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1.

“A woman of your stature should not be seen outside in… something like this!” Balal’s mustache bristled as he held up the photo of Nala that was currently making the rounds on the gossip sites.

“It’s called a thong Balal, and more people wear them out than they do those boring old regular swimsuits.” Nala sighed as she stood in front of the full length mirror.

She turned and looked at the older man, who was clad in an exquisitely crafted suit with a gold pin on his breast signifying his status within the royal family. Though his title was “Chief advisor,” technically Balal wore several hats in court, including publicist, PR, spokesperson, and for this occasion, babysitter.

Or jailor… Nala sighed.

“It’s a good picture,” She shrugged. “Where was it taken?”

“Spain, last week.” He grumbled.

“We were in Spain last week?” She furrowed her brow.

The photo in question showed her with the waves crashing around her thighs, wearing a skintight, gold, one-piece thong swimsuit. She always had wide, curvy hips which in turn helped form her solid, firm buttocks. Her voluminous head of dark hair fell in a tumble past her shoulders as she was turning towards the camera. Being of middle eastern descent, her skin always had a darker hue, but she had to admit that it popped even more in the Spanish sun. Even though her back was to the camera, the swimsuit she wore that day was low cut, revealing plenty of her large bosoms as well. Having grown up in the spotlight, Nala was used to being around cameras, and even though this was a candid photo, her large, brown eyes stared directly into the lens while her full, red lips pouted like she was a professional model posing for a shoot.

The headline under the photo read “Muzzarian Princess Gets Cheeky in Ibiza.”

“Need I remind you that this reflects on the entire royal family, not just you.” Balal grumbled.

“Please, that’s not the worst swimsuit they caught me in.” She turned back to the mirror to admire herself again.

The current, leopard print swimsuit she was trying on was even more revealing. The bottom was high cut, revealing the deep “V cut” running along her wide hips, and the thong back showing off her round buttocks, and the top seemed several sizes too small, barely containing her large, heaving breasts. She turned back to Balal, noticing that the older man seemed to be using all of his willpower not to stare at her cleavage.

“What do you think about this one?” She batted her eyes at him and ran her hands along the side of her breasts.

“Just… where do you think you’re going in that?” He stammered.

She laughed and turned around, bending slightly to stick out her thonged behind. In the mirror, she caught Balal averting his gaze.

“I thought I might go to the beach.” She tussled her thick, dark locks.

“Absolutely not!” He blurted.

“We’re in Miami, what else am I supposed to do?” She pouted.

Balal threw a set of papers down on a table next to her, then stormed over to a large closet and threw it open, revealing a full array of outfits.

“You have a charity lunch at 12, followed by a meeting with several senators at 1, and then dinner at the governor’s mansion at 4, and a ball…” As he prattled, Nala yawned, stepped over to the large window overlooking the street below, and sat on the sill, arching her back so that her bare buttocks pressed against the glass.

Balal’s eyes almost popped out of his head, and then he stormed over, pulled her out of the window, looked down at the street below to see if there were any photographers, and then closed the curtains. Immediately, Nala stepped over and opened back up the curtains. There were indeed some photographers staked out across the street, but judging from their relaxed demeanor, none had seen her cheeky display in the window.

“Get dressed.” Balal commanded.

“I am dressed.” She crossed her arms.

“I mean in clothes.” He elaborated.

“You don’t like this?” She ran her hands along her hips and batted her eyes at him.

Balal swallowed, hard.

“Princess Nala, your father has made me responsible for you for the duration of this trip…” Nala strutted towards Balal as he spoke.

He began to back up, like an animal being stalked by a predator. She laughed, and then bent over the large, four poster bed, arching out her ass as she met his gaze.

“Come on, just a little beach time, I can’t spend this entire trip doing boring diplomatic stuff.” She pouted.

“You may, perhaps tomorrow… if you wear something more modest!” Balal straightened.

“I can maybe try on a few swimsuits for you if you like, you can be the judge.” She reached behind her back and began undoing her bikini top.

Balal rushed forward and grabbed her by the shoulders.

“No! Your majesty!” He hissed.

She laughed and stepped away. Making Balal squirm was one of her favorite games to play.

“Young lady, may I remind you of your royal duties.” His tone was stern.

“Ugh, that’s all there is, my “royal duties!”” She pouted and threw herself on the bed.

“Of which, you have performed very little of during this trip.” Balal threw a stack of photos on the bed next to her.

Nala rolled over and thumbed through them. They were all paparazzi photos of her either at the beach, partying, or both, and in every one of the photos she was typically wearing a skimpy bikini of some sort.

“This trip was meant for you to strengthen Muzzaria’s diplomatic connections and our image in the international community, not make an ass out of yourself… literally!” He smacked her butt cheek to make a point.

Nala gasped and sat up, motioning to the pictures.

“I’m showing that I’m a princess of the people!” She blurted.

Muzzaria was a small country in the middle east and their reputation was… not great. Over the years, their culture had been called “misogynist” and “backwards” by many. Nala’s mother was Pakistani, but rarely talked about her past. For all intents and purposes, to most of the world, her father had simply shown up one day with a brand new wife. Rumors had spread for years that Nala’s mother was a mail order bride, or worse, that her father had bought her. In the old days, it was common for Muzzarian nobles to purchase their wives, either from slavers or others families. Worse though, many Muzzarian men would often have their wives wear very little clothing, and often appear bound and gagged in public at their side.

Those ways had died long ago, but rumors still spread of Muzzarian men choosing their wives in a similar fashion, or of noble houses still keeping the women in bondage. Nala’s father, the King, was endeavoring to bring their small country into the modern world and leave the old ways behind. Muzzaria had always been an isolationist country, wary of outsiders, but this policy had begun to negatively impact the country’s economy. The King had decided to not only open Muzzaria’s borders, but to encourage trade with other countries and boost tourism to their country. One of his ideas of how to show that Muzzaria was evolving was by sending his beautiful daughter on a good will mission across the globe. Ever since she was young, Nala had attracted media attention wherever she went, and as she got older, and her beauty grew, she began to amass a large social media following as well. The King hoped that Nala would be the start of a new beginning for his country.

Nala though, had other plans.

Every time she left the country, it had been with her father or other envoys. Every movement of hers had been watched, and dictated, and planned. This was her first trip alone, and she wanted to enjoy every moment of it. After all, she was 28, and no doubt soon would be expected to marry. She didn’t know much time to herself she had left.

Balal had been sent with her on the trip, but she slipped loose of him at every opportunity. Lectures like the one she was getting this morning had become commonplace.

“You showing off your… buttocks in revealing outfits does nothing for the royal family or yourself.” Balal chided.

“Please,” Nala sat up and looked down at her chiseled, hard abs. “I have more to offer besides my amazing ass.”

Balal frowned.

“Get dressed.” He stormed towards the door.

“What about the hotel pool?” She rolled onto her stomach.

“If you wear something more modest.” He stopped and turned.

Nala sighed and threw herself back on the bed.

“Ugh, this is a prison.”

“Many people would kill for a prison like this.” He gestured to the expansive, luxurious hotel room.

Nala was unimpressed though. She had stayed in so many like it that they all ran together.

Fit for a king my ass. She thought.

“Fine, leave, I’ll get changed.” She stood.

But Balal stayed by the door. The man had attended to her since she was a young girl, she knew he had something on his mind.

“So you do want to see me change?” She crossed her arms and flashed him a cheeky smile.

“Do you really take me for a fool?” He asked.

“Not at all.” She shrugged, playing innocent.

“You made the same promise to me last week, only to escape from the hotel room and run to the beach, where that photo was taken.”

“You’re going to have to be more specific.” She shrugged.

“Indeed…” Balal sighed.

Nala stopped, there was something different about him.

“What is it?” She sighed.

“Your father and I have spoken about your behavior, and he shares my concerns.” Balal started.

“What did you do?” She narrowed her gaze at him.

“We thought it best that you have… supervision…” He fiddled with his hands, a sign that he was nervous.

Nala glared at him, she knew this wasn’t going to be good.

“What… did...you… do?” She hissed between clenched teeth.

“We thought you might need your own… attendant…” He looked down, still twiddling his fingers.

“Attendant? You mean babysitter!” She cried, seething now.

Balal stepped to the side and opened the door, letting in one of the most striking, and beautiful, women Nala had ever seen.

“Nala, this is Adriana, and she is not to let you out of her sight for the remainder of the trip.”

Adriana had deep brown skin, darker than Nala’s. At first glance, Nala guessed that the woman hailed from South America, and she was built solid, incredibly muscular, but still decidedly feminine, with beautiful and alluring curves. Though Adriana’s ass was not as large or full as Nala’s, it curved out nicely in almost a perfect circle, accentuated more by the tight, black pants she wore. She wore a small, black tank top, revealing tattoos running along her muscular arms, and small but firm breasts, no doubt surgically enhanced. Her dark hair was cut straight around her shoulders, and her wide brown eyes studied Nala quizzically. To complete the picture, she had red, pouty lips like a classic Hollywood star.

The combination of a tough, chiseled muscular look and classic movie star beauty made Adriana one of the most unique looking women Nala had ever laid eyes on.

“Adriana here is ex-Brazilian special forces, and has strict orders to follow you wherever you go. Your personal safety is her top priority.” Balal explained.

“Your majesty.” Adriana bowed her head.

Nala sighed and sat on her bed, glaring at Balal and Adriana.

“Let me guess, she’s to also forbid me from going out and having fun.”

“Her priority is to make sure you fulfill your royal duties.” Balal explained.

“Right…” Nala glared at the two of them.

“Right, now… I have other matters to attend to,” He gave a nervous look to both women. “I’ll leave you two to get acquainted.”

With that, Balal stepped out of the room and closed the door behind him, leaving Adriana and Nala alone. The sound of the air conditioning in the room felt deafening as the two women stared at each other, and the Adriana fold her arms across her chest, as if to accentuate her biceps. Nala responded by sitting on the bed with her arms back, sticking out her chest and hips.

“So, what now?” Nala asked, never taking her gaze from the imposing but beautiful woman.

“That is entirely up to you.” Adriana leaned against the wall, staring at Nala with amusement.

“Well, I’m going to the pool. You can join me if you wish.” Nala stood and marched towards the door, but Adriana moved in front of it, arms still crossed.

“What are you doing?” Nala asked in a stern voice.

“My orders are to make sure you stick to your royal duties.” Adriana responded.

“And I’m ordering you to move.” Nala insisted.

“I report only to the King or Mr. Balal.” Adriana cracked a smile.

“And I’m the Princess!” Nala responded, trying to push past Adriana, who moved to block the Princess’s way.

“And I have orders to never acknowledge orders from you.” Adriana raised an eyebrow at the indignant princess.

Nala opened her mouth to say something, then closed it, pouted, and marched over to the bed and threw herself back on it.

“Ugh, I can’t believe I’m in Miami and a prisoner in my own hotel room!” Nala pouted.

“Believe me, Miami not what it’s all cracked up to be.” Adriana smiled at the princess.

Nala sat up and glared at the muscular woman.

“Oh really? So even my jailor has partied in Miami.”

“I’m not your jailor, and yes, I’ve had my fair share of regrets in this city,” Adriana made her way over to the large closet. “And I know plenty of people who could kill to be “jailed” inside of a hotel room that’s bigger than most apartments.”

“Oh is this the “be grateful for what you have” speech?” Nala raised an eyebrow.

“Yes,” Adriana smiled at the princess and turned to the closet. “Now get dressed, you have a charity lunch to get to.”

Nala rolled over onto her stomach and face the closet.

“I don’t want to.” She whined.

If Adriana was annoyed at Nala’s antics, her face didn’t show it.

“You will dress for this charity lunch if I have to pull that bikini off of you and dress you myself like you’re a little doll.” Adriana’s tone was the voice that a mother takes with a misbehaving child.

Nala jumped off the bed, eyes blazing.

“How dare you speak to me like that!” She stormed over to the muscular Brazilian.

“I will speak to you however I please.” Adriana smiled.

“That’s it!” Nala stormed towards the bedroom door.

“Where are you going?” Adriana demanded.

“Out, and you can’t stop me!” Nala shouted over her shoulder, her hand gripping the door handle.

Suddenly she felt herself lifted by powerful arms just as her hand clutched the handle. Nala opened her mouth to cry out, but a powerful hand clamped over it.

“Hmmmmph!” The princess cried out as Adriana silenced her.

“That’s about enough of that.” Adriana whispered into Nala’s ear, still keeping a tight grip on the struggling princess.

“Hmmmph! Ummm hmmph!” Nala cried, twisting and writhing, trying to get out of the powerful woman’s grip.

Nala couldn’t believe how strong Adriana was, it was like she was clasped in a steel grip!

“Hmmmpphh bbmmmff! Yhhh nfff!” Nala kicked and fought as Adriana carried the kicking princess over to the bed.

“You know, I think your problem is that you weren’t spanked enough as a child.” Adriana mused, carrying Nala over to the bed.

“Whttt!” Nala’s eyes went wide.

“Yes, that’s the problem, not enough spanking.” Adriana laughed, sitting on the edge of the bed with Nala on her lap.

“Nmmmph! Nnnnnnooh!” Nala whined, trying to wriggle out of the muscular woman’s grip.

“Let’s fix that.” Adriana smiled, and then bent Nala over her knee, still keeping one hand fixed on the princess’s mouth.

“Hmmm sthhhp! Ummmf!” Nala whined, then felt Adriana grab the top of her thong with her other hand and pull it down, exposing the princess’ bare bottom.

Though Nala spent a lot of time in the sun and had naturally dark skin, she still had a rather pronounced, thong shaped tan line, and Nala reached behind her back to try and pull up her bikini bottoms and protect her modesty.

“Hmmm hmmmm mmmph!” She grumbled, kicking and struggling in the bodyguard’s arms.

“Oh no you don’t.” Adriana smiled and swatted at Nala’s hands trying to pull up her bikini bottom.

“Hmmmph! Sthhp!” Nala squealed, her face turning red from embarrassment and humiliation.

Twack! The palm of Nala’s hand connected with the curve of Nala’s bare buttocks.

“Urrgggh!” Nala cried, her ass stinging from the spank.

Twack! The princess barely had time to recover before Nala spanked her ass again.

“Hrrggh!” She cried, her hands now trying to protect her bare buns from the muscular woman’s powerful palms.

But Adriana laughed, brushed aside Nala’s swatting hands, and delivered another spank.

“Hrrggh!” Nala cried, both of her ass cheeks stinging.

“Had enough?” Adriana asked.

“Uggggh hmmmmph ggghmmp! Ummm hhmmph!” Nala replied.

“I think you have, here, let’s pull these up.” The bodyguard laughed, and then grabbed Nala’s thong and pulled, yanking it up high and tight in the princess’s bottom, giving her quite the wedgie.

“Ummmph! Sttthp!” Nala whined, her legs kicking as she tried to ease the tension on her butt crack.

“What’s that?” Adriana pulled up higher on the thong.

“Stthhhp! Mmmmph!” Nala screamed into the muscular woman’s muffling hand.

“Now, are you going to behave?” Adriana let go of the thong, still hiked high up Nala’s ass.

“Fhhffffyyhhh!” Nala responded.

“Okay, let’s go look at your wardrobe.” Adriana sighed, and stood, still keeping one hand clamped over Nala’s mouth, and grabbed her by the back of the thong again.

“Hmmmph! Mmmph!” Nala cried as the muscular Brazilian dragged the kicking and squirming princess over to the closet by her bikini bottoms.

“Nmmmo! Ummm mnnoo! Nnmph!” Nala continued to kick and squirm as Adriana stopped in front of the closet.

Just wait until my father hears about this! She fumed, still trying to ease the tension from the wedgie.

“Well, here we are, are you going to pick out an outfit, or should I?” Adriana asked.

“Hrgggh!” Nala glared up at her new bodyguard.

“This can be as easy or as hard as you want it to be. I have orders to make you comply by your official schedule and to conduct yourself as a princess by any means necessary, even restraining you, is that understood?” Adriana continued, holding Nala’s gaze.

Nala glared up at the bodyguard. There was no way her father condoned this?

But she thought more, about Muzzaria’s past, of the rumors about her mother. Could the King really have ordered her new bodyguard to treat her like a prisoner?

“Nod if you understand.” Adriana continued.

Nala sighed, rolled her eyes, and nodded. Adriana smiled and removed her hand from the princess’s mouth.

“Good, now-” The bodyguard began.

“Bal-ummph!” Nala cried before Adriana clamped her hand over the princess’s mouth again.

“Hmm, no, that won’t do.” Adriana chided.

“Hmmmph!” Nala spat back.

Then a predatory smile began to creep across the bodyguard’s face.

“I think I know just what to do.”

“Huurrrmmm…” Nala whined, not liking that look in Adriana’s eyes.

***

“Now I like this, but the front may be a little too low cut for a classy function like a charity lunch.” Adriana held up a small, black dress with a plunging neckline, held it up against her muscular frame, and then hung it back up in the closet before reaching in to grab another garment.

“Hmmmph mmph!” Nala fumed at her “bodyguard.”

“Hmmm…” Adriana pulled out a slinky, tight fitting sheer dress. If Nala wore it, her underwear would be exposed for the world to see.

“Nope.” Adriana put the dress back.

“Grrrmmph!” Nala cried through her gag.

The princess was seated on the edge of the large, four poster bed, her hands secured behind her back with a pillow case, and her feet together at the ankle with one as well. Adriana had used a final pillow case as a gag, pulling it tight over the princess’s mouth to keep her from crying out. Biting into the gag was all that was keeping Nala from unleashing a torrent of muffled attacks against this woman who had stormed into her life and humiliated her in such a way.

“Any outfits you like?” Adriana turned back to the bound and gagged princess.

Nala only glared at her.

Once I get out of this, she’s history!

Nala would make it her personal mission to ruin Adriana, to destroy her life and it get that she wouldn’t be able to get a job serving tables after this. In all of her years, she had never suffered such treatment at the hands of anyone!

“Well, we’re getting low on time so let’s see if we can find something that works.” Adriana turned back to the closet.

Nala only glared, wishing that the slave trade was still alive in Muzzaria so she could sell the Brazilian woman into a life of bondage.

There was a knock on the door, causing Nala’s heart to skip a beat, and a moment later, she heard Balal’s voice on the other side.

“Your majesty, how are things going?” He asked.

“Hlllp! Blllhhhll! Hhllp mmhh!” Nala cried through her gag.

Her heart was pounding against her chest but she was also feeling something else, hope. If Balal saw how Adriana was treating her, he wouldn’t stand for it. The bodyguard would be out the door in no time.

A moment later the door knob turned, and Balal stepped in.

“Hmmmph! Mmmmmph mmmhh! Hhhhhllpp mmmhh!” Nala gestured to Adriana with her head.

Balal stared at the bound and gagged princess, and then his eyes turned to the bodyguard, and back to Nala. Adriana stood in the closet doorway, her jaw agape. Nala stared at the bodyguard in triumph.

Bet you don’t know what to do now! She would smile if her mouth wasn’t filled with the cloth from the gag.

“Oh…” Balal stared at Nala, as if searching for the adequate words to describe the situation.

“Ummm hmm! Umm hmm!” She beckoned him over with her head once again.

“I see she’s been… uncooperative.” Balal turned to Adriana, who smiled at him.

“Very, I thought some quiet time would do her some good.” The Bodyguard beamed.

“Whhhtt!” Nala cried.

Is he okay with this?

“You must be so confused.” He smiled and strolled over to the princess.

“Umm hmmph!” She pouted.

Balal took a seat in a chair across from Nala and crossed his legs.

“You see, when discussing your conduct, your father and I thought that… certain measures must be taken.” He began.

“Whhhtt!”

“In the old days, certain… methods… were used whenever a woman proved to be too… indignant…”

“Ummm ggghhhddd…” Nala rolled her eyes.

“Your father and I thought it best that if you were not to conduct yourself in the manner seen of royalty, then we must resort to the old methods of showing you discipline.”

“Hrrrmmm bbbrrmmm ggrrmm…” She glared at Balal, fuming with anger.

“Adriana here has orders to to use these old methods on you however she sees fit.” Balal gestured to the bodyguard, who nodded in agreement.

“Whhmmmpff!” Nala glared at Adriana, and then back at Balal.

“You see, given your behavior, I’m of a mind to keep you bound and gagged for as long as I want. Unfortunately, the purpose of this mission is to show that Muzzaria has moved on from the past, and parading the princess around in bondage would be frowned upon.”

“Umm hmmph!” Nala spat.

“But, if you continue to make a public ass of yourself, then I will have no choice but to have Adriana here keep you bound and gagged at all times in private until you learn discipline and obedience, do I make myself clear.” He met Nala’s gaze, his eyes filled with icy resolve.

“I said, do I make myself clear?” His tone was firm, that of a man who was resolute in his decision.

Nala glared at him, huffed, and then nodded.

“Good, now, if you promise to behave, I’ll have Nala untie you, and then you will get dressed and attend the charity lunch as planned. If you show that you are willing to perform your royal duties with grace and dignity, then I see no reason to keep you bound and gagged any longer, but if you stray from that, if you embarrass me or your family any further, then you will spend every free moment struggling in tight bondage, do you understand?”

Nala glared long and hard at Balal. Her hatred for the man had become a deep, black pit inside of her soul. She could feel the anger welling up inside of her, like a pot well past its boiling point. She wanted to strike the man so hard that he would be sent back to the archaic times that he clearly yearned for.

But she was also helpless and outnumbered. Despite her struggles, the bonds were too tight, and if Adriana wanted, she could easily overpower the princess and keep her bound and gagged all day and night if she wished. Worse off, these two had the blessing of Nala’s father.

With no other choice, the princess closed her eyes and nodded her head.

“Good,” Balal stood. “Adriana, please free the princess of her bonds.”

The bodyguard nodded, and then approached Nala and reached behind her head to remove the gag.

“If you scream, the gag goes back on.” Adriana warned.

“Don’t worry, she has no one to call out, right princess?” Balal gloated.

“Umm hmmm…” Nala sighed and nodded.

A moment later she let out a long sight of relief as the gag was removed, then a second later Adriana promptly untied her hands and feet. Nala rubbed at her wrists where they were tied as she stood.

“Now get ready, the lunch is in half an hour.” Balal gestured to the closet.

Nala made her way over, then stopped and glared at her two handlers.

“May I have some privacy please while I change.” She asked in her most dignified voice.

Both Bala and Adrian exchanged a glance.

“Where am I going to go?” Nala sighed.

“Fine, you have 15 minutes, then I’m coming in.” Adriana sighed back.

“Fine, yeah, just let me change in peace.” Nala dismissed them with a wave of her hand.

Both Balal and Adriana sighed and stepped out of the room. As he left, Balal gripped the door knob and glared back at her.

“This is the closest you’ll get to seeing me naked, now close the door.” Nala shook her thonged ass at the man.

He glared and closed the door, leaving the princess alone in her home.

2.

Binding and gagging spoiled rich girls? I could get behind this. Adriana thought as she waited outside of Nala’s bedroom next to Balal. The man straightened his jacket, shot Adriana a glance, and then stared back at the door. The muscular Brazilian had caught him shooting looks her way since she walked in, and couldn’t help but wonder if he was getting off on this whole thing.

“Don’t worry, if she tries anything I’ll just administer another punishment.” Adriana reassured him and paced across the room.

“It’s been too long.” His gaze was laser focused on the door.

Adriana walked over to a large suitcase that lay open on a table and picked up a cat o’nine tails.

“Maybe this will make her think twice.” Adriana twirled the instrument of pain and punishment in her hand.

Balal looked at her, sighed, and then looked back at the door.

“Perhaps I should go in.” He sighed.

“Where is she going to go?” Adriana tried to reassure the nervous man.

“Maybe you should go in just to check.” He began to pace.

“Look, if she tries anything, I’ll make her regret it. That’s what you hired me to do.” She sat on one of the luxurious couches and smiled at the man.

“I also hired you to not let her out of your sight.” He spat, wringing his fingers.

“You also said that I should teach her discipline, and for that she needs to learn autonomy. I did like that special forces line though.” Adriana laughed.

When Balal had contacted her, she figured he was another rich guy from overseas looking for a night of fun. She made a lot of money from out of town clients, so there was nothing out of the ordinary when he asked her to meet at his hotel room. In her years as a dominatrix, Adriana had seen plenty of luxurious hotel rooms, but this one was the nicest she had ever been in. It took all of her self control for her jaw not to drop when she walked in for the first time. Judging from the material of Balal’s suit, and the hotel room, she guessed that he came from some serious money.

When they first met his manner was that of a nervous child, which she was also used to. A lot of her out of town clients had never had sessions with dommes before, and many were married and nervous about sneaking around behind their wive’s backs while on business trips. Of course she did her best to put him at ease, but then he stammered that the services he was requesting were not for him. Once again she thought nothing of that. Some richer clients had their assistants set up their sessions, but then Balal told her that he had a rather unique offer for her.

“Oh I’m sure.” She laughed.

Adriana had been in the domination business long enough that nothing really fazed her, but she had to give it to Balal, because she had never heard anything like what he was about to say.

He explained to her that he represented the royal family of some country called Muzzaria, escorting the princess on a diplomatic goodwill tour. Balal then showed Adriana paparazzi photos of the princess at the beach in various revealing bikinis. As she looked at the photos, Adriana realized she did recognize the girl, she had seen her image on several gossip websites and social media pages. Adriana had vaguely heard of the country of Muzzaria but that was about the extent of her knowledge.

At first she suspected that the Muzzarian princess was kinky, and wanted her own personal dominatrix to follow her around or something. Adriana beamed at the thought of being the royal dominatrix, but what Balal was looking for was a little bit different.

Apparently the king of Muzzaria and the rest of the royal family were not thrilled with the way the princess was conducting herself on the trip. In the old days of Muzzaria, such a woman would be placed in bondage or some sort of kinky punishment until she learned how to behave.

“Your highness is looking to move past the old ways of Muzzaria, but when it comes to the princess… He isn’t sure how else to make her behave.” Balal explained, his tone like a parent of a misbehaving child.

They were offering Adriana money, a lot of money, a sum beyond her wildest dreams, to accompany them on the rest of their goodwill tour, and administer various punishments and humiliations to the princess in private should she continue to conduct herself in a way “unbecoming of the royal family.”

At first Adriana hesitated, after all, the princess was not a willing participant in this, but the sum of money they were offering, and the chance to travel the world, seemed too good to pass up.

Balal explained that he had researched several dommes but that Adriana had come highly recommended especially as far as being discreet, and that there was a chance that if the princess’s behavior did not improve that Adriana could return to Muzzaria with them to serve on the royal court.

She took a day to think over the offer before officially accepting it. It was too good to pass up.

The official story that they would tell everyone, including the princess, was that Adriana was the bodyguard, but in private, she would administer kinky discipline to Nala. The dominatrix had cart blanche but with two exceptions: nothing in public, and that she could not leave physical marks on Nala.

Now, as she waited outside of the bedroom, Adriana found that she couldn’t wait to tie up Nala again. It sent a thrill through her to punish and humiliate a spoiled brat like the princess. Even better, it seemed that Nala was going to be stubborn, which meant plenty more bondage play time in the future.

She leaned back on the couch, eyes on the bedroom door, as Balal continued to pace.

“Please, relax, you’re making me nervous.” Adriana sighed at the man.

“I tell you it’s been too long, she’s up to something.” He blurted.

“Fine, if I go in will you calm down?” Adriana stood up.

“Yes, just tell her to hurry up.” Balal seemed relieved.

Adriana marched towards the door. As much as she was looking forward to getting to tie and gag a princess whenever she wanted, dealing with a bundle of nerves like Balal was not something she was looking forward to.

Maybe I’ll tie him up too if he annoys me. Adriana smiled, gripped the door knob, and stepped into the bedroom.

“Okay Princess, let’s hurry it up here…” Adriana began, then her jaw dropped.

The bedroom was completely empty. The closet was open, with several outfits on hangers moved or lying on the floor, telling her that Nala had indeed been going through her outfits.

The bed was completely bare, and a rope of the bedsheets was secured around one of the four bedposts and leading to an open window where the warm, Miami breeze blasted in like an unwelcome house guest.

The Princess had escaped her tower.

3.

Nala knew that her ass would be posted all over the internet in a matter of minutes as she hurried away from the hotel, pulling her skirt down around her thighs as she did, and then pausing to adjust the bag slung over her shoulder. At this point she was used to pictures of her butt circulating social media, but those were pictures of her on the beach in sexy bikinis, not her hanging out of a second story hotel window with her skirt riding up for an entire city block to see her underwear.

As she hurried down the street, she turned back to the hotel and watched for either Bala or Adriana to hurry out, by now they had probably realized that she was gone. They were on a busy street in downtown Miami, and Nala quickly hurried to a crosswalk to blend in with a large crowd who were waiting for the light to change. A few blocks behind her, several photographers were pointing her way and aiming their cameras.

Dammit. She sighed and pushed her way deep into the throng of people waiting at the light. If anyone was going to get her caught, it would be the paparazzi hounding her. Nala had no idea where she was going, but she knew the only way she was going back to that hotel was if she was dragged kicking and screaming, which Adriana very well could do.

Once Balal and Adriana had left her alone in the room, the princess had considered for a moment dressing in her classiest dress to get ready for the charity lunch, but as she stood there staring at her open closet, a deep, red hot rage boiled from the pit of her stomach.

How could Balal endorse the treatment of her, a woman he had watched grown up?

Worse off, he said her father was okay with it too. Her father, the King, who wanted to bring Muzzaria into the modern world, but was okay with the old methods of discipline being used on his own daughter. It didn’t make sense, but Nala did know one thing, she would never let herself be treated like that again.

She quickly changed into a white bra and matching white thong panties, then pulled a black, form fitting low cut dress over it. The dress stopped around her upper thigh, and was more suited for a night at the club than climbing out of a window, as she soon found out. Then Nala threw some swimsuits and a few other changes of clothes into her bag, fashioned a rope out her blanket and bed sheets, and climbed out to greet the warm Miami afternoon.

As she dangled out the window and climbed down the side of the hotel, Nala thanked herself for putting shoes in her bag and scaling the side of the hotel barefoot, but she quickly realized that she should have worn something more sensible than the dress. She was barely a few feet below the window when she felt the short dress ride up and completely expose her buttocks to anyone who would look up.

And there were quite a few people outside the hotel who took notice of a beautiful girl in a white thong climbing out the window. The paparazzi who had been staking out the hotel since she arrived realized they had hit pay-dirt and began snapping away, and then passersby noticed and began snapping photos and taking videos on their phones. Nala considered stopping to pull her dress up but knew it was no use because as soon as she resumed her descent down the side of the building it would ride up again.

So instead she scaled down the rest of the hotel wall with her ass hanging out, simply hoping security wasn’t waiting at the bottom to escort her back to her room. Thankfully, she made it down, put her shoes on, and hurried off while pulling her dress down. Nala had no idea where she was going, but she just wanted to be far away from Balal and Adriana. Maybe she could disappear for a few days, lay low in Miami enough for Balal to really start sweating, or for her father to threaten the man. After enough time, she would contact them and say she was ready to come back, but only after certain conditions were met.

Of course, those conditions were the immediate dismissal of Adriana, as well as Nala calling the shots on the rest of the trip.

Nala tapped her foot as she waited for the light change, risking a look back in the direction of the hotel. The photographers were shouting and pointing in the direction of the crowd waiting at the corner.

Come on, come on…

She bit her lip and glared at the bright red DON’T WALK sign, then she looked back at the hotel and felt her heart leap into her throat.

A familiar, muscular brown skinned woman emerged from the lobby, Adriana. The bodyguard surveyed the area, saw the paparazzi pointing to the crowd, and hurried in the direction they were gesturing to.

The light changed, and Nala almost leapt for joy. She pushed forward, marching across the street like her life depended on it. Looking over her shoulder, she saw the paparazzi were sprinting after her, cameras flashing, and Adriana was hot on their heels. Nala continued to hurry down the sidewalk, speed walking like a woman late for an appointment, but she knew that sooner or later, the paparazzi or Adriana would catch up with her.

She scanned the area, looking for some quick way to lose her pursuers. There were no signs of a taxi anywhere that could ferry her to safety, but a few doors down she noticed a department store.

Perfect!

She quickened her pace, wobbling to maintain her balance on her heels. Just as she reached the door, a few customers stepped out and Nala hurried in before the doors closed. The air conditioning of the store was a jarring feeling after being outside in the warmth, and she could feel her skin raise from the sudden cool. Several customers looked up from their browsing at the sight of the beautiful woman in the short dress rushing into the store. Nala slowed her pace, tried to catch her breath, and smiled at the onlookers as she walked over to a rack of coats and pretended like she too was a prospective shopper.

It wasn’t working, and the men in the store were all gawking at her like they had never seen a woman before while the women were staring at her like she was diseased or something. Nala did her best to pretend like she didn’t notice as she walked around the various tables and racks filled with clothing. As she pretended to browse, she turned to look out the department store window to see the paparazzi peering in, aiming the obsidian lenses of their cameras directly at her.

Shit! Nala hurried deeper into the store, looking over her shoulder at the window as she did.

Adriana was pushing past the paparazzi towards the door. Nala wasn’t sure if the muscular Brazilian had seen her but she had to assume she did.

Nala rushed deeper into the store, her mind racing. Was there a back entrance? A second floor? Or maybe…

Yes!

Set against a wall was a sign reading “Changing Rooms.” It took all of Nala’s self control not to sprint directly towards them, and she did her best to seem like a normal customer about to try on an outfit.

Nala stepped through the archway into the changing area, noticing that several of the changing room doors were closed.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Nala nearly jumped out of her skin when she heard the voice, and spun around to see a young man, maybe late twenties, browsing one of the tables.

She stammered, looking at the man for a moment, half expecting him to be store security, but he just seemed like a regular customer.

“Excuse me?” She asked.

“I think you forget something.” He repeated.

Nala stared at him for another moment, and then remembered her bag slung over her shoulder.

“Oh, this?” She lifted the bag. Now that she thought about it, it might be mighty suspicious to be marching into a changing room with an already full bag.

“Well, that, but also you don’t have anything to change into,” He laughed. “Or did I catch you shoplifting? If so, that’s none of my business.”

“Oh, right…” She bit her lip. While she was talking to him, her eyes were drifting around the department store for any sign of…

Adriana!

From where she stood, Nala had a perfect view of the woman as she marched through the front doors. While all of the browsing customers stared at Nala when she walked in, they all could tell from Adriana’s demeanor that she was not someone to be messed with, and quickly averted their gaze from the bulky yet feminine woman.

The man who had been talking to Nala noticed her looking, then turned, saw Adriana, and quickly grabbed a set of lingerie from the table he was browsing and handed it to the princess.

“Go, hurry.” He nodded to the changing rooms.

“Thank you.” Nala smiled at him, grabbed the underwear from him, and hurried to the first open changing room.

Once inside, she closed and latched the door behind her, kicked off her shoes, and reached behind her to unzip her dress.

Wait, I don’t actually have to change, do I? She paused, but realized that the sound of someone moving around and changing would avert suspicion.

Nala unzipped her dress and hung it on a hook along with her bag, then looked at the set of lingerie the young man had given her. It was a bright fluorescent orange bra with green trim and a matching thong. It wasn’t her style, but could look sexy. As she removed her own bra, Nala found herself wondering why a man was shopping for lingerie?

Perhaps a wife or a girlfriend? She thought as she put on the orange bra. It wasn’t her business really, but it still raised her suspicions.

“Have you seen a young girl in her? Dark hair and dark eyes, curvy?” Nala heard Adriana’s voice. She was right outside the changing room hallway.

Nala froze, standing in the middle of the changing room in the store’s orange bra and her own white panties.

“No I’m sorry, I haven’t.” She heard the young man reply.

Nala remained perfectly still, listening.

“It’s very important that I find this woman, think hard.” Adriana pressed.

“No I haven’t seen anyone.” The young man said again with a hint of annoyance.

Nala smiled, whoever this good samaritan was, he was handling this beautifully.

The next moment felt like an eternity, and Nala realized she was holding her breath.

“Who’s in the changing rooms?” Adriana asked.

“It’s my girlfriend, not that it’s any of your business.” The young man answered.

As if on cue, Nala went back to changing, slipping off her own panties and sliding into the orange and green thong.

It fit her perfectly.

“Your girlfriend?” Adriana pressed.

“I’m sorry,” The young man said again. “But what is this? Do you work for the store? Because if not then I’m going to ask you to leave us alone or I’ll get security.”

“I’m sorry,” Adriana sounded annoyed but defeated. “It’s a private matter, sorry to bother you.”

Nala waited by the door, listening for any sign that Adriana had left. She wasn’t sure if the bodyguard had bought the young man’s story, but him threatening to get security seemed to have scared her off.

A moment later there was a soft tap on the door.

“The coast is clear.”

Nala smiled, and then decided she should maybe thank her rescuer for his help.

She unlatched the door and let it drift open, giving him a full view of her in the bright fluorescent lingerie. There was a mirror directly behind her, so not only did he get to see how the bra lifted up her breasts, but the young man could also see how the orange thong disappeared into her tanned ass cheeks.

“How do I look?” She asked, smiling at him.

The young man’s jaw had dropped, and it seemed like it was taking a herculean effort not to stare at her cleavage.

“Umm yeah… great…” He stammered.

“You picked out a perfect set.” She giggled.

“I… I see that.” His jaw was still squarely on the floor.

“So it’s a yes?” She did a twirl for him, which nearly caused him to break out in a sweat.

“Yes… totally.”

She giggled again and grabbed the changing room door.

“Why don’t you wait outside “babe,”and I’ll change back.” She smiled at him.

“Right, sure… Those will be on me, my treat.” He managed to smile at her.

“I wouldn’t expect any less.” She winked and closed the changing room door.

A few moments later, Nala emerged from the changing area back in her little tight dress and handed the lingerie to the young man. Part of her expected him to be gone by the time she stepped out, but he was still waiting like a loyal boyfriend.

“Here you are.” She handed him the bra and thong, which he took with a smile and began walking towards the nearest cashier.

“Anything else you would like… “dear?”” He asked.

She stepped forward and hooked her arm in his.

“I think I could go for a bite to eat, maybe a drink.” She smiled.

“I think I’ve worked up an appetite myself.” He smiled back at her.

As they walked, Nala scanned the department store for any sign of Adriana, but it seemed like the Brazilian woman really had gone, at least for the moment. She was sure the paparazzi were still camped outside though, unless store security had scared them off.

“So,” She began. “Do you always camp out in the lingerie section looking for damsels in distress?”

“I don’t know, are you always hiding from women who look like they could break me in half?” He countered.

She smiled at him.

“Touche”

They stopped at nearby register where a bored, middle aged woman was doing her best to make it seem like she wasn’t texting. Nala set the lingerie down and the young man stepped forward, credit card in hand.

“Thank you, “honey.”” She smiled at him.

The cashier seemed annoyed at their very presence, and rang up the underwear without a word, bagged it, handed it off to the young man, and went back to her covert texting.

“Besides,” He said as he took her arm again. “I have a feeling I’ll get multiple uses out of this.”

“Oh is that so?” She asked.

“Indeed.” He flashed a mischievous grin at her.

“I’m all ears.” She batted her eyes at him.

“Perhaps that’s something we discuss over food, my treat.” As he spoke, Nala realized just how charming his smile was.

As far as rescuers go, she really could have done worse. He was tall and lanky, maybe roughly her age, with thick brown hair cut short and combed to the side and matching eyes. Whoever he was, he had a good sense of style too, and was dressed well but not too trendy.

“It’s a date.” She smiled up at him.

4.

Nala had to hand it William, because over the duration of their time together, he had barely looked at her boobs. The dress she was wearing was made to accentuate her curves, especially her breasts, but as they sat enjoying dinner and drinks together, she noticed his eyes straying to her cleavage only a few times, and he was sly about it, only letting his gaze fall to her large, perfect breasts for a fraction of a second before looking back up into her almond colored eyes.

“So,” Nala took a sip from her cartoonishly large margarita. “You never told me what you were doing lingerie shopping. Have a special someone waiting at home?”

William laughed and flashed her that shy grin of his. In her time she had met many, many beautiful men with perfect teeth, perfect smiles, and perfect bodies, but those men had the time, money, and resources to dedicate themselves to looking like something out of an underwear ad. Those men loved to flash their expensive cars in front of her and even more expensive houses and flaunt their lavish lifestyle. Guys like that were a dime a dozen though, and eventually all ran together.

There was something raw about William, something genuine and real. The way his hair fell to the side with a few strands dangling across his forehead seemed effortless. Nala particularly enjoyed how he spoke to her, like she was just a person and not a thing that he was trying to impress.

“Well, no, no one waiting on me.” William smiled at her.

“So the underwear was for you then?” Nala prodded with a smile.

“Nope, wrong again.” He laughed.

“Well come on, don’t leave me in suspense.” She took another sip from her margarita.

No matter how much she drank, it seemed like there was an endless supply of liquid inside of the oversized drink. William had taken her to Mexican restaurant with outdoor beach seating, and the ocean breeze on Nala’s back and the sounds of people playing in waves was music to her ears.

“It’s for a model, we have a shoot coming up tomorrow.” William shrugged.

“A model?” Nala asked.

“I’m a photographer.” William nodded.

Nala laughed, unable to believe her luck. She had evaded photographers with the help of a photographer.

“What is it?” William laughed back, looking even cuter when he was confused.

“Nothing, just ironic.” She continued laughing.

“What is?” He shrugged and smiled.

Nala just smiled and stared at him. He really didn’t know who she was, or if he did, was doing a damn good job of hiding it.

“What kind of photography do you do?” She asked, taking another sip.

“Mostly headshots, print advertising and stuff, but I really enjoy doing boudoir shoots.” He turned slightly red at the final admission and looked down.

“Oh, boudoir?” She raised her eyebrows.

“Most girls when they find out that I do that kind of photography, they assume I’m just a creep trying to get them out of their clothes.” His voice still trembled with slight nervousness.

“Well, you already got me out of mine earlier.” Under the table, she brushed her foot against his calf.

William turned beat red and took a sip from his beer.

Nala smiled back at him and looked out over the beach. It really was a beautiful day, part of her wanted to strip down and just jump in the water.

Wouldn’t that give the paparazzi something to photograph. Her smile grew at the thought.

Then another idea popped in her head, causing Nala to bite her lip. It was perfect! She felt her nipples going hard under the skimpy dress. Part of her thought it was the margarita talking, but she didn’t care, she loved it.

“Do you have a studio?” She asked.

“Umm, yes… Well I have an apartment, part of it is converted into a studio.” He blushed again.

“Do you have any shoots scheduled today?” She continued.

He shook his head, still apparently not getting it.

“Would you like to do a photoshoot with me?” She stuck her chest out and smiled.

His eyes fell on her breasts again. This time they hovered there for a moment, before finally lifting to meet her gaze.

“I think… we could do something together.” He stammered.

“I mean, if you don’t want to, I can go somewhere else.” She pouted.

“Now wait just a minute,” He reached out and touched her hand, sending a tingle through Nala’s body. “It’s just… we don’t know each other.”

“What would you like to know?” She batted her eyes at him.

“Well for starters, why you were hiding from a Latina Amazon woman.” He smiled and took a sip from his beer.

“Don’t worry about her.” Nala shrugged him off.

William frowned.

“Okay, woman of mystery.” He shrugged. “So what do you want from this?”

“What I want…” She bit her lip.

“What I want… is to take off this dress and let you take photographs of me,” She took another sip from her margarita. “Then I want to go out, I want to experience the Miami nightlife. I don’t know how long I’ll be here and I want to do it all, and I want to do it with you.”

William chewed his lip for a moment.

“Lemme guess, rich girl, in for a trip, slipped free from daddy’s bodyguard, want to stick it to him before he inevitably finds you and drags you back to your ivory tower?” William smiled.

Her jaw dropped. He missed some details, but for the most part…

“That’s the general idea, yes.” She smiled at him.

William was really full of surprises.

I wonder just how many more he has… She bit her lip and turned to look back over the ocean.

And caught sight of a camera lens, a few yards down, pointed straight at her.

They had found her.

The photographer was standing on the beach, trying to look inconspicuous, but she knew how to spot a paparazzi with her eyes closed. Soon the others would descend on the area like moths to a flame.

Nala turned back to William and flashed him her most dazzling smile.

“So where is your studio?” She asked.

“It’s not far.” He smiled back.

“Good.” Her eyes met his.

If her father hated those candids of her on the beach, just wait until he saw these photos.

5.

The more Nala flipped through the pages of William’s photo work, the more she couldn’t wait to get her clothes off in front of him. Of course the photo shoot itself would be fun, and she couldn’t wait to see the reaction from her father and Balal when the photos went online, but not only had William proven to be cute and charming, but he was talented as well.

“These are great.” She called out to him as she flipped through one of his albums.

“Really?” He called from the kitchen on the other side of the apartment/studio.

When he told her about his apartment doubling as his studio, Nala had feared the worst, expecting a small, cramped space with a white backdrop set against a wall. To her surprise, she found that his place was rather spacious, with a large space set up in the middle for photo shoots. William looked to have a small living area set to the side with a TV, couch, and chairs, and from what she could tell, a bedroom beyond that.

I’m sure I’ll find out soon enough. She smiled, eying the closed bedroom door again before going back to the photo album.

There was a bathroom which also served as a changing area, and on the other side of the apartment was the kitchen, where William was currently fixing them a drink. Nala was sitting at a table in the photo area in a black robe, provided by William, flipping through one of the albums on the table while she waited. The models he worked with were breathtaking, beautiful women clad in extremely small but extremely sexy lingerie, bathed in neon purple or blue lighting. There was something ethereal about how he shot his women, both empowering and primal. They were made to look like goddesses, which is how he saw them.

Nala placed the photo album down and look down at the small, black, silk robe she wore. It fell open, revealing her heaving cleavage and a peak of her white bra underneath. A smile spread across her face and she closed the robe, not wanting to spoil the surprise for William. She looked in the direction of the kitchen, hearing him moving around there, and wondered what was taking him so long, but then shrugged and picked up another photo album. Her eyes went wide after she opened this latest one.

The first image to greet her was of a woman, beautiful, like the others. She looked to be in her forties, slightly older than most of the other models he worked with, but incredibly fit, with large, obviously enhanced breasts, and an impressive backside. The woman was clad in a black bra and thong, and tied to a pillar or pole of some sort with a black strip of satin tied through her mouth, gagging her. Her wide, pleading eyes seemed to be imploring whoever would look at the picture for help.

“Oh… I didn’t want you to see that one.” She heard William stammer, and Nala looked up to see him emerging from the kitchen, a drink in each hand.

Nala giggled and showed him the picture.

“William, are you planning on kidnapping me?”

He set the drinks down and took the album from her hands.

“Those are personal.” He flushed with embarrassment.

“What,” She laughed. “You have a kinky side?”

“Some of them… I will pay extra if they’ll pose in bondage for me.” He stammered.

“Oh?” She smiled at him.

“I know… not everyone is into it.”

“Do you want to tie me up?” She undid the sash for the robe, exposing her white bra and thong.

William’s eyes looked like they were going to fall right out of his head.

“Umm…” His jaw dangled uselessly around his chin as Nala stepped in front of the photo backdrop and dropped the robe, standing in front of him in her underwear.

“Maybe a few like this, and then a few of me tied up?” She raised an eyebrow at him.

“Sure…” He shook his head, and then reached down to a small remote and pressed a button.

Several lights around the backdrop switched on, bathing Nala in their bright glow. She blinked and held a hand up at how bright they were.

“Sorry, give me a minute.” He apologized, and a moment later the lights dimmed, allowing her to see him stepping behind his camera, which was resting on a tripod.

“What would you like me to do?” She asked, placing her hands on her hips.

“Oh I’m just framing up, you can relax.” He shrugged, aiming the camera lens at her.

Nala stood there, under the lights, watching as William stared at her through his camera’s cyclopian lens. As he did, she suddenly felt very exposed and vulnerable under the lights, and crossed her hands over her breasts. She couldn’t explain why she suddenly felt so different, maybe it was because it seemed like his demeanor changed as soon as she found the photo album.

“Hey, I don’t want you to think that I think you’re weird or anything because I saw that album.” She reassured him.

“Oh don’t worry.” He shrugged, still looking through the lens at her. Then his head popped up and he looked straight into her eyes.

She relaxed a bit at seeing his face, those puppy dog eyes of his.

“Sorry, I get a little intense when I’m in photographer mode.” He flashed her the crooked smile and shrugged.

“Oh it’s okay,” She laughed. “I thought I did something wrong.”

“No, you’re fine,” He laughed and eyed her again. “Nervous?”

“Oh…” She lowered her hands from her breasts.

“Here,” He lifted her drink. “To relax.”

“Oh yes.” She smiled, hurried over, and took the drink from him.

Being out of the lights, and back in the dimly lit area of the studio made her feel a hundred times more relaxed. William lifted his drink, clinked it against hers, and took a sip. Nala sat on the edge of the table and took a sip from her drink.

“Sorry I just think I got a little camera shy there.” She laughed and took another sip.

“It’s okay, we just met, I didn’t want you see that side of me so fast.” He gestured to the album.

“So you like tying girls up?” She giggled and took another sip. Nala didn’t know what was in the drink, but it was delicious.

“Yes, this sort of became my outlet for it.” He took a sip of his own drink.

“What got you into that?” She asked.

“That show Mrs. Americana.” His face turned red in that bashful way that she loved.

“I don’t think I’ve heard of that.” She took another sip, looked at the drink, and smiled. Not only was he a good photographer, cute, and charming, but he mixed a damn good drink too. It was strong too, and Nala could feel her head starting to swim.

“What, you haven’t heard of it?” His jaw dropped.

“I’ve… lived a sheltered life…” She muttered and took another sip.

“I have the whole series on DVD. It’s about this lady, she seems like a boring housewife by day, but she’s really a costumed superhero. Every episode she would get captured and tied up by the bad guys.” The enthusiasm in his voice was infectious.

“Oh?” She raised an eyebrow at him.

“Yeah it… a lot of people say that’s what started it for them” He stammered, once again turning red in embarrassment.

“Would you like to tie me up?” She leaned forward, pressing her breasts together.

“Uhh…” His gaze fell on her cleavage.

“Why don’t we skip the boring stuff and get kinky?” She licked her lips.

“Oh… well… yes…” His face was a mixture of confusion, surprise, and excitement, clearly taken aback by Nala’s proposition.

“Good,” She sat up. “Get your rope.”

Nala took another drink, jumped up from where she had been sitting on the table, and felt her legs give out from under her like they were jelly. She opened her mouth to cry out, but her jaw fell slack as she tumbled to the floor. Her brain barely had time to comprehend what was happening to her body before she fell in a heap to the ground and everything went black.

6.

Adriana adjusted the handcuffs and badge on her belt and pounded on the apartment door as authoritatively as she could without sounding urgent. Impersonating a police officer was nothing new to her, many clients had role-play fantasies involving law enforcement, but this was the first time she was actually doing so in a deceitful, and illegal, manner.

As soon as I get my hands on that princess, she’s dead. Adriana fumed as she folded her arms in an attempt to look as intimidating as possible.

She would have to ask Balal what the boundaries were for punishing the princess, because after chasing that royal brat all over Miami, Adriana wasn’t about to let Nala off easy.

Maybe a butt plug. Adriana smiled at the thought. Yes, a butt plug would be a good punishment. One that wouldn’t leave visible marks but would cause the princess significant discomfort, and definitely give her pause if she ever thought about running again.

She stared at the apartment door, willing it to open, but didn’t hear any movement on the other side, and knocked again, this time more forcefully, and rolled her eyes.

I swear, they better be in here.

The royal family was officially in panic mode after the paparazzi pictures of the princess climbing down the side of the hotel with her ass hanging out went online. As soon as Balal saw the pictures, Adriana thought he was going to have an aneurism as he screamed at her, his face growing redder with every syllable. He had made the stakes clear during that tirade: Either Adriana locate the princess in 24 hours, or she was fired.

As the man screamed at her, Adriana kept her face a mask, nodding and rolling her eyes at moments, before finally sighing “Are you finished?” once it seemed like he was out of breath. What she didn’t want Balal to see was that she was also panicking on the inside. She couldn’t lose a gig like this, it was her ticket to the big time.

She assured Balal she would have the princess back in less than 24 hours, and would keep her under constant watch after that. Thankfully, the thing that the royal family hated the most ended up being what led the dominatrix to Nala: the paparazzi.

A photo had been snapped of Nala eating at a Mexican restaurant with a “mystery man” as the tabloids had labeled him, but Adriana recognized the man immediately: He was from the department store. It all made sense in that moment, that Nala must have been hiding in the changing rooms and the young man had been covering for her.

Thankfully for Adriana, this is the age of social media, and she knew people who were computer savvy. It didn’t take long for an image search to turn up who the young man was. He was a photographer named William Pratt, who specialized mostly in portraits and boudoir. Once Adriana had the man’s identity, she figured out a story of how to get in, get the princess, and get out. She would tell Pratt that she was a detective chasing a wanted fugitive, after all, she had the handcuffs and a prop police badge already. The badge wouldn’t hold up under scrutiny, but she didn’t intend on letting Pratt get a close enough look to know that.

The badge now rested on her belt next to the handcuffs, and she even had a roll of duct tape clipped to her belt as well in case she needed to silence the princess. If Pratt mentioned anything about that, Adriana would just say it was standard practice to gag unruly prisoners, and if he made trouble, she would threaten to take him in too.

As the muscular Brazilian waited outside of the photographer’s apartment, she began to question if he and Nala were there. Perhaps they had gone out for a night on the town? If so, then maybe Adriana could stake out the place, wait for them to come back. Just to be sure, she knocked again, this time louder. If there was no answer, she would find a corner to wait, and keep an eye on the gossip sites just in case.

After this knock, she heard movement inside, then the familiar sound of locks clicking open. A moment later, the door opened a crack and Pratt’s wide, puppy dog eyes peered out into the hallway.

“Umm…” He undressed Adriana with his eyes. “I didn’t have a shoot scheduled today but if you like we can set something up for later this week?”

“Excuse me?” Adriana raised her eyebrows.

“I’m sorry, you aren’t a model?” He blushed.

Adriana was almost flattered, then realized that was his game.

“No I’m not,” She kept her voice stern and flashed her badge. “I’m Detective Adriana Flores, Miami PD.”

Pratt’s eyes went wide and he stared at her slack-jawed.

“Oh, I’m so sorry officer,” He opened the door wider. “What can I do for you?”

“Can I come in?” She asked, and was immediately rewarded by him stepping aside.

“Of course.”

Adriana cracked a smile and stepped inside. She had pegged Pratt instantly from the moment he opened the door, puppy dog kinda guy, could be pushed around easily.

The apartment was bigger than she expected, with a large wall on the far side of the room set aside for photo shoots, with a backdrop and lights. A TV was blaring in a small living space set to the side, which may explain why he didn’t hear her knocking.

“What… what is this about officer?” He was wringing his hands.

Adriana smiled.

A guilty conscience?

“We’re on the lookout for a wanted fugitive. Are you alone right now?” She asked. If he remembered her from earlier, he was doing a good job of pretending he didn’t.

“Yes, yes I am, just watching TV.” He gestured to the living area.

Adriana stepped around to the large flat screen against the wall. On the screen, a buxom blond woman in a red, white, and blue bikini, a mask, and a cape resembling the American Flag, was creeping around outside of a large home. She sighed, recognizing the old television show from the 70s called The Adventures of Mrs. Americana, it was a favorite of many of her clients. Pratt caught her looking at the TV and flashed a sheepish grin.

“It’s a… guilty pleasure.” He murmured.

“Anyway,” She sighed. “So you haven’t had anyone over tonight?”

“No…” He shook his head.

“What about earlier, can you attest for your whereabouts?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Well…” He bit his lip.

Adriana took out her phone, brought up a picture of Nala, and held it out for him to see.

“Do you know who this woman is?” She asked.

Pratt looked at the phone, and shook his head.

“No?” She asked. “Look again.”

He did, and shook his head again.

“No, I don’t know her. Should I?”

Adriana smiled, and then brought up the picture of him and Nala at the restaurant.

“I don’t know, you tell me.” She smiled at him, watching the color drain from his face.

“Oh…” He stammered.

“You don’t remember from the store, do you?” She smiled at him.

“Oh right,” His eyes widened. “I was wondering why you looked familiar, that’s why I thought you were a model earlier.”

“This woman is a wanted fugitive from justice, and if you are harboring her, that makes you an accessory.” Adriana said in her most stern voice.

“Oh no, I’m not harboring anyone here.” He shook his head, and then turned to the television.

Adriana followed his gaze. On the screen, the buxom Mrs. Americana was sneaking around the house, bending over so the viewers had a nice view of her amble cleavage. As she made her way down a hallway, a door flew open and a large hand came out and clamped over the heroine’s mouth while another hand wrapped around her waist. Mrs. Americana’s eyes went wide with terror and shock, and then the image went into a freeze frame, zoomed in on her terrified face, and the music swelled before the image faded out for what would have been a commercial break.

Adriana sighed at the cheesy show and turned back to Pratt, who blushed.

“Sorry, gotta love the classics.” He shrugged.

“So, want to tell me what you were doing having dinner with a known criminal?” She asked him.

“Uhh, right,” He cleared his throat. “She told me a very convincing story, that she was in danger, being chased by some very bad people. After the store, she took me out for dinner to thank me, and then said she was meeting some people at the docks who could get her to safety. That was it.”

“Really?” Adriana pressed.

“Yes, she didn’t elaborate any further. She said knowing more would put me in danger.” The way his wide, shocked puppy dog eyes looked made her think he might just be telling the truth. After all, a beautiful, exotic looking woman like Nala could play a sap like Pratt like a fiddle.

But Adriana also knew that Nala could still be playing Pratt.

“So you wouldn’t mind if I looked around?” She asked.

“Oh not at all, help yourself.” He stepped back, as if giving him permission.

“Thank you.” Adriana paced away from him and scanned the apartment.

On the TV, a clean cut man in a police outfit was sitting down to eat with another man in the house that Mrs. Americana was just snooping around in.

“Oh the suspense, I love it.” Pratt gushed, looking at the screen.

“What?” Adriana turned back to him, but he seemed engrossed in the old show.

“The police man is Sheriff Matthew Washington, who doesn’t know that his wife Betsy is secretly the costumed crime fighter Mrs. Americana.” Pratt explained.

“Right…” Adriana sighed.

“He also doesn’t know that the man he’s eating with, his new neighbor, is actually the son of a dangerous criminal that Washington sent away to prison for life and is out for revenge. Mrs. Americana had just discovered that, and went to the house to bring the man to justice, but as you saw, got caught by him just before the commercial break.” Pratt’s eyes were filled with excitement, and something else…

Lust.

“So when the show comes back from commercial, there’s no sign of Mrs. Americana, but Sheriff Washington is sitting down for dinner with a man who is planning on killing him, and also has done something nefarious with the title character, though we don’t know what. So there’s the suspense of the audience knowing that the neighbor is the bad guy but the sheriff doesn’t, but also the suspense of wondering what he’s done with Mrs. Americana.”

“Uh huh…” Adriana looked at the TV as the evil neighbor poured a drink for the unsuspecting sheriff.

“But just watch…” Pratt motioned to the TV.

The image cut to a profile shot of the buxom and bikini clad Mrs. Americana, tied to a chair in another room. Ropes were tied above and below her large breasts, which heaved up and down as she struggled in the chair. A red, thick cloth was tied over the heroine’s mouth, who could only emit pathetic mewls as she struggled. After heaving up and down in her chair and moaning into her gag, Mrs. Americana began to stamp her boots on the wooden floor boards beneath her. The show cut again to the two men sitting at the table, both of which turned to look above them at the sound of Mrs. Americana’s feet tapping from the second floor. While the Sheriff had a look of confusion on his face, the villainous neighbor had a look of fear and shock.

“What’s that?” Sheriff Washington asked.

“Oh nothing” The villain flashed a toothy grin. “Just a loose shudder.”

“You should take care of that.” The Sheriff turned back to his meal.

“I intend to later this evening.” The villain smiled again.

Adriana turned away from the TV, but Pratt was glued to it.

Maybe I should hurry up and look around so he can be left alone with his show. She thought, wandering into his photo area. There was a small table behind the lights, and a camera on a tripod, but nothing else that aroused her suspicions. Then she saw on the other side of the apartment a closed door and raised an eyebrow.

As she started to cross the photo area towards the closed door, the dimly lit studio area erupted in a blast of white, blinding light. Adriana cried out and put her hands in front of her eyes, turning away from the overpowering luminescence coming from in front and above her. She lowered her gaze, but her vision filled with spots under the oppressive onslaught of light.

Then something was pressed over her face, and a noxious smell assaulted her senses.

“Hnmmph! Mmmm!” She cried, trying to pull away as she felt a hand wrap around her waist.

As she struggled, the image of Mrs. Americana’s wide, shocked eyes as the villain’s hand clamped over her mouth filled Adriana’s head.

“Mmmmnnoo!” She moaned, trying to elbow her attacker, but the block spots that filled her vision were spreading and expanding.

Her muscles were going slack as she fought, the smell of the chloroform seeping in through her mouth and nostrils to spread through her entire body.

“Hmmmp…” She sighed, and then everything went black.

***

The first thing that Adriana was aware of as she returned to consciousness was those lights, still as overpowering as ever. Her eyes drifted open and then immediately snapped shut as the white hot light hit her like a fist. As she slowly awoke from her chloroform induced sleep, the Brazilian dominatrix attempted to get her bearings.

What happened? Where am I

The Princess… Nala! She was attempting to locate the princess.

A photographer!

But what happened after that? Her eyes opened again. The lights were still there, beating down on her bare skin like the desert sun.

Bare skin!

Her eyes snapped open and she jolted forward, suddenly feeling the tape around her wrists.

What!

She looked down, realizing that she was indeed, half naked. Adriana had stormed into the photographer’s studio wearing the black tank top and skin tight pants that she had wore to see Nala, but now she was stripped down to her white bra and matching white thong panties. Another cry of surprise escaped her lips as she moved, now feeling the tape around her ankles as well.

There was something else too.

She could feel the dead weight of another person sitting back to back with her. As she moved, Adriana felt her firm, muscular buttocks pressed up against the thick backside of another woman. Adriana looked down to see that her wrist was taped to another woman’s slender, slightly lighter skinned wrist, and same with her other wrist. The dominatrix turned her head to see her fellow captive, though she had a good idea of who it was.

It was princess Nala, Adriana didn’t even have to see her face, she could tell by the young woman’s thick black hair. Much like Adriana, Nala was stripped down to her underwear, also a white bra and matching thong panties, her thick butt cheeks pressed against Adriana’s firm, round posterior. Nala’s head was slumped forward, indicating she was still unconscious.

Adriana grunted and pulled on the tape securing her wrist to Nala’s, but it held firm. Looking down, she saw that her feet were taped together at the ankle as well.

“Nala, Nala get up…” Adriana whispered and gently nudged the unconscious princess with her elbow.

As the fog from the chloroform lifted, Adriana took in more of her situation. Both of the half naked women were sitting on an upright, rectangular box, and as her eyesight adjusted to the bright lights, she was able discern most of the apartment around her.

The camera sat on the tripod, its lens fixed on the women like the eye of a cyclops. Adriana took one look at it and then flexed her muscles in an attempt to break free from the duct tape. Behind her, Nala stirred.

“Come on, get up.” Adriana pushed the princess with her shoulder and strained again.

What did this brat get me into? Part of her wanted to administer a punishment to Nala so bad that the princess wouldn’t be able to sit for a week, but that thought was quickly banished in favor of thoughts on how to escape. It was clear that this photographer, whoever he was, had kidnapped Nala, and then pounced on Adriana when she came snooping.

Behind her, Nala grunted and lifted her head.

“Come on, wake up.” Adriana whispered, her eyes racing around the room for any sign of the photographer.

“What?” Nala cried, suddenly realizing her near nudity and helplessness.

“Shhh! Shhh!” Adriana hushed the princess.

“What the…” Nala gasped, tugging on her taped wrist.

“Calm down, calm down!” Adriana hissed at the struggling princess, her eyes still racing around the studio for any sign of the kidnapper.

“What is this?” Nala cried, still tugging on her wrists bound to Adriana’s.

“We have to get out of here is what it is.” Adriana spat, flexing her arm in another vain effort to break the tape.

“What, but… William…” Nala’s eyes raced around the studio as she put the pieces together.

“You know how to pick them,” Adriana jabbed. “Now come on and help me figure out how to get out of this.”

“Hey,” Nala hissed. “How was I supposed to know he was a creep?”

“We can argue about this later, let’s just get out of here!” Adriana blurted back.

Just then, the lights dimmed just slightly, enough for Adriana to make out most of the apartment around them. The TV in the corner had turned back on, resuming the episode of Mrs. Americana. There was no sign of the bound and gagged heroine though, as it seemed that the rugged Sheriff was now locked in a fist fight with the dastardly neighbor out for revenge. Both women cried out at the change in lighting, and both increased their struggles. Then Adrian saw him, William, behind the camera setting up his shot. A moment later Nala must have noticed him too and let out a cry of alarm.

The captives twisted and tugged on their bonds, but it was no use, as they were both secured tightly by the tape.

Dammit come on! I’ve tied up so many people but I can’t get out of a little tape! Adriana fumed as she flexed and strained against the tape. Then she looked up and glared at William as he peered at them through his camera.

“Just you wait, you hear me! When I get out of this you’re gonna be in a world of trouble!” She bellowed, attempting intimidation as a new strategy.

He didn’t respond, and kept fiddling with the camera.

“People are looking for us, people know who you are! They’ll be at that door in any minute!” She added.

“Listen, William, we can make it worth your while. Whatever you want, just name it.” Nala added in, trying bargaining in addition to Adriana’s intimidation.

He stood up from his camera, but with the lights shining in both women’s eyes, it was hard to see the expression on their kidnapper’s face.

“Hey! Do you hear me! You’re already in so much trouble! Maybe if you let us go we’ll go easy on you!” Adriana continued, flexing her arms in an attempt to look intimidating.

“Do you know who I am? I’m a very important person. I can get you anything you want.” Nala pleaded.

Both women tensed as William stepped out from behind the camera, and then Adriana saw the roll of duct tape in his hand.

“No! No wait! Listen!” She cried, her eyes going wide as he approached, pulling a strip from the roll.

“Come on, you don’t have to do that. Listen let’s-ULLLUGGG!” Adriana was cut off by William pressing the strip of tape over her lips.

“Mmmph! Ummm gghhmmddd! Stthhp!” She whine as he applied strip after strip over her mouth.

“Mmmmh! Mmmmph! Gmmmm!” She whined, but with each added strip of tape, her moans became more and more muffled.

Adriana attempted to move her mouth but the tape kept her lips effectively sealed, and as William applied more tape, Nala pleaded with him.

“You don’t have to do that to me, I’ll be quiet, I promise…” She begged, turning her head to look at the gagged Brazilian behind her.

“Ummmf! Mmm ggnn!” Adriana lunged at William, attempting intimidation again despite her near nudity and helplessness.

William stepped away, admiring the bound and gagged Brazilian as she grasped at him and barked through the layers of tape over her mouth.

“Hmmm mmmph! Gmmmhh!” She fumed.

Never had Adriana had such treatment! She was a dominatrix, always in control. Humiliating someone, rendering them helpless was her job!

Once I get out of here, he’s dead! She fumed, huffing into her gag.

William seemed to feed off of her anger, and offered a crooked smile, and then leaned over and grasped one of her breasts through her bra.

“Hrrrggg!” She grunted and lunged forward.

William laughed and jumped away, then peeled another strip of tape from the roll and stepped over to Nala, who was still pleading with him.

“No wait I’ll be quiet! Really, you don’t have to do that to me! I promise I won’t-MMMPH!” The princesses exhortations were cut off by a strip of duct tape being pressed over her lips.

“Mmmmph! Nnnnnmmooo!” Nala cried as more tape was placed over her mouth.

“Hrrrrummph! Mmmmmph!” Adriana grunted, turning her head to see William applying strip after strip of tape over Nala’s mouth much like he had done to Adriana.

“Hlllp! Hhhlllpp mmmhh! Hhhrrrmmp!” The princess whined as more tape was added.

“Sttthhpp hhtttt! Stthhhp! Hhrrry!” Adriana fumed, still tugging at the tape securing her to Nala.

William finished with the final strip of tape over Nala’s mouth, and then grasped one of her breasts like he had Adriana.

“Hrrrrmmp!” Nala whined.

“Gggggrmph!” Adriana huffed.

The photographer stepped around and stood in front of the two bound and gagged women, leering at their half naked bodies as they struggled, and then turned to gesture to the TV in the corner. On the screen, the evil neighbor was now being lead out of the house in handcuffs as the heroic Sheriff gloated on his victory.

“As you can see, Sheriff Washington caught onto the villain’s deception and arrested him,” William explained. “Of course, the intrepid police man still hasn’t realized that the bad guy has Mrs. Americana bound and gagged on the second floor.”

“Hmmmph!” Adriana grunted, her attention split between the television and the photographer.

“Eemmph!” Nala squeaked.

“Well, looks like you’ll be joining your father in prison.” On the television, Sheriff Washington smiled at the handcuffed villain, puffing out his chest in pride.

The handcuffed villain stood in the doorway, being lead out by two deputies, when once again there was the sound of Mrs. Americana pounding her feet on the floor above. A look of panic registered on the villain’s face as he looked up at the sound.

“Well,” Sheriff Washington looked up at the sound as well. “Looks like you won’t be fixing that loose shudder after all. Get him out of here boys.”

With that the deputies dragged the protesting villain out of the house.

“Whhhht!” Adriana fumed, momentarily taken in by the cheesy old TV show.

This sheriff really is an idiot! How could he not realize that the tapping was a bound and gagged woman upstairs signaling for help?

William laughed, noticing how Adriana had temporarily forgotten her plight in favor of the TV show.

“You see this is one of my favorite episodes of the show, despite it being light on bondage compared to some other episodes.” He explained, making his way back to his camera.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmmph!” Adriana grunted, returning her attention to getting free.

“Hlllpph! Nnnnnnooo! Ummm…” Nala was steadily mewing into her gag.

“You see, normally Sheriff Washington shows up to rescue Mrs. Americana when she gets tied up.” William stepped behind the camera and motioned to the TV.

On the screen, it was an exterior shot of the villain being lead out of the house to a waiting police car. Through a brightly lit second floor window, Mrs. Americana could be seen, still tied to the chair, gagged, and struggling valiantly, her large breasts still heaving up and down as she fought against her bonds.

“But there was a handful of episodes that ended with Mrs. Americana not being rescued, leaving it up to the viewers to use their imaginations to figure out how the superheroine got free.” William leaned over and pressed a button on the camera, and a moment later there was a blinding flash as it snapped a photo.

“Ufff!” Adriana grunted.

“Eeeph!” Nala whined.

On the television, the end credits of the show flashed across the screen as the image faded out on the exterior shot of the house with Mrs. Americana still bound and gagged in the window, struggling.

“Of course the very next episode never addresses how Mrs. Americana managed to get free, or even references the events of the previous episode.” William continued, snapping another photo.

“Hrrryy stmmpph!” Adriana grunted, glaring at the photographer, who laughed and snapped another photo.

“Ummm hmmph! Nmmnno!” Nala pleaded.

“Oh I like that, one defiant, one scared.” William smiled, and snapped another photo.

“Ummfff!”

“Mmmnoo ppfffsss sthppp!”

“Nnnnoo! Nnnnnmoo nnhhh!”

But their muffled screams seemed to fuel the photographer as he snapped more and more photos of their bound helplessness.

“Ummmphh hmmph!”

“Mmmmm gmmmph!”

William snapped a few more photos then stood up and bit his lip while eying up the two helpless women. Adriana knew that whatever he had up his sleeve, it wasn’t good. Then he stepped out from behind the camera and approached the bound women, pulling something silver from his pocket as he did.

Adriana froze, her nipples going erect against her bra as soon as she saw it glint under the light.

A knife. The photographer casually flicked the blade open as he stepped towards his captives.

“Hmmph! Mmmm hmmmph! Mmm!” She cried, trying to twist away.

“Nnnphh! Mmmph hmmph!” Nala moaned, also seeing the weapon in William’s hand.

“Hmmph! Nnnnmmoph! Nnnnoo! Hhhhmph!” Adriana cried as he stood over her, knife in hand.

Then he reached out, grabbed the strap of her bra, and with a flick of the blade cut it.

“Whhht!?” She looked down, barely registering her cut bra strap before he cut the other one.

“Hrrry!” Her fear turned to indignation as she glared at him.

William reached behind her, unclasped the bra, and then pulled, letting her small but perky fake breasts fall free.

“Hrrrmph! Sthhp!” Her nostrils flared, and her flesh raised, both from the adrenaline and embarrassment.

Then he reached down and grabbed the small, white strap of her thong and sliced it with the knife.

“Nnnnpph! Shhhttp!” She pleaded, but he shifted to her other side and used the knife to cut the remaining strap.

“Urrggh!” She fumed, glaring at him, daring him to try something new.

William stepped in front of her, holding the sliced straps of her thong, and pulled the undergarment out from between her legs.

“Ulllp! Eeeph!” Adriana cried in embarrassment, now completely naked.

Her entire muscular form was completely exposed, and she flexed and strained anew, trying in vain to get free. As she did, William stepped behind her and cut one of the straps to Nala’s bra.

“Ummmph!” The princess cried, barely having time to react before William cut her other strap.

Much like Adriana, he reached behind Nala’s back, unclasped her bra, and ripped away her bra, exposing the princesses large, round breasts.

“Hmmph! Mmmmm hmmph!” Nala whined, trying to twist away as William grabbed one of the straps to her thong and cut it.

“Mmmph! Hmmm hmmmph!” She cried in vain as the photographer cut her other strap.

Just like before, William pulled the white panties out from between Nala’s legs, leaving the princess naked and exposed much like the muscular Brazilian.

“Mmmmph! Ummm ggmm!” Nala moaned, twisting and pulling against the tape securing her to Adriana.

Instead of stepping back behind his camera, William leered at Nala’s naked body for a moment, and then reached out and grasped one of her breasts.

“Sthhp! Hmmmpph mmmph!” She protested.

“Sthhhph hhht! Hrrry!” Adriana twisted around, still trying her intimidation tactic.

William instead stepped around, reached behind Nala, and groped both of her large breasts.

“Ummm hmmph! Mmphh sthhp!” The Princess moaned, trying to twist out of his grip.

“Ummm mmmhh gghhdd stthhp hhtt!” Adriana spat, but William persisted, his grasping at Nala’s large breasts.

“Ummm ahhh pprrrnnccss! Yhhh Hhhrrr mmhh!” Nala grumbled through her gag, but if William heard or understood, he gave no indication.

Instead, her clamped one hand over her taped mouth, and continued to grope her breasts with the other.

“Ummm gghmmph! Hhhlp!” Nala cried.

“Stthhph! Gmmmff hhhwwyy fhhmmm hhhhuhh!” Adriana chimed in.

It was a mistake. William turned his attention to her, reaching around from behind to grab her breasts.

“Umm hmmmf! Sthhhp! Ggrrhmmmph!” She cried, flexing and straining with all of her might to rip out of the duct tape and tear the photographer’s head off.

But it was no use, and he only seemed to feed off of her struggles, grasping and clutching at her breasts with more ferocity.

“Ggrrrmmm hmmph! Mmmph! Uhhh kkkhh mmhh! Uhhh wwhnnn uuhh ggghh mnnno!” She cried, turning red from her anger and humiliation at his hands.

William let go of Adriana’s breasts, walked across the photo area, and back behind his camera.

“Ummm hmmmf! Mmmpph!” Nala whined.

“Grrrmmm hmmmph!” Adriana mumbled.

He snapped another photo, and another. All the while the two naked, helpless women struggled. After taking a few more, he stood up, stepped out from behind the camera, and stared at his two captives. Both women froze and watched their captor, their naked chests heaving up and down in anticipation of what he would do next. His eyes seemed to take in the sight of them, and then he took out his phone.

“Mmmph! Nhmmmhh! Mmm!” Adriana cried, knowing nothing good could come from this.

“Hhhllp! Hhhlllpp ppsssff!” Nala mewled.

With a smile on his face, he dialed a number and put the phone to his ear.

“Hhhllph! Hlllhh mmmh!”

“Mmm! Mmmm ummph!”

“Hey, it’s me.” William said into the phone.

“Urrgggh! Ummm hmmph!”

“Mmmph!”

“You hear that?” The photographer smiled at whoever was on the other end.

Adriana ceased her muffled cries and watched, eyes wide, listening.

“Oh yeah you’re gonna love these two.” His grin grew wider.

“Ummm hmmph! Nnnhhh!” Nala whined.

“Oh the games,” William looked intrigued, and then his eyes lit up. “They would be excellent participants for the games.”

“Whhhtt!” Adriana asked.

The games? What was he talking about?

“Well tell you what, get over here with the truck. I’ll get them all wrapped up so we can move them out.” The look he gave the bound and gagged women, full of excitement and lust, sent a chill down Adriana spine.

“Uhhhmmm nnhhooo.” She cried.

He hung up his phone, put it back in his pocket, and then disappeared off into his studio somewhere. As soon as William was out of sight, Adriana resumed her struggles.

“Ccmmmnnh hhnn!” She grunted at Nala, flexing against the tape.

“Hmmmpph! Hhllp!” Nala whined.

“Ccmmmphh hhnn! Hhppph mmhhhh gghhtt hhttt!” Adriana nudged Nala and flexed again.

“Ummm mmmph! Mmmmmph!” Nala responded.

“Mmrrrr hhsssllsss!” Adriana grunted.

Then Adriana saw the shadow of William reappear just beyond the lights, making his way towards them. He had a long, cylindrical object in his hands, but she couldn’t tell what.

“Hrrrmph! Mmmmm ggmmmh!” Adriana cried, trying to will Nala to help her escape.

Then William stepped back under the lights, and Adriana saw that he had a roll of green plastic wrap in his hands.

“Nnhhh! Mmmmnph! Nnnnhh!” She cried as he stepped towards her, unspooling the plastic wrap as he did.

“Ummmph! Hmmp mmmpph!” Nala cried, trying to shrink away as he wrapped the plastic wrap over one of the princess’s biceps.

Before Nala could react, William pulled the plastic wrap over her chest and circled, wrapping the green sticky substance around Adriana as well.

“Nnnhh! Urggh! Gmmmh!” The dominatrix cried as the first layer of plastic wrap circled her, pinning her arms to her sides.

Then William circled again and again, wrapping layer after layer around the women’s midsections, pinning their backs against each other.

“Hrrrmph ggmmph!” Adriana strained, but the layers of plastic held firm as layer after layer constricted over her body and Nala’s.

“Hmmmph! Ummm nnhh!” Nala joined in, watching in horror as she too was wrapped up.

Then William moved up, over their shoulders, and then necks…

“Nnnnmmph! Mmmpph!”

“Sthhhp! Pssssfff!” The photographer wrapped layer after layer over their mouths, pulling both women’s heads back against each other as he did.

“Mmmph!”

“Ummmph!”

And then up, leaving their noses exposed, and over their eyes. Adriana could still see through the green cling wrap, but with every added layer her vision became more and more distorted.

“Mmm… ggmmm…” Her moans game out even more muffled with the layers of plastic wrap over her mouth.

Soon their heads were completely encased, with only their noses exposed. Neither woman could move their head with the layers of plastic wrap securing them together.

Once their upper bodies were completely encased, William moved down, wrapping their legs and thighs. He didn’t even bother moving them off the box they were seated on, he just wrapped it along with them.

Finally, he finished, both women wrapped together in a cocoon of green plastic wrap so tightly that neither could move. Their muffled cries came out as barely whimpers through the layers of plastic over their mouths. Both women could only sit, barely wriggling against each other, as they awaited their fate.

Soon Adriana could hear another male voice, but with her head covered in plastic wrap, she couldn’t make out what William or this new comer were saying. After that, she could feel her and Nala being lifted, placed on a hard, metal surface, and then moving, being wheeled along…

Everything went by in a blur, neither woman able to see through the layers of plastic wrap. Both of them could only mumble weakly through the tape and plastic wrap over their mouths.

Then they were going down an elevator, and the moving again. A moment later Adriana could feel them being lifted and placed down again on a metal surface. She could vaguely make out the sound of an engine idling around her.

She guessed they must have been in the back of a van or a truck. A moment later she heard what sounded like the sound of a door or doors closing.

Then they were moving, being driven off to…

The games? Adriana thought, thinking of what William mentioned on the phone.

She didn’t know what games he was referring to, but the smile that spread on his face when he mentioned it told her that as bad as things were for her now, something told her this was just the beginning...

The End…

Nala and Adriana will return in Damsels Anonymous Volume 7: The Damsel Games
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