, she wore a white, lacy lingerie item. Two thin strips of fabric barely hide her large, round and natural breasts, which were her favorite feature about herself. The back of the lingerie was a white, low cut thong. Helena’s ass was far smaller than her breasts, but still round and firm. Her blond hair fell around her shoulders, perfectly framing her angelic face and her gray eyes, which were her second feature about herself. To tie it all together, she wore angel wings across her shoulders.

“Excuse me, I think you’re at the wrong place.” Bobby, wearing a flannel and poorly applied werewolf make-up, said to her.

She had been expecting him to come up to her at some point. He had spent most of the night across the room stealing glances in her direction.

“Why is that?” She smiled and dared him with her eyes.

“I think the Victoria’s Secret Fashion show is in New York City, this is new Connecticut.” He smiled back.

He offered to buy her a drink after that, and they stuck close to each other for most of the party. Bobby played it cool that night, and it seemed like he genuinely wanted to get to know her, not just to sleep with her like every other man at the party, or any other party she had been to for that matter. He asked her about her major, where she was from, her hobbies, and many more things. Helena had to admit that she was impressed, she couldn’t remember the last time a man had shown genuine interest in her as a person. Near the end of the night he asked her out to dinner.

And that was it, the beginning of their relationship. It had been 8 months since, and not all of them good. Bobby proved to be… less than consistent as a boyfriend. He would go out drinking with his buddies and ignore her texts until the morning, and times when she seemed stressed or upset about something, Bobby seemed to disappear, and then there was the way Helena saw him looking at some of her female friends that set her on edge. As the months wore on, she began to suspect that Bobby lived for the early days of relationships, full of discovery and passion, but when it came to the emotioanl stuff and the hard work that went into dating someone, not so much. Helena had considered breaking things off at the end of the spring semester, but then Bobby came to her with an idea that them, along with some friends, would go on a trip to Bali together in the summer.

A voice in her head told her no, to just end it and move on. After all, she could have any man she wanted.

But a summer trip to Bali sounded wonderful, and maybe a vacation would be good for them. Plus, their friends would be along as buffers if things did get weird between them. Bobby had it all planned out, how they would fly to Bali, and then rent a yacht and sail the ocean, spending each night on the open seas.

And Helena had to admit, now that she was on the beach in Bali, the sun and the ocean felt wonderful, but the way the one guy was staring at her did not.

She pretended not to notice as she sat on her beach towel. After all, she did look great in her leopard print bikini, the straps were clear plastic, leaving only her breasts covered with fabric. Her bottoms were the same, with the straps running along her hips being completely see through and only the thong running between her buttocks and covering between her legs being visible. It was by far her sexiest bikini, and she loved the stares it got when she wore it.

Except Bobby, who was currently playing volleyball on the beach, with Selene as his teammate.

Selene was Japanese, fair skinned, slender, with dark hair that shimmered with pink highlights, and was wearing a black, one piece thong swimsuit. It was hard to tell since he had on sunglasses, but was Bobby sneaking looks at Selene’s ass?

Helena stood, grabbing a bottle of tanning lotion, thinking that maybe it was time to put on a little show for her boyfriend. She squirted a little bit of the white lotion onto her palms and began to spread it along her cleavage, taking each movement slowly and deliberately while also making sure that her breasts bounced and heaved in quite a delicious manner.

Still, Bobby focused on the game, giving a smile to Selena as he tossed her the ball.

The way the two of them had been looking at each other the entire trip…

Helena continued to lather up her breasts, but Bobby didn’t look in her direction.

Selene is single too… Helena mulled it over, remembering how the girl had once bragged about sleeping with one of her professors who was a married man. Of the group that came on the trip, Selene was the only single one, as the rest were couples: her and Boddy; Jeremy and Debby; and Donnie and Caity. And Helena couldn’t help but notice that over the course of the trip, Selene’s swimwear had gotten more and more revealing. She would be the first to admit that Selene was a beautiful woman, but she hadn’t seen Jeremy or Donnie looking at her the way Bobby did, especially not in front of their girlfriends. There was also the fact that Bobby suggested inviting Selene...

Helena was aware of eyes on her though as she applied lotion, and turned her head to see the man who had been watching her from across the beach. He was stretched out on his stomach on a beach chair, resting his chin on his hands. Her best guess was that he was in his late 20s or early thirties, with his curly, light brown hair that was cut close to his scalp. Overall, she wouldn’t say he was handsome, but he wasn’t not attractive either, in fact, he was pretty unassuming and average looking.

But he also hadn’t taken his eyes off of Helena the entire time, but maybe she could use that. She gave one look at Bobby, and then at the man watching her from his beach chair, and smiled at him. The man raised his head, and then tilted it in acknowledgement at her.

She stood up, bottle of lotion in her hand, and strolled over to him.

“Hi!” She stood over him and smiled.

“Hello.” He lifted his head and responded in a rather soothing British accent.

“Would you mind getting my back?” She lifted her hair and turned, giving him a perfect view of her ass in the barely there thong.

“I think your boyfriend might have a problem with that.” The man responded.

“Who said anything about a boyfriend?” She turned back to him.

“Well I’ve been sitting here trying to figure that out, so you’ll forgive me if I didn’t approach sooner.” He sat up.

“Well, I think he’s a little preoccupied right now.” She gestured over her shoulder.

The man looked around her and raised his eyebrows.

“Yes, I can see that.” His tone was that of amusement, and she looked over her shoulder to see Bobby and Selene in deep conversation.

“I’m Roland.” He extended his hand.

“Helena,” She shook it. “So, how about getting my back?”

She sat down in front of her chair and brushed her hair aside.

“I don’t want to start any trouble.” Roland admitted.

“Don’t worry, I think trouble was started long before you got here.” She replied.

A moment later she felt his hands dig into her shoulders as he rubbed lotion over them. She couldn’t help but sigh as he gently massaged her muscles.

“Oh wow,” She sighed. “You’re already going above and beyond.”

“It’s second nature at this point.” He answered.

“You’re a masseuse?” She asked.

“Used to be, I’m retired now.”

“So what do you do now?” She let her head loll to the side. His touch felt incredible.

“Imports and exports.” He replied.

“That sounds boring.” She leaned her head back, looking up to meet his eyes. They were gray like hers.

“Oh it’s more exciting than you would imagine.” He laughed.                

“I can imagine a lot of things.” She sighed.

“Oh?” Roland raised an eyebrow.

“Like what else you can do with these hands.” She smiled.

“Hey!” A voice called, and both her and Roland looked over to Bobby storming over, Selene not far behind. The rest of their friends were back by the volleyball net.

Helena sighed and stood up, followed by Roland.

“What is this?” Bobby demanded.

“It’s nothing, he was just putting on my lotion.” Helena shrugged.

“What? Are you serious?” Bobby took off his sunglasses and glared at both of them.

“Hey, Bobby, let’s just get back to the game.” Selene pressed herself against him and placed a hand on one of his pecks.

“I should be asking you the same question.” Helena raised an eyebrow.

Selene immediately took her hands off of Bobby.

“I’m sorry, I think there’s been a misunderstanding here.” Roland threw his hands up in a defensive way.

“I would say so,” Bobby glared at the other man and then turned to Helena. “Why are you letting him touch you like that?”

“He was just being helpful.” She shrugged.

“Maybe I should head out for the day.” Roland stepped away.

“Yeah that’s right, get out of here.” Bobby spat.

“Bobby, it’s a public beach.” Helena shot back.

“Really, it’s fine, I don’t want to cause any trouble.” Roland threw his hands up again.

“Come on Bobby, it’s fine.” Selene came up behind him and laid a hand on his biceps.

This time, Helena noticed something…

The skin raise on Bobby’s arm when she touched him.

And was that… did the front of his swim trunks twitch a bit?

Helena’s blood ran cold and she glared at both of them.

“Roland, do you live far?” She asked.

“Ummm what?” He stammered.

“I think I’ll go with you.” She never took her eyes off of Bobby as she spoke.

“What are you doing?” Bobby demanded.

“I don’t know, what are you doing?” She retorted.

“I don’t know if that’s the best idea.” Roland added.

Helena stormed forward and grabbed the front of Bobby’s trunks, feeling the small but growing erection he was forming. He cried out and stepped back.

“What are you doing?” He screamed back.

“I knew it! You two!” She pointed at both Bobby and Selene.

“What? Helena, I would never!” Selene gasped, stepping in front of Bobby.

The Japanese girl backed right against Bobby, no doubt feeling his growing erection in his trunks, and there was a simmer of a smile across her face before she hid it.

“I can’t believe it! Did you come on this trip just to fuck my boyfriend!” Helena cried.

“What? No!” Selene gasped, but her hands were behind her back, against Bobby…

Against his dick.

“You two can’t even contain yourselves right now!” Helena gasped.

“Listen, babe!” Bobby stepped out from behind Selene, now pitching a full tent in his pants.

Everyone stopped to stare at it. Bobby stepped back behind Selene.

“I mean, this is for you…” Bobby shrugged.

“Me?” Helena demanded.

“You in that little… number…” He stammered.

“You know what, you two have fun!” Helena shrieked, turned around, and locked arms with Roland.

“Wait, where are you going?” Bobby stormed towards her, but she was already leading a bewildered Roland away from the beach.

“Forget it Bobby!” She screamed.

“But babe,” He hurried after them. “We… what about the rest of our vacation?”

“Fuck our vacation!” She turned back to him and screamed.

“But…” He stammered.

“You know, you enjoy Bali with your new girlfriend,” She gestured to Selene, who was pulling on Bobby’s arm. “I’m going to have my own vacation!”

“Wait but you can’t do that!” Bobby grabbed her arm but she pulled away.

“Yes I can! Now fuck off, I’ll see you on campus in the fall!”

“Helena be serious!” Bobby almost laughed.

“I am! Now get lost!” With that she turned away, heading down the beach with Roland.

“I… uh… I’m sorry that just happened.” Roland stammered, looking over his shoulder.

“I’m not.” She replied, and looked over her shoulder as well.

Behind them, Bobby and Selene were talking, growing smaller and smaller in the distance.

“Do you really want to do this?” Roland asked.

“Do what?” She responded.

“Come away with a strange man you just met?” He replied.

“I mean, the fact that he’s supposed to be my boyfriend and isn’t chasing after me isn’t a good sign.” She shrugged.

“No, I suppose you’re right.” Roland shrugged.

They were turning off the beach now, Bobby and Selene were nowhere in sight. Helena realized that she had forgotten her phone, but didn’t want to go back for it. She didn’t want to go back for any of her things. That would mean facing Bobby and Selene again.

For all intents and purposes, she was stranded in Bali with nothing but a skimpy bikini.

“Look, can I maybe crash at your place for a day or so? Maybe use your computer and phone? Once my Dad wires me money I can be out of your hair.” She said apologetically.

“You really meant what you said to him back there?” Roland smiled.

“I did, fuck him.” She pouted.

“I think I know a place for you to stay.” Roland answered.

“Oh really?” She asked.

“Yeah, and it’s not far. We can get you all set up.” He smiled at her.

They were in the parking lot, approaching a very large, very expensive looking truck.

“We?” She asked.

“I’m in imports and exports, I know people.” Roland laughed.

“Whatever you say.” She laughed back.

“Anyway, this is me.” He led her over to the truck, unlocked it, and opened the passenger door.

“Well thank you.” She smiled at him and stepped forward.

The inside of the truck was neat and spacious. She knew that a vehicle like this cost some serious money.

For picking up a random stranger on the beach, I hit the jackpot. She smiled, and gripped the sides of the truck to step in.

Then a hand clamped over her mouth.

“Mmmmph!” Helena cried as she was pushed up against the side of the truck.

Reflected in the truck mirror, she saw it was Roland who was grabbing her, using his hand to keep her quiet.

“Nnnnooh! Ummph!” She cried, trying to twist out of his grip.

Then she felt a pinch in her butt cheek, and looked down to see Roland pressing a needle into her buttock. His hand was on the plunger, having just injected whatever was in the syringe into her backside.

“Ummmpph…” She moaned, the edges of her vision already getting dark.

Then everything went black.

***

Must be rough waters. Helena thought, feeling the boat rock underneath her. They had been lucky so far on the trip, but it seemed their luck had run out.

I don’t remember hearing about a storm. She thought, feeling the boat shudder under her. Helena tried to ignore it and go back to to sleep, but her bed felt so hard and rough.

Then she realized she wasn’t in her bed.

As consciousness returned, Helena also started to realize that she wasn’t on the boat.

“Ummmphh…” She groaned.

Her eyelids felt like they each weighed a hundred pounds as she tried to open them, and she became aware of her bare skin on something hard and rough, bouncing under her.

A car! She was in a car!

Helena tried to sit up, and felt her hands taped behind her back. Looking down, she saw that her feet were taped together at the ankle.

“Hmmpm whhht!” She cried, realizing that several layers of duct tape were sealing her mouth shut.

“Mmmph!” She cried again, trying to take in her surroundings.

She was in the bed of a truck, the canopy pulled over top of it so that she was completely concealed. The sun still shined down through the black canopy pulled tight over her.

“Hrrgggh!” She grunted as the truck went over a bump.

Helena lifted her head and looked around, trying to remember how she ended up in this predicament.

I was at the beach…

Yes, there was a fight, between her and Bobby, and then…

A guy! Yes, that Roland guy, he said he would take her somewhere, and then…

Then nothing, then she woke up bound and gagged in the back of a truck!

“Hhhllllp! Hhllp!” She cried into her gag, doing her best to sit up in the limited room the canopy gave her.

She was still clad in her revealing bikini, which didn’t help her feeling of helplessness.

“Hlllph! Hmmmfff mmhh!” She cried again.

There had to be other cars, traffic or something? Would they hear her?

“Hhhmmmph! Hhhhlllp!” She cried again.

Think Helena, think! She pulled on her bound hands, but they were securely taped.

Someone has to be looking for me, right? I’m a tourist? After all, Bobby or someone else would get worried and start looking for her.

As more and more of what happened that day came back to her, she suddenly remembered telling Bobby not to look for her, and that she would find her own way home.

But he wouldn’t actually listen to that, right?

“Hmmmph! Mmmmm mmmggg gghmm!” She cried, and stamped her bound feet on the truck bed.

Helena struggled and kicked in the back of the truck for what felt like hours, but the tape held firm. Her bikini clad body became soaked in sweat from her struggles, and the black canopy above her trapped the heat, making the bound girl feel like she was being cooked alive.

Then she felt the truck slowing down.

“Hrrryy! Hmmmph! Hlllp!” She cried again, feeling the truck coming to a stop.

She wasn’t sure if there were people around, but she had to try.

Then the engine stopped, and she froze, listening.

A moment later, the back of the truck opened, and the canopy was ripped away, revealing Roland, the man from the beach, staring down at her bound form.

“Hmmmph! Mmmmmm gggmmph! Mmmph!” She mumbled into her gag as a smile spread across her face.

Without a word, he reached into the back of the truck and pulled her towards him.

“Mmmph! Nnnnooo! Gghhhth oohhhfff!” She tried to kick and fight, but Roland pulled her out of the bed and slung her over his shoulder.

As he carried her, she tried to take in her surroundings. All that she saw was green jungle around her, but then she lifted her head to look over her shoulder as best she could, and saw a large, brick building looming over them. A moment later Roland pushed open the door and carried the struggling, bikini clad Helena inside.

“Hmmmpph gggmmph! Mmmph!” She moaned as they entered a long, narrow, dimly lit hallway.

She was answered by a chorus of other moans and cries echoing throughout the corridor. Looking around, she saw that the hallway was lined with heavy, metal doors, each of them had a slit near the top lined with metal bars. Women were peering out of those bars at her as she passed, and each of them looked to be gagged just like her.

“Nnnnooo! Nhmmph!” She moaned again, looking at each gagged woman as they watched her be carried down the hallway.

Roland brought her through another door way and set her down on her stomach on a metal table in the center of the room.

“Hrrggh gghmmm! Mmmph!” Helena grunted and twisted, but the tape still held firm.

“Roland, back from another hunt.” A female voice called.

“Hmmph! Hlllp!” Helena cried, looking towards the source of the voice.

But she was wrong to think that another woman might be her salvation, and as soon as she saw the woman strutting towards them, she realized she was the one in charge.

She was exotic looking, with long, straight, pitch black hair, tanned skin, and sharp, angular features that gave her a mediterranean Morticia Addams look. Her body was rock solid, with an old fashioned, hourglass shape, accentuated by the sinewy muscle rippling every time she moved. Her large breasts pushed against a black leather bra, and she wore a black collar around her neck. White, lacy ruffles covered her arms, and though Helena couldn’t see the woman’s rear end, it was probably devouring the black thong she wore. A belt rested on her wide hips from which hung a whip and restraints, and the outfit was complete with thigh high boots with a large heel.

In one hand, the woman held a leash which was attached to a collar around the neck of another woman following her. The second woman was young, maybe a little older than Helena, and clad in a plain white bra and thong panties. Her auburn hair with blond high lights was pulled tight in a bun, and her large breasts bounced and heaved as she struggled to keep up with the woman in charge. Helena immediately found herself struck at how beautiful this second woman was, she had supermodel good looks. Like the other woman, she looked slightly exotic, with a deep tan, high cheek bones, and dark eyes. A thick, brown, leather muzzle covered the lower half of the woman’s face, and her hands were manacled in front of her.

The first woman gave the leash a tug and the second woman rushed forward and then kneeled at her side.

“You know me, I’m always out looking for prey.” Roland smiled at the woman.

“Hmmp! Ugggg ggglluub!” Helena grumbled.

The woman loomed over her, looking down on the bound girl with cool, grey eyes.

“What a specimen you found us today.” She smiled and reached out, caressing Helena’s thonged behind.

“Urrggh ghhmm!” Helena protested and twisted away from the woman.

“I love your taste in bikinis.” The woman slid a finger under the clear side strap of Helena’s thong.

“Urrgg glummmb!” Helena grumbled and rolled onto her side.

The woman only laughed and ran a finger along Helena’s hips.

“Ummm sthhp!” Helena whined.

Then the woman motioned to the gagged woman, who was still kneeling. Immediately, the gagged girl stood, rushed over to Helena, and pulled the taped and gagged girl into a sitting position.

“Ummmph! Mmmmp gmmph!” Helena protested.

“Now,” The dark haired woman stepped directly in front of Helena. “My name is Mistress Kira. From now on I am your world, you exist to serve me and do exactly as I say. Is that understood?”

“Nnnno! Ummmph!” Helena protested.

Kira laughed.

“If you serve me well, you will be rewarded, like my best and most loyal pet here, Bella.” She gestured to the gagged woman standing obediently behind her.

“Mmmph! Hhmmph!” Helena responded.

Then Kira stepped forward, flicking open a small knife. Helena’s blood froze and she felt her nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini top.

“Nnmmph! Nnnnno! Hhllp!” She cried as Kira leaned forward.

Then Kira grabbed the strap of her thong and cut it, and then the other one before pulling the flimsy garment out from between her taped legs.

“Hmmph! Hhrrry!” Helena protested.

Then Kira sliced the straps to her bikini top and ripped it away as well. Helena’s large breasts fell free, and the woman stared at them like an animal stalking her next meal.

“Nnnmmrrrggh! Mmph!” Helena shrunk back, feeling exposed in her sudden nudity.

Then Kira bent over, still brandishing the knife, and sliced the tape around Helena's ankles.

“Hrrrmmph?” Helena looked down, but then the other woman grabbed her by the arm and pulled her into a standing position.

“Come, let’s get you washed and fitted with a gag.” She dragged Helena towards a door at the opposite end of the room.

“Nnnnmmph! Sthhph! Mmmmph!” Helena protested, trying pull out of the woman’s grip, but Kira was too strong, and dragged the struggling girl along.

“You’ll have to get used to being gagged, that is your new life now. A life of silence and servitude.” Kira laughed as Bella followed obediently with her head down.

“Nnmmph! Mmmph!” Helena fought and struggled as the woman continued to drag her towards the metal door at the other end of the room.

Looking back over her shoulder, she saw Roland leaving through the door he had come in from, no doubt going out to prey on another unsuspecting woman.

But Helena couldn’t focus on Roland, as Kira, with Bella close behind, dragged her through the door, down another long corridor, and into a large, stone room with a drain in the center of the room and a shower head protruding from the wall.

“Mmmm gmmmph!” Helena struggled as Bella dragged her to the center of the room.

Kira laughed, staying pressed against the wall of the room, and turned a faucet. Immediately both Kira and Bella were blasted with a jet of warm water. Normally it would have felt nice and refreshing after a long day at the beach, but as a bound captive, Helena didn’t find any enjoyment from it this time.

“Eeeeppp! Hmmmmpp!” She whined as the water pelted her naked body.

Bella held her close, keeping her half naked form pressed up against Helena’s from behind as the warm water cascaded along their bodies. Then Kira tossed the gagged girl a bar of soap, and Bella clasped one hand under Helena’s chin and gently pressed the soap over Helena’s chest.

“Hheeepp… mmmm…” She looked down as the other girl lathered up her chest, and moved the soap down…

Down over her breast, then her nipple, gently lathering up her large bosom. Helena tried to pull away again, but Bella kept her hand locked on the blond girl’s chin, not too tightly, but firm enough. Helpless, Helena watched as Bella finished lathering up one breast and then moved onto the other. Against the wall, Kira’s eyes practically shone with excitement as she watched the two shower.

There was something about the way Bella was touching Helena, it was firm yet gentle, sensual, yet comforting. It was almost as if she was trying to make this humiliating shower ordeal as comfortable for Bella as possible.

Then Bella moved the soap down across Helena’s mid-section, adjusting her other hand so that it cupped one of the captive blond’s breasts. White, sudsy water washed over Bella’s arm as it caressed Helena’s breast of the remaining soap.

“Ummm… hmm…”  Helena moaned, leaning back against the other gagged girl.

Bella moved the soap lower, lathering up between Helena’s legs. Something about the movement, and the gentle but firm way that Bella moved, set off a wave of arousal in Helena. She was wet, and not just from the shower. She could feel Bella’s gagged mouth nuzzle her neck.                

“Hmmmm gghmm…” Helena leaned her head back against Bella, feeling the soap gently caress between her legs.

She had never had an experience with a woman before. There had been a few times at parties where she got drunk and kissed a girl or two but that was it. Not that didn’t enjoy those occasions, but she had chalked them up to just the alcohol talking.

“Mmmmph…” Helena continued to sigh, pressing herself back against Bella.

Bella shifted her hands again, now running the soap down between Helena’s buttocks, while using her other hand to rub between Helena’s legs.

“Mmmmpph hmmm…” She moaned, closing her eyes, giving into the sensation.

All the while, she was aware of Kira against the wall, watching. She opened her eyes to see the dark haired woman with her head back, her gloved hand down the front of her thong, clearly enjoying the show.

Then their eyes met. Helena tried to look away but there was something about Kira’s gaze that was mesmerizing. No matter how hard she wanted to, her eyes were locked on Kira’s deep gray pools.

“Hmmm ummmph… ummm…” She moaned as Bella’s fingers worked expertly between her legs.

Then Bella moved one finger against her clit and slid the other inside of Helena, causing her knees to buckle. The other gagged girl held her firm, once again clasping her by the neck while pleasuring Helena with the other.

Kira continued to watch while pleasuring herself. Helena’s gagged moaning became more ragged as Bella’s fingers moved faster and faster…

Then Helena’s knees buckled as she came, and Bella finally let go. The blond girl fell to her knees, letting the warm water of the shower douse her as she climaxed.

2.

For Helena, she soon became accustomed to the sound of her own gagged cries. Like Bella, Kira outfitted the blond girl with a muzzle of her own, and she spent more time gagged than she did without one. Inside of that stone prison, Helena lost all track of time, days, weeks, or maybe months passed, but there was no way for her to be sure. They gave her a cell, which was comfortable enough. There was a bed with luxurious sheets, and the floor was carpeted, the walls covered with drapes, but no windows. The outside world became a bitter memory to Helena as her captivity drew on.

As time passed, she wondered if Bobby had tried looking for her, or if he was happy with Selene. Surely her father must be looking for though? If so, did he know where to look? Helena also found herself wondering about Roland, the man who caught her. How many more women had he ensnared in his web?

The only thing that the young prisoner came to look forward to during that time was Bella. Kira seemed to trust Bella more and more, and also seemed to enjoy watching Bella with Helena. Bella’s touch, her hands, were unlike any other touch Helena had experienced. It was as if Bella’s hands were the hands of a goddess, she knew exactly where to place them on Helena’s body, what spots to focus on, and how to make Helena feel pleasure she had never experience in her life. Helena may be a captive experiencing a living hell, but feeling Bella’s touch was heaven. During her time with Bella, she forgot that she was being held against her will. All that she cared about was the woman’s hands on her naked body.

Always, Kira watched the two girls together, seemingly getting as much enjoyment out of it as Helena. Kira seemed to enjoy watching more than she did participating, never taking her eyes off of the two women together as she pleasured herself. As her captivity went on, Helena learned to ignore the dark haired woman in the corner as Bella worked her magic on Helena’s naked body.

This time it was like any other day in the prison, or evening, as Helena had lost all concepts of time. She was strapped down to a table in the “massage room” as she had come to refer to it, laying face down with her arms secured above her head and legs strapped to the other end. Bella stood over her, still gagged, her hands manacled in front, and was gently massaging one of Helena’s thighs.

“Ummm… hmmm…” Helena sighed, feeling Bella’s hands rubbing oil over her upper thigh.

Most of the blond girl’s nude body was glistening from massage oil as Bella’s hands moved up and down, rubbing every curve and muscle with delicate attention.

“Hmmm ggrmm…” Helena continued, trying her best not to writhe in pleasure as Bella’s hands worked their magic.

She knew nothing about the other girl despite how intimate they had become, but she had guessed that Bella must have been a masseuse or something in her old life. How else could her hands be so skilled?

Kira watched from a chair across the room, her bra on the floor next to her as she caressed one of her large, deeply tanned breasts. Her eyes were deep pools of lust and longing as she watched Bella’s hands work over the other bound woman, and her nipples looked like they were sharp enough to cut through stone itself. Her belt, which held various restraints and instruments of punishment, hung from the arm of the chair she sat in.

Helena ignored her captor as she felt Bella’s hands move up her thigh and gently knead the curve of her buttocks, moving closer to between her legs.

“Hmm…” Helena sighed, now feeling Bella’s hands on her inner thighs.

She was so wet, and her skin flushed with anticipation of what Bella’s firm, attentive fingers would do next.

Now they were at the top of her thighs, and Helena felt a flush of arousal as Bella’s fingers brushed between her legs.

“Ummm…” She sighed again into her gag.

Helena’s mind wandered, and she found herself wondering if Bella was as good with her tongue as she was with her hands. Just the thought caused her nipples to go erect against the soft massage table under her.

Kira moaned, one hand rubbing her breast while the other slid along her washboard abs towards her thong…

But Bella was merely teasing Helena, and moved her hands to the bound girl’s rear end, rubbing her bare ass cheeks.

“Ummm!” Helena moaned, both of out anticipation of release and pleasure at feeling her butt massaged.

Kira moaned again, and got up from her chair. Helena looked up, confused at this new development.

“Do you want her hands on you? Pleasuring you?” Kira sighed, strutting over to Helena.

“Ummm hmmm…” Helena nodded.

“What would you do for that?” Kira asked. It seemed as if every inch of her body crawled with arousal.

“Uhhnnfftthhg…” Helena said through her gag.

Kira stopped, standing before the manacled girl, and slipped off her thong, standing before Helena completely nude.

“Bella, come.” Kira commanded, standing on wobbly feet. It seemed she wanted release as much as Helena.

Bella did as commanded, and kneeled down in front of her mistress. Kira reached down, and did something that made Helena gasp through her gag.

She unclasped Bella’s manacles, dropping them on the floor next to the dominatrix’s own discarded panties.

“This is what you will get if you serve me,” Kira motioned to Bella, sitting obediently, still gagged but her hands free. “You will be rewarded with more freedom.”

“Hmmff…” Helena sighed, and tugged at her own manacles. They held firm.

Kira turned around, giving Bella a view of her large, round ass.

“Worship me.” She ordered.

Bella leaned forward, grasping each cheek with hand. Kira’s ass was so large that it looked like each cheek would take two hands, but Bella worked her magic, gently rubbing each cheek with those magical hands of hers.

“Mmmm hmmmmpph gmmm!” Helena sighed, longing for Bella’s touch.

Kira laughed, and then reached behind her back and grabbed Bella by the hair.

“That’s not worship, I want you to worship me!” Kira commanded.

She shoved Bella’s face between those bulbous cheeks of hers. Bella rubbed her gagged mouth between Kira’s crack while still massaging each cheek. Kira sighed, her hand moving between her legs while the other kept Bella’s head buried in her ass.

The shapely dominatrix moaned and sighed, rubbing her ass over Bella’s face as she pleasured herself. Then Bella used one hand to reach between Kira’s legs, placing two of her talented fingers inside of her owner.

Kira moaned, folding over as she pleasured herself with Bella’s assistance. The other woman continued to pleasure her owner while keeping her gagged mouth planted between her legs.

Then Helena noticed Bella’s other hand reaching down to the floor…

And grabbing the manacles!

Helena perked up, staying silent as Bella lifted her hand, holding the manacles. Kira was too focused on her pleasure to notice, moaning and sighing as Bella lifted the set of restraints…

And slid one of them around Kira’s wrist which was currently holding Bella’s head up her ass. Kira was too lost in a haze of pleasure to notice until it was too late, and by the time she reacted, Bella had grabbed her other hand and secured the manacle around that as well.

“Guar-ummmph!” Kira tried to call out, but Bella had anticipated it and grabbed the other woman’s panties off the ground and shoved them in her mouth.

“Hmmph! Ummmp hmm gmm!” Kira moaned, trying to spit out the panties, but Bella kept her hand clamped over her mouth.

Helena knew how strong those hands were, and knew Kira had an uphill battle trying to resist Bella’s touch.

“Hmmmm ggmm!” Kira moaned, trying pull away, but Bella kept her hand over the other woman’s mouth as she pushed her towards the chair that she had spent so much time in watching the two.

Keeping one hand over Kira’s mouth, Bella grabbed the woman’s bra from the floor, and wrapped it around their captor’s mouth, keeping the panties shoved firmly between Kira’s lips.

“Mmmrrggh! Hmmph!” Kira moaned as the bra-gag was secured.

Bella stepped away, then grabbed another set of manacles from Kira’s belt, using them to secure her ankles together.

“Hmmm ggrrrrg! Mmmph!” Kira was bright red with fury as she struggled with her bonds.

But Bella was ignoring the struggling woman, instead working at removing her own muzzle. A few seconds later, her gag fell to the ground, discarded, and Bella took a long, relieved breath.

“Ugggh, that feels better.” She sighed, and then looked down at the kicking Kira.

“Hrrrggg ghmmm! Mmmph!” Kira was fuming, throwing a tantrum while gagged.

“Do you now how long I’ve been waiting for this? Playing the obedient little pet just so you could let your guard down?” Bella leaned over and mocked her bound former captor.

“Mrrgggh! Lhhht mhhh ggghhhoo!” Kira’s eyes blazed.

“Now you get to enjoy that feeling of helplessness, of frustration, of humiliation.” Bella stood with her hands on her hips.

“Nnrrrggg! Ummm ggmmmdd!” Kira stamped her feet in frustration.

“Hrrry! Hmmmph! Hhhlllp mmh!” Helena called, tugging on her restrained hands.

Bella stopped and turned towards the girl, her eyes wide with shock, almost as if she had forgotten her.

“Hmmmpph! Hlllp mmff!” Helena moaned, tugging on her manacled hands again.

Bella bit her lip, and then hurried over to the helpless, naked girl, and quickly undid her manacles. Helena sat up as Bella undid the clasp holding on her muzzle.

“Ahh, thank you.” Helena gasped, clenching and unclenching her jaw.

“Don’t mention it, now get out of here.” Bella stormed away quickly as Helena hopped off the table.

“Wait, what?” Helena asked.

“Go on, go…” Bella motioned to the door while she made her way back over to the still bound and struggling Kira.

“I… we should stick together.” Helena stuttered.

“Look, I can’t have you slowing me down, and we’ll just draw attention.” Bella sighed.

“But… I don’t know where I am… or how to get out of here…” Helena folded her arms over her chest, suddenly feeling very exposed.

Bella sighed, and then turned back to the other girl.

“Fine, just, find something to wear, and then follow my lead.”

Helena nodded, and then set to finding something to wear.

A few moments later, the three women emerged into the hallway, Helena clad in Kira’s leather bra and thong. They barely fit her, especially the bottoms, since Kira had much wider hips than her, and she had to clench her cheeks to keep the thong from falling down. The bra fit her awkwardly as well, and kept shifting as she walked.

Kira was completely naked, but wore a mask that covered her entire face except for her eyes and nose. The mask was thick leather, and had no mouth piece but fit skin tight, effectively gagging the former dominatrix.

“Hrrmmph! Hmmmm ggmm!” Kira moaned as Bella and Helena dragged her down the hallway.

Both women had their muzzles on again, but had them secured loosely. To anyone who asked, they were two of Kira’s loyal slaves escorting a new prisoner. Kira continued to kick and fight as they dragged along the long, dungeon like hallways. Before putting their muzzles on, Bella told Helena to follow her lead. Helena had no choice but to trust her fellow former captive as they carried their prisoner down the hallway.

“Hrrmmmph! Hhlllp! Ghhhds!” Kira pleaded as they navigated the labyrinth of twists and turns.

As Helena followed, she noticed the metal doors, behind which were no doubt other captive women. Her heart pitied them, and she wished she could free them all, but she knew that her and Bella were still in very real danger, and if their escape attempt failed, they had far worse than captivity awaiting them.

As they turned another corner, Helena saw a door opening at the other end of the hall and a man step out of it. Not just any man…

Roland.

Her skin raised and she felt her heart thudding against her ribcage like a jackhammer.

“Rrhhhllnnd! Hhrry! Hlllmmp!” Kira pleaded, and Helena put her head down, hoping he didn’t pay them any mind as they pushed their naked captive along.

As they got closer, he looked up at them, narrowing his eyes at the two women, and their curvy captive. He stared at them for what felt like an eternity, and then his eyes shifted to the struggling woman held between them.               

“Hhhllp! Rhllnndd!”

Then his eyes widened in recognition.

“Guards!” Roland called, his face going white.

Bella didn’t give him a minute, and lashed out with her shapely leg, hitting him square in the balls. Roland’s face went eight different shades of scarlet as he went down, and Bella and Helena picked up their pace, dragging their helpless cargo down the hall as fast as they could go.

Behind them, they heard shouts as guards rushed to Roland’s aid.

The two women and their captive burst through a door into another hallway, not stopping to look behind them as they rushed down another. Helena had stopped clenching her cheeks, and the ill fitting panties had fallen down her thighs. She didn’t stop to adjust them, and instead let them fall around her ankles before kicking them off entirely.

They burst through another doorway and were greeted by the blinding, overwhelming light of the afternoon sun. Helena squinted, still not sure how long it had been since she had seen the sun. Bella closed the door behind them, and then gestured ahead. All three of them were on a dock, where three speed boats were tied up.

“Take her in that one, I’ll be right in.” Bella ordered, pulling off her muzzle.

Helena dragged the struggling Kira to the boat Bella had gestured while the other woman ran over to the other two docked boats, untied them, and then started their engines. They drifted lazily away from the dock as Helena pushed the struggling Kira down into their escape boat, grabbed some tape from a nearby tool box, and taped the shapely dominatrix’s feet together. Once Kira was secured, Helena removed her own muzzle and took a long breath. It had been so long since she breathed fresh air, smelled the outside. Immediately the scents of the water and the lush green jungle flooded her nostrils.

Bella meanwhile, hopped onto the boat with them, unmoored it, and started the engine. Just as she jumped over to the helm, the door burst open and Roland, along with a horde of guards, burst out.

The boat roared to life and sped away from the docks, and Helena looked back to see several of the guards jumping off of the dock to retrieve the other two boats which were drifting away.

Helena watched in silence as Bella navigated the jungle lined waterway. While the dark haired woman managed the helm, Helena occasionally looked at their rear to see if their former captors were catching up, but there was no sign of them. Still, they didn’t stop until the rivers they were speeding along emptied into the wide, open, blue ocean. Once there was no sign of land or anyone else around them, Bella killed the engine and sat down, taking a long breath.

“Thank you.” Helena gasped.

“Don’t mention it.” Bella smiled.

“Urrgg ghmmm hmm! Mmph!” Kira fumed through her mask.

“Should we take off her gag?” Helena nodded to the naked captive.

“Keep it on, I’ve listened to her talk long enough.” Bella laughed.

“Hrrrgg!” Kira huffed.

“What now?” Helena asked.

“What do you mean?” Bella furrowed her brow.

“I mean, where do we go? Shouldn’t we turn her over to the cops or something?” She motioned to Kira.

“Hfff hhfff ufff…” Kira uttered a sound that sounded like a laugh.

“The police?” Bella furrowed her brow.

“Yeah…” Helena crossed her legs, suddenly remembering her nudity.

“We… do you know who these people are?” Bella asked.

Helena only shook her head.

“This, what you saw, is only a small part. This is a massive operation. She isn’t even the big fish!” Bella pointed at Kira.

“Hffff!” Kira pouted.

“The police are some of their best customers, along with many politicians.” Bella stood up.

“How do you know?” Helena asked, standing up as well, putting her hands between her legs.

“I was her prisoner for years, I listened, I saw things.” Bella pointed to Kira again.

“Hrrgg ghmmm!” Kira grumbled.

“Well, if I can contact my father -” Helena began, before Bella grabbed her by the shoulders.

“No, don’t do that!” She cried, her eyes wide with fear.

“Why not?” Helena stammered.

“Your name is Helena Morgan, your father is Chase Morgan, a successful attorney at a high class Connecticut law firm.” Bella recited.

“You… how do you know that?” Helena stepped away.

“Because, after they grab someone, they find out everything they can about them. They are sending people to watch your father as we speak because they know that’s where you’ll go.” Bella explained.

“But… what about you?” Helena asked.

“I was like you, a young girl, working as a masseuse on cruise line that stopped at Bali for a day. I met a guy at a bar and well, you can figure out the rest.” Bella stepped away.

Helena chewed her lip.

“So what now?” She asked.

“We disappear, start a new life somewhere.” Bella shrugged.

“What about her? Can’t we use her as a bargaining chip or something?” Helena motioned to Kira.

“Well that is a good question, what will we do with you?” Bella strutted over to the hooded woman sitting on the edge of the boat.

Kira glared at Bella defiantly.

“You filled your purpose as cover for our escape.” Bella rubbed her chin thoughtfully.

“Wrrrryyy hmmoo nnnhh gghhddd…” Kira grumbled, still glaring at Bella.

“I think I know!” Bella exclaimed.

“Hmmph?” Kira cocked her head.

A smile was slowly spreading across Bella’s face.

“Oh yes, the perfect punishment for you.” She was grinning ear to ear like a jack o’lantern.

3.

“You look like the type of guy who likes to relax.” Helena leaned close to Bella, pressing her bikini clad breasts against the other woman’s chest.

“Why don’t you come over, and see what these hands can do.” Bella added, giving the young man her “look.”

Helena had seen that look of Bella’s many times in the past year they had spent together. It was a look of longing, yearning for something only that person could give her. The look also was a challenge, begging someone to step up and answer it. She knew it well because Helena was as helpless to resist the look as the young man on the boardwalk.

In her old life, he wouldn’t have been Helena’s type, but he was cute. He was tall, well built, with a quiet, inquisitive nature about him, and thin spectacles on a handsome face with a strong jawline, and curly reddish brown hair, and wore a baggy tank top and board shorts. The nerdy type usually wasn’t Helena’s thing, but this guy had it working for him.

But that old life, the life of a carefree college girl, seemed like lifetimes ago. Now she was trying to start a new life in Marston’s Pointe with Bella.

“Come on, you don’t want to try?” Helena batted her eyes at the boy and gestured to the alley behind them.

Two gorgeous, bikini clad women luring young men into alley ways seemed like a recipe for disaster, but Helena and Bella made it work as they attempted to establish their business in Marston’s Pointe.

“What kind of massage is this?” Said the young man, gesturing to the sign the two women held between them.

“The best kind, come on and see.” Bella turned around, motioning to the alley while giving him a view of her butt cheeks in her blue thong, which matched her bikini top.

Helena followed suit, showing him her yellow thong, also matching her top. Looking over her shoulder, she saw the young man look around nervously, as if expecting someone to chide him for being tempted, but in Marston’s Pointe “Chinatown” nobody cared. In fact, most looked the other way.

“We don’t bite, unless you want us to.” Bella winked.

With a final look around, the young man shuffled over towards them. Both girls giggled and strutted down the alleyway, looking over their shoulder at him. His eyes never left their rear ends.

It had been a long year of globe hopping alongside Bella, always trying to maintain a low profile, always trying to stay ten steps ahead of their mysterious former kidnappers. Both women had set rules for each other: never go out alone, never talk to strange men, and never contact anyone from their old lives. The last was the hardest for Helena, she wanted to talk to her father, to her old friends from school, but despite everything, despite being a prisoner of a slaver group for a year, a part of her, a strange, bitter part of her wanted to know about Bobby and Selene.

Were they still together? Or did they fall apart? Did Bobby find another woman after he got bored with Selene, or had she found another man because Bobby wasn’t shiny and new anymore. There were times when she thought about looking them up on social media, but Bella had forbade any social media use, telling her that their former kidnappers would be watching that.

“They don’t like when people escape them, it makes them look weak. I’ve seen them scour the ends of the Earth for people who have gotten away.” Bella insisted.

As for her fellow fugitive from bondage, Helena still knew very little about Bella other than what she learned on that first day of freedom, that she had been a masseuse on a cruise line. When Helena pressed further, asking if Bella had friends or family, Bella would shrug and say “it doesn't matter now, does it?”

It seemed that all Bella cared about was survival. The only joy she seemed to get was in the evenings, when she took Helena to bed. Helena was helpless to resist Bella when she gave her that look, the look she had given so many men, and then when she touched her with those hands. There had been many nights when Helena threatened to leave, saying that she wanted to go out, wanted a life and to meet people. During that tense time, Bella would always give her that look of hers, and then Helena would become putty in the other woman’s hands again.

But the next morning, Bella’s looks and her magical hands weren’t enough for Helena, and again she would threaten to leave, reach out to her father, go out dancing. Eventually, all of the arguments and threats must have worn Bella down, and she finally agreed that they would find a spot to settle down, a place to stop running.

That place became Marston’s Pointe.

They came up with a plan to find a spot and open a massage parlor. Bella would teach Helena everything she knew, and they would build a new life. Marston’s Pointe was a small, beach side town that seemed like southern California’s best kept secret. Nobody seemed to have heard of the town but in the summer it drew a tourist crowd thanks to the beaches. As far as Bella was concerned, it was perfect for their business. Helena was satisfied with it as well. The town seemed to draw plenty of young people in the summer months, so she would have ample opportunity to make new friends.

But their business wasn’t just a massage parlor, and the two women knew they needed a spot that was discreet but also had foot traffic. Then they discovered the Chinatown, just off of the boardwalk. It seemed to be an area of the town that not even the local police ventured to. It would be perfect.

Several months in, and their business was booming. It seemed that Marston’s Pointe was full of people looking for a massage and maybe more, as their new customer was about to find out.

Both women bounced down the alley until they reached the door to the massage parlor, then opened it, and ushered the young man inside.

“See, nice, cozy, and private.” Bella smiled at the man while Helena hooked his arm.

“Let’s show you to one of our rooms, you won’t want to leave.” Helena guided him to a curtain at the back of the lobby, pulled it aside, and brought him into a hallway lined with doors on either side.

Both women smiled and giggled as they guided him to the first door and opened it, revealing, and opulent, spacious room with a cushioned massage table at the center.

“Why don’t you lay down, let us take the reins from here.” Bella smiled, bending over the table so the young man could get a nice view of her large breasts pressing against her bikini top.

“Uhh, actually, this isn’t the kind of fun I had in mind.” The young man stuttered, and then looked over the two women with a hesitant glance.

“Oh, and what kind of fun did you have in mind?” Bella came around the table and leaned against it.

Helena stepped back, thinking that she had an idea of what the young man had in mind.

“Well, I’ve heard that this is a place…” He stammered.

“Hey, it’s okay, you can speak your mind here.” Helena leaned on him from behind, trying to help him relax.

“Well, I heard it… you… well…” He continued.

Helena massaged his shoulders, hoping it would help him loosen up. Though her hands were nowhere near as talented as Bella’s, she still knew how to make anyone lose tension.

“Umm, can dominate someone?” He squeaked.

Both Bell and Helena shared a look and smiled at each other, then a giggle.

“Umm if it isn’t, that’s cool too.” The young man began to shrink back.

“Oh no, no, no. You have come to the exact right place.” Bella stepped over and placed an arm over his shoulder.

“I have?” He stammered as both women lead him over to a wall.

“Yes you have, and what you heard was correct.” Helena giggled, keeping her arm on his other shoulder.

The young man’s gaze shifted between both women, no doubt hundreds of different scenarios running through his head.

“So, one of you?” His eyes were wide and hopeful.

“We’re just… your hosts, if you will.” Bella answered, used to that question by now.

“But I think you’ll like who we have for you.” Helena smiled, and then stepped over to the wall.

She pulled open a secret panel on the wall and pressed a button, and a moment later the wall slid aside, revealing a hidden room filled with whips, chains, ropes, gags, and every other kind of restraint imaginable.

Strapped to a table in the center of the room, lying on her back, and completely naked, was Kira. She was gagged with a leather muzzle much like she kept Bella and Helena when they were her prisoners.

“Nnnnnph! Mmmph! Nnnooh!” She moaned, seeing Bella leading the young man over to her.

“Come meet Kira, our play thing, and now she’s yours too.” Bella stood over the bound woman and rubbed a hand over one of her bare breasts.

“Stthhp! Hmmph!” Kira moaned, twisting against the restraints holding her down.

Helena stood back and watched as the young man gawked at Kira with hungry eyes. Their former captor had been very lucrative for them, especially after their escape, when neither woman had any money. Bella began to charge men on the street for the privilege of playing with the dominatrix turned bondage slave, and soon people began to pay high prices for some alone time with the curvy, mediterranean woman.

Now, Kira had become the prize bread winner of the massage parlor.

“Come on, give her a squeeze.” Bella gestured to the bound, naked woman.

The young man leaned over Kira and grasped one of her bare breasts.

“Ummmph!” She moaned.

Bella giggled. It seemed that she never got tired of seeing her former captor being groped and humiliated by paying customers.

“Just feel this ass, how lovely and full it is.” Bella slapped one of Kira’s bulbous cheeks.

“Hrrggg!” Kira protested.

The young man followed Bella’s exampled, and squeezed one of Kira’s buttocks.

“Sthhhp!” The gagged woman glared at him.

While their client and Bella were distracted with the bound woman, Helena backed out of the room. Kira’s muffled cries faded into the background as she stepped into the hall, and then shut the door to the room, and then stepped out into the lobby and into a room behind the front desk. She was greeted with a wall of security monitors, each one giving her a feed of every room, and the subsequent hidden rooms as well. Looking at one of the monitors, she saw the young man sitting on top of Kira, groping her breasts as she thrashed under him.

A few moments later, Bella stepped in to join her. Helena had turned away from the monitor and was sitting scrolling a laptop sitting on a nearby desk. She rarely watched when the customers played with Kira, but Bella loved it, and was watching the monitor with hungry eyes. Sometimes she even joined in with the clients, for an extra fee, of course.

“Look at him, having the time of his life in there.” She laughed, her face lit by the pale glow of the monitors.

“Yeah he sure is.” Helena didn’t look up.

“Just wait until they’re all filled up.” She gestured at the wall of screens.

“Wait, what?” Helena looked up.

“Every room, filled with a paying customer, waiting to get their hands on the girl of their dreams.” Bella’s eyes were sparkling.

“What are you talking about?” Helena stood up.

“Just look at this town, it’s a tourist town, lots of women passing through. Maybe some come for a relaxing massage, or turn down the wrong alley, and end up here.” Bella shrugs.

“Are you talking about… kidnapping?” Helena stammered.

“Well, some, maybe others work voluntarily, but we need a new attraction. Kira is getting old.” Bella shrugged.

“You… you can’t be serious? That makes us no better than her!” Helena gestured to the monitor.

“Where are you coming from? We already are no better than her. We’re kidnappers, slavers. That’s what got us this far.” Bella was being so matter of fact about it.

“Yeah but… we did it to punish her, and to survive, not because we wanted to.” Helena protested.

“Look, what Kira did to us didn’t leave us many choices. This is survival, and if we want to stay free, want to stay one step ahead of the people looking for us, this is how we do it.” Bella gestured to the screen again.

“I just… don’t want to be a kidnapper.”

“Look,” Bella stepped forward and rubbed Helena’s shoulders. “I don’t want to either, but this is the hand that we’ve been given, and we need to take control.”

Helena bit her lip and looked at the monitor again.

“Why don’t you go out there and rope us a new client. Then you’ll see how easy it will be, especially with new women.” Bella consoled her.

But Helena didn’t answer. The other woman leaned in and gripped both of the blond’s buttocks in her hands.

“If you do well, I’ll give you a little treat.” Bella whispered in her ear and gently rubbed Helena’s cheeks.

Helena nodded and stepped away, feeling herself starting to get wet just at Bella’s touch.

“Good,” Bella rubbed her shoulders. “You’ll soon see, this town is ripe for the taking, and we can own it.”

“Yeah, sure.” Helena nodded.

“Now get out there.” Bella giggled and smacked Helena on her thonged behind.

Helena hurried towards the door, turning back to see that Bella was completely captivated with whatever was transpiring on the monitors. She stepped out, leaving the dark haired girl alone in the viewing room, grabbed the sign for the massage parlor, and stepped outside into the warm, seaside air.

She found her usual spot on the sidewalk and did her best to be the happy, bubbly bikini girl, smiling and waving at anyone who gave her a second glance, twirling the sign, and lots of gratuitous bending over. As she performed, Helena mulled over what Bella had said to her earlier. Running away, starting a business with Kira as their cash cow, at first it seemed like a good idea, but now, kidnapping other women? It didn’t sit right with her, how were they any better than the people who kidnapped them and ruined their lives in the first place?

We aren’t. Helena realized, smiling at a passing group of young men.

She had been on board with what they did to Kira because she thought it was fitting revenge, but even then, as it wore on, she had started to question if that was right too. Not to mention how tiring this past year was, always running, always looking over their shoulder, not being able to talk to her old friends and family.

It’s as if I never escaped. Helena realized, and bit her lip.

“Looks like you need some relaxing yourself.” A soft voice called.

Bella looked up to see a striking woman standing next to her on the sidewalk. She was a tall, thin asian woman, with short hair cut around her chin, and striking grey eyes. The woman wore a very deep cut black one-piece swimsuit, which accentuated her small but none the less inviting breasts. Even though she only could see her from the front, Helena could tell that the swimsuit was high cut, and probably was a thong, or at least showed off a lot of cheek.

“Oh, you just caught me zoning out for a minute.” Bella giggled, and held up the sign, pushing her breasts together as she did.

“Who massages the masseuses, like who watches the watchmen?” The woman smiled at Helena and crossed her arms.

“Are you looking for a massage?” Helena smiled back at her.

“I’m looking for something very particular,” The woman walked over to her, eyeing up the bikini clad blond. “Maybe you can help me.”

“What is it that you’re looking for?” Helena backed up.

Something about the way those grey eyes looked at her made her uneasy.

“I have certain… tastes. I hear a business around her can satisfy them.” The woman licked her lips.

“Well, I think I have just the place.” Helena smiled at her.

“Perfect, I’m Lotus.” The woman held out her hand.

“Helena.” Helena smiled and shook Lotus’ hand.

“Please, lead on.” Lotus gestured towards the alley.

Helena smiled, still holding the woman’s hand, and led her down the alley, turning around to give her a smile every few moments as she guided their newest customer toward the parlor. Lotus never took those deep, inquisitive grey eyes off of Helena as they made their way to the parlor

“Are you here on vacation?” Helena asked as they grew nearer to their destination.

“In a way, I’m really just passing through as part of a business trip.”

“Are you here alone?” Helena giggled.

“Yes, which is why I hear your establishment can offer certain… companionship.” Lotus smiled.

Helena bit her lip and opened the door of the parlor, allowing Lotus in first. As the woman stepped inside, Helena noticed she was indeed wearing a thong swimsuit. This time, it was Lotus and turned and gazed at Helena, and the blond met the other woman’s gaze, noticing a deep, penetrating longing in them. Suddenly, she knew that Lotus was a woman that was used to being alone because she could have any person she wanted. With a power like that, she didn’t need anyone. In a way, it was a paradox because she was both always and never alone. Something about that look told Helena that Lotus wanted her companionship in general, and that thought almost made Helena’s knees buckle, but she managed to keep her composure and stepped inside the parlor, closing the door behind her.

Bella didn’t come to greet them, meaning she might be in the other room finishing up with the young man and Kira, so Helena lead Lotus to the back hallway and to an unoccupied room.

“Here we are.” Helena stepped inside, closing the door behind her.

Lotus turned to face her, and then leaned against the massage table.

“Do you operate this business alone?” She asked.

“No, I have a partner.” Helena answered.

“Where is she now?” Lotus asked.

“She’s with another client.”

“I see.” Lotus nodded.

“Would you like her to service you instead?” Helena asked.

Lotus responded by lowering the straps of her swimsuit, revealing her bare breasts for the girl. Helena stood, her jaw dropping as Lotus lowered her swimsuit and stood entirely naked in front of her.

“I just wanted to make sure we had our privacy.” Lotus stepped forward.

Helena instinctively stepped back, but her skin flushed as Lotus moved closer. There was something about the other woman, something animal that set Helena on fire. Then Lotus brushed against Helena, and the electricity from their proximity to each other made Helena feel as if her skin was on fire.

“What… what kind of pleasure would you like?” Helena leaned closer to Lotus, her breasts brushing the other woman’s chest.

The air between the two of them felt as if it was humming. Lotus’ hands moved up Helena’s mid-section and she let out a sigh of longing as she felt the other woman’s hands on her.

“What would you like?” Lotus asked, her hands stopped, cupping the bottom of Helena’s breasts.

Helena leaned over, feeling as Lotus’ hands glided under her bikini top and massaged her chest. Their lips touched and time seemed to melt away. She felt Lotus guiding her back towards the massage table. As their bodies pressed against each other’s, Helena reached behind her back and untied her bikini top. Lotus graciously helped her slip it off and toss it to the floor, and then Helena pushed down her bikini bottoms, leaving them discarded on the floor with her top.

Their naked bodies intertwined, pressing so hard against each other they could melt as one. Helena felt her nipples go hard as they brushed Lotus’ breasts, and she was so wet, wetter than she had ever been with Bella. Lotus grabbed Helena’s hair as they kissed, and the blond felt the other woman’s tongue slide into her mouth. Then the other woman hopped up onto the massage table, leaned back, and opened her legs, inviting Helena, guiding her…

Then there was knock on the door. Both women froze, then Helena decided to ignore it and climbed onto the table, her eyes set on the smooth area between Lotus’ legs.

Another knock. Helena sighed, and was rewarded with yet another knock.

“Will you give me a moment.” She smiled at Lotus.

“Of course.” Lotus closed her legs and rolled onto her side, looking like an ancient sculpture of a lovely nude woman.

Helena covered her breasts, hurried to the door, and opened it a crack to see Bella on the other side.

“Having fun, huh?” Bella raised an eyebrow.

“I’m with a client.” Helena sighed.

“I see that.” Bella eyed her up. Despite the door only being open a crack, it did little to hide Helena’s obvious nudity.

“So what?” Helena sighed.

Bella motioned with her head for her to step outside.

“I’m naked.” Helena sighed.

“So?” Bella motioned to the skimpy bikini she had on.

Not the same. Helena rolled her eyes, but shuffled out into the hallway, covering her breasts with one hand and between her legs with the other.

“You don’t have to do that, he’s gone.” Bella was referring to the young male client from earlier.

“I don’t care, I just feel, exposed.” Helena stammered.

“I just wanted to say that’s a great catch you have in there.” Bella motioned to the closed door behind Helena.

“Well I was in the middle of something.” Helena rolled her eyes.

“Look at you, usually you don’t get involved with the clients, I like it.” Bella laughed and pinched Helena’s arm.

“Well, there’s something about this one.” Helena muttered.

Maybe the loneliness was getting to her. She might just be yearning for companionship beyond Bella.

“I know, she’s got something about her, I was watching on the monitors. She’ll be a good addition.” Bella grinned.

“What?” Helena blinked.

“To what we talked about? She’d be one hell of an attraction.” Bella smiled again.

“Her?” Helena turned back to the closed door.

“Yes, her.” Bella held out a dark bottle and a white cloth in her hands.               

“What… what is this?” Helena stared at the items in the other woman’s hand.

“It’s chloroform, just get in there, have your fun, and then when she has her guard down, knock her out. We’ll take her to another room and tie her up.” Bella made it sound so matter of fact.

She held the bottle and cloth out again, and Helena just stared.

“Don’t chicken out on me.” Bella’s tone was firm as she pressed the bottle and cloth against Helena’s nude body.

Helena stared at them, and then finally took them. Bella beamed at her.

“Good, I’m proud of you. This is the start of something big.” She smiled and patted Helena on the shoulder.

As Helena considered the bottle and cloth in her hands, Bella turned and began walking down the hallway. Helena looked up, mesmerized at how Bella’s thong disappeared into her tanned butt cheeks. Her arousal at the sight of Bella’s thonged rear end was then replaced with another emotion.

Anger.

All this time it had been what Bella wanted. Bella wanted to stay on the run and to make money from Kira.

Bella wanted to open the massage parlor.

Bella wanted her to kidnap Lotus.

Bella…

Bella…

Bella…

What about what Helena wanted? She wanted a life, to go out, to meet people, to dance and sit on the beach.                

Then she looked at Bella’s thonged rear end again as she sashayed down the hallway, and how tan it was. Bella always told her to stay inside as much as possible because people might be watching…

But Bella was tan.

She was sneaking out, probably to the beach…

Rage took over, and before she could stop and think, Helena began marching down the hallway, unscrewing the cap on the bottle as she did. When she was just mere steps away from Bella, she poured the chloroform onto the rag until it was soaked. Then she pressed up against the other woman and held the rag over Bella’s face.

“Hrrrmpph uurrggh! Mmph!” Bella cried into the rag, her hands flying up as Helena held the rag in place.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmph!” Bella sagged.

Maybe if she had been anticipating it, she could have put up more of a fight, but Bella’s guard had been down, and she wasn’t prepared for a face full of chloroform. A second later she went limp in Helena’s arms.

Helena gently lowered Bella to the ground, suddenly realizing what she had done.

Oh no… oh no… oh no…

She looked down at Bella’s unconscious form, trying to plan her next move.  Helena looked down the hall, expecting to see Lotus stepping out of the room to see her standing over Bella’s unconscious figure, but there was nothing. Then she looked down at Bella again, her mind racing with possibilities.

She’s helpless…

I can do whatever I want with her…

I can do whatever I want…

Helena had a chance, she was free! No more Bella looking over her shoulder, dictating her every action. She could truly do whatever she wanted.

But first she would have to make sure Bella didn’t interfere.

She lifted the unconscious woman from under the armpits and dragged her into the nearest room, and then placed her face down on the massage table. It was one of the rooms they used for “recreation” for their clients, and the table had restraints at the top and bottom. Helena secured the top restraints around Bella’s wrists, and then the bottoms around her ankles.

As she secured Bella’s ankles, the other woman began to stir.

Funny, I thought chloroform lasted longer. Helena thought, and then realized she had no idea how long chloroform really did last.

Bella grunted, and then tugged on her bound hands.

“What?” She cried, lifting her head and looking around.

Then she saw Helena, naked and standing over her.

“Helena, what is this?” She demanded, tugging on her bonds.

“It’s…” Helena stammered, suddenly overwhelmed with the feeling that she should let Bella go.

“Get me out of this!” Bella cried and tugged on her bonds again.

Helena moved to help the other woman, then stopped.

“Helena, get me out of this right now!” Bella cried, her face turning red.

Instead, Helena stood her ground.

“No.” She lifted her chin.

“What?” Bella’s jaw dropped.

“I said no. I’m not a kidnapper and I don’t want to become one with you.”

Bella glared at her, the other woman’s eyes turning to ice.

“I knew I should have left you there in the dungeon! I knew you would slow me down, and you did! I can’t believe this! Of all the ungrateful, backstabbing- MMMPH!”

Helena grabbed a small washcloth and a towel from a nearby cabinet, and shoved the washcloth into Bella’s mouth.

“Hrrrgggg gmmph! Mmph!” Bella moaned as Helena tied a towel over her mouth, keeping the stuffing secure between the dark haired woman’s lips.

“I think I’m tired of hearing you talk.” Helena smiled and stepped back, watching as the bound and gagged woman tugged on her bonds.

“Mmmph! Hhmmph! Lllttth mmhh ggghh! Nnnooh!” Bella twisted and writhed, but she was securely manacled to the table.

“Now you just wait there, I’ll be back for you once I’ve finished my business… maybe.” Helena giggled and slapped Bella’s thonged behind.

“Mmmph!” Bella whined.

Without giving the bikini clad woman another look, Helena hurried out into the hall and closed the door behind her.

When she stepped back into the room, Lotus was still waiting on the table, reclining back and facing the door with her legs crossed.

“Everything okay?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Yes, there won’t be any more interruptions.” Helena smiled.

Lotus gestured to a spot next to her on the table, and Helena strutted over, with each step feeling stronger and more confident in herself. She took a seat on the table next to Lotus, leaned over, and pressed her lips against the other woman. They embraced, pressing their naked bodies against each other, and Helena decided to give herself fully to Lotus. Grasping the other woman’s hands, Lotus pushed her down and mounted her.

“Ohh, feeling feisty.” Lotus smiled.

“I’m feeling a certain kind of way.” Helena smiled back.

Then in fluid motion, Lotus grabbed Helena, spun her around, and before she could blink, Helena was on her back and Lotus on top, pressing her mound against the blond woman. Helena felt herself flush from the arousal.

“I-ummph!” Helena was cut off by Lotus placing a hand over her mouth.

“Shh, I’m in control.” Lotus smiled.

Her grinding against Helena drove the blond woman wild. She angled her pelvis up at Lotus, begging for her touch. Lotus obliged, using her other hand to reach down and gently brush Helena between the legs.

“Hrrrmm…” Helena sighed, gyrating her waist against Lotus.

Lotus continued to rub against the other woman, her fingers moving deeper and deeper until they found that one spot between Helena’s legs.

“Ummmm mmph!” She cried into Lotus’ hand.

Helena used her hands to reach between Lotus’ legs and found that the other woman was just as wet. Her two fingers found Lotus’ sweet spot and danced along, prompting the other woman to sigh and sway on top of her. Both women moaned and sighed in unison, though Helena’s cries were muffled by Lotus’ hand clamped over her mouth. For a moment, she was surprised at how deceptively strong Lotus was, but Helena liked it. The fact that the other woman contained a reservoir of strength but was a gentle lover just made her more desirable.

“Ufff… mmmfff… gmmm…” Helena moaned and gyraed.

Lotus sighed, her head lolling, her nipples erect enough to cut glass as Helena’s hands worked between her legs. Both women’s nude bodies were slick with sweat.

“Mmmpph!” Helena cried, feeling herself come just as Lotus inserted a finger into her.

Something about Helena coming, maybe the feeling of her crying into Lotus’ hand, caused the other woman to begin orgasming as well. Her nude body spasmed on top of Helena, and they joined together in shared rapture. Lotus cried out from the orgasm and then fell forward, lying facedown on Helena, but still keeping her hand over the other woman’s mouth.

They both stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, Lotus on top, her breasts pressing against Helena’s, her hand clamped over the other woman’s mouth. Eventually, Helena stirred, but Lotus kept her grip on the other woman.

“Urrfff…” Helena moaned and shifted, but Lotus didn’t move.

“Hrrrg…” She moaned again.

Had Lotus fallen asleep? If so, it was amazing that her grip was still like a vice.

“Urrfff…” Helena tried to move again.

Then Lotus sat up, still keeping her hand over Helena’s mouth.

“Shh, shhh, there there… This isn’t so bad, is it?” She smiled down at the other woman.

“Hffff mmff…” Helena shifted.

“Such a good view, you under me, don’t you think?” Her grey eyes seemed to be studying Helena.

“Mmmggg gghmmp!” Helena moaned.

“After all, being silenced is a feeling you should be used to.” Lotus’ grin widened.

“Whhht?” Helena froze, staring up at Lotus.

“Oh yes Helena, you know quite well how it feels to be gagged, silenced, absolutely helpless, don’t you?”

“Hmmph nnmmph!” Helena pushed up at Lotus, but her hand tightened around the other girl’s mouth.

“Hhlllp!” She moaned.

“You see, I’ve been looking for you and your little friend for some time.” Helena’s blood ran cold when she heard Lotus say those words.

“Hmmph! Mmmph!” Her eyes widened and she grasped Lotus’ hand, trying to move it from her mouth.

Her instinct was to call for help, but from whom? Bella was tied up in the other room.

“That little compound you both escaped from belonged me to. Worse off, you escaped with some of my property as well.”

“Whhttt?” Helena furrowed her brow.

“Granted, Kira was pretty useless, using my building as her own private playground, and I was going to get rid of her eventually, but you two taking her with you and then making her your meal ticket, that’s devious!” Lotus laughed.

“Mmmph! Ummm gmmph!” Helena squirmed, but Lotus held tight.

“Then I just happened to be looking for a new spot to settle down in, and look at you two, opening a perfect front business here in Marston’s Pointe. It’s like you paved the way for me!” Lotus laughed.

“Mmph! Nnnnoohh! Ugggg ggmm!” Helena twisted and writhed.

Lotus only laughed again and looked down at the helpless, writhing woman underneath her.

“It’s a new day in Marston’s Pointe, and you and your friend are just the first of what will become my newest, thriving operation here.”

“Hmmmpph! Mmmph! Hhhlllpp mmmhh!” Helena moaned, trying to twist out of Lotus’ grasp, but the other woman held her tight.

Then the door opened, and Helena turned her head, hope in her eyes.

Two women stepped in. One was athletically built, with blond hair and large, obviously enhanced breasts. The other was striking, exotically beautiful, with dark skin and hair, high cheekbones, and large, round breasts.

“Hmmph! Hrryyy!” She cried, and then saw the two women push a bound form into the room.

Bella, still gagged by the cloths Helena had used, but now her hands were bound behind her. She locked eyes with the helpless Helena and grumbled.

“Hrgggh!” She glared.

“Hey, please I – Ummph!” Lotus removed her hand, but an instant later the blond woman was there, shoving a cloth into Helena’s mouth.

“Ummph gmmph!” Helena protested as Lotus pressed another cloth over her mouth and tied it at the back of her neck, securely gagging her.

“Mmmmrggh! Hmmmp mmmph!” Helena moaned as they rolled her onto her side, pulled her arms behind her back, and secured them together with a length of cloth as well.

“These are my associates, Delilah and Melanie.” Lotus stood and gestured to each woman.

Delilah, the exotic looking one, held Bella, while Melanie had the naked Helena in her grip.

“Urggg gmmm hmph!” Bella huffed into her gag, glaring at Lotus.

“Shouldn’t you put some clothes on, Lotus?” Melanie eyed up the naked woman.

“If someone isn’t comfortable in their own skin, when can they be comfortable?” Lotus smiled at the other woman.

Melanie only rolled her eyes.

“What did you find out?” Lotus asked.

“It’s a fairly simple set up, come check it out.” Melanie gestured to the door.

“Mmmmmph!” Helena moaned as she was ushered out the door.

“Ggrrmmph!” Bella joined in.

Both bound woman glared at each other, and then turned away. Even when tied up and helpless, they couldn’t stand the sight of one another.

Melanie guided them into one of the massage rooms, and Helena knew exactly what they were up to. Once they were all inside, the blond woman moved to the wall, and pressed the button which opened the secret door.

“Mmmph!” Kira cried as the door opened.

She was still tied down to the table, but her eyes furrowed in confusion as she stared at the group facing her. Then her eyes widened in realization, followed by recognition.

“Mmph! Mmmmh! Hlllp mmhh! Cmmmm hnnn!” She gestured to Lotus with her head.

Lotus strutted over to the bound woman and smiled.

“Oh Kira, this isn’t a rescue.” She laughed, leaning against the table.

“Whhht!” Kira glared up at her.

“Nope, you, along with your former hosts here,” She gestured to the bound and gagged Helena and Bella. “Are the first of a new operation for me.”

Bella and Helena turned to each other and glared, each of them silently blaming the other for their current predicament.

“Marston’s Pointe belongs to Lotus now.” She tossed her head back and laughed.

Both Melanie and Delilah pushed Bella and Helena into the room, preparing them for the second chapter of their life in bondage.

The End

Helena, Bella, and Kira will return in Damsels Anonymous Volume 7: The Damsel Games
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