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1.

"Gmph mnnr fnmphhm hnnn nff mm!" Xia Lan strained against the course nylon ropes that bit into her flesh.

The ropes had become her world, all she had known. They seemed to have a mind of their own, and anticipate her every move as they hugged her voluptuous figure, which only seemed to accentuate her breathtaking beauty and porcelain skin.

Her captors changed her position often, and this time she was seated with her long, curvy, toned legs crossed over one another. Ropes circled her thighs as well as her ankles. Two ropes affixed themselves to the bindings around her ankles and secured them to opposite posts of the bed she occupied. This particular tie ensured Xia Lan couldn't uncross her legs and her arms were tied "bunny ear style" with her wrists bound together and her arms folded behind her head. A thin black leather cleave gag was pulled tightly between her succulent lips and reduced her complaints to grunts and groans.

The ropes were bad, but the hands that wandered her bound form were even worse.

"Gnnphh! Ummpf!." Xia arched her back and twisted her waist side to side as she struggled to evade the hands that massaged and groped her large, firm breasts. In response to her pleas, her tormenter grabbed her nipples and twisted them between her fingers.

"Nrrhh!" Her gagged moans seemed to excite him, something that was easy for her to notice since she was seated on his lap.

"Grrhh! Mrr hncch hmrhmr!!" She grumbled at her captor as she wiggled her plump, round rear end in hopes of squirming free.

Her captor grabbed a hold of her face and pulled down her gag. Xia took a deep breath to scream, yet before she uttered a single sound, he pressed his mouth against hers and locked it into place. His long, slimy tongue probed her mouth, took control of her tongue, and twisted them together in an embrace.

."Hghoch chihhinh nhe!!" She protested, trying to wriggle out of his grasp.

As he held the kiss, his hands continued to maul her large breasts.

"Non'gh eghen ghhinch ahough igh!!!" Xia’s eyes widened in shock as she continued her futile efforts at escape.

One of his hands drifted down to her waist and caressed her well-toned abs.                

"Unngh!" Xia Lan huffed through her nose as her mouth remained firmly affixed to his.

Behind her burly captor, Xia heard a deep chuckling, and opened her eyes to see the guards standing around, watching. The way he kept her tied and gagged was horrible, and the way his hands explored her body was worse, but the utter humiliation came from the guards, who had become their nightly audience for the past five long years.

Five years…

Part of her still couldn’t believe it. Five years since this ogre had captured her and kept her bound, gagged, and hidden away from the world, locked away in a prison that looked like a luxury bedroom. She was a princess kept in a tower by a greedy giant. Not only did he keep the ropes tight and intricately knotted, but the guards, who stayed in the room all day with her, were armed with stun guns and chloroform.

She was always aware of their hungry eyes on her as she struggled, day in and day out. Her bondage was a riddle that she was determined to solve. Her Kidnapper expertly tied her and ensured all knots were far from her fingertips. He also tied Xia Lan in various positions that prevented her from untying herself. Her current bunny ear tie offered a prime example. With her hand tied behind her head, finding a knot seemed impossible. Still, as his tongue continued to intertwine with hers, her fingers desperately flailed about. He gently grabbed the back of her hair and pulled it back in response.                 "Mmphh!" She groaned in defiance.

Yet, he remained unmoved, his lips locked onto hers like a vice.

"Grrmph, Nrrgh!" Xia glared up at his dead, golden eye.

“The boss looked it up the other day. The world record for “longest kiss” is 59 hours,” One of the security guards informed his colleagues. “I think he wants to break the record. Hell, he probably wants to smash the record.”

Xia Lan's eyes widened when she heard these words.

“Hihghy Eihhgh houuh? Ih he cuaghy.” She protested and tried to wiggle away.

Still, her captor’s false eye glared unblinking at her. She didn’t know what was worse, that eye, made completely of solid, 24 karat gold, or his real one, which was an icy blue.

“Ho hucch youuheuh, ahhhoue!!” Xia closed her eyes.

She needed to focus on escape. The one thought that had kept her going through this long ordeal was gaining back her freedom, and getting back to…

Her heart melted at the though of being home, of seeing…

NO! She hardened herself. Escape first.

Escape, and ripping that stupid golden eye from her captor’s skull.

Almost as if he knew she harbored thoughts of escape, he returned his fingers to work, pinching one of her nipples again and instantly breaking her concentration!

"Nrrt!" she flailed about, and she kicked her legs out.

The ropes around her ankles held fast, and her legs remained crossed. She twisted her waist, but his arms held her in place. She moved her face back and forth, but his face remained glued to hers.                 "Luegh nhe ho! I uuiuu chiuu you, I huueau!!!!!" Time continued to tick away as the kiss went on longer and longer.

As he held the kiss, Xia cursed her Kidnapper. More than that, she cursed the day she entered this wretched country.

Five years earlier...

Xia Lan stared at the photos of the bound and gagged women on the stage, committing their features to memory. All three were attractive, beautiful in fact, and would fetch a great price, she was sure. They clad in black bras and thongs, with their hands tied behind their backs, and mouths gagged with thick, white clothes.

“Three our own agents, they went undercover in Muzzaria three months ago and we lost contact. Now they show up here at a slave auction.” Robert Stevenson pointed at the pictures and took a drag from his cigarette.

Xia leaned back and lifted the photo slightly before looking over her shoulder. The wide brim of her hat shaded her from the punishing New Zealand summer sun, and hopefully would protect the image from any nosy passers by.

“Why don’t you just show it to the whole cafe.” Robert cracked.

“Hey, you picked the spot.” Xia slid the photo back to him.

“Yeah I cant be far, Trailey’s recital is tonight.” He took another drag from the cigarette and then a sip from his coffee.

Robert appeared like the classic hardened agent on the outside, constant wise cracks, disheveled suit, perpetual five o’clock shadow, but in the two years he had been her handler, she also learned that he was a dedicated family man, and his daughter was his world. The small cafe they were seated outside of was located in a town about 45 minutes from Robert’s home. It seemed like a cute spot, but in the middle of a weekday afternoon, was anything but busy.

No doubt Robert had chosen a place where they hopefully wouldn’t draw attention. Unfortunately, that was a hard thing for Xia. She grew up in Hong Kong, and her beauty reached transcendental levels the moment she matured. With a body that belonged in a comic book and a face that could cause the downfall of nations, Xia received lecherous looks everywhere she went. Unwanted attention was what Xia was used, and why she had no doubt been brought into Interpol

Even now, with her wide brim hat and large sunglasses, she could feel men watching her as they walked up and down the small town street. Equally, she could feel their envious eyes on Robert, wondering how a guy like him scored a woman like Xia.

If they only knew. She smiled and took a sip from her coffee.

“So, another job for the Unconquered Goddess?” She smiled at him.

“Not so fast,” He sighed. “There’s something fishy here.”

“After all this time, you still don’t trust me?” She feigned shock.

“I worry about you.” He huffed.

Xia had graduated from Interpol's six-month training program, aced the written test, and joined the organization at 18. The youngest graduate in their history. She endured day after day of sexual harassment and patiently waited for her opportunity. Her early days of supervised fieldwork often saw her undercover in a bikini as her male supervising officer "staked out" their target while rubbing lotion on her backside for hours. Xia had endured those first two years thanks to her lover, whom she had met in the training program. After every exhausting stake out, every bust, her lover was there, waiting for her at home. As the time passed, the two of them began to build a life together, motivating each other, pushing each other, knowing that this wasn’t all there was to life.

Xia earned her stripes two years later and became an independent field agent, and thats’ when she was introduced to Robert Stevenson. Robert was gruff and distant at first, but as they worked case after case together, they grew closer, and Robert began to treat Xia like his other daughter. Those first two years were harrowing for Xia. Interpol assigned her to the human trafficking department as per her wishes. Working as an undercover operative chasing Human traffickers is a sweet gig for male agents. After all, human trafficking carries shorter prison sentences than murder in most countries. Therefore, these busts are less likely to devolve into shootouts.

For female officers, Human trafficking is a dangerous matter, especially for attractive female officers and even more so for an earth-shattering beauty such as Xia, who tried to avoid missions where she posed as a potential target and instead would go undercover as a buyer or a member of a rival organization. However, as soon as the slavery outfits caught sight of her, she became their top target. Fortunately, two things worked in Xia's favor: her skilled hand-to-hand combat skills and the fact that her pursuers often underestimated her due to her looks. Whenever she started an op, her skills were sufficient to protect her.

Still, even Xia could only fight off so many people. She realized that, eventually, her image would make its rounds in the Slavery circles if she wasn't careful. So, she took to wearing a veil to that covered the lower half of her face. At the same time, this kept her off the radar of most slavery groups or the occasional rogue kidnapper. The veiled beauty with the knockout figure still enticed despite her hidden visage. Xia either fought them all off or narrowly escaped their pursuit...Every single time. Her penchant for avoiding capture earned her quite the reputation around Interpol headquarters and filled Xia with pride. Xia's looks already garnered her a mile-long list of admirers at work. Now, they were finally admiring Xia for her talents as well. As her reputation skyrocketed, Xia Lan earned the right to operate as she pleased, and her coworkers even coined a new nickname for her, "The Unconquered Goddess."

"Do you not think that this information is any good?" She asked, motioning to the files.

"Honestly? I can't tell. It almost seems too convenient." Robert sighed.

Xia turned back to the dossier and flipped through it. Too convenient was a massive understatement. During the last few years, female slavery exploded as a black market business. Interpol knew of some of the big players in the field. There was Ace, but he mainly operated out of America, keeping his small slice of territory in a firm grasp. There was the mysterious Beggar King, a name that Xia had heard in a recent bust, but that was all she had. Then there was Lotus—a self-made slaver who operated independently. Agent Lin Rossy was on her tail, as Rossy had a score to settle with her. Other than that, Xia and her department needed to make more progress in uncovering big movers and shakers. All their arrests involved only the small timers.

That's what made this information so tempting. Xia flipped through the dossier and came to a photo of a very rough looking man. His perfectly tailored and very expensive looking suit clung to his muscular frame, and tattoos were visible crawling up his arms and neck. His hair was close cropped, and his face was that of a man who had weathered a life full of hardship and cruelty. But the thing about him that drew the most attention was his eye, crafted from solid gold. Despite being fake, that gold eye seemed to peer into someone’s very soul and know their deepest, darkest urges.

His name was Sergei Petrov, an oligarch from Muzzaria, a small island nation. Muzzaria's current King worked tirelessly to clean up his country's reputation as a hotbed of female slavery. The rest of the world recognized the King's efforts and applauded him. The reaction in his own country, however, was more tepid. Muzzaria's treatment of women steeped itself in thousands of years of tradition. Changing public sentiment wouldn't happen overnight. Among those individuals were Sergei and his brother, Vladimir. They bristled at the King's new laws and, as oligarchs, saw themselves above such laws in the first place.

The information that Robert was bringing to Xia included a private journal allegedly from one of Sergei's top lieutenants. According to the journal, the brothers used their massive wealth to build a white slavery empire that quickly ballooned to enormous power. The journal claimed that the brothers engaged in Ace's organization over the last two years and fought with them over turf. The journal included several photos, including the one that Xia had just looked over showing the kidnapped agents being sold at an auction.

Xia licked her rose-colored lips at finally reeling in her first big fish. As if that weren't enough motivation, the journal contained the names of several female agents whom Sergei kidnapped over the last few years. The journal didn’t just contain a clue to their whereabouts, it gave a location. 

Xia’s plump breasts raised up and down, and she looked at Robert. "You think someone planted the journal? Why would they do that?"

"Sergei is a rich man who no doubt has plenty of enemies. I am sure several people benefit with him out of the picture."

Xia leaned back and crossed her legs.

"You think someone is using us for their dirty work?" She smiled. “So what?”

"Because whoever this person is could be worse than Sergei. Why don't you give me some time to vet the info?"

"How long?" She sat up, tapping her fingers. Just the thought of bringing a big fish like Sergei was too good to pass up.

"Xia you know how these things work, it could take a few weeks or longer."

"Yes and how many more women will Sergei sell between now and then, hell, we might still have a chance to rescue these girls!" She motioned to the picture of the FBI agents on the auction block.

"Those agents knew the risk when they signed up for the mission and have been officially written off the Bureau." Robert was taking his “dad tone” with her.

"Is that what you'd say if I were in their place? Since when did Interpol start abandoning its agents? "

"We follow orders. We prioritize what the agency tells us to prioritize. Besides, None of those girls would want to risk compromising another agent. Especially not the Unconquered Goddess. You're practically a superhero to some people.”  

"Some hero. I am just going to let them rot while worrying about saving my own skin?"

"Just give me some time so we don't go in half-cocked. I promise I'll work as fast as possible. Until then, don’t move without me!" Robert scolded.

Xia sighed and took another sip of her coffee. She knew that Robert still saw her as a meek little girl who hid her face away in fear of the men who'd become lost in lust as soon as they saw her. Part of her couldn’t blame him. Other women would be proud if they had Xia’s looks, but her looks were a potential calamity. Only Robert knew her story, and knew why she took her war on slaver’s so seriously. As a child, her mother, aunt, and three of her cousins were all beautiful,  but none came close to Xia. When she was a teen, they all went for a family vacation to Thailand. It was a beautiful day, and Xia remembered it well because she was sick, something she ate didn’t agree with her, which left her confined to the hotel room while the rest of her family went out to enjoy the beach.

They never came back.

One day turned into two days and eventually she contacted the police. When she showed pictures of the missing family members to the police, they just shook their heads. Traffickers preyed on pretty tourists who didn’t know better, and the police told her that most likely her family were halfway around the world at that point.

From that point on, Xia swore to take down any kidnappers she could find. When she joined Interpol, she saw the looks her male co-workers gave her, and how they scoffed at her quest to take down traffickers. In fact, before she was the Unconquered Goddess, Xia was known around Interpol’s offices as "Kidnap Bait."

Now she looked at the closest man she had to a real father, appreciating his concern for her but annoyed at his hesitancy. She never knew her actual father. She didn’t even know his name, just that he was a white Englishman. Her mixed heritage accentuated her looks but made many in her country look down on her mother. Once she started blossoming, it was hard for her to trust any man. She could see the hunger in their eyes. Robert was different; he genuinely cared for Xia as a person.

"Ugh! Fine. Just do your best." The Alluring Asian crossed her arms, pouted, and eventually huffed back in response.

"Xia, if we can help these girls, we will do everything we can to free them." With that he snubbed out his cigarette, nodded at her, and walked away.

The moment he left, Xia smiled. She knew Robert was looking out for her, but he was becoming overprotective. She already knew his answer, but she wasn't about to listen, not when the chance to take down a major player was on the table. Once she knew that Robert was gone, she pulled up the boarding pass on her phone and checked in for her flight details.

***

Xia strolled into Auckland airport, doing her best to hide her curvaceous figure with a long brown trench coat. Her trademark black veil adorned with jewels hid her lower face and a large brimmed hat sat atop her head. This mission needed to go smoothly, and for that to happen, she needed to stay off the radar, especially since what she had under the coat made her stand out like a sore thumb.

The long trench coat hid a tight white cutout sweater with a window exposing her cleavage, and the top stuck to her body as if it took every single stitch to contain her luscious figure, and only came down to just above her belly button, showing off her washboard stomach. A tight miniskirt wrapped around her waist and was so short that if she put her hands to her side it wouldn’t even reach the middle of her fingertips. To complete the look, her footwear consisted of two 6-inch ankle strap pumps.

Despite her disguise, she couldn’t help but notice people around the airport sneaking a second look at the mysterious femme fatale.as she made her way to the terminal. Shortly after, She boarded the airplane with her hat in her hand en route to her first destination.

"Welcome to Malaysian Airlines," a melodic, breathy voice echoed in Xia's ear as she entered through the passenger entry.

Xia had booked a private first-class cabin, and glanced up at the source of the voice. A sultry, oval-faced beauty met her gaze. The Flight attendant possessed a slim waist, round chest, and plump rear end. The disguised Interpol agent arched her eyebrows and drank in the enticing package before her, then peeled off her coat and removed her hat and veil, and tossed her hair as if readying herself for a relaxing evening. When the fight attendant saw Xia Lan's hidden features, her pupils shrunk. Xia noticed this fact, and a smile crept onto her face. 

The two pilots stood near the cockpit to greet passengers as they boarded. Both men gulped simultaneously as the two incredible beauties standing face to face. Xia was all too aware of the men’s hungry glances at her body, no doubt they were running scenarios through their heads of what the two women would do when alone together.

Xia’s body was her greatest weapon, and own worst enemy. Her figure almost bordered on unrealistic, with a tiny waist, a flat stomach, and defined abs. Her large breasts were store bought, but she was proud of how large and perfectly spherical they were. Below the waist, her thighs were muscular, thick and toned, as were her calves, and her legs were nice and curvy. But Xia was most proud of her dump truck of a rear end, which was unbelievably large and wide, and au-natural with two cushy, decorative pillow-sized butt cheeks that looked like they could swallow anyone up who came in contact with it.

To round it all out, her ephemeral visage made her appear as an Asian angel who descended from heaven. Xia had large almond-shaped chocolate colored eyes and a perfectly angular, unblemished, symmetrical face. Her lips were nice and full, although not too plump and filled with filler. Her nose was sharp, and just the right size and her rosy cheeks complimented her milky white skin.

As opposed to Xia, The Flight Attendant skated the fine line between skinny and voluptuous, with a thin waist but who managed to fill out all the right places. Her face was also stunning, with almond-shaped eyes and plump lips, an attribute that would melt the heart of any who looked at her.

"Thank you—" Xia looked down to check the name tag but paused to seize the opportunity to size up the girl's bountiful chest. "Siewi. What a lovely name."

Xia brushed her hair back flirtatiously before she flashed a seductive smile. 

"T—Thank you, Ms. Please, head to your seat so the rest of the passengers can board."  Siewi stammered as Xia Lan's straightforward advances took her by surprise

"Of course, my apologies. Still, it's a pleasure, Siewi." Xia Lan grabbed the girl's hand and stroked it with her own.

Siewi blushed before her face grew red from embarrassment.

"Please take your seat, ma'am." Siewi tried her best to make her voice appear authoritative. 

Xia nodded and proceeded to her seat, a sly smile spreading across her face. She knew she had the attendant in her pocket. Even though the flight attendant pulled her hand away like she's not interested in women, Xia could tell by the embarrassed look on the young girl’s face that she just hasn't admitted it to herself yet.

If only I were single, I'd take the opportunity to help you face the truth. Xia smiled as she found her seat. No one was better at "completing the turn" than Xia Lan. She was a woman who had confidence in turning a straight girl into an experimental one if she wanted to. Even though she had her lover, sometimes a little flirtation here and there helped make things a little interesting.

Her cabin was the first on the plane, and sported two seats, a lay-flat bed, and a privacy door. The cabin was large enough for the attendant on duty to step inside and shut the door while taking the passenger's order, and even came with a measure of soundproofing, so you didn't need headphones to enjoy the top-of-the-line entertainment system. Xia didn't let her status as an undercover operative hinder her from traveling in style. It would be more suspicious for a woman of her beauty to fly anything less than the best. At least, that's what she told the agency anyway whenever she submitted her expense reports. 

Xia chose the aisle seat, sat back, and waited for the flight to depart. A few minutes later, however, a rickety-looking older gentleman who wore a grey vest, a blue button-down, grey slacks, and brown loafers came shuffling by. A grey hat sat atop his head, and a thick grey lampshade mustache hung over his lips. She sized up the old man and shrugged, the travel agent had assured her that she most likely would have the cabin to herself during the flight. As if deliberately trying to prove her wrong, the older gentleman sat beside her.

"I can't believe I got such a nice seat on standby." The old man beamed and adjusted his belongings.

As he adjusted himself in the seat, Xia noticed a leather glove on the man's left hand while his right hand was bare. The old man must have noticed her eyes on his glove and offered her a slight smile.

"Third-degree burns. I could take it off, but I wouldn't want you to show people so unsightly."  The man remarked, drawing out his words with a thick accent that felt Scandinavian. 

Xia merely nodded and turned to look out the window, having no desire for conversation during the flight. She had been looking forward to having the cabin to herself so she could review the journal and dossier, but now with someone sitting next to her, that task would prove too difficult. As she looked out the window, she could see the old man’s reflection. He was staring right at her.

It took all of her self control not to sigh. This was going to be a very long flight if she had to deal with this man gawking at her the entire time. She turned to him with a quizzical look on her face, but he merely picked the conversation back up from the last point. 

"I especially wouldn't want to show those horrific burns to such a dazzling beauty." His eyes sparkled as he stared at Xia’s features.  

Even though she still had her veil on, it felt like he was staring through it. Suddenly, she couldn't wait to get this flight over with.  Then she perked her ears as she heard the pilots discussing something further down the cabin. As she strained to listen, her neighbor continued to jabber in her ear.

Something about a delay with the crew… She could only hear pieces of the conversation with the old man rattling on, but from what she could ear, the pilots were discussing delaying take-off.

"I am sorry, but I am drained and need to rest." She turned to the man and said in stern but courteous manner.

He looked as if she had slapped him in the face. The kindly smile faded into a look of sheer contempt.

"What's wrong with a little friendly conversation?" He reached over and grabbed her leg, and she smacked his hand away. 

"Excuse me! What do you think you're doing?" She gasped.

Xia had deal with men who couldn’t handle rejection before, but never like this. Undeterred, his hand moved forward and planted itself inside her one of her thighs. She could only sit, stunned at his forwardness, before she finally was able to collect herself.

"What the hell do you think you're doing?" She pushed him back.

Siewi scurried over, looking none too pleased at dealing with a situation before the plane departed. 

"What seems to be the problem?" Siewi asked while shooting Xia Lan an irritated look. 

"Are you blind?" Xia gestured to the old man, incensed. 

"Do not take that tone with me. Our company does not tolerate name-calling!" 

"What about how this old bastard is treating me? Xia looked down at the old man, who continued to rub her legs as if this whole argument had nothing to do with him. 

"Excuse me, Ms. I will also have to ask you not to belittle the other passengers on the plane."

"What, me? He's the one who—"

"Ms., if you continue to act out, I’ll have to call security."

Xia's jaw dropped at Siewi's words. What was going on here? Was Siewi taking revenge for Xia coming on to her a few moments ago? Still, those two things were not one and the same. Her flirtations were innocent..

Still, The attendant merely stood there with her hand crossed and right eyebrow arched, as if daring Xia to call her bluff.

"Seriously! What the hell is wrong with you? I don’t know if you’re joking with me or just plain dum—mmhnph!!” Xia was cut off by the old man's gloved hand slapping tightly over her mouth.

“Young lady, you really should watch your mouth. You can’t talk to her like that; airline employees are people, too.” The old man gave Xia a stern look while keeping his gloved hand locked over her mouth before he turned to Siewi with warmth in his eyes.

“Ms., you might want to call over security. I think we’ve got an unruly passenger.” He added.

“PHhnph nph hnmmphhnph! Gmph mnnr hnnn nff mm!” Xia Lan tried to pry his hand away from her mouth, but the old man was stronger than he appeared. 

She twisted her body to try and create some leverage, but the plane's seatbelt kept her in place. He kept his hand over her mouth and smiled. Much to Xia Lan's dismay, he pulled up her top without blinking.

"Mmph gn nf mm!!" She grunted

The old man ignored her and went to work groping her breasts. Xia reached for her seatbelt, but he grabbed her hand.  She twisted, trying to free her wrist, but he held firm.

"Nrgh!!” She cried.

Just who was this old bastard? Whoever he was, he was freakishly strong.

Siewi returned to her cabin with two security guards in tow.

“This woman is an unruly passenger. I need you to secure her.”  Siewi pointed at the struggling Xia.

The guards looked down at the fetching, exquisite woman squirming in her seat. While Xia struggled, the old man had pulled her top over her breasts, letting the guards view them in all their glory. As the attractive agent continued to squirm, the guards wore lecherous looks on their faces before they returned to their senses. 

Then one of them pulled out a roll of tape, and Xia’s eyes went wide.

“Mmhnph nn mnn phhnnh mnn'rm nnnng, mnn crnphm fnchmrph?”

“Tsk, tsk. Such a dirty mouth for a pretty woman. Don’t worry, officers. I’ll keep this potty mouth quiet while you secure her.”

“Phmrnnnphmm! Mmph gn nf mm!”

The guards crossed Xia’s legs and ankles and began wrapping tape around them as she squirm under the old man’s grasp.

“Mmmmnnggghh hrrrhhg!” She protested, feeling layer after layer of tape secure her to the seat.

She had read many accounts of rowdy passengers being taped to their seats during a flight, but never in a million years expected that she would be one.

After taping her legs, they held her wrists to the arm rests and began taping them as well. Xia tried to fight back, but the guards were well built and used sheer force to hold her hands down.

“Bbbllrrrggh hmmmph!” She cried, watching as they balled up both her hands and wrapped them in tape.

After taping her to the arm rests, the guards ran tape above and below her bare breasts and around her thighs. A few more layers of tape were added, leaving Xia exposed and completely taped to the seat. 

“Hrrrggghh phhfmm!” Xia cried, the old man’s hand still clamped over her mouth.

As she twisted, she noticed more passengers boarding the plan, their eyes immediately falling on the taped up woman with her breasts exposed.

“Sorry, we had an unruly passenger. Don’t worry about her; we’ll take off shortly.” Siewi explained the gawking passengers, who merely shook their heads and continued to board.

“Phhnph'ph hnmmphhnph. Nnn'ph mnphphmn phn phhmm. Hmmp mm!” Xia called to another batch of boarding passengers.

Siewi looked at the old man and then the other flight attendants.

“Sir, I am worried that you might need some help. She seems like such a handful." The flight attendant smiled at the old man and then Xia.

“Thank you for your concern, young lady. To think they say there is no such thing as good help these days.” He smiled up at Siewi.

Siewi motioned to the other flight attendants to leave it to her, and then stepped in and shut their privacy door.

“MMhnph nn mnn phhnnh mnnr nnnng?” Xia’s mind was in disarray.

This whole ordeal felt like one of her recurring nightmares. She expected to wake up any moment in the comfort of her own bed. Suddenly, the old man spoke and snapped her back to reality.

“What’s wrong? That’s right, this is the first time you’ve tied up. Right, Agent Xia Lan?”

“Mmhnph? Hnmm nn mnn hnnmm mm nnmm?” Xia momentarily stopped struggling.

She slowly processed the words she heard, and her mind filled with dozens of possibilities.

"What are your orders, Sir?" Siewi's question sounded normal on the surface, but the tone and her demeanor gave the words a different meaning. She wore a look of shame and nervousness and couldn’t even look at Xia in her captivating brown eyes. The lovely agent quickly realized the two were in cahoots.               

"Nnnnn!" Xia cried

The old man kept his hand affixed to Xia Lan’s mouth.

”Take out the red ball from my bag.” He directed the flight attendant to his carry-on, which was located on the cabin floor.

Siewi quickly removed what looked like a large red rubber ball from the bag. He removed his hand just long enough to stuff the ball in the now-immobile Xia's mouth. 

"Nnn'ph mnn nnrm! Grrrmmf!" The only defense Xia could muster was to shake her head slightly from side to side as the old man buried the ball deep in her throat.

With the ball gagging Xia, the old man lifted the duct tape yet again and placed a strip over her stuff mouth.

“Ulllgghh…” Xia whined as another strip was applied, and another.

Soon, her mouth was completely taped like the rest of her.

“Now, take out the shears and help me get her clothes off.” The old man said to the flight attendant.

“Mmhnph! Nn, nnn'ph!” Xia replied.

Siewi grabbed sheers from the bag and began cutting off Xia Lan's clothing, much to the latter's dismay. 

"Nn! Nnph mm cnphm nnphfnph!!" By the time Siewi was finished working, Xia Lan was completely naked save for her thong and her pumps. 

Siewi stuffed the torn remnants of Xia Lan's clothing into a trash bag while the helpless agent fumed!

“Phcrmmm mnn hnphch!" Xia Lan gyrated back and forth  in a fit of rage.

“Listen carefully and follow my instructions, honey; I will teach you how to properly secure a big catch,” The old man said to Siewi, and then turned to Xia. “I guess I should officially congratulate you on your first kidnapping, Xia Lan. Unfortunately, it will be your first and only.”

“Nn! Mnn cnn'ph hnmm mm! N mmnmm mphcnpm.”

They untaped Xia from the seat, and Xia tried to use the opportunity to fight free. However, the old man’s vice-like grip kept her firmly under control.

"Grrmmph! Hmmff! 

Siewi listened to the old man and followed his orders to a tee. The two worked in tandem like a well-oiled machine and restrained Xia Lan in moments. Siewi pulled out the lay-flat bed, and the old man pulled Xia Lan over the mattress. Under his orders, Siewi reached into the bag and procured a steel wire, a hook, and coils of rope.

"MMhnph phhm hmmm!" Xia could only moan weakly as they secured her.

Xia’s kidnappers pulled her arms behind her and used a layer of duct tape to cover her fingers and hands and joined her wrists together. Above the tape, a belt further secured her wrists together. More zip ties encircled her elbows, pushing them against each other. These zip ties connected to other zip ties encircling above and below her mammoth breasts. A Final belt encircled Xia's upper arms, pushing them together so close that it caused Xia to stick out her prodigious chest. 

"Uggghhh!" Xia Lan grunted.

As they bound her, Xia attempted to plead with the Flight Attendant to come to her senses with few other options left, but her garbled words did little to reach her. 

"Pmmnphm! Mnn nnn'ph hnfm phn nn phhnph. Mmph mm hmmp mnn!!"

Unmoved by Xia's appeal for mercy, Siewi secured Xia's legs and feet with two sturdy belts. Siewi crossed Xia's ankles, and one belt tied them together and then wrapped the other belt around Xia's thighs. Then Siewi wrapped a steel wire with a hook on its end to a coat hanger near the back of the cabin. That hook latched on the belt wrapped around Xia's crossed ankles. This wire kept her legs hovering slightly mid-air and prevented her from kicking her feet to draw attention to the cabin. Xia's legs and wrapped plastic ties around Xia’s knees and thighs. 

"Hnnnph nff nmn mnn!!" She grunted.

The more Xia swiveled her body, the more her actions exited the old man. As her rear end moved back and forth, the old man just seemed to smile with glee. 

Not even 10 minutes passed since Xia entered her cabin. In that short time, this man did the unthinkable: he finally kidnapped Xia Lan. So many attempted to do the same. Countless others longed for the bragging rights of kidnapping the peerless beauty. They all failed until this seemingly harmless old man came into her life. The Unconquered Goddess finally met her match and tasted bondage for the first time. For the first time, someone wholly and utterly dominated her. Suddenly, a realization dawned on Xia, one that made her shiver and caused her to yelp out loud! 

"Nph cnn'ph hm!"

Meanwhile, Siewi stood there with a conflicted look on her face. Finally, she looked at the old man. 

"My debt?"

"Will be cleared when we say it's clear. You didn't think you could walk into a triad gambling den and rack up a massive debt without working it off. You're lucky they found another use for you.”

"I told all of you I was just there with a guy. He paid me to come and said I was good luck. He's the one who lost and then ran off!"

"Save it, sweetie, I am not part of the triad. Even if I were, I highly doubt they care about your circumstances."

"T—Then, who are you?"

"Don't worry about who I am. Just do what I tell you.” The old man smiled at Siewi.

Xia watched the interaction, trying to piece things together. Obviously the flight attendant was scared of the man, and she had every right to be. Even though Siewi was clueless about the old man's identity, Xia had finally figured out who he was. In fact, she kicked herself for not realizing it sooner. The thick Danish accent, his age, and the lone glove on his left hand were all things she should have noticed. 

The Danish Dominator! Xia bit down on her gag, angry that she hadn’t recognized him faster.

According to the whispers of other slavers, the Dominator was a legendary figure in their world. Once he agreed to a kidnapping job, nothing stood in the way of him and his target. According to them, he'd kidnaped many women whom many thought of as "un-kidnapable!" He took on the targets that all other procurers wanted to take on, but none of them had the guts to. Interpol had little information about him. They only knew a few things, and didn’t even know if he was still active.  

It seems that he is. She grumbled, having found out the hard way.

How did he find her, though? Was her cover blown?

“Mnn mmnn'ph gmph nmmnm mmnphh phhnph!" She spat at the Dominator, who smiled down at her.

“Phcrmmm mnnr cnmpmmmmnphph." 

The Dominator ignored her and looked Siewi up and down.

" Take off your uniform."

"B-But, that's not part of the deal."

"Whatever I say is part of the deal. Now strip down and take off everything except your panties." Siewi twiddled her thumbs, and then nervously followed his instructions and removed her uniform. 

"Good, now take that scarf and gag yourself." He motioned to a red scarf in his bag.

"Wh-"

"Do it!"

Siewi hesitated, and then the scarf, pulled it through her teeth, and knotted it in the back.                  "Phhmrm," Siewi looked at the Dominator to see if her actions satisfied him.

The Dominator nodded, pleased with the other woman’s obedience.

“Now get the laptop out of my bag.” He gestured to his carry on.

The gagged flight attendant obeyed.

“Now open it up and place it before us.” He commanded, watching with amusement as Siewi opened the computer and set it up facing both the dominator and Xia.

"MMhnph phhm hmmm nph phhnph?!" Xia’s eyes filled with terror as she looked at the screen before her.

A green light at the top of the screen indicated that the web cam was recording. As Xia studied the screen, she realized that she and the dominator were being live-streamed as hundreds of viewers were currently in a virtual waiting room.  Her  anger boiled as she realized that her humiliation was being broadcast.

"Mnn phnch mnphhmrfnchmr!" Xia’s anger turned to shock when she read the title of the waiting room.

"Auction Waiting Room."

A timer counted down and showed the auction start time as one month from now. The right side of the screen had a "list of items" up for auction. The list contained over 25 names, most of which Xia didn’t recognize, but then she saw the final item

"Special Agent Xia Lan."

Siewi navigated to the section with Xia’s name on it and clicked on it unveiling, a cascade of images of the Sultry agent. As more and more images of Xia opened on the screen, the helpless agent noticed the wait room chat.

Bl0NDI3 – Holy #%&! This girl is hot! Back off trolls. This Thot is mine!

BRD69- Look at this noob. Hey kid, I don't know how you got on here but go back to living in your mom's basement. This is where the big boys play.

KING- Anyone who wants to bid on this girl will need the ability to keep her. How many of you are confident in that? I know Ace’s men are confident they can keep her!

B10NDI3- Screw ur threats, boomer! Just one night with that girl would make it worth it. Plus, ya gotta find us first!

"Nmpnphphnhmm!" Xia's brain went into overdrive to process her current predicament.

The dominator laughed, and then directed Siewi to minimize the webcam and open a folder on the desktop titled "Top_Target_Xia."

Xia froze, her heart thundering in her chest as The Dominator opened the folder. It was a photo of Xia standing on a beach, clad on a small, black, one-piece thong swimsuit. She was looking over her shoulder, but didn’t seem to see the camera.

The captive agent stared at the photo, wide-eyed and frozen. She remembered that day well.

It was her very first mission!

She thought she was always so careful, but then he pulled up more photos, some were from her missions, others of her just out and living her life. Then there were also photos taken from outside a window as she showered or undressed.

Xia had thought she had been so careful, but he was behind her every step of the time. The most damning contents of the folder were the video logs where he tailed and filmed her for entire days at a time. 

"Hmmp! Pmmnphm, phnmmhnnm rmphcnm mm!?" She cried, once again trying to twist out of her bonds.

How was this possible? She was the best of the best. No one ever stuck to her tail. No one got close to her. She was Xia Lan, The Unconquered Goddess. Until today, no slaver came close to cornering her.

"You know why those slavers were never a match for you? It's because you only faced the dregs. The small time scouts who were ordered to tail you and not engage. Of course, those foolish bastards always got greedy whenever they saw you.” The Dominator laughed. 

“I am sure many of them dreamed of keeping you all to themselves. I'm the one who got rid of the real threats. The real extraction teams would’ve been too much for you too handle. So I took care of them for you. I either got rid of them or threw them off yours scent. Had I not, you probably wouldn’t have made it past your fist mission without getting kidnapped." He continued.

"Mnnr! Mnn'rm mmnng!" Xia shook her head, not wanting to believe his words.

He’s just trying to get into your head! She tried to calm herself down. After all, why would he only grab her now?

"Are you wondering why I waited so long?" The Dominator whispered in Xia's ear as he smiled. "A lion doesn't take pleasure in hunting rabbits. I don't care how much of a rare beauty you are. It's no fun if you're some helpless little lamb too scared to fight back!"

"Mnn! Mnn'rm n crnphm phnch phmmnphphmn fnch!" Xia was livid as she flailed about.                 She wanted him to stop talking this instant!

"I could've grabbed you anytime I wanted to. Hell, any half-decent slaver could've kidnapped you with how sloppy you were. I protected you. As for your sterling reputation, all your praise, it was a pack of lies. It was something I created to inflate your ego, and it worked. The new you, the confident you. That's what got me going. You were just a hot piece of ass before, but I turned you into a Goddess...The Unconquered Goddess!”

"Nn! Nn mnrm! Mnhm nph phphnp!"

"This is your fate, and it's where you always belonged. You see girls like you are what I call “investments” I give you a life, a reputation, which makes you desirable, which then drives up your value."

"Nn! PHhnph'ph nnph phrnm!!"

"Forget all of that. It was never really yours in the first place. Think of that life as a loan. Now, your real life begins!"

"Nn! Gnn, pmmnphm! PHnfm mm" Xia writhed and tossed about for several minutes, chafing at the thought of the Dominator's words.

"But I giveth, and I taketh away. These files will make their way to Interpol headquarters. The legend of The Unconquered Goddess dies tonight! Long live Kidnap Bait!”

"Mmhm nrm mnn nnnng phhnph, mnn hnphphnrn?!”

“Usually, this flight takes about 16 hours,” The Dominator continued, motioning to Siewi. “And I know just how to keep you entertained during those hours.”

Siewi reached into his bag and removed a small, egg shaped object, holding it up for him and Xia to see. The bound and gagged agent didn’t have to look twice to know it was a vibrator.

“Nnnmmm mmph! Ummmph!” She cried, trying to twist out of her seat.

Siewi leaned over and pulled back the front of Xia’s thong. The agent squirmed and cried into her gag as the vibrator was slid down against her skin.

“Urgghh hhhrrggh...hmmm!” She moaned, feeling the small toy turn on and send a small tingle of arousal through her pelvis.

“Siewi, please show our guest some hospitality.” The Dominator smiled and leaned back, watching as Xia squirmed in her seat from the vibrator between her legs.

As Xia tried to wriggle free, the flight attendant leaned forward and gently caressed the agent’s breasts with her hands.

When they first met, the thought of Siewi having her way with Xia's body would've excited the Interpol operative.  Today, however, Xia had never been more humiliated. Her confidence shattered, her reputation dismantled, her ability to move and talk of her own accord wholly suppressed. But while she struggled, she fought the urge to beg for sexual release as the slow vibration inside her panties drove her crazy. Worse off, feeling Siewi’s hands over her breasts, caressing them, feeling them, pinching her nipples...

"N nm hmggnng mnn phn phphnp!" She begged Siewi.

All the while The Dominator just watched with hungry eyes from his seat. Turning and looking at her captor made Xia flush with anger yet again.

"Fnch hnphh nf mnn!" Xia Lan spat her garbled words, filled with venom and resentment for both of her captors.

2.

15 hours is a long flight for anyone, and for Xia, it felt even longer since she spent the entire time bound, gagged, and being fondled by Siewi. Every minute felt like a lifetime as the young woman ran her hands over Xia’s writhing form, though her struggles amounted to little more than her moaning in her gag since the vibrator between her legs took most of the fight out of her.

Her captor The Dominator seemed to enjoy watching mostly, and would sit back with a satisfied smile while watching his loyal servant Siewi play with his captive. Occasionally he would join in, but eventually decided to settle in for a nap. Several hours later, the captain made the announcement that they were making their final descent towards Muzzaria.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmmph! Hrrrggg hmmph!” Xia cried, feeling energized at the thought of finally landing. There ought to be sky marshals or something that would help her.

After the captain’s announcement, The Dominator woke up, looking renewed and refreshed.

“Well then,” He smiled at Siewi, who was still gagged and seated next to Xia. “Let’s get our friend ready for travel.”

“Whhhtt?” Xia shifted her gaze between her two captors.

The Dominator reached into his bag, which seemed bottomless, and pulled out a pair of manacles, which he handed to Siewi.

“Nnpphh! Uhggg!” Xia struggled, ready to fight her captors every step of the way.

But The Dominator was ready, and activated the vibrator again, this time at its highest setting.

“Uppp gggfffm…” She moaned as she felt a burst of arousal between her legs. Despite the long flight, her captors had never given her release despite the constant teasing.

The Dominator and Siewi removed the tape that held Xia to the chair, then manacled her arms behind her back. They followed that up with a short pair of manacles around her ankles, connected with a chain just long enough for her shuffle along but not much else.

“Ufff fllhghh…” Xia wobbled.

“And one final piece.” The Dominator handed a veil to Siewi, Xia’s veil from earlier.

Siewi placed the ornate veil over the agent’s face.

Is this how they’re going to hide that I’m gagged? Xia wondered, but then again, she would still stick out since she was topless and in a thong.

“I don’t think we’ll be needing that anymore.” The Dominator grabbed the vibrator out of Xia’s thong like ripping a band-aid, causing the Agent to nearly lose her balance.

With Xia struggling to stand thanks to the manacles, The Dominator turned his attention to Siewi. He manacled her hands behind her back, and then her feet at the ankles much like Xia. Then finally, a collar around the flight attendant’s neck attached to a leash.

“Well ladies,” He smiled at them. “Let’s disembark.”

With that, he took Siewi’s leash in one hand, and then clasped his other hand on Xia’s buttock.

“Ummmph!” She grunted, still marveling at The Dominator’s strength.

He worked her butt cheek like a steering wheel. She couldn’t believe it as he used her ass to push her out of the small, private cabin and out into the plane. From the looks of it, everyone had already gotten off.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” Xia cried, her eyes racing around the plane, but it seemed that they were alone.

With his hand still firmly clasped on her ass, The Dominator steered Xia out of the plane while pulling Siewi along with the leash. Already the warm air of Muzzaria blasted Xia as she was pushed towards the airport.

They stepped off the plane and into the airport, and immediately all eyes fell on the old man with the two half naked, bound and gagged woman.

“Hlllph! Hhhllpph mmhh!” Xia pleaded at the gawkers, but they didn’t move to act or do anything.

Instead, they just stared, watching as The Dominator used Xia’s firm, round buttocks to steer her around the airport.

“Ummmpp ppphhhss! Hhllp mmhh!” She cried, but people in the airport kept walking by.

Xia could feel their eyes on her bare breasts as she was lead through the airport, or on her thonged ass. Next to her on the leash, Siewi remained quiet.

“Please dear,” The Dominator chuckled. “This is Muzzaria, kidnapper’s paradise, as they call it.”

“Hmmph!” Xia cried.

The slave trade in Muzzaria had been outlawed. A few years ago a sight like this would have been commonplace, but now now.

As if on cue, two security guards stepped forward, holding out their hands for The Dominator to stop. With a sigh, he brought his two captives to a halt.

“Yes?” The annoyance in his voice could be cut by a knife.

“Hmmph! Hhrrrhhpp mmfffhh!” Xia pleaded.

“Just a routine bag check.” One of the guards grunted.

“I have clearance.” The Dominator grunted.

“This will just be a moment.” The guard muttered, and then stepped forward.

With a sigh, The Dominator stepped back while tugging Siewi forward on her leash.

“Hrrrfff! Hrruumph… Hrrryy!” Xia’s cries for help turned to rage as one of the guards stepped behind her and grabbed her breasts.

His hands felt up every inch of her bare chest, and then under, and kept going lower.

“Hhhrrryy sthhph!” She cried, and looked over to see the other guard doing the same to Siewi.

The flight attendant was mewling into her gag but offering less residence than Xia.

“Ummph!” Xia jumped, feeling the guard’s hands on her ass.               

She looked down to see him running his hands down her slender thighs while looking up at her thonged behind like he was a slobbering dog.

“I presume you gentlemen know who I am?” The Dominator sighed.

The guards finished up their intrusive “pat down” and stood up, nodding at The Dominator.

“On your way sir.”

“Thank you.” The Dominator sneered, and then carried on with his captives out of the airport and to a waiting car.

3.

THE UNCONQUERED GODDESS… CONQUERED!

So read the headline above the livestream of the big-breasted Asian woman struggling in captivity. Her gigantic chest heaved up and down as she struggled in the chair she was bound to. Even though a layer of tape covered her mouth, the old man, dubbed The Danish Dominator, kept his hand clamped over it while monitoring the bids.

“10 million, do I see 11? Who wants 11 million for this fine and rare catch?” With that, he clamped a hand over one of her bare breasts, causing The Unconquered Goddess to emit a muffled moan.

In the chat bar, someone placed an 11 million dollar bid.

Leela sat back in her chair, feeling the warm breeze of the ocean on her wet skin, and turned down the volume while looking around. She was seated with her back to the wall at a nearly empty beachside bar, but the fear of someone looking over her shoulder at the computer screen made her extra wary. Even though she had her earbuds in, she worried about a random passerby hearing the sound of the Unconquered Goddess’ muffled cries.

The lithe Asian woman knew that she was being irrational. The bar was a hole in the wall, and the server hadn’t been by to ask her if she wanted another drink in well over half an hour. Looking out over the beach, she saw a few random people splashing in the waves, but they didn’t seem to notice Leela seated outside of the rickety, bamboo style bar that looked like it might blow over if the right gust of wind hit it.

That was fine with Leela though. For her, blending it was a challenge. Born in Korea but raised in Australia, she possessed supermodel good looks. Tall, lanky, and fit, her perfectly sized breasts swelled attractively under her tan bikini top. Looking at her from a distance, one might mistake her for being completely nude since her bikini matched her skin tone. Her bikini bottom wasn’t a thong but also barely covered her round and full rear end, and she had to keep shifting in her seat to prevent the old wicker chair from poking her almost completely exposed buttocks.

With her voluminous, dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, sunglasses, and earbuds, Leela projected a feeling of being closed off, which was how she liked it. Still, it was early in the day, and she knew that as the afternoon wore on, the beach would fill, and eventually someone would approach her. She didn’t know what would be worse, being harassed by some loser on the beach, or that loser seeing that she was bidding on a bondage slave on the dark web.

Leela looked back at the screen. The bidding had increased to 12 million.

Now was her time to strike. She placed a bid for 13.

“Thirteen! Thirteen do I see 14?” The Dominator barked.

“Hmmph! Mmmmph!” The Unconquered Goddess seemed to be begging her online bidders to stop.

It got the opposite reaction, and someone bid fourteen.

Leela felt herself break out in a sweat and placed a bid for fifteen.

Maybe another dip on the beach after this is in order. She balled her fist.

“Nnnnmmoh shhhp!” The Unconquered Goddess heaved forward in her chair, causing her breasts to heave up again in quite an attractive manor.

She’s basically asking them to bid on her if she keeps this up. Leela grimaced, and increased her bid to sixteen.

“Yrrmmm pphhff!” The helpless former agent moaned.

“Oh she’s a feisty one, isn’t she? Just imagine this goddess struggling in your grasp? Isn’t she something?” The Dominator chuckled, keeping one hand over the woman’s mouth and another massaging her bare breast.

“Hrrrummp-” The Unconquered Goddess moaned before Leela muted the sound. She needed focus.               

Enough fucking around. She grunted, and placed a bid for $25 million.

Even though the sound was down, she watched as The Dominator’s eyes lit up at the amount of the bid. Even The Goddess’ eyes went wide at the sight of the large bid.

For a moment there was no activity in the chat bar, it seemed that Leela had successfully scared off any potential buyers.

The Dominator held up one finger, signaling that it was going once…

No more bids…

Going twice…

Just as he was raising his third finger, another bid was placed.

Leela’s eyes widened at the amount and her heart leapt into her throat, causing her to choke on her own spit. On the screen, she thought The Dominator was going to have a heart attack. The Unconquered Goddess’ chest heaved up and down in awe as she looked at the bid. As she watched, Leela noticed a bead of sweat trailing down on of The Goddess’ breasts and then hanging from her nipple.

$40 million. Someone bid $40 million to own the Unconquered Goddess.

Leela sat back, feeling the once ice cold sweat dripping down her body turn to liquid fire.

In that moment she felt as helpless as The Unconquered Goddess, and stared at the screen.

Going once…

Going twice…

Sold!

The Unconquered Goddess squeezed her eyes shut and let out a mewl into her gag, causing the bead of sweat along her nipple to drop down.

Leela slammed her laptop shut and crossed her arms over her chest, furious.

Her quest to find The Unconquered Goddess had gotten a little more complicated, but that was fine. She was up to the task.

And she had a name to follow.

***

"Well my dear, You'll have to learn how to live with a gag from now on!" The Danish Dominator smiled down at the helpless Xia.

Despite the rocking of the van around them, the old man was able to maintain his balance perfectly as they drove the captive agent towards her new home.

"Nn, mmm hnn n nmnm!" She protested and twisted slightly, as her current conditions allowed her to do little else.

Xia was still completely naked save for her thong, and strapped to a medical gurney. A strip of masking tape was pulled over her mouth, keeping a wadded cloth sealed between her lips. The tape was then pulled back across the headpiece of the gurney, keeping Xia’s head flat against it and giving her little chance for movement.

“Ah yes, I must thank you, you fetched quite the high price.” He smiled and rubbed one of her bare breasts almost affectionately.

“Sttpph Nnnn!” She squirmed.

The Dominator laughed, smiled, then leaned over and kissed her taped lips.

“Hmmph!”

Her captor stood up and looked across the back of the van towards the other passenger, Siewi, who was no better off than Xia. Her hands were cuffed behind her, and she was clad in a thong and heels. Another pair of handcuffs secured her ankles, limiting her ability to walk. The same masking tape that sealed Xia’s lips were also wrapped around Siewi’s mouth several times, effectively gagging her as well. The younger woman’s eyes shifted from the helpless Xia to The Dominator expectantly.

Just then, the van slowed, causing Xia to emit a squeak of apprehension.

“Ah, it seems we have reached our destination.” The Dominator exclaimed and stepped to the rear of the van.

“Urrmmm mmmfff…” Xia moaned, trying to twist her head to see where they had landed, but the tape made any movement almost impossible.

Siewi even huffed into her gag as the van came to a halt. A moment later, The Dominator opened the rear doors and Xia felt the gurney being lifted out.

“Ummmmphh mmph! Mmmmph!” She cried, feeling herself being wheeled out of the van.

Behind her, The Dominator pushed Siewi along as the young flight attendant stared ahead with mournful eyes. Xia almost felt sorry for Siewi sometimes, except for the fact that the attendant was a major accomplice to Siewi’s predicament.

“Ah here she is, and in pristine condition.” The Dominator exclaimed.

To Xia’s surprise, two middle aged, balding men who looked more like butlers than criminals peered down at her. As she blinked up at her captors, she realized they were butlers, complete with the white gloves and everything. They grabbed the gurney containing Xia and wheeled it along as The Dominator and Siewi followed.

The captive agent tried to take in her surroundings as they moved. She could see high brick walls above her, and windows. They were outside of an estate or mansion of some kind, a big one.

Almost like a castle. She thought as she was wheeled under an archway.

A moment later they were inside, pulling her through a dim hallway, then through a large kitchen. Xia seemed to catch a glimpse of kitchen staff going about their business as she was wheeled through but it was hard to tell, and then out into another hallway, this one brightly lit and richly decorated with tapestries, paintings, and statues on either side.

A hoarder. She realized as she was wheeled down the hallway. Whoever had bought her in the auction was the rich type who collected things just to have them. All he was doing was adding Xia to his collection.

Then a set of doors burst open and Xia was wheeled into a large, grand ballroom. She heard musicians somewhere playing classical music, but they stopped once the bound and helpless woman was brought in. There was a gasp from a large crowd, followed by a volley of whispers.

“Hhrrrmmggg…” Xia cried, looking around the room.

Hungry eyes stared down at her from grotesque faces. As she examined the crowd more closely, she noticed they were all men of various shapes and sizes. All of them wore tuxes, and she realized that they were wearing masquerade masks. Every one of the musicians in the corner wore blindfolds, and after a moment went back to playing beautiful music as the men at the gathering all stared at Xia with lust filled eyes.

Xia suddenly became very aware of her own nudity. She'd suffered humiliation after humiliation, yet just when it seemed like it couldn't get any worse, her kidnappers found a way to embarrass her further. She rocked the gurney back and forth as she tried to wiggle free. She wanted nothing more in that moment than the ability to cover herself. However, the straps held firm, so she could only scream in frustration. 

"Nnmn nph phn hmmm!" She cried, noticing how the crowd of masked faces were creeping in closer to her.

As she struggled, Xia caught a glimpse of The Dominator’s face, and his expressing made her skin crawl. Instead of glee, amusement, or lust, The Dominator looked… perplexed. Clearly, this wasn't a part of his plan, and the fact that he too was caught off guard made the helpless Xia even more terrified. The Dominator had his arms wrapped firmly around Siewi, who also squirmed in embarrassment. 

"Mhhm nph phhnph hnppmnnng phn mm?!?!"

It seemed like there were hundreds of men in the crowd. They pressed forward towards the gurney, their greedy hands reaching out towards the helpless Xia.

“Urrrmmm mpph!” She cried, trying to wiggle away as their hands caressed her bare breasts.

“Mmmphh! Sttthhp!”

The men laughed, and crowd forward, their hands groping at every inch of her nude form. All She could do was wriggle and moan as they explored every inch of her helpless frame. The masks made them feel like a group of imps or demons laughing at their torment of her.  

"So this is a famous Interpol agent. She doesn't seem so tough." 

"Didn't you watch the auction? Turns out she's just a phony."

"That's right. She used to be called The Unconquered Goddess!"

"What do they call her now? Oh—That's right. Kidnap Bait."

"Kidnap Bait, haha! That's so perfect! Look at her; she's so helpless."

"Helpless and hopeless. She's nothing but a damsel in distress."

"She's even less now. She's just a gag slave."

Xia heard it all as hundreds of hands simultaneously felt her up. All she could do was moan in frustration.

"Nn! Nnn'ph phnnch mm! Phphnp!" She cried in vain as the masked faces leered down at her.

“Get away from her! Unhand her!” Xia heard a voice cry.

Surprisingly it was The Dominator, her captor, trying to intercede now. Looking up, she saw him pushed back, fighting through the crowd of bodies to get to his prize. He kept one hand clamped over Siewi’s gagged mouth as he tried to shuffle through to the helpless Xia. As the older man fended off the tuxedo clad onslaught, he failed to notice how they were feeling up and groping Siewi much like they were Xia.

“Nn! PHphnm nmmnm, nmm nf mnn!” Xia Lan’s garbled as countless pairs of hands stroked, petted, pinched, grabbed, fondled and groped every single inch of her body.

The gurney was shuddering under the onslaught of sweaty palms. More and more men pressed forward, their hands reaching out towards Xia like they were dying of thirst and being offered water. From somewhere in the crowd, she could heard The Dominator shouting and Siewi moaning into her gag.

Still the hands kept coming, and Xia realized that if the gurney wasn’t going to be torn apart, she might. The men weren’t thinking, just reacting. A pack of wild dogs fighting over prey.

"Enough!" The cry rang out, deep and commanding, echoing through out the ball room like the voice of god.

In a split second all of the hungry, groping hands receded, and the men began to part, leaving Xia in the middle of the room. A hush settled over the room and even the musicians stopped. Looking up, Xia saw The Dominator taking the moment to catch his breath while holding onto a sweat coated Siewi like she was a security blanket.  

If the masked men were a pack of dogs, the alpha had just made himself known.

All eyes, including Xia’s, turned to the arched entrance of the ballroom, where the man who spoke stood, his one good eye glaring at the cowering pack of masked men.

“Nnnnphh! Mmmmg!” Xia cried, recognizing the man from his other eye, made entirely of solid gold.

Sergei!               

Sergei Petrov stood there with his arms clasped behind his back. He cut an imposing figure, wearing a suit so tight that it looked like it might burst if he flexed slightly. The man’s one good eye fell on The Dominator, but his golden eye seemed to see everything. It sat lifeless in his eye socket, yet it felt like it was following Xia’s every move despite the fact that it never moved. She froze on her gurney, staring at the man whom she had set out to bring to justice at the beginning of all of this.

“Mmmmph…” She moaned, her eyes widening. Her heart quickened as she began to put the pieces together.

Sergei strutted forward, a sly smile spreading across his face.

"Hello, Diederik. I have missed you, my mentor. How have you been?" He extended a hand towards the older man.

"Sergei, what is the meaning of this? I have a product to deliver to a buyer!" The Dominator glared at Sergei, barely keeping his composure.

Xia noticed the old man’s gloved hands tightening into fists, but then relax. He knew he was outnumbered.

“Yes, you do, and I’m here to collect.” Sergei stepped forward and placed a hand on Xia’s breasts.

“Hmmph!”

The Dominator gasped, and then hardened his gaze at his former student.

“I should have known! Of all the underhanded, cheap ploys, this has got to be-”

“Please, you taught me everything I know!” Sergei laughed, and then grabbed two flutes of champagne from a passing waiter. He offered one to The Dominator, who just glared the larger man.

With a shrug, Sergei took a sip from one of the champagne flutes and held the other.

"The truth is, I've had my eyes on this girl for quite some time. I'd made numerous preparations to acquire her." Sergei handed the other champagne flute off to one of the masked guests and ran his hand up one of Xia’s thighs.

"Hnnnph nff mnphhmrfnchmr!" Xia bucked against his touch.

"That's when I found out you'd set your sights on her long before me. No one knows your skills better than I do. So, I set some things in motion, hooked the line with bait that I knew she couldn’t resist. I even made sure that your abduction of her was as easy and seamless as possible.” Sergei looked down at Xia and winked.

“Hmmmph!” She grunted.

Xia couldn’t believe it! It was a trap and she had fallen for it!

"I always knew that nothing was beneath you Sergei, but this…" The Dominator ground his teeth.

"What, are you mad because I outsmarted you? You’re still getting paid, and I will also give you another 30 million if you return home. Your work is important, and no one respects you more than me. Hell, I’ll even throw in a nice large mansion for you and your new girlfriend." Sergei motioned to Siewi.

"Hrhh rmh mm gr, hrmrhm!" Siewi protested, but The Dominator kept a tight grip on the girl.

The Dominator glared at Sergei, and then at the party goers around him.

“We used to do things differently in my day.” He grunted.

“Times have changed, and let’s face it, this is a cut throat business. It’s every man for himself.” Sergei took another sip and shrugged.

The Dominator continued to glare at Sergei, but the younger man had him beat. Not only had Sergei outsmarted him, but he had the numbers on the older man as well. With no other recourse, The Dominator sighed and nodded at Sergei.

“Wonderful!” Sergei clapped his hands. “Now, feel free to enjoy yourself, both of you.” He smiled, reached out, and lifted Siewi’s gagged chin with his massive hand.

“Phffff!” She squealed, eliciting a laugh from Sergei, who then looked down at Xia.

"As for you, you are mine. I am in complete control of you from now on. Mind, body, and soul. You will remain bound and gagged for my side for the rest of your life till death do us part, and for that reason, we need to make our union official."

Xia trembled with fear. Every word Sergei uttered shocked her system, but the last part scared her the most. She now realized why these people were all present and dressed so formally. She knew of Muzzaria's history and traditions, so she knew what he had in store for her.

"Nr, N nrn'h mrnh hr gmh mrrrnmn!" She shook her head, scanning the room at the hungry eyes looking down at her.

“To my new bride!” Sergei raised his glass.

Everyone in the room followed suit.

“To the Unconquered Goddess finally conquered!” With that he looked down at the bound and gagged Xia, that golden eye hovering on her naked helplessness.

“Hmmmph!” She cried, trying to retreat into the folds of the gurney, but it was no use.

She was helpless, a prisoner, and now Sergei’s property.

To Be Continued…
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