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1.

“Kincaid, we’re working, can you at least stop staring at my ass.” Agent Lin Rossi sighed as she shrugged into her small kimono.

The thin fabric cover stopped just above her thighs, and as she tied the sash, she made a mental note not to bend over in front of her partner or else her whole backside would be out for his enjoyment. Then again it wasn’t like he hadn’t seen it before, but the way Kincaid leered at her body made her skin crawl. The curvaceous INTERPOL agent finished securing her robe and looked at herself in the mirror.

I should really get a bigger one. She thought as she noticed her heaving cleavage that was barely covered by the kimono. Her ass was thick, round, and curvy, but her breasts were just as large and full, both of which were perfectly showcased by the skimpy thong bikini now barely covered by the robe.

As she frowned at her scantily clad appearance in the mirror, she noticed Kincaid sitting on the bed behind her, eyes still zeroed in on her tush.

If only he handled cases with such hyper-focus. She grumbled and glared at her good- for- nothing partner’s reflection.

“Kincaid,” She sighed, and the suit clad man sat at attention. “If you’re going to stare at something, go watch our prisoner.”

“Oh, right.” Kincaid stuttered, stood, flashed another hungry look at Lin, and then hurried out the bedroom door.

Lin closed her eyes and shuddered. Sometimes it felt like she was being punished by being assigned to work with a cretin like that man, but tonight it was all worth it. After years, she had finally corned her quarry. If anything, she could probably leverage an arrest like this to get a new, competent partner.

Opening back up her eyes, Lin admired herself in the mirror. Her long, straight black hair fell around her shoulders, and her large eyes seemed almost as dark as her hair under the right light. She still remembered the day she had been assigned as Kincaid’s partner and he salivated at her like she was a piece of meat.

“I didn’t think they made asian girls like you.” He leered as he said it.

Lin took an instant dislike to the man, and that never changed. Having to spend years in the cesspool beach town of Marston’s Pointe with him felt like her own personal hell, but now her ticket out was waiting in the next room.

She stood back, pulled the robe over her breasts, and then let it open again. Lin considered putting something else on, something more official, but she decided against it for pure vanity reasons.

Lotus, an internationally wanted criminal, was handcuffed in the next room, and Lin wanted to flaunt her victory. She had spent years tracking Lotus, utilizing every resource she could to trace the Korean trafficker’s movements, and she wanted to rub the humiliation in Lotus’ face that she was caught by a woman wearing nothing but a thong bikini.

After all, Lotus had seen Lin in that thong and assumed she was helpless, exposed, vulnerable…

Which was exactly what Lin wanted Lotus to think. She had lured her quarry into a false sense of security and then pounced. Lotus, ever the predator, had finally fallen into a trap that she couldn’t get out of.

But it wasn’t over yet, far from it in fact.

There were still many loose ends to tie up…

Lin walked over to an end table, lifted her phone, and looked at the photo on the lock screen. It was of a woman, splashing on the beach with a bright smile on her face. Her eyes were a deep shade of brown and her long, straight hair was dyed light brown, which fell around her large breasts as she enjoyed the beach.

Janna, her sister.

Lin took a breath, and another look at the phone, and stuck it in one of the pockets of the kimono.

She had been tracking Lotus for years, and traced the career criminal’s path to a town called Marston’s Pointe in California. At first Lin didn’t understand why Lotus would come to what seemed like a backwater, but when the INTERPOL agent arrived in Marston’s Pointe, she understood why it attracted Lotus.

The town was a haven for tourists in the summer, a perfect spot for Lotus to snatch unsuspecting women off the beach and swindle lustful men out of all they had, but there was another reason as well. Marston’s Pointe was home to a small but powerful crime lord known as Ace.

Lin had heard of Ace, he had turned Marston’s Pointe in his kingdom, and had enough politicians on the payroll that no one would dare try and unseat the mysterious criminal. Rumor had it that no one had actually seen Ace’s face, and those who had never lived to tell the story. It seemed to Lin that Lotus was getting ambitious, and wanted to carve out a piece of Ace’s territory for her own.

Lotus spent several years in Marston’s Pointe lying low, and Lin’s superiors kept threatening to pull her off the case. She had to plea with her higher ups to keep her posted in Marston’s Pointe, a crusade that Kincaid enthusiastically assisted her with. After all, her pig of a partner loved the town, he loved spending time on the beach watching women in little bikinis, especially his partner.

Lin kept her cover as a tourist, and was tempted to recruit the local P.D to her side, but when she found out that the new Sheriff in town was a former bikini model, she decided to wait. It was a good idea, as the former model, a woman named Felicia, quit and was replaced by another former model named Gina. Felicia went into fetish modeling, while Gina mandated that every woman on the police force wear thong bikinis to work. It was clear to Lin that these women could not be taken seriously, and she decided to only loop them in at the last possible moment.

There were other rumors too about Marston’s Pointe. Allegedly, several FBI agents sent to investigate corruption in the police force had disappeared too, which made Lin further distrust the Sheriff’s Department. Then rumors began to spread that Ace was losing his vice-like grip on the town. It was no coincidence at the same time word began to spread of Ace losing control that Lotus finally resurfaced. As it turns out, the internationally wanted criminal had been quietly operating out of a seedy massage parlor on the boardwalk, slowly siphoning off of Ace’s kingdom like a parasite.

Lin cursed herself for not catching on sooner to Lotus new front, but now that her enemy had finally made a move, the INTERPOL agent knew how and when to strike. She staked out the massage parlor, watching men and women enter. The men always left, but not all of the women. Lotus it seemed never left the parlor, or if she did, there was another entrance. Then one day, Lin finally caught a glimpse of her grey-eyed nemesis, stepping out of the parlor door to greet a male client before letting him in. After getting visual confirmation, Lin struck. The Interpol agent donned her skimpiest bikini, had Kincaid wait in a van near the alley where the massage parlor was, and she entered the lion’s den.

A beautiful woman with dark hair, regal features, large breasts and dark skin greeted Lin as she entered. The woman, who introduced herself as Delilah, was pleasant and charming, no doubt perfect at making male and female clients at ease. Lin played the clueless tourist, and let Delilah show her to a room. As she laid flat on the massage table, she could feel her nipples ready to burst through her bikini top. Her stomach was doing somersaults as she anticipated the moment she had waited years for.

As she lay there, her exposed flesh raised, Lin also couldn’t help but feel a rush of fear on top of the adrenaline. After all, she was facing an incredibly cunning, ruthless adversary wearing nothing but a thong bikini. When the door opened, it took all of Lin’s self control to not tense her muscles. Instead, she kept her head facing the opposite direction and eyes closed. She didn’t have to look to see that it was Lotus in the room with her, she knew.

Lying there, eyes closed, she heard the careful foot steps as Lotus paced around the table, and then heard a cabinet door open. The steps grew closer, one at a time, slow, measured, deliberate…

When she felt the woman’s shadow over her, Lin sprang into action, leaping off of the table like a great cat about to strike. Lotus jumped back in alarm, a cloth in one hand, a bottle of chloroform in the other. Lin didn’t slow down, and grabbed the hand holding the chloroform soaked rag and pressed it against Lotus’ face. Lotus tried to struggle but was too taken aback to mount a good defense.

Lin pressed her opponent against a wall, keeping the rag pressed against Lotus’ face and using her other arm to pin Lotus back. The other woman kicked and fought as Lin held the rag in place.

“Hhhmmm mmmm! Mmmm!” Lotus’ gray eyes were wide with shock and fear.

Seeing it caused Lin to feel a tinge of arousal.

“How does it feel?” Lin hissed just before Lotus’ eyes rolled back and she lost consciousness.

Lotus collapsed into Lin’s arms, who wrapped her in a blanket from the massage table and hurried out. Delilah wasn’t at her desk when Lin carried the unconscious woman to the door, but Lin didn’t want to stop and risk having to fight off the buxom woman or any other associates Lotus had in the parlor. The INTERPOL agent encountered no resistance as she carried Lotus outside, loaded her into the back of the van, and sped off to the safe house with Kincaid.

Now Lin stared at the door to her bedroom, knowing that Lotus waited on the other side. She knew the interrogation wouldn’t be easy, but she was willing to take as long as she needed. Taking a deep breath, Lin composed herself, opened up the door, and stepped out.

Lotus was seated on the living room couch while Kincaid stood in the corner, his eyes locked on the steady rise and fall of Lotus’ cleavage. Lin stopped to glare at her partner before looking at Lotus.

The woman wore a black leather corset and bra, which greatly accentuated her breasts, and a leather thong and fishnets. She sat as if she was a guest awaiting a host instead of a bound and gagged prisoner, her mouth sealed with a strip of grey duct tape that almost matched her eyes.

“How’s it feel, to be as helpless as your countless victims.” Lin smiled at Lotus.

Lotus just stared at her with those unsettling eyes.

Lin took a seat in a chair across from Lotus and crossed her legs, as if chatting with an old friend.

“I’m sure that a woman like you just abhors being helpless, at another person’s mercy.” Lin continued.

Lotus still made no reaction.

“I’ve waited so long to sit here and have a talk with you. As much as I’d love to keep you muzzled, I think it’s time to talk.” She gestured to Kincaid, who shuffled over, removed the tape from Lotus’ mouth, and backed away.

Lotus let out a breath once her gag was removed and licked her lips.

“Agent Rossi, how I have been looking forward to meeting you as well.” Lotus answered.

“Well, we’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other.” Lin countered.

Lotus turned her head, taking in the safe house.

“What a beautiful home you have.” She complimented.

“It’s just a safe house, our base of operations, in fact, Kincaid, why don’t you contact local P.D. about using their holding cells for our guest.” Lin gestured to her partner, who nodded and stepped out of the room.

“Shame, I was looking forward to having comfier accommodations.” Lotus shrugged.

“Better get used to a cell, that’s where you’ll spend the rest of your life. Fitting isn’t it, a life of captivity for you after you did the same to so many women.”

“How do you know that I’m not familiar with being a captive?” Lotus asked.

“I know everything about you.” Lin grimaced.

“And I you.” Lotus smiled.

“Is that so?” Lin tensed, knowing that Lotus was trying to get into her head.

“You chased me across the world, I thought it might be prudent to know my enemy.” Lotus’ face was blank, a mask.

“Then you know what I want.” Lin tensed.

“Your sister.” Lotus smiled.

“You know, Ace is looking for any excuse to prove they haven’t lost control of Marston’s Pointe. Maybe if you tell me where Janna is I won’t feed you to them.”

“Please, I know you won’t, and I know you’ll do anything to find your sister.”

“Lotus, you don’t have much time before we haul you off to jail. Then, with backup, I’m going to tear apart your little massage parlor. How many women will I find there who have been imprisoned against their will?”

“Why didn’t you look for yourself?” Lotus narrowed her gaze on Lin.

“Because I wanted to have this little chat first.”

“Quality time, I appreciate that.” Lotus laughed.

“So use your time wisely.” Lin settled back in her chair.

“Do you know what it’s like, being in captivity?” Lotus asked.

“I’m sure you’re intimately familiar with it.” Lin spat.

“More than you know.” Lotus’ eyes betrayed something in that moment, a rare show of emotion from the stone cold woman.

In that moment, her eyes showed anger.

***

The Past…

Beauty was always my gift, and my curse. With beauty, I could get anything I wanted, any man I wanted. They never saw me as a person, but as a thing. When they looked into my eyes, they only saw what they wanted, but had no idea what I held behind them.

It was these eyes of mine that got me kidnapped so long ago. I was young, a student in Seoul, and these grey eyes were vibrant, filled with hopes and dreams, and I had many hopes and dreams for that night when I went out. My clothes were tight, accentuating every curve and sinew of my body. As the music played at the club that night, I could feel my nipples pressing through the thin fabric of the black shirt I was wearing. My pants were little more than a pair of black tights, with panties that were barely a string. When I wore clothes like that, I felt strong, powerful, and sexy. Sometimes, as I slipped on a pair of small thong panties, I would get aroused at the thought of how desirable I was, and that night, I looked absolutely delicious. As I danced to the beat of the silly pop music blaring through the speakers, I could feel the men’s eyes on me. There on the dance floor, I was a wolf in sheep’s clothing, the men thought they were the hunters but when in reality, they were my prey.

You see Lin, I wasn’t only gifted with beauty, but with brains too. I had graduated at the top of my class, and was attending one of the finest universities in South Korea when my life changed, when captivity made me what I am today. I studied during the week, keeping my head down and between the pages of a book, but when school was over, I went out to find a companion for the evening. Love and relationships never interested me, and I never wanted a man’s company longer than what he was good for. They were distractions and for recreation only, though I brought women home as well. It made no difference to me.

Then I locked eyes with him, standing at the bar, clad in all black, poorly fitted clothing. He was older, disheveled, with tired eyes. The man stuck out like a sore thumb, and when I met his gaze, I instantly regretted it. As a woman I’m sure you’ve encountered the type, the sad and lonely kind of man who follows the first women to smile at him around like a puppy dog. He broke into a crooked smile, revealing even more crooked teeth, and I turned away, hoping to find a better partner for the night.

But unfortunately, meeting his gaze was enough for the man. He shuffled across the dance floor, his eyes glazed over with desire. Suddenly, in my thin shirt with no bra and tight pants with nothing underneath but a g-string, I felt more vulnerable than I ever did. Of course, as a woman, you must handle such situations with grace, so I made my way deeper into the sea of bodies on the dance floor, sweat coating my entire body as I pretended to move to the beat of the music.

But I had lost the beat, and the only rhythm I knew now was the pounding of my own heart. Like a shark, he pursued me through the water of the club, but I continued to play innocent, hoping some other poor woman might cross his path. But still he followed, staying at a distance but close enough so that I knew I was his target.

How did a man like that get into the club? Why wouldn’t anyone do something about him?

The thought had occurred to me to inform someone of my distress, but I was too young, too proud, too headstrong. I thought I could handle a man like him on my own. Speaking as a predator, I knew that if I proved too difficult, he would move on to easier prey.

Then an arm clamped on my wrist and my heart practically burst out of my chest. I tensed and spun, raising a fist to strike, but stopped when I saw that it was a woman.

“Oh there you are! We’ve been waiting for you!” She smiled a dazzling, perfect smile at me.

She was older, perhaps middle-aged, but her beauty had no faltered with time. My rescuer was not Korean but looked to be of Chinese descent, and had her in twin buns on either side of her head and wore a red, silky skirt that accentuated her toned, powerful looking legs.

“Come on, meet the other girls!” She smiled, while flashing a look over my shoulder.

Despite her elegance and beauty, her grip was strong and powerful, and her eyes were full of intelligence. I was not the first young girl she had rescued from men of ill intent. She spun her athletic body around and pressed it against mine, inviting me to share in the charade, to dance like we were old friends or lovers reuniting.

The man backed off. Men like him are always afraid of women in packs, but he didn’t stray far. As the night went, he remained at the bar, watching us with hungry eyes.

The woman didn’t leave my side, and as the night wore on, her body grew closer to mine. At first I played along, pretending to be her companion and friend for the evening, but as the night wore on, I too moved closer to her, realizing that I may yet go home with a prize. She pressed her back against mine and my hands ran down her hips, feeling the thin fabric of her skirt fly up, and the soft flesh of her buttocks inviting me closer.

Our bodies intertwined on the floor, her graceful neck arching towards mine, and those intelligent eyes filled with longing.

“Want to get out of here?” I sighed into her ear, both of our bodies slick with perspiration and longing.

“We still have a friend.” She leaned her head back and motioned to the bar.

The man was there, watching, waiting…

“Follow me.” She took my hand and led me across the dance floor, marching like a soldier to battle.

The man at the bar barely had time to react, and shot up, trying to grab his drink as he did, but we had already disappeared into the throng of bodies. I gave myself to the woman in that moment, and she navigated the crowded dance floor like an experienced sea captain braving rough waters. Then we plunged through a service door and out into the alley behind the club.

We were giddy with excitement at evading our unwanted friend, and the cool night hair hitting our sweat soaked bodies refreshed us. We laughed, our eyes meeting, and then I leaned in, ready to spark the flames of passion that would carry us through the night.

Before our lips met, a cloth was pressed over my face. A nauseating smell invaded all of my senses. I tried to scream but the cloth silenced any attempt at protest or cry for help.

“Mmmmph! Ummm mmph!” I cried, unintentionally breathing in more of the noxious smell as I tried to call for help.

The sound of my own muffled cries would become common to me after that, and soon I forgot what my voice sounded like. Every word I spoke was through a layer of cloth or a gag filling my mouth.

Everything went black.

When I woke up I found myself in the most luxurious bedroom I had ever been in. The bed was a king and made with the finest silk sheets. A large window overlooked the city beyond, and at the far end of the room was a large walk in closet filled with outfits of all shapes and sizes. At least, that’s what I could see from the bed, but when I tried to move I found that I couldn’t.

As my senses returned, I felt the ropes lashed tightly around my wrists. I looked up to see that my arms were stretched above me and tied to the headboard, and when I moved, I felt the rope lashed around my ankles, securing me to the bottom of the bed. My first instinct was to cry out, but as I did I felt the wad of cloth shoved in my mouth, and the other cloth tied over it and secured at the back of my head, keeping the gag in place.

“Ulllummm hmmmmph!” I screamed, twisting and writhing. They had removed my thin layer of clothes, and now I lay on the bed completely naked. In normal circumstances the fine silk sheets would have felt stimulating under my bare skin, but not this time.

“Hrrrmmph! Hllllpp!” I mewled helplessly into my gag. It felt like hours that I struggled naked on that bed, trying to magically slip free of the knots that bound me.

Then finally I heard the door to my room open.

“Hmmph! Hlllpp mmmhh!” I lifted my head, eyes wide with hope and desperation.

It was the woman from the club, her hair still up in tight buns. She wore a skin tight kimono, low cut to accentuate her heaving bosom, and the bottom of it barely reached her thighs.

“Ummm hmmph! Hllp!” I cried, foolishly thinking this woman was my savior.

Instead she just smiled down at my nakedness. Her eyes lingered on my heaving breasts. Then she leaned over and crawled over the bed towards me like a great cat.

“Umm hmmph… hmmp!” I cried meekly as she leered at me with hungry eyes.

Then she crawled on top of me, the bottom of her kimono riding up, exposing the small, red thong she had underneath.

“I am The Madame, and you will be silent in my presence.” She licked her lips while looking down at me.

“Ummm hmmph! Mmmmm gmmph!” I cried, still not comprehending my circumstances.

She leaned over and grasped my bare breasts with her palms.

“I said, you will be silent!” She hissed.

“Nmmmooh! Hlllp! Hllp!” I cried, trying desperately to wriggle to freedom.

The Madame shuffled forward and clamped a hand over my already gagged mouth. Her grip was like a vice, squeezing my jaw around the cloth filling my mouth.

“Hhhhrooo moohh!” I cried.

“From this point on, this room is your world, and I am your god. You will listen when I speak or suffer the consequences!” She hissed in my ear.

But I was too young and scared to heed her instructions, and only whimpered into my gag like the weak little girl I was at the time.

“Nnnmmooo! Hhmmmh!” I tried to twist out of her grip.

“Fine,” The Madame sneered, sitting up. “We’ll have to break you in the hard way.”

She stepped off of me, lowered her kimono, and snapped her fingers. The door to my room opened and a man entered. He was dressed well, I had spent enough time among high society to recognize an expensive suit when I saw it. He was practically drooling over my naked body.

And that’s how it was, night in and night out, as The Madame’s male clients used me as their plaything. I was their fantasy, some liked to feel every inch of my body, some just liked to leer at me, while others would do work on their laptop while I struggled next to them. I tried to beg and plead, but always they would leave me gagged. Then they would leave me alone, silenced and half naked, tied to the bed. In those days I only had one companion, a potted Lotus flower that the Madame would come in and water every day while mocking my helplessness.

“Every day I water this plant, and every day it grows stronger and mightier in the sun.” She would smile down at my bound and gagged form while tending the flower.

“And you are growing stronger and mightier too. You are my little Lotus, ready to blossom to something beautiful.” She would turn away, leaving the flower to enjoy the sun while I lay tied to a bed and gagged.

Even then my will was strong, and I refused to give into The Madame.

“You’re a tough one, still, I’ve broken worse.” She would grunt, and then it would be another parade of slobbering men.

Over time, my fear dissipated and became something else: hate. I began to detest the woman. My channeled everything I had into defying her, and even began to enjoy the company of the men she sent to punish me. This seemed to anger her the most. Like the others, she had only seen me for my beauty, and not my mind.

I don’t know how much time passed as a captive of hers, but I began to see the frustration building in The Madame. No matter how many humiliations I suffered, I refused to bend to her will, refused to give in. Then one day, The Madame entered with a man. He was stern looking, older, with a bald head wrinkled from many years under the sun, and a patchy beard like that of a young boy, but I could tell that his suit was made of the finest material, and his fingers perfectly manicured.

“Well dear, it seems that your time with us is coming to an end. This gentleman has offered to take you off my hands.” The Madame’s face was calm, and her voice filled with relief.

The man’s face never betrayed his emotions, if he was happy to be my master or lustful, he never showed it.

“Mmnnnooo… mmmmpp!” I cried, shaking my head.

“It’s too late, you chose this.” The Madame sighed as two people came into the room and began undoing the restraints that kept me to the bed.

“Mmmm! Ummm mmmph!” I tried to kick and run, but the two men who came into the room were strong, and anticipated my attempt at escaping.

The Madame only wistfully looked at the Lotus flower on by the window.

“No matter how you care for some plants, sometimes they just don’t work out.” She sighed.

My hands were tied behind my back, and my ankles secured together. I twisted, fought, and screamed into my gag as they carried my struggling form down an ornately decorated hallway and to a deep, dark garage where a limo waited. They placed me in the back, and then the man got in beside me as the door closed.

“Mmmmph! Ummm hmmmph!” I cried and tried to shuffle away, but he came up behind me and wrapped me in his powerful arms.

As the car moved, his hands dug under my bra to cup my breasts. I could hear his ragged breathing in my ear and feel him going hard under his dress pants. His smooth hands cupped my bare bosoms, and despite his groping, were surprisingly gentle.

“Mmmph! Hlllp! Hllp!” I cried, and even though I was gagged, he placed a hand over my mouth.

As the car drove, I could see out the tinted window at the other vehicles and pedestrians, oblivious to me being held captive.

“Hffffbbb! Hfffhh mmfff!” I cried through the gag and his hand, but it was no use. I was completely alone.

He lived in a penthouse overlooking the city, and took me up through a private elevator. Even though he had just been exploring my body with those perfectly manicured hands of his, he had the two goons who had carried me out of The Madame’s place carry me up to his home. After all, there was no need for him to sully his hands when he had hired help to do it for him.

He had a special room prepared just for me, with an entire wall covered in whips, chains, gags, and restraints. The men secured me to a pillar in the center of the room, turned out the lights, and left me in darkness. I could have screamed into my gag but I knew it was no good, instead I waited, wondering what horror my new owner would bring.

I never knew his name, but called him The Businessman. He never spoke a word to me, and to him I was nothing, just a play thing. The Businessman would come into my room, have his way with me, and then leave me tied in a way that I couldn’t escape, turn out the lights, lock the door, and leave me alone in the dark until he came to use me again.

I understood during those moments of darkness that this was what The Madame wanted for me, this was her ultimate punishment for my insolence, a life as a toy for a man more powerful than God. In those long moments in the dark, I wondered how many more before me had been used by him in the same way.

I was the last though.

One day he came for me, as he always did. My hands were tied behind my back, my feet secured together at the ankle, and my mouth filled with a large ball gag. All I could do was wriggle my body helplessly on the large bed he kept in the room for me. He too was completely nude, groping at my bare breasts as I could feel his erect manhood pressed up against my bare buttocks. I always fought him, always tried to struggle, but it was no avail.

“Mmmpph! Ummm mmnnoo! Nmmmoo mmhhh!” I cried, my jaw barely able to move around the large gag silencing me.

He only laughed, his soft hands continuing to explore my body, but as he held me against him, I could feel something different. The man was slower, his breathing growing ragged. As he pulled me against him, I could feel his heart stuttering in his chest, like the engine of an old vehicle trying desperately to kick to life. Against my back, his penis throbbed, but his breaths began to come in jagged wheezes.

“Oh god…” He gasped, the only words he ever spoke to me.

Then he cried out and stood, clutching his chest. His eyes went wide, like a terrified child, and he reached out to me as if begging me to help, but I was bound and gagged, helpless to do anything even if I wanted to.

Still, he realized in his final moments that I was his only hope for salvation, or maybe in his last breathes, he took pity. Either way, his hands desperately groped at the rope around my wrists. I felt them loosen as he let out a final croak and then collapsed in his bed.

“Eeepp ummff!” I cried and jumped to the side.

His eyes were wide and glassy, but unblinking. Everything in his body was a still as a statue. I don’t know how long I waited to see if he would rise again, but he didn’t take another breath. After a few more moments, I felt the loose ropes around my wrists and realized something.

I was free.

Free from my long captivity, free from him.

Immediately, I undid the rope around my wrists and ankles, then spit out the ball gag. Still naked, I ran to the door, focused on nothing but getting free, but then stopped and looked back at the man’s dead body.

Where would I go? What would I do? I had no idea where I was, or even how long I had been a prisoner. I realized that I needed a plan, and clothes. Of course, he had nothing for women to wear except for skimpy, leather outfits and lingerie, so to cover up my nudity I slid into a leather thong and bra. It was a strange feeling, despite my captivity and uncertainty, the outfit made me feel powerful, in control. As I slid the thong up my legs, I felt a strange stirring of arousal. The wetness I felt didn’t fade as I left the room that had been my prison and out into his penthouse.

It was massive, with large windows overlooking the city below. I had never known such luxury before. The rational part of my brain told me to book for the door and run, but another part of me said to enjoy the Businessman’s home. After all, I had been his prisoner, I deserved a little compensation.

I bathed myself in his luxurious whirlpool bath for what seemed like hours, and after that helped myself to the endless stores of food he had in his cavernous kitchen. The penthouse was a veritable fortress, and I realized that I could stay there in relative comfort for weeks if I had to.

And I did just that. There was still a problem of the man’s body in the “play room” as I began to call it, but thankfully he had a large, walk in freezer. I wrapped his remains in blankets and stored it in there to prevent it from smelling. As I explored more of his home I found that he didn’t have passwords on his computer, which made sense. He seemed to live in isolation, why worry about security?

His computer gave me access to his numerous accounts, and I was in awe of just how deep his pockets went. During my weeks in his home I spent time setting up offshore accounts for myself and moving large sums to them. I was living a life of stolen luxury, though I knew it couldn’t last. Sooner or later someone would come looking for the Businessman. Thankfully, I moved my stolen funds in a twisting labyrinth of transactions that would take most weeks or months to unwind. I also spent that time in the Play Room taking stock of his whips, chains, gags, and other such items. My clothing consisted solely of the skimpy leather garments, but I felt oddly at home in them, as if they were waiting for me all my life.

At night, I dreamed of the things I would do if I got my hands on the Madame, and the humiliations I would visit upon her head. Then it suddenly hit me that I could probably find her thanks to the man’s lackadaisical attitude towards security.

A quick browse of his emails told me everything I needed to know about The Madame and where to find her, and I gathered several items from the room into a bag, as well as a quick shopping trip to obtain some other things, and set out to get my revenge.

I found The Madame’s brothel, as I couldn’t decide on another term for it, on the outskirts of town in a less than desirable neighborhood. The building was a nondescript brick structure with a simple door in and out. Instead of marching in, I waited, watching from inside one of the dead Businessman’s cars.

Waited for The Madame to go hunting.

After dark, she emerged from the building, her long, straight hair down around her shoulder, and clad in a black, skintight jumpsuit that accentuated her cleavage and clung to her ass. It was not lost upon me that it was similar to the outfit I wore when she abducted me. As for myself, I had spent some of the stolen funds from the Business man and wore a black corset and small shorts over fishnets, as well as black boots and a leather jacket on top of it.

The Madame got into a nearby SUV and I followed her across town.

Tonight she didn’t know she was the hunted.

The Madame parked behind a dumpster outside of a dance club, a good spot. She could easily snatch a girl, load her into the waiting SUV, and drive off without arousing much suspicion. I didn’t give her any time, and parked at the head of the alley, my lights off so she didn’t see me.

I waited for her to get out of the vehicle, not giving her a moment to notice me. Just as she stepped out, I snuck up behind and pressed a chloroform soaked rag over her face.

“Ummm mmmph!” She cried, panicking and trying to twist out of my grasp.

I kept her in place with one hand while holding the rag with the other. She twisted and squirmed as I imagined so many other woman had under her grip.

“Hmmm… mfff…” She sighed, her struggles slowing before going limp.

Still, I didn’t trust her, and kept the rag in place for a moment longer just in case she was pretending to pass out so I could lower my guard. Once I was satisfied she was unconscious, I dragged her into the back of her SUV. She had the back seats down to make room for her intended victim, and duct tape, ropes, and gags in a gym bag. The first thing I did was strip her out of her bodysuit. She wore no bra, instead just flesh colored pasties over her nipples, and instead of panties, a flesh tone c-string. The Madame was a fit, lithe woman for someone of her age, which I guessed to be in her upper forties.

I rolled her onto her stomach, taped her arms behind her back, and then her ankles. Then I wrapped several layers of duct tape around her mouth to ensure she would stay quiet during the ride. After I finished gagging her, her eyes began to flutter, and she moaned into the layers of tape sealing her lips. Not wanting her to alert someone, I poured more chloroform over the rag and pressed it over her face yet again. She let out a weak moan and went still yet again. Then I retrieved the bag of items from my car and drove off in The Madame’s SUV with her naked, bound form in the back.

I did not take her back to the penthouse, but instead back to her brothel. Then I carried her unconscious form up to the room she had kept me prisoner in. The Lotus flower still sat in the window.

Then I bound her to the bed, arms and legs lashed to each corner, and gagged her with a leather muzzle like the animal she was.

It was morning when she stirred, the light falling in through the window on her naked, helpless body.

“Hhm… mmm…” She sighed, lifting her eyes as if they had heavy weights attached to them.

Her whole body shifted in the bed as she became aware of her predicament.

“Mmmph!” She cried, sitting up, tugging on the restraints.

Then I stepped out from the corner and into the light pouring in from the window.

“Madame, it seems your little Lotus flower has bloomed.” I smiled at her.

“Whhmmmfff! Nhhhoo!” She cried, pulling on her restraints.

“You see, you robbed me of my life, so I’m going to do the same to you.” I sat down on the edge of the bed as she continued to mewl into her gag and pull on her restraints.

“Ummmm mmnnoo! Hllp!” She cried, lifting her head to no doubt call for the aid of the many men at her service.

“It’s no use, your men work for me now.” I gloated.

“Whhht!” Her eyes went wide.

“My resources have expanded greatly, and I offered to double their pay. Really, you shouldn’t compensate your men so poorly.” I wagged a finger at her.

“Ummmm gggghhhddd!” She whined.

“Plus I told them they can partake of the merchandise, as long as they’re careful.” I smiled.

“Mmmmph!” She sat up, tugging on her restraints with even more vigor.

“Of course, I’m sure there will be other men just lining up to use you much like they used me.” I stroked her bare thigh.

“Nnmmmpphh! Psssfffh!” She begged.

I smiled at her helplessness. Everything I told her was true, after securing her in the room, I took her cronies aside and offered them substantial raises for their loyalty. It didn’t take much to buy their allegiance, and telling them they could have a chance with the girls was the icing on top.

I stood, looking down at the Madame’s nude form as she tried to twist out of her restraints.

“Of course, another condition is that you must remained in this room, bound and gagged at all times. They were happy to comply with that as well.”

“Uurrgggh! Mmmpph!”

I smiled and turned to head out of the room, preparing to greet the first of many clients to visit with The Madame. The night before I had made an inventory of the entire building and found that almost every room had a woman inside of it. Any other person would have freed them, but not me. You see, I didn’t particularly care about their freedom, I only cared about my revenge.

At first I was going to let some men have their fun with The Madame, collect their money, and be off, but as time went, I realized how lucrative this business really could be. Men paid top dollar for these women, and they didn’t ask questions either. As time went on, I fell into my role with ease, and found that I enjoyed it. Not only did I have my revenge, but I had a profit too.

In time, I began to even go out and hunt like The Madame did. The clientele was always demanding new girls, and I learned to gradually sell off the old product and replace them with new toys, though I would hang onto the more popular ones. I clung to The Madame as well, savoring her humiliation, though I eventually planned to sell her though once I found the right buyer.

I never got the chance though. See, I was too lenient on the men I used as muscle, and allowed them to indulge themselves too much. They had grown greedy, let their lust control them too much. Little did they know that I had hidden cameras installed in most rooms, particularly to make sure they were being gentle with the merchandise. Through these cameras, I learned that my men were hatching a plot to turn on me, to make me a prisoner once again at their mercy, and while doing so, take my establishment for themselves.

Not only did I want to keep my livelihood, but I wanted my freedom as well. After my imprisonment I swore that no one else would make me a slave, but I was alone, with no allies, and had to choose. Thankfully, I still had sums of money in offshore accounts, and fled one night, disappearing like a wisp of smoke into the air. With that, I left Korea behind me and never returned. As to what became of The Madame, I have no idea. Perhaps she found a way to gain her freedom, or perhaps she still lives a life of bondage. Maybe our paths will cross again someday, but who knows what the future holds.

From there I bounced from country to country. Eventually, I discovered the perfect front for my illicit activities: a massage parlor. Having learned from my mistakes, I hired only female assistants, and once they outlived their usefulness, they became product as well. I also learned that there were other ways of getting my client’s money beyond mere payment, and learned how to lift their wallet when their backs were turned and how to access their most precious secrets. Still, I was learning much about this new world of masters and slaves, of ropes and gags. There was much competition out there, and I had attracted the gaze of many, though I was not aware of it.

My enemies would strike when my guard was down, and many times I would arrive at a parlor and find that they had taken my girls from me, or were lying in wait to grab me as well. As time wore on, I learned to live a nomads life, to set up a shop in an area, drain what I could, and move on. By the time my marks realized that I had stolen everything they had, I was gone, fleeing to a new country or town.

Of course there’s much more, but you aren’t interested in my trials and tribulations, are you, Lin? What you want to know is about your sister Janna, and how she fell into my clutches?

As it happens, my path led me to America. I found myself in Miami, setting up a new parlor, looking for women to be hunters with me as well as the hunted. I had checked myself into a local resort and was lounging by the pool in a small, black one-piece bathing suit. It was low-cut, accentuating my breasts, and had a thong back to show off my firm buttocks. Hotels and resorts were prime hunting grounds, both for women who could become product and for men looking to indulge themselves. As I was laying on my stomach, sunning my cheeks, I saw her come out by the pool.

She was striking, her light brown hair seeming to radiate in the Florida sun. Her maroon bikini seemed too small for her, as if those magnificent breasts of hers would fall out if she moved too fast. Her curves did not stop there, and the thong bottom she wore looked like it was being devoured by that sweet, plump rear of hers. I was surprised at first to see an Asian woman with such a figure but after seeing you, Lin, I now understand that it runs in the family.

I was lounging in sunglasses, so my prey wouldn’t see that I was watching them, but as soon as I saw her come out by the pool I knew she would be the one. Janna was completely unaware that I was watching as she found a lounge chair and spread her towel over it. As I watched, I became aware that she was watching me, her eyes flitting over to my thonged rear end as she made a show of applying tanning lotion to her breasts. Her cleavage bounced and shone in the bright sun as she massaged the lotion over them, and every male eye fell on her, but she was looking to catch just one person: me.

I pretended to yawn, as if I had just woken up from a nap, and made a show of looking around the pool. She seemed disappointed at this, as if her show was for nothing, and then laid on her stomach on her towel to sun those sweet buns of hers. With her guard now down, I stood, gathered my things, and pretended as if I was leaving, making sure to pass by her chair as I did.

“You’ll get burned.” I murmured, stopping to gaze at her rear end.

“What?” She squinted up at me.

“I said you’ll get burned.” I lowered my glasses and watched as she met my eyes.

She looked back at the curve of her ass and up at me.

“Here…” I took off my glasses, hung them by the front of my suit, and then sat at her side and squirted some lotion onto my palms.

Her glutes stiffened as I set my hands on them.

“Relax dear, I just want to preserve that beautiful skin of yours.” I cooed, and began to rub the lotion over her backside.

She introduced herself as Janna, her eyes flitting from my eyes to my breasts as I rubbed the lotion onto her ass and then her upper thighs. My hands are magic, and I used them to their full extent to mesmerize your sister.

“You really know how to make a girl relax.” She smiled at me.

“This is just a taste, you should visit my parlor. I know so many ways to make you relax.” I smiled at her.

“Is it close?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Very close…” I licked my lips as I finished applying the lotion to her.

I knew I had Janna in the palm of my hand. She rose and followed me away from the pool, the eyes of every man on us as we left. No doubt they were all fantasizing about what we would do to each other behind closed doors. Of course, so was your sister, but not even she could imagine what I had in store for her, and how many of those man fantasizing about us could enjoy her, for a price.

We got to my parlor and into one of the rooms, where I instructed her to disrobe to her comfort level. Janna met my gaze, reached behind her back, and undid her bikini top, slowly letting it fall down her shoulders to expose those beautiful breasts of hers. With those wide, beautiful eyes of hers still on me, she sat on the table obediently.

“I pioneer a new form of relaxation, would you like to try it?” I asked, stepping over to a cabinet.

“Very much.” She batted her eyes at me.

From the cabinet I withdrew several restraints, and I watched her eyes light up at the sight of them. It seems that Janna was no stranger to being bound, and like a good little pet let me secure her hands behind her back. She moaned and sighed as she did, and after her wrists were secured, I allowed myself to reach around her and cup those wondrous breasts of her. Her nipples were hard against my skin as I nuzzled her neck, and I could feel the yearning inside of her. Then I slipped a larger restraint just below her breasts, over her biceps, and secured it across her shoulders, ensuring that her arms would stay pinned.

Then I moved to her legs, securing them together at the ankle and thigh. All the while I could feel Janna trembling under my touch, in anticipation of what would come next. After I bound her thighs, I drew a finger up along the inside of them, and felt the front of her bikini bottoms. She gasped and leaned forward, wanting me, begging me to take her. I clasped my hand over her mouth, reached down, and undid the knot on her hip securing one side of the bikini.

“Hrrrmmmpph…” She moaned into my palm as I reached for the other knot.

Once the bikini was untied, I pulled it out from between her legs.

“Mmmph!” She cried, pressing her thighs together almost in an attempt to control her lust.

Then I lifted a small, white cloth, and she opened her mouth, begging for it. I stuffed it between those sweet lips of hers, and drew forward a roll of white tape and pressed it over her mouth, forming a seal over the stuffing.

Janna moaned and sighed as I wrapped layer after layer of the tape around her mouth, effectively silencing her. Once she was gagged, I stepped back and admired the bound and muffled woman, her breasts heaving up and down with anticipation of what I would do next.

“Now, let’s see what we’re working with.” I stepped over to her purse, which was resting next to the table, and sat down next to her while rifling through the contents.

“Whmmmff?” She questioned, eyes widening.

“Oh hush, you won’t be needing any of these things anymore.” I smiled, withdrawing her wallet.

“Ummmph mmmph! Hmmph!” She nudged me, now straining against her bonds.

I took out her driver’s license and sat it down next to me, then removed several credit cards.

“Hmmmpph mmmph! Sttthhp!” She bumped me again but I ignored her as I continued going through her things.

“Don’t worry, once I’ve emptied your accounts I'll destroy them.” I smiled at her.

“Errrrmmph!” She cried and now thrashed in her seat.

It was a sight I had witnessed many times, the helpless woman thinking they can somehow break free out of sheer force. I never works.

“Now, please make yourself comfortable. Soon someone will be in to whisk you to your new home.” I jumped off the table, purse in hand, and shoved her bikini into it as well.

“Mmmph! Lhhttt mmmhh gghhhoo!” She pleaded.

“Oh I’m sorry honey I didn’t hear that.” I laughed.

“Gggrrrmmph!” She screamed.

“You are such a lovely specimen, men will pay a high price for you.” I smiled at her.

“Eeeeeph!” She cried, the look in her eyes showing that she had just grasped the gravity of her situation.

With a laugh, I turned and strutted out of the room, listening to her thrashing and muffled cries as I stepped out.

And I was right, the men paid top dollar for Janna. Soon she became my top attraction, all of my best clients paying through the nose to have time with her. Usually I would sell my girls after a few months and move on, but she became such a cash cow that I decided to keep her. Transporting her proved a logistical problem, but I found a way.

Soon Janna accompanied me all across America. Everywhere we stopped, she became my most in demand girl. I grew richer than I could have ever imagined off of her.

Now of course, I know what you’re wondering, Lin, where is she now?

2.

Lin clenched her fists. Just the thought of men putting their hands on her sister’s naked body was enough to get her blood pumping, but imagining Lotus doing, Lotus seducing her sister…

The INTERPOL agent took a breath and then leveled her gaze at her prisoner.

She’s just trying to get into your head. She was stupid for almost falling for it, but she had to take control of this interrogation.

“So Janna is in Marston’s Pointe?” Lin asked.

“I didn’t say that.” Lotus gave the agent a sly smile.

“But you said you took her everywhere, that she was your cash cow?”

“Maybe someone came along and made me an offer I couldn’t refuse, or maybe after I realized that her sister was an INTERPOL agent that would pursue me across the globe, I decided to offload her at the first chance I could because she wasn’t worth the trouble.” The smile spread across Lotus’ face.

Lin sighed, realizing that she wasn’t getting a straight answer out of Lotus tonight. The criminal was just playing mind games with her. While at first, Lin was taken in by Lotus’ story, now she didn’t believe a word of it.

“Well,” Lin stood, already tired of this game. “I’ll give you one more chance to tell me where she is, and hey, maybe I’ll put in a good word for you with the judge. If you don’t tell me, then I’ll make your life an absolute misery until you beg, beg me to have mercy on you. Your time with The Madame or whatever will seem like a cakewalk compared to what I’m going to do to you.”

Lotus only listened, smiled, and then nodded her head behind Lin.

“Ask him.” She nodded at Kincaid.

“What?” Lin stood, only to see Kincaid taking out his cell phone.

“Wha-ummph!” A hand clamped over the agent’s mouth.

Lin was pulled back onto the sofa. Taken off guard, she flailed and fought against her attacker.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” She cried, thrashing and trying to get up as powerful legs wrapped around her waist.

She tried to raise her arm to pull the hand from her mouth, but her attacker’s free hand gripped her wrist like a vice.

“Mmmmpphh mnnnoooh!” Lin moaned, trying to twist free.

“You thought you had me, but you really fell into my trap.” Lotus gloated into Lin’s ear.

“Hmmmph! Whhhff?” Lin froze.

“Hey chief, how’s it going?” Kincaid spoke into his phone, never taking his eyes off of the struggling Lin.

“Mmmphh! Hhhhlllp! Hhlllp mmmfff!” Lin cried, trying to wriggle out of Lotus’ grasp, but the woman wasn’t budging.

“You were too weak to catch me, took weak to save your sister, and now are too weak to free yourself.” Lotus hissed.

“Mmmmph! Ummm ggmmm!” Lin struggled.

“Yeah I got some good news, got some bad news…” Kincaid said into his phone, practically salivating over Lin’s struggling form. Her robe had ridden up, exposing her thong bikini bottoms.

What is he doing? Lin wondered, all the while still trying to shake Lotus.

“It is the destiny of all weak women like yourselves to be victims! You exist at the will of the strong like myself!” Lotus voice was filled with venom.

“You see, Lin and I… well… spending all this time together on stake outs, in close quarters… it’s sort of caused something to blossom between us.” Kincaid smiled at Lin while talking on his phone.

“Mmmph! Nnnmmfff! Nnnhhh!” She shook her head, the pieces finally falling into place.

He’s working with Lotus!

How? What happened? How did Lotus get to her partner.

“Well, we’re not only in love, we’re getting married.” Kincaid flashed Lin his goofiest grin.

“Whfffffttt!” She froze.

“Oh yeah, Vegas and everything. You see, she’s decided too to settle down after that, enjoy sometime at home…” Kincaid continued.

“Uhmmm hmmmph! Mmmmph!” Lin used all of her strength to try and twist free, but Lotus still held her firm.

As she struggled, she remembered something Lotus said about the other women always trying and failing to muscle their way out.

I need a new plan. She thought, eyes racing for something, anything she could use to get freedom.

Just then Kincaid sat at the edge of the couch, laughing into his phone.

“Yeah a few weeks should do. She said she’ll email her resignation tonight.” He reached out a hand and grasped one of Lin’s breasts.

“Hmmmph sttthhhp!” She kicked at him but he shuffled away.

“Well I appreciate it chief, and I think I speak for Lin that she does too.” He leveled his gaze at her once again. The look in his eyes was like he was eying up a piece of prime rib.

Just then, there was the sound of a car engine pulling up outside.

“Hhhhrryy hhllpp! Hhhmmph mmmhh!” Lin screamed, increasing her thrashing.

Kincaid’s eyes widened and he looked out the window.

“Sure chief, talk to you later.”

A car door opened outside.

“Hllllpphh! Hmmmphhh mhh!”

Kincaid put his phone back in his pocket and looked at Lotus just as someone knocked on the door.

The local PD! Lin realized, they had called them for an escort. Figures that Kincaid, the incompetent oaf that he was, would even screw up betraying her.

Kincaid looked at Lotus like a child waiting for a parent to scold them.

“Well, get it.” Lotus sighed.

Kincaid shuffled over to the door, all the while flashing Lotus questioning looks.

“Hmmmph! Hhhhhmmph! Phhhss!” Lotus screamed.

Kincaid opened the door to reveal a very attractive woman with short, brown hair, matching eyes on the other side. Her tan uniform shirt was unbuttoned, exposing her large, full breasts. Lin recognized her as Felicia Fetters of the Sheriff’s Department.

“Hmmmphh mmmph! Hmmmph!” Lin kicked her feet, trying to get the police woman’s attention.

“Well, what do we have here?” Felicia strutted in, eying Kincaid with suspicion.

“Mmmmphh! Ummm hmmmph!” Lin continued to kick and thrash as the police woman made her way over to the couch.

“Hhhhllp! Hmmmppph mmh!” Lin’s eyes were wide and pleading.

Felicia stood at the end of the couch, folded her arms, and cracked a smile.

“Well Lotus, looks like you got your hands full there.”

“Whhhfftt!” Lin froze.

Were the police in on this too?

“Shut up Elvira,” Lotus sighed. “Kincaid, come over here and help me tie her up.”

“I thought you two would have had her gift wrapped by now.” The woman called Elvira, who looked exactly like Felicia Fetters, smiled and stood back as Kincaid hurried over with a roll of duct tape.

“Nnnnmmph! Mmmnph hllp!” Lin cried as Kincaid began to wrap the tape around her ankles as Elvira held them together.

“You have no idea how long I’ve waited to do this.” Kincaid smiled as he finished taping her ankles together.

“Gag her, I’ll take care of her hands.” Elvira took out her handcuffs and moved behind the struggling INTERPOL agent.

“Kincaid, you can’t, wai-ummph!” Lotus moved her hand from Lin’s mouth, and she attempted to reason with her partner before he shoved a white cloth into her mouth.

“Ummph! Mmmmph mm!” She tried to twist away as Kincaid began taping her mouth shut.

Behind her, she felt the handcuffs lock in place around her wrists.

“Nnnnoohhh! Uhhmmm ggddd Nnnmoo!” Lin’s mouth was sealed tight around the cloth, and her feet were bound just as securely.

This can’t be happening! How could she end up as just another victim of Lotus, much like her sister was.

“Well Lin, I think it’s time for you to travel.” Lotus stood, and Kincaid reached under the bound agent’s armpits and lifted her, his hands grabbing her large breasts as he did.

“Hrrrmmmph!” She glared at her partner, who smirked down at her.

Elvira grabbed Lin’s bound feet, and Lotus held the door open as the her two accomplices carried the bound, gagged, and struggling INTERPOL agent out to the waiting police car.

3.

Lotus knew that one buxom Asian would make her quite a profit, but two? Now that would have men lining around the block. She smiled at the thought as she stood outside of Lin’s cell, listening to the INTERPOL agent’s muffled cries from within. Though parts of the story she had given the agent had been embellished, and other parts just plain made up, she wasn’t lying about how much money Janna had pulled in for Lotus over the years. She could even market the pair as sisters, which would make the men salivate even more.

“Mmmph! Hmmph!” Lin called from inside of her cell. Lotus took another moment to savor the agent’s helplessness.

The woman who had pursued her across the globe was now a prisoner. It was delicious, and Lotus’ takeover of Marston’s Pointe was almost complete.

“Are you going to stand there all day?” Elvira sighed, crossing her arms and bringing Lotus back to the moment.

Lotus sighed, opened her eyes, and glared at the imposter police woman.

God, I can’t wait until she’s no longer useful. Lotus thought, and then smiled at Elvira.

“Yes Elvira, you may go.”

Felicia Fetters’ twin hesitated though, rubbing at her arm as if she was struggling for something to say.

“Yes?” Lotus raised an eyebrow.

“I just… kidnapping an INTERPOL agent, isn’t that going to bring a lot of attention?” Elvira bit her lip.

“Kincaid is covering for her, and as long as we have Lin, we have Kincaid.” Lotus sighed.

“It just…” Elvira fumbled.

“Elvira, you just let me worry about this. Meanwhile, you keep bringing me girls.” Lotus produced a photo out of her cleavage and approached Elvira.

“In fact,” Lotus stopped in front of Elvira and handed her the picture. “Here’s your next target.”

Elvira took the picture from Lotus’ hands and looked down at the photo of a woman who looked like a goddess in human form. She was tall and slender, with regal features, long dark hair, and massive breasts accentuated by the small, black bikini she wore.

“Gina?” Elvira looked up at Lotus in shock.

“Yes, Gina. Not only does she present a threat if she discovers that you’re an imposter, but she also could prove to be a high demand asset for my business.”

“I mean…she’s also the sheriff…” Elvira murmured.

“And once she’s out of the way, you’ll be Sheriff, and can fill the police department with those loyal to us.” Lotus spelled it out for Elvira.

Though Elvira was useful, sometimes she wasn’t that bright. Her and her twin had that in common.

“Yeah…” Elvira slipped the photo into her breast pocket and turned to leave.

“Elvira,” Lotus called. The other woman stopped, but didn’t turn. “I hope you have the stomach for our little operation.”

The threat was clear. If Elvira didn’t want to play along, she could join her little friend in a cell.

Elvira turned and glared at Lotus.

“Just remember your part of the deal.” Elvira nodded, and then took the stairs leading up to the massage parlor.

Lotus smiled and nodded, but her smiled faded as soon as she heard Elvira reach the top of the stairs. She had no intention of keeping her end of the deal with Elvira, but for now, she had to keep Elvira’s little lady friend as insurance, just as she had to keep Lin in order for Kincaid to behave.

As she walked along the cells, each one containing a different, bound and gagged woman. Lotus considered her plan. Elvira did have a point, keeping Lin was a liability, but for now she was integral to keeping Kincaid in line. Eventually, Kincaid would outlive his usefulness, and then Lotus would find a way of disposing of him as well as Lin. For now though, she was going to savor her victory.

She stopped by one of the cells, lifted the handle and stepped in. Immediately she was greeted by the sound of Janna’s muffled cries.

“Nnnnnrrrmmpph! Mmmmph!” The girl squirmed as Lotus entered.

Janna lay on a large, exquisite bed covered in satin sheets. She wore small pink panties, a matching bra, and her hands and feet bound with satin cloth. A gag of red satin was pulled tightly through Janna’s lips.

My best money maker deserves the best treatment. Lotus smiled at the girl trying to squirm away on the bed.

“How are you this evening Janna?” Lotus asked as she strolled across the room towards Lin’s sister.

“Ehhmmpp! Mmmnoo!” Janna turned away, revealing the small, pink thong between her juicy buttocks.

“Oh Janna, is that any way to greet me?” Lotus laughed, and made her way across the room towards the struggling girl.

“Mmmmph! Nmmoo!” Janna grunted, trying to put as much distance between herself and Lotus as she could.

After all this time, Janna was still defiant, which was something Lotus loved.

Stubborn, like her sister. Lotus smiled, and slid into the bed next to her captive.

“Oh come come Janna, it isn’t so bad.” Lotus pressed herself up against Janna’s sumptuous rear end.

“Nnnnmmph! Ummmm ggmmmph!” Janna cried, trying to squirm away.

Lotus laughed, reached one of her hands around Janna, and cupped one of her large breasts.

“Hmmmph! Stthhp!” Janna whined as Lotus’ wrapped her palm around the underside of the girl’s breast.

“I have good new for you.” Lotus sighed in Janna’s ear as she used her other hand to grab one of the captive girl’s bountiful butt cheeks.

“Ehhhpp!” Janna tensed, feeling Lotus dig her hands into the curve of her buttock.

“I had a nice talk with your sister, Lin.” Lotus smiled, feeling Janna stiffen in her grasp.

“Ummmph!” Janna froze.

A moment later, her struggles increased, and she pulled and thrashed against Lotus’ grasp.

“Mmmph! Nnmmph! Ummm gmmph!”

Lotus smiled as she felt Janna’s thonged buttocks smacking against her hips, and took the opportunity to grab the captive’s other breast as well.

“Oh hush dear, it will be alright, don’t you want to see your dear sister again? She spent all this time looking for you.” Lotus mocked, her hands massaging Janna’s breasts as she did.

She felt the girl’s nipples go erect through the flimsy bra.

“Nmmmpph! Ummm gghhdd! Nmmmph!” Janna strained against her ropes.

“Oh yes, she’s a guest of mine now just like you are. Soon enough you’ll get to see her.” Lotus continued in Janna’s ear.

“Ummmpphh hmmph! Mmmmph! Hrrrww cmmmhh mmmnno?” She cried, and started smacking her thick buttocks against Lotus in an attempt to throw her captor off of her.

Lotus only laughed and pushed down Janna’s bra, feeling the girl’s erect nipples and the goosebumps around them.

“The two of you will be quite the pair of damsels.” Lotus laughed.

“Ummmm nnnmmooo! Hlllpp!” Janna cried, trying to twist out of Lotus’ grasp.

“Oh yes, you two are about to make me a lot of money!” Lotus cackled, pressing her hips against Janna’s thonged behind while digging her fingers into the girl’s breasts.

“Nnnnpph! Ummm ggmmph!” Janna moaned.

Lotus let out a laugh and then let go of her bound captive, as much as she wanted to play more with her prized damsel, she had other things to focus on.

“Ummmhh gglummp!” Janna rolled over, curling into herself as if attempting to hide her exposed breasts and buttocks.

“Oh Janna, you are too cute,” Lotus laughed and stood up. “I wish I could stay and play a little longer, but I have some other urgent matters that need tending to.”

“Mmmrrggh! Ummmph!” Janna moaned in defiance.

“You just sit tight.” Lotus leaned over and grasped one of Janna’s exposed breasts.

“Mmmmph!” Janna tried shrinking away.

“I’ll be back before you know it.” Lotus laughed, and strutted towards the door.

She stepped out of Janna’s cell and closed the door behind her, visions of the two sisters bound and gagged back to back dancing through her head. The thought brought a smile to Lotus’ face as she ascended the stairs up to the massage parlor.

Lotus emerged onto the top floor and closed the door leading to the basement behind her. Even though she kept her prisoners gagged at all times, the door was also soundproofed just as an extra precaution. Either side of the hallway was lined with doors to private massage rooms, any of which could contain one of her girls “entertaining” a male – or female – patron. Those doors were also soundproofed as well. She made her way down the hall to the main lobby where she would have Delilah posted to greet any potential customers. Delilah was of mixed decent, possessing dark skin, light hair, and striking, regal features, as well as naturally large breasts and a smooth, firm backside. The woman also possessed a wide, disarming smile, and served as the perfect first introduction to anyone who first entered the parlor.

Melanie, her other associate, usually stayed in the backroom. Though Melania was beautiful, tall, fit and blond with excellent cleavage and large, full lips, she could be abrasive. Once the customers came in, Delilah snuck off their wallets to Melanie, who used her computer skills to drain their bank accounts. It was a perfect grift that Lotus had going on, and Delilah and Melanie had proved their usefulness to her during their time in Marston’s Pointe.

This time though, as Lotus emerged into the lobby, Delilah wasn’t at her usual post behind the front desk. Lotus stood for a moment and sighed.

I told them that someone should be posted out front during business hours! She furrowed her brow, making a mental note to punish both women later.

“Delilah?” She called, but there was no response.

Perhaps the girl had to use the bathroom, but if so, Melanie would be taking her spot out front. Then again it was just like Melanie to abandon the post since she had access to the security cameras from the back room.

“Melanie, I told you that you must remain at the front desk when relieving Delilah.” Lotus called, but there was no answer from the backroom either.

Lotus stepped behind the front desk and pulled aside the curtain separating the backroom from the lobby. A massive wall of monitors filled one side of the room, and Melanie’s computer chair sat vacant in the center of the room. Now concerned, Lotus stepped into the room, her eyes falling on the feed from the security cameras in each room. Only one of them was occupied.

Kincaid! Fury welled inside of Lotus, and she stormed out of the backroom, through the lobby, and down the hallway until she found the room she was looking for.

She threw the door open like a tornado ready to lay waste to anything in her path.

“Mmmmph!”

“Hllp!”

Kincaid jumped away from the two bound and gagged women as Lotus marched into the room and glared at her new partner.

Delilah and Melanie sat on a table, completely naked, bound hand and foot back to back and gagged with thick white clothes. Both of them gave her pleading looks as she stood in the doorway.

“Oh Lotus, can’t you see that the girls and I are having some “private time.”” Kincaid smiled at her as he leaned over, placing a hand on one of Delilah’s breasts and the other on one of Melanie’s.

“Mmmph!”

“Stttthhp!”

“Just what do you think you’re doing?” Lotus demanded.

“What? I thought this was your business?” He smiled, one hand gently massaging one of Delilah’s breasts and the other on one of Melanie’s breasts.

“Ummm mmhhh gghhhdd!”

“Mmm hhmmph! Hlllp!”

“These two are off limits, now get your hands off of them.” Lotus marched forward.

Granted, yes, she did plan to eventually sell Delilah and Melanie, both women were too beautiful not to, but they still had a part to play in her plan.

“Or what?” Kincaid smiled, moving his hands down to pinch each of the bound women’s buttocks.

“Eeeehpph!”

“Mmmph!”

“Or else our deal is off.” Lotus’ tone was cold and firm, letting him know the threat was serious.

Instead, Kincaid just laughed and stepped away from the two bound and gagged women.

“I don’t think so.” He strolled towards Lotus, who glared at him.

“What do you mean by that?” She sneered.

“You see, I’m the only one standing between you and a whole bunch of government agents kicking down the door to this place, or maybe I tell Ace where he can find your little operation and take it for his own.” Kincaid loomed over her, a wicked smile spread across his face.

Lotus felt her heart slam against her ribs. Kincaid was realizing that he could make demands.

“You wouldn’t, not while I have Lin.” She attempted to counter, but could feel her flesh rising as Kincaid moved closer to her.

“The way I see it,” Kincaid was pressed up against her now, she could feel his hot breath on her face. “You work for me now, and if I want to have some fun with the girls, I can.” He motioned over his should at the bound and gagged Melanie and Delilah, both of which let out muffled cries.

Lotus puffed up her chest in fury. After The Madame, she had swore not to let anyone rule her again. She was building an empire for herself, and she wasn’t going to share it with anyone.

Still, she recognized that hungry look in Kincaid’s eyes, and it brought her back to her days as a prisoner of The Madame. The glazed expression of lust in the INTERPOL agent’s face quickly caused her fury to fade, and instinct took over.

Lotus turned, ready to bolt to the basement. There she could get in the van and flee. Once Kincaid had mobilized she would be far away from Marston’s Pointe and starting again in a new city in new country.

Except Kincaid was ready, and wrapped one of his massive arms around her waist, lifting Lotus off her feet.

“No! No-ummph!” She cried, but he clamped a hand over her mouth.

“Mmmph! Mmmm gmmmph!” She kicked and fought as Kincaid carried her out of the room and down the hallway.

“Sorry Lotus, but this little operation of yours is mine now. Thanks for getting it all set up though.” He laughed in her ear.

“Mmnnooh! Lmmmmttt mmmhhh gghh!” She cried, her feet flailing as Kincaid kicked open one of the doors.

Despite Lotus’ struggles, she was helpless in Kincaid’s clutches as he carried her over to the massage table in the center of the room.

“Ummmph! Ummm gghhd nnhmmmp!”

Using all of his bodyweight, he pressed her flat against the table, and keeping her held down with one hand, he reached for a restraint at the top corner.

“Stop it! You hear me! When I get free I’m going to destroy you!” She screamed as Kincaid tightened the restraint around her wrist.

She reached around with her free hand to undo the strap, but Kincaid caught her wrist, pulled it to the other end of the table, and looped another restraint around it.

Lotus screamed in rage as she felt her other wrist locked down, and kicked her feet as the agent moved to the far end of the table.

“This won’t hold me! Just wait until I get out of here! I’m going to bury you Kincaid! Bury you!” She could feel her face turning red from the anger.

He grabbed her ankle, pulled it to the corner of the table, and secured another restraint around her. Lotus went pale, realizing she was almost completely helpless, and decided that maybe a different strategy was needed.

“Kincaid, listen, maybe we can work out a partnership. I’m going to need help when I’m running Marston’s Pointe…” She begged as he strapped her other ankle in place.

Lotus now lay facedown on the table, spreadeagled, as Kincaid loomed over her, searching in his pocket for something.

“You can have your pick of the litter, any girl you want, and I’ll split the money with you, 50/50, just please let me-ggllmmmph!” She was cut off by Kincaid shoving a white handkerchief into her mouth.

“There, there, that’s enough out of you.” He smiled, pulling another handkerchief over her mouth and tying it at the back of her neck.

“Urrrgggh! Hmmmm bbmmmfff!” She cried, twisting her body in an effort to slip out of her restraints, but they were secured tightly.

“Now,” Kincaid’s fingers traced her back. “Let’s get you into something more comfortable.”

“Mmmmmphh! Nnmmmoohhh!” She cried, wriggling her body helplessly as he grabbed at the laces at the back of her corset.

“Ehhhp! Mmnnnnoooh!” She moaned, feeling the corset loosen and then his hands on the clasp of her bra.

The corset fell open and the bra hung around Lotus’ shoulders, leaving her in nothing but a thong as she thrashed on the massage table.

“You know,” Kincaid stood. “You work so hard, and I could feel so many knots in your shoulders, I think it’s time you get a massage.” He stepped over to a cabinet at the far end of the room.

“Hmmmphh! Nnmmmooh! Stthhp!” She moaned, watching as he opened the cabinet and withdrew a bottle of high end massage oil.

Then Kincaid opened the bottle, held it under his nose, and smiled as he took in it’s exotic scent. Then he stepped over to the bound Lotus, poured some on his palms and began rubbing her shoulders.

“Ulllpp!” She cried as his clumsy hands dug into her back.

Terrible form! She glared at him, somehow surprised that she could judge his massage skills at a time like this.

“Oh yes, lots of tension up here.” He pressed his hands into her shoulder blades.

“Ummm ggmmmph!” She grunted.

Then he moved his hands down, along the small of her back to her hips.

“Sthhhp!” She moaned, lifting her head to see him rubbing the oil over her thonged as cheeks.

“Such a firm backside, I’ll have to take special care of this.” He smiled, his hands kneading into her buttocks.

“Ummm sthhhp! Mmmpph!” Her eyes widened as he took extra time oiling up her backside.

“Oh don’t worry, once I’m done here, I’m moving to your front.” He smiled, his hands moving to her upper thighs.

“Hrgggghh!” She screamed.

In that moment, she regretted ever setting eyes on Janna, the buxom young girl who would bring down the wrath of an INTERPOL agent onto Lotus, leading her to make her deal with Kincaid in the hopes of gaining protection from the agent.

Now here she was half naked, bound to one of her own massage tables and gagged as Kincaid rubbed oil over her backside.

Lotus bit down on her gag and stared ahead as his greedy hands worked down her legs. This would not be the end, she would get free, and after running far, far away, she would rebuild. Her new empire would be even bigger and grander than this, and once she was unstoppable, she would find Kincaid and destroy him for his treachery.

But for now, she was as helpless as the women locked up in her basement.

“There, feeling relaxed?” Kincaid smiled and slapped one of her oiled butt cheeks.

“Eeeph!” Lotus whined, snapped back to reality and her current, helpless state.

The End

Lotus, Delilah, Melanie, Janna, and Lin will return in Damsels Anonymous Volume 7: The Damsel Games
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