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Part 2: A Bondage Trophy Wife

By Valereya James and Destro

The Story So far…

Xia Lan is a singularly beautiful woman, drawing the attention of men everywhere she goes… and she’s also a cunning INTERPOL agent who had dedicated her life to taking down trafficking rings. When she gets the opportunity to take down Sergei Petrov, one of the most infamous traffickers of them all, she doesn’t hesitate to jump into action.

Except it was a trap. Now Xia is a bound and gagged captive of Sergei, who wants to expand his rule. All hope seems to be lost for Xia, who spends her days in tight, inescapable bondage.

But a new player has entered the game, a beautiful woman named Leela, who has an agenda of her own, and her sights set on stealing Xia back from Sergei…

1.

That’s a whole lotta ass to get through. Leela lowered her sunglasses and raised an eyebrow at the massive, thick glutes that she had to contend with.

The entire woman was thick to begin with. Her whole body was a collection of sinewy muscle that made it seem like she could dribble Leela like a basketball if she wanted. There wasn’t all muscle to the woman though, as she had very feminine, and very attractive, curves as well, with nice, full round breasts that she must have paid a fortune for. Her shoulder length blond hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail that swayed with every movement she made. But that ass, that ass was a sight to behold, full, large, and completely solid, glistening in the warm Punta Cana sunlight.

Leela sat back on her chair and raised her glasses, trying not to seem obvious about watching the muscular woman, but it was hard to keep her eyes off of her, in fact, most people at the resort were staring. In a way it worked for Leela’s benefit, she blended in with the crowd since her target drew stares anywhere she went.

Instead, Leela lifted her phone and pretended to be lazily scrolling while she watched. It was a hot day, and the pool area was crowded. Occasionally she would catch someone flashing her a sideways glance, but then their attention would be on the muscular woman, Joselyn, and who she was with.

Sienna Mercedes.

Though Joselyn was attractive, Sienna was beautiful, elegant, regal with classic movie star good looks. She was the kind of woman that didn’t seem real because of how stunning she was.

At least, that’s what the tabloid articles Leela read were saying.

Leela put her ear buds in and opened a video on her phone. Immediately the screen filled with Sienna’s wide, doe eyes. Her perfect dark hair fell around her shoulder, and her lips pouted oh so perfectly as she emoted in a way that made her look vulnerable yet also sexy. Her dark skin was perfect, and those cheekbones of hers made her look very regal. From the looks of things, she seemed to be pouring her heart out to someone, but Leela didn’t speak Spanish so she had no idea what was being said.

Of course, the fact that Sienna seemed to be giving this Shakespearean type monologue in a silver thong bikini kinda took away from the drama of things, but Leela had a feeling that people didn’t watch these telenovelas for the plot. Sienna had a perfect, lithe, thin figure, and the more heated she got , the more her large, perfect breasts heaved up and down. Then she started pacing the room, turning slowly as she did so the viewers had a nice view of her fit, firm ass.

Of course, her scene partner was equally just as attractive as Sienna, and also wearing just a small pair of swim trunks. As the scene progressed, he backed towards a wall, shouting at Sienna just as passionately. Whoever directed this show was well aware that anyone watching it was not doing so for the plot, and as the man backed towards the wall, Sienna advanced on him, her back, and thonged rear end towards the camera. The rest of the argument played out this way, occasionally cutting to an over the shoulder shot of the man so the viewer could get a view of Sienna’s bouncing tits.

Leela sighed and closed the video, and then looked across the pool at the real Sienna and her bodyguard, Joselyn. Most people at the resort were American tourists, who most likely had no idea that Sienna Mercedes was one of the biggest telenovela stars in Brazil. Still, they all knew a singularly beautiful woman when they saw one, and would gawk at her as they walked past. Sienna for her part ignored them, though on occasion a few did try to approach her but were quickly scared off by her attack dog Joselyn.

Sienna was lying on her stomach, clad in a hot pink thong bikini as Joselyn leaned over, rubbing tanning oil over her employer’s ample tush. The muscular yet beautiful bodyguard wore a very small one-piece thong swimsuit, her ass cheeks and full cleavage glistening from the tanning oil she had applied to herself moments earlier.

So that’s what I need to get through… Leela bit her lip, watching as the muscular bodyguard generously oiled up Sienna’s rear end.

It wasn’t an impossible task, getting the bodyguard out of the way to get to Sienna, but it would be a damn difficult one. Leela bit her lip, several plans formulating in her mind as to how to deal with Joselyn, when she saw another man saunter over to the two. At first she looked away, figuring he was another tourist trying to take a pass at the attractive Latina woman, but then Leela paused, realizing that he looked familiar…

He looked to be in his mid twenties, extremely fit, wearing a pair of skin-tight swim trunks that showed off his muscular form… and large package. His thick brown hair was combed straight back, and as he approached Sienna and Joselyn, he flashed them a crooked, charming grin.

What is he doing here? Leela sat up, pretending to be lost in something she was reading on her phone as she watched the young man approach the two attractive women.

As she watched, Leela began scrolling through her phone, looking for a photo…

The young man stepped over to the telenovela star and her bodyguard. Leela couldn’t hear what was being said, but no doubt he was doing his best to appear charming and non threatening. Joselyn didn’t buy it, and stepped away from her employer’s ass to intercept. Sienna turned to her side and watched, like an Egyptian queen reclining while her servants did battle for her amusement.

Leela’s attention was torn between her phone and the young man attempting to score with the Mexican soap star. As Jocelyn intercepted him, he threw up his hands to show he wasn’t a threat. It looked like the bodyguard was saying something stern to him, and it seemed like the young man was using all of his self control not to stare at the muscular woman’s cleavage as he talked.

On her beach chair, Sienna continued to watch as if this was entertainment for her.

The bodyguard continued to no doubt tell the young man to get lost, and he continued to try and make his case to her. Finally, he sized up the muscular woman, realized that she was a hurdle he wasn’t getting over, threw up his hands in surrender, and walked away, but not before throwing a wink at Sienna.

The soap star didn’t seem to react, and instead rolled onto her stomach, waiting for her bodyguard to finish oiling up her already glistening ass cheeks.

As the young man walked away, deterred but clearly not ready to admit defeat, Leela looked at the picture on her phone and then at him. His hair was a little longer and he was a little tanner, but there was no mistaking, that was him…

Brad Arnold.

She sat back, watching as he sat down at a bar overlooking the pool area, trying his best to play it cool.

This just got interesting… She thought, watching as he didn’t give Sienna or Joselyn a second glance.

Brad had come out of nowhere, with the worst things on his record being a few petty theft charges, underage drinking, and a couple DUI’s, typical frat boy stuff. Then suddenly he became a major player in Ace’s organization. Word had it that Brad sold out his own step-mother, Shelly Arnold, to get where he was. Shelly had been attempting to position herself as a competitor to Ace, who had carved out a small area of southern California for himself. As soon as Brad showed up, Shelly disappeared, and as luck would have it, Jack, Ace’s man on the street, also disappeared, further facilitating Brad’s rise to the top.

Though young, Brad had already established quite the reputation for himself. According to rumors, the disappearances of social media influencer Autumn Beam, a small time reporter named Tanya Donnelly, and several female FBI agents could all be attributed to Brad. He was a wolf in sheep’s clothing, charming, manipulative, and ambitious.

As Leela watched him at the bar, the wheels started turning in her head.

It would be nice to have an extra pair of hands… She thought, but knew that it was a risk. After all, one thing she knew about Brad was that he liked to play with his food…

But so did she...

***

“You’re a long way from Marston’s Pointe.” Leela stood at the end of the bar and smiled, two drinks in hand.

She watched as Brad stiffened and turned towards her, shock temporarily flashing across his face before his mask of calm and cool went back up. Then his jaw dropped as he turned and looked at the beautiful woman addressing him.

Leela wore a brown thong bikini, the straps high up on her hips to accentuate her v-cut and toned abs. Her bronze skin glistened in the afternoon sun, and she took a sip from her sweating drink before offering Brad the other.

“I… think you have me at a disadvantage. Do we know each other?” He took the drink but didn’t sip from it.

Smart boy. Leela thought, and took the stool next to Brad.

“Only by reputation, I’m Leela.” She offered her hand.

“Brad.” He took it.

She adjusted herself on the stool so that her ass stuck out at the perfect angle, watching as Brad took notice.

“What brings you to Punta Cana?” She took another sip from her drink.

“I hear the fishing is wonderful this time of year.” He still didn’t sip from his drink.

“I hear that too, though I think we’re chasing the same fish.” She cocked her head towards the pool area.

Sienna was now reclining in her beach chair, tanning her magnificent cleavage. Joselyn was reclining next to her, a book in hand, though her eyes lifted anytime someone passed by.

“It seems so.” Brad raised an eyebrow.

“I think we can help each other out.” She stood up and took his hand.

Brad stumbled to his feet as she lead him away from the bar.

“Pick your jaw up from the floor.” She grumbled, watching as several patrons gawked at her leading Brad by the hand.

As they made their way off the pool area, Leela glanced over at Sienna and Joselyn, neither of them seemed to notice or care that Brad was leaving with her.

Well that’s one plan down the drain. It was a long shot, going for the jealousy angle, and she knew it. Leela wanted to see if Sienna was the insecure kind of actress that wouldn’t be interested in Brad until he paid attention to someone else, but it seemed like the soap star was more of the self absorbed kind that really didn’t care about anything that happened outside of her little bubble.

Brad didn’t waste anytime once they got back to her room. No sooner had Leela closed the door then he came up behind her, twisted one arm behind her back with one hand and used the other to clamp over her mouth.

“Ummmph!” She cried as he pulled her against him. Leela could feel a very prominent bulge in his pants as he pressed up against her.

“Now I don’t know who you are, but -” He began, but was taken off guard when Leela twisted out of his grasp.

“Hold on there, pretty boy.” She twisted his arm behind his back, but Brad quickly countered.

He twisted again, shifting his weight and throwing her off balance, and then wrapped her in a bear hug and lifted her off her feet. Once again, Leela opened her mouth to cry out, but Brad kept one hand around her waist and put the other over her mouth.

“Hrrggg hhmm! Llhhffsssn!” She tried to reason.

“What are you, a small timer?” He laughed.

“Ummm hmmph!” She shook her head and tried to wriggle out of his grasp.

As she struggled, she could feel him getting harder.

“You see, I’ve had my eye on those two for a long time, and I’m not about to let some wannabe hoping to prove something come in and steal it out from under me.” He continued.

“Hrrrgg gghhmm…” She rolled her eyes, once again shifting to squeeze out, but he tightened his grip.

His erect penis pressed hard against her thonged buttocks as she tried to wriggle out of his grasp.

“So, I’m gonna tie you up here and you can be my little bonus…” He prattled on.

Feeling his erection against her gave Leela and idea, and she reached behind her and grasped at the tent forming in his trunks. Brad stammered, clearly taken aback by this development.

“Uhmm hmm…” She sighed, feeling him throb against her as she stroked him.

Brad’s breathing became ragged, and Leela pushed herself against him, feeling his heart flutter as she continued stroking him.

“Hmmm…” She cooed, moving her hands to reach down into his trunks.

Brad reached down, grabbed the knot at the side of her thong, and undid it, exposing her bare hip. Then his shaky hands untied the other knot and he ripped away her bikini bottom.

“See, we can come to an-ummph!” She was cut off by him shoving her bikini bottoms into her mouth.

He kept one hand over her mouth, keeping the bikini bottoms secure, and with his other hand reached under her bikini top to massage her breast. Leela continued to coo and sigh as he did while rubbing him through his swim trunks.

Men… She rolled her eyes. They were so easy to play.

Leela grabbed his trunks and pulled them down, feeling his length spring against her like a serpent ready to strike. She pressed her bare buttocks against his erectness and rubbed herself up and down.

“Hrrmmm…mmmmpph…” She sighed.

Brad had moved her bikini top aside, his greedy hands grasping at her breasts like they may evaporate at any moment.

He was throbbing against her buttocks as she rubbed and stroked, sighing into her gag as she did.

He shuddered, gasped, and finished all over her ass. She gasped and leaned her head back against him as he caught his breath.

“Hmm… gmmm…”

“This… this doesn’t change anything…” He gasped.

“Whhhhtt!” She cried as he crossed her arms behind her back.

***

“Lmmmffftt mmhh gghhh yyhhhh bbsshhttdd!” She cried, writhing naked on the bed.

Dammit! This is not going the way I wanted it! Leela cursed, trying to wriggle out of the bed sheets Brad had used to tie and gag her.

Brad had pulled up his trunks and was now surveying the room as she struggled naked on the bed. Her bikini bottoms were still shoved in her mouth, and he used a pillow case to secure them, and her top lay discarded on the bed next to her. He had used a length of bedsheet to secure her hands behind her back and then used the same length to tie her ankles together.

“Cmmmn hhnn! Llffftthh nnhh gghh!” She moaned, twisting against her bonds.

Dammit, he knows how to tie a knot!

Brad took a moment to admire her nude, struggling form, her breasts heaving up and down with every movement, and then opened her suitcase.

“Hrggy!” She protested.

“Hey now, not like you’ll be needing these where your going.” He pulled a pair of pink thong panties and held them up to taunt her.

“Mmmmph! Nnnhhh!” She implored, and once again twisted against her bonds.

“Oh my…” He smiled and lifted a length of rope and a white cloth meant to be a gag from her suitcase as well.

“Urrggg gghhd…” She laid her head back and grumbled.

How did I allow myself to be suckered by him? She thought she had the upper hand, that she was playing Brad, but he played her. That’s how he works, he let her think she in control and let her guard down. It was almost impressive, except for how frustrating it was.

“Now,” Brad put her things back down in her suitcase and stood up. “I have some friends that I’m gonna call to collect you. You can spend some time with them on a boat I have waiting and soon you’ll be joined by those two lovely ladies we saw lounging by the pool. This was fun though, we’ll definitely have to do it again.”

“Wyyttt! Wyyhhtt nnnhpph!” She called as he began to head towards the door.

“Honestly, solid try though. Maybe you should have tried with some smaller fish first.” He shrugged as he grabbed the door knob.

“Shhrrggghhii! Shhhrrggghi!” She warbled into her gag.

Brad stopped and turned towards her.

“What was that?”

“Shhhrrrgghhhi! Uhhh cchnnn hhllppp yyhh!” She continued.

“Did you say Sergei?” He asked. It was hard to tell but it seemed like she had genuinely gotten through to him.

“Ummm hmm!” She nodded.

Brad sighed, let go of the door, and strolled over to her. He sat pulled down the pillow case wrapped around her mouth and she spit out the bikini bottoms that had been wadded in her mouth and took a breath.

“You got five seconds before I put that gag back in.” He warned.

“I can help you with Sergei.” She explained.

“What makes you think I need help?” He asked.

“He’s expanding, and has a lot of power behind him. Muzzarian traders are some of his top customers. He basically has that country in his pocket and he’s using that power to push out anyone who doesn’t play ball with him.”

“I’m a people person.” Brad smiled.

“Everyone knows that Ace’s grip has grown weak,  including Sergei. Marston’s Pointe would be the perfect foothold he needs to expand into the American market.”

Brad frowned, clearly not liking that she was making sense.

“Maybe I’m not affiliated with Ace anymore.”

“You’re smart enough to recognize a sinking ship and jumped off.” She smiled.

“Something like that, or I just decided to go into business for myself.”

“Then you’ll need allies, Sergei is going after the small timers first, forcing them to bend the knee or end up six feet under.”

“So what can you offer me?” He asked.

“Sienna,” Leela gestured to the window of her hotel room. “Sergei is obsessed. He won’t hold any business when her show is on. He’s killed people for interrupting him while she’s on screen.”

“Not that I can blame him,” Brad shrugged. “What are you getting at?”

“Sergei has something I want.” Leela said through gritted teeth.

“Ah I see, so you want to get what you want by giving Sergei something he wants.” Brad patted her bare ass in approval.

“Exactly.”

“Well, that’s a problem,” Brad leaned back on the bed. “Because you see, the Damsel Games are coming up, and I don’t have an entrant yet. A fiery telenovela star and her muscular bodyguard make two great participants, and fetch a nice price.”

“You can have the bodyguard, let me have Sienna.” She continued.

Brad burst out laughing.

“Really? What do I get out of this deal?”

“I give Sienna to Sergei, earning his trust. You get intelligence out of it.”

Brad stroked his chin.

“So you would be my mole?” He smirked.

“Absolutely, and the bodyguard can be your participant in the games.”

Brad stood, pacing the room, thinking over her offer.

“You could even leverage what I give you on Sergei into getting back into Ace’s good graces.” Leela added.

“Oh no, Ace is on their way out. Too many cuts showed that even the king can bleed. Already there are sharks circling.” Brad waved her off.

“Are you one of them?” She raised her eyebrows.

“I’m a great white.” He smiled.

“If it’s open season on Marston’s Pointe, it’s going to be hard to get a food hold with everyone else fighting for the throne.” Leela continued.

Brad stood, rubbing his chin.

“Or are you gonna shove that gag back in my mouth?” She raised her eyebrows.

Brad looked at her, smiled, and she noticed the front of his swim trunks starting to lift.

“But mark my words, it will be twice as hard to nab Sienna now that you struck out,” Leela continued. “You need me.”

“Oh do I?” Brad approached.

“You know what will get a woman to let her guard down?” Leela raised her eyebrows.

“What’s that?” Brad stood over her, reaching out to put her gag back on.

“Another woman.” Leela smiled, and Brad hesitated.

2.

If Sienna Mercedes was stunning in just at thong bikini, she looked absolutely drop dead in her cocktail dress. A slick black color, the dress clung to her curves like a second skin, short enough that it teased the possibility of exposing the telenovela star’s full rear end but dutifully staying around her upper thighs. The plunging neckline made the Brazilian woman’s cleavage the star of the show, and she knew how to push out her breasts in a way that drew everyone’s attention to them.

In a way, Leela couldn’t believe how a woman like Sienna was real, but in that moment, she knew why Sergei would be obsessed with her.

It’s like she was created in a laboratory. Leela thought, and sipped from her drink.

At night, the resort pool area turned into a dance club. There were still plenty of revelers enjoying a nice dip, but more people stood around the pool clad in their finest, drinking, dancing, searching the night for a connection.

Leela’s dress was form fitting, long and slinky, and accentuated her curves as much as Sienna’s did. The soap star shined so bright though that even if Leela stood next to her, she would be eclipsed. Of course, Joselyn wasn’t far behind Sienna, and as the beautiful woman waited at the bar for her next drink, the muscular bodyguard stood with her hands clasped a few feet away. Joselyn was beautiful in her own right, clad in skin tight leather pants and a leather halter top that pushed her already impressive cleavage as high as it could go. Men all over the outdoor club stopped to give the two women a second glance, but were quickly scared off by Joselyn’s stern look.

The muscular bodyguard was so focused on the men’s hungry stares that she didn’t notice Leela making her way along the bar towards them until it was too late. By that point Leela had saddled up next to Sierra while she waited and extended her hand.

“Sierra Mercedes, the shining star of daytime Brazilian television, such a pleasure to meet-” As she spoke, Joselyn slid her considerable frame between Leela and the wide eyed Sierra.

“Hey!” Joselyn barked, glaring at Leela.

“Oh my, what a frame you have.” Leela laughed and patted Joselyn’s bicep.

“Get lost.” Joselyn sneered.

“My dear, I’m here to discuss a business opportunity with your lovely boss.” Leela smiled at Sienna, who stared at her dumb founded.

“Then contact Ms. Mercedes business manager, and she will arrange something.” Joselyn continued her stonewall.

“Fine,” Leela sighed, and made a show of reaching through her purse. “My name is Leigh, I’m a partner at City of Angels talent agency, let me find my card…”

“A talent agent?” Sienna raised her eyebrows.

“Ms. Mercedes already has an agent.” Joselyn grumbled.

“But from what I understand, she doesn’t have American representation.” Leela smiled, still rifling through her purse.

“As I said, reach out to her business-” Joselyn began, before Sienna stepped forward and placed a hand on the bodyguard’s chest.

Like a loyal pet, Joselyn went silent and backed up.

“You’re with City of Angels? It’s one of the top talent agencies in America.” Sienna stepped forward and extended her hand.

“Yes, nice to meet you!” Leela exclaimed. “I’m here on vacation and don’t like mixing business with pleasure, but when an opportunity knocks, you have to answer.”

“I’m already one of the highest paid actors in Brazilian television, what can you offer me?” Sienna raised her eyebrows.

“Recognition, international stardom. You’ll be a household name, not only in Brazil, or America, but the world. Movies, television, brand endorsements, we can do it all. Every boy in America will have a poster of you in his room.” Leela was laying it on thick, but knew she had to make a good pitch.

“They already do in Brazil.” Sienna smiled.

“Yes but Brazil is a little pond, and you need to swim in the ocean.” Leela smiled back.

Sienna bit her lip and considered it.

“I can give you more specifics of what we can do and how we can package you if you like, preferably somewhere quiet, and private.” With that last word, Leela tossed a look at Joselyn.

Sienna mulled it over, and then turned to her bodyguard.

“I’ll only be a moment.” She reassured the larger woman.

“But Ms. Mercedes…” Joselyn interjected.

“It will be fine, I’ll be back in a few minutes,” She patted Joselyn on the chest and turned to Leela. “Your room?”

“I actually have boat, it’s docked over this way.” Leela smiled and pointed down the beach.

Sienna stepped over and followed Leela as they pushed their way through the crowd people towards a gate leading to the beach. As they did, Leela could feel Joselyn’s eyes on them the whole time.

***

Joselyn regretted wearing the form fitting leather pants as she stormed down the beach, visions of Sienna bound, gagged and whisked off in a van towards a seedy warehouse dancing through her head. Even though the temperature had dropped slightly during the evening, it was still a very warm evening, and everything below her waist was slick with sweat. But she couldn’t worry about that now, all that mattered was getting Sienna back.

As the muscular bodyguard surveyed the various boats docked along the beach, she found herself regretting yet again letting her boss go off with the mysterious woman. It was her job to never let Sienna out of her sight, and she had done just that. Sienna had told her to stand down and relax, and Joselyn had agreed, against every instinct in her body, but also part of her job was to follow Sienna’s instructions.

So she waited at the bar, patiently, obediently, as the time passed. Rarely did men make passes at her at bars, they were too intimidated, but one brave soul did step up and offer to buy her a drink, and she succinctly told him to get lost.

“Have a drink, relax.” She imagined Sienna saying to her while laughing.

Every time they were out, the telenovela star tried to get Joselyn to let loose and have a drink, but she was on duty, and that meant she had to be constantly vigilant.

Which I wasn’t, earlier! She gritted her teeth. As she continued waiting for Sienna, Joselyn couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. She texted Sienna first asking if everything was alright. After all, she knew how American success was one of the actress’ long time goals, and Joselyn didn’t want to ruin that. Several minutes passed without an answer, and the feeling that something was wrong got worse.

As she continued waiting at the bar, Joselyn decided to research City of Angels Casting. True to the woman’s words, it was one of the biggest agencies in Los Angeles. The only problem is that there was no agent working there named Leigh.

Joselyn’s blood ran cold when she saw that, and she immediately stormed out of the pool area and across the beach. They had been played, and whoever these people were, they were smart, luring Sienna into a trap with the promise of American fame.

Stupid, I was stupid. Joselyn cursed herself.

Most of the boats tied up at the docks were dark, their owners either sleeping or elsewhere around the resort. Joselyn really had no idea where to start when it came to finding Sienna but she remembered the asian woman saying she had a boat. If worst came to worst she would search every single boat if she had to.

Her mind didn’t even entertain the possibility that Sienna wasn’t kidnapped, that she may just be enjoying a round of drinks and talking business with a potential new agent. Joselyn wasn’t paid to consider the good outcomes, she was paid to anticipate the bad.

And if that woman had sailed off with Sienna, well then Joselyn would follow them to the ends of the Earth.

She hoped though that their boat was still there, secured at the docks. No doubt they had thought they won, that they had their prize, but wouldn’t they be in for a surprise when Joselyn squeezed that woman and any of her accomplices heads between her thighs. They thought she was a meat head, just paid muscle, and underestimating her would be their downfall.

Of course they had no idea that Joselyn started out as a cage fighter, that she decimated every opponent that got in her way. She would probably be champion right now if an injury had forced her into a change of career.

At her lowest was when Sienna found her and offered her a new chance, a new life. From that moment, Joselyn swore to protect the TV star at any cost, and if that meant storming in on kidnappers and pummeling them with her bare hands, so be it.

Her footfalls echoed across the dock as she marched on, her muscular curves bathed in moonlight. The sounds from the dance party on the pool echoed in the warm night behind her, and the only other sound was the waves. Joselyn surveyed each boat, knowing that Sienna could be inside any one of them.

Ahead on the dock, Joselyn noticed one lonely boat, tied off and bobbing lazily in the gentle water, the fact that it was tied off separately from the other boats immediately caught the muscular bodyguard’s attention, but then she noticed something else…

A light was on in the lower deck.

She quickened her pace, balling her fists and preparing for a fight. With each powerful stride, the boat got closer and closer, and her heart beat faster and faster in anticipation of combat.

Then she noticed something else, a form, seated on the top deck of the boat. It looked like a woman, sitting on a beach, legs crossed, looking out over the ocean in front of her. Seeing this, Joselyn began to relax, recognizing the form fitting dress and incredible curves of her boss, Sienna.

She was just sitting on the boat, relaxing and enjoying the warm night.

Joselyn slowed her pace as she approached. She still intended to give Sienna an earful for going off with a stranger, but at least the telenovela star was alright.

Then Joselyn’s heart smacked against her rib cage like a fist. Now that she was closer, she could see Sienna’s hands behind her back, tied together with a length of rope. The Brazilian woman’s slender, shapely legs were crossed and secured together at the thigh, below the knee, and at the ankles with more rope.

Hearing someone coming up behind her, Sienna turned her head. Her eyes were naturally large and expressive, and now those eyes pleaded with Joselyn for help. A thick, white cloth was stuffed into Sienna’s mouth, wrapped around her head, and tied at the back of her neck. Those pouty lips of hers that so many men had dreamed of kissing were pursed around the thick, white gag.

“Hrrrrppph! Hmmmpph!” Sienna cried, sticking out her magnificent chest when she saw her bodyguard.

“Ms. Mercedes!” Joselyn called, her skin rising into goosebumps despite the warm summer’s night.

She took a step to leap off of the dock and onto the boat when Sienna cried into her gag again.

“Nnnmooo! Mmmphh! Nnnnnph!”

Joselyn paused, realizing too late that the bound and gagged woman was trying to warn her. A second later, a damp cloth was pressed over her face from behind.

“Urrggghh! Hmmph!” Joselyn cried.

When she opened her mouth, she inhaled the most noxious, overpowering smell she had ever experienced in her life. No sooner had her lungs filled with that acrid stench than she felt her body begin to shut down, like a switch had been flipped.

“Uhhmmmpph hmmph!” She flailed her arms but it was no use, her body was like a computer being shut down.

“Hmmph… mmhh…” Joselyn called upon every reserve of strength to keep her eyes open, but she was already on her knees, every muscle in her body going slack.

Her eyes fluttered, and then closed, the last thing Joselyn saw before she lost consciousness was Sienna’s wide, terrified brown eyes.

3.

Xia could feel the men’s eyes on her as she stepped outside of the airport into the warm Moroccan sun, and could see how they imagined what her body must be like under the long overcoat as they passed by on their way to whatever destination awaited them. The dark sunglasses she wore covered her eyes so that no one could see the imploring look she was giving them, and a veil covering the lower half of her face hid the cloth gagging her.

“Mmmp… hmmm…” She implored feebly, but they just passed by, looking her over as they did.

Next to her, Siewi was similarly dressed, with a long over coat, veil, and sunglasses. Underneath the raincoats, both women were completely nude except for the ropes crisscrossing each of their bodies in a diamond pattern, under the breasts, down through their legs and up through their delicious rear ends.

“Heuch uh! Honheone, chueahe!” Siewi cried as The Dominator pushed her along.

The old man walked behind each woman, one hand clamped on each of their butt cheeks, steering them forward. More ropes secured the women’s hands behind their backs. However, outside of a pair of high-heels their feet were completely unrestrained. It’s not that both women didn’t want to make a run for it. They had attempted to do so on multiple occasions, however, they were physically incapable. The dominator’s iron like grip latched on to their backsides and allowed him to fully control them. If he wanted them to move forward he squeezed. If he wanted them to move in a certain direction, he merely twisted his hands and forced them that way. Despite his grip, which did not lose its strength, he seemed weaker, more feeble. Sergei had dominated him much like he had Xia and Siewi.

The large Russian walked ahead of the two bound captives, cutting an impressive figure. Everyone who stared at the two beautiful women quickly looked away after catching Sergei’s eyes.

Xia Lan and Siewi once again tried to shake free from The Dominator’s grasp, causing him to once again since his iron hands into their juicy backsides.

“Hon, igh huughh! Uegh ho!” Their eyes wore looks of desperation, and darted back and forth hoping for a savior to come to their rescue, but no one noticed their plight.

Not that anyone would try to rescue us if they could. Xia realized.

This display was about power and dominance for Sergei. He was parading his captives publicly, for them to realize their helplessness and humiliation.  She shivered to think of what he had in store for them next as he led them towards an awaiting limo.

***

Sergei’s next humiliation was even worse than Xia could have imagined as she looked down at her ridiculous outfit. A tiny white bikini adorned her body. Small square coverings sat atop her breasts, held in place by floss-like strings that ran above and below the small squares. They did little to cover anything save a small area around her nipples. A tiny thong buried itself inside her enormous butt cheeks and barely covered her sacred garden. Then a small, white, silky corset held in place by two white belts and wrapped around her slim waist, and two more pairs of straps wrapped around her meaty thighs and petite ankles. Another white strap encircled Xia Lan's neck and served as a choker. Chains encircled her belly and were attached to the straps on her neck, wrists, and thighs. These chains were all connected and cuffed Xia Lan's hands in front of her at her waist. They also ensured Xia Lan couldn't lift her hands past a few inches. A small white mitt wrapped around Xia Lin's hand, and in that met was a white floral bouquet.

Finally, a pair of shiny white high-heels adorned Xia's feet, and a wedding veil sat atop her head, but it was pulled her  back so the audience can see the ridiculously large diamond ball gag stuffed between her teeth. The gag's ring was forged with solid gold and had several smaller diamonds on its inlet. Sergei undoubtedly spent a fortune to get it made. The captured agent’s perfect countenance was also on display, although it wore a mix of shock, humiliation, unwillingness, and, most of all, defiance.

"Rmh mm gr rnghh nrm!" She muttered into the diamond gag.

Sergei stood next to his not-so blushing bride, beaming as the “official” performed the ceremony. Sergei had also spared no express, renting out an entire beach, with his business associates and lackeys as witnesses. Siewi was even Xia’s unwilling bridesmaid, though The Dominator stood with her, one hand clamped over her mouth and the other groping her breast as the other girl struggled to get free. Xia though stood rigid, not just because of the strict bondage she was in, but because she knew what was to come.

“If the Bride doesn’t have any objections, this union may be sealed in accordance with Muzzarian ways.” The Official announced.

Sergei removed his bride's gag, but before Xia could speak he covered her mouth with his hand.                 "I ohghecgh! I hain no! I non'gh uuangh gho hegh nhauuien" She cried through Sergei’s clamped palm.

“Any objections at all?” The Official asked again.

“Uhhh oohhhgggh! Nnnmmpo! Ugggg gghhh nnnhh!”

“If the Bride has no objections, then you may kiss your wife.” The Official announced.

Sergei removed his hand and planted a heavy, deep kiss upon Xia, much to her chagrin.

"Hghay auuay huonh nhe, nhonhgheu!" She tried to wriggle away as the crowd roared in approval.

7.

Ugh, pretending to flirt with this guy would be easier if he actually was attractive. Leela flashed her widest smile and pushed down any revulsion as she eyed up her mark.

She had known that Sergei’s little brother Vladimir wouldn’t be a looker, but everything about this man was just… off. He was too tall and skinny, and his suit both hung on his coat hanger like frame and was too short for his long, thin arms. When he smiled, he flashed a mouthful of crooked teeth, and his nose and ears were comically oversized, like someone tried drawing his brother from memory. And of course, like any unattractive man, he turned to putty whenever an actual attractive woman gave him a smile.

Then again, Leela knew she had been spoiled with Brad. He was a snake, but easy on the eyes, and not so bad in the bedroom either. After nabbing the soap star and her bodyguard, they had spent a few weeks on his boat together “celebrating” their win. Leela would rather have taken off with Sienna for Sergei, but she knew that she had to stay on Brad’s good side, and earn his trust, and the fastest way to do that with a man was through his pants. It worked like a charm. Of course, she still slept with one eye open around Brad, she didn’t trust him one bit.

Now after staring at Vladimir made her long for the days of being on a boat sleeping with Brad while listening to the muffled moans of Sienna and Joselyn in the next room, but she had unfinished business.

Vladimir hadn’t taken his eyes off of her since she slunk by his VIP lounge at the club in her form fitting, yellow skirt. All she wore on her top was a matching yellow Bra, pushing up her ample cleavage. Leela had made sure to walk nice and slow past the lounge where Sergei’s brother sat with an entourage of equally unattractive and poorly dressed men. Then, just as it looked like she was about to slip off into the crowd of sweaty bodies pressing against each other, she turned and flashed Vladimir a bright smile.

That was all she needed. Then she leaned against a bar, pretending to be watching the folks on the dance floor and occasionally turning to watch Vladimir, who’s attention switched from her to the cages above them.

Suspended from the ceiling were several large birdcages, each one containing a woman clad in a bra and thong with her hands tied and mouth gagged. Some fought against their bonds, trying to escape despite the twenty foot drop below them, while others danced, learning to embrace their captivity.

It was one of the premiere fetish clubs in Europe, and supposedly one of the preferred hunting grounds of Vladimir. Rumor has it that Sergei had stepped back from the business and was letting his brother run things. When it came to running the business Vladimir was… floundering. He didn’t command the respect his brother did, nor was he as ruthless.

Hunting at a club was also a dangerous gambit. Though it wasn’t forbidden, snatching girls at a spot friendly to those in the slave business was frowned upon since so many came to clubs like this to do business. A slaver could accidentally kidnap one of their own, or snatch a girl belonging to another. Security had become tighter too at these clubs after an incident the previous year where two undercover cops had gotten into one run by Ace. Ace was stupid, and should have gotten rid of the cops immediately, but instead chose to display them at the club, subjecting them to multiple humiliations. Eventually, the cops got free and raided the club, arresting one of Ace’s lieutenants who would go on to sing to the authorities like a canary. That single arrest destroyed most of Ace’s holdings in southern California, and scared the rest of the slaver community. It took Leela six months to pass the security check to get into this particular club.

Of course, Sergei pulled strings to get Vladimir in. Lacking his brother’s killer instinct, Vladimir browsed the fetish clubs because of the allure of easy prey, and he no doubt knew that no one would speak up against him out of fear of his brother.

What a snake. Leela tried to hide her disgust as she looked at the little man in the ill fitting suit, surrounded by his entourage of hangers on. They drooled after every woman that walked by, and when there wasn’t a female to gawk at, stared up at the birdcages above them. She continued to glance over her shoulder at Vladimir as she stood at the bar. Just when she was wondering if she would have to send him a handwritten invitation, he stood up and approached her.

“Quite a view from down here.” He flashed her a crooked smile and motioned to the women in the cages above.

“I’ve seen better.” She batted her eyes at him.

“It’s nothing like the view I have right now.” He went to sip from his drink, realized it was empty, and went over to the bar.

“What are you drinking?” He waved his hand at the bartender, who ignored him, instead waiting on a gaggle of well dressed women at the other end of the bar.

“Club soda.”

“Don’t you want something with a little kick?” He waved at the bartender again, but may as well have been invisible.

“And end up in one of those cages?” She gestured above.

“Maybe I’d like to see you in one of them.” Finally, Vladimir waved his hand and snapped his fingers at the bartender.

The bartender could barely hide his annoyance as he came to the side of the bar.

“I shouldn’t have to wait, do you know who I am?” Vladimir tried to keep his voice low, but Leela could hear everything. “Brandy for me and a soda with vodka for the lady.”

Leela turned her head to roll her eyes, and then back at Vladimir.

“Maybe I already have a little birdie waiting for you.” She smiled at him.

“Oh?” Vladimir raised his eyebrows.

“Call it a gift, a goodwill gesture.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I think this is the start of a beautiful relationship.” As she finished speaking, the bartender brought over their drinks.

Vladimir handed her a drink and raised his. They clinked glasses and she lifted hers to her lips but didn’t drink.

“What do you say we-” He began, but she took him by the hand and led him off the dance floor.

His initial surprise was replaced with glee at the attractive women dragging him off to someplace private. Just off the dance floor was a long hallway lined with doors, each one leading to a private room. Each room had different amenities, depending on what someone wanted, be it business or pleasure.

Vladimir continued to have a dazed look on his face as Leela stopped outside her room, unlocked the door, and ushered him inside. A velvet couch was in the center of the room, and a four poster bed at the other side. In the very middle was a tall, black oval shape covered with a dark sheet. Underneath the sheet could be heard the faint sound of muffled whimpering.

“Now,” Leela began, setting her drink down on an end table. “Since we’re alone, I think it’s time to talk business.”

She turned to see Vladimir with a cloth in hand and a bottle in the other, struggling to remove the cap. He clearly didn’t notice her looking as he struggled to open the chloroform. Leela sighed, stepped over, and yanked the bottle out of his hands.

“Wait, it’s not what it-” He stammered.

“Shut up.” She grabbed him by his tie, dragged him over to the couch, and pushed him down.

“I swear, it’s cologne… aftershave!” He tried to salvage it.

It took all of her self control to play nice with him.

“Honey, don’t you get it,” She slunk over to him. “We’re on the same team.”

“Wha… what?” He asked.

“Babe, just sit back.” She stood up, turned around, grabbed the top of her skirt, and pushed.

It was skin tight, and clung to her ass like a second skin as she pushed it down, exposing her matching yellow thong.

“I’m here to help you.” She looked over her shoulder, winked, and lowered the skirt some more.

“Uhh… you are?”

She laughed and pushed, the rest of her rear end bouncing up like it had was spring loaded. Then she turned, kicked up the skirt, and tossed it into his lap.

“I know so much about you, Vladimir.” She leaned against the covered oval.

“What… you do?”

She turned around, giving him another view of her ass.

“I know you’re running your brothers affairs now, I know you want to impress him.”

“I… I don’t need to impress anyone.” He puffed out his chest.

“Oh, I know that, but does he know that?” She sauntered over to him and bent over so that he was blinded by her cleavage.

“What… what do you want?” Vladimir swallowed.

“Oh, I’m just looking for a partnership.” She stood and strutted over to another table.

“Just a partnership?” Vladimir asked.

“Maybe a little more.” She lifted a file from the table and brought it over to him.

“You really want to discuss business?” He furrowed his brow at her.

She laughed and tossed the file in his lap. Vladimir opened it to find pictures of Brad.

“I know you and Sergei have been trying to get footing in America. What if I told you I could help with that?” She strutted back over to the covered oval.

“This… who is this?” Vladimir asked.

Leela once again hid her annoyance. He really was an idiot.

“His name is Brad Arnold, used to work for Ace, now in business for himself. A major competitor with lots of connections.”

“So if we get rid of him…” The wheels were turning in Vladimir’s head.

“He knows things too, if we get him to talk, Ace falls next.” She took a handful of the black drape.

“I… I’ll have to talk with Sergei.” He looked up at her.

“I thought so,” she pulled slightly on the black drape. “And just to show my loyalty, I bought a gift, a gesture of good will.”

With that she yanked the black curtain with a flourish and stepped away.

“Mmmph! Mmmmm!” Sienna cried from within the giant birdcage.

Vladimir’s jaw dropped as he stared at the soap star. She was completely nude, hands taped behind her back, and mouth taped shut as well. She pressed herself against the bars of the cage and implored Vladimir.

“Hrrrmmph! Hhlllp! Mmmph!” She cried, her large breasts pressing out of either side of the bars.

“I understand that your brother has quite the crush.” Leela folded her arms in satisfaction.

Vladimir just stared, enraptured by the captured beauty inside the cage.

“What… what do you want?” He turned to Leela.

“Just an introduction.” She smiled.

***

A castle! Of course Sergei lives in a damn castle! Leela grimace at the towering stone structure growing closer by the minute. She could feel the speedboat rocking under her, and her heart palpitating, knowing that she was finally so close to her final goal.

This better be worth it. She had gone through all this trouble just to set up a meeting with Sergei, tracking him halfway across the world, kidnapping a famous telenovela star, and finally leading on his little brother, all in the name of finally meeting the man.

“Quite a sight, isn’t it?” Vladimir asked behind the wheel of the boat.

Leela turned and smiled at him, realizing that she wasn’t sure if he was referring to the sight of the castle, or her ass in the thong. The way he lingered on her backside, she figured it was the latter, so she batted her eyes at him and turned back to the looming castle. Vladimir was rather easy to keep on a leash, all she had to do was flash her ass at him and smile and that made him think that there might be a possibility of sleeping with her.

Hopefully she wouldn’t have to keep the charade up for long. Until then, he could stare as much as he wanted.

A woft of cold air blasted her as the boat slowed near the castle. It was a gigantic, gothic structure built into a rock outcropping overlooking the ocean. Leela tried to suppress a shiver and looked up at the towering monument to Sergei’s ego. The boat angled towards a dock, and Leela could see a dimly lit staircase leading up into the castle’s bowels.

A stern looking man in a black coat, pants, and white gloves waited on the dock, glaring at Leela with wary eyes. Vladimir pulled the boat along the dock and tossed a line to the butler looking gentleman, who did not move to catch it.

“Master Vladimir, Master Sergei was not expecting you,” The stern looking man sneered and then looked at Leela. “Or company.”

“Go tell my brother that I brought a present for him.”

“Shall I prepare a cart?” The Butler asked.

“Oh yes.” Vladimir beamed.

***

“Nnnmmph! Hmmph! Sthhp!” Sienna whined into her gag as two of the butlers wheeled in a dolly down one of the castle’s winding stone corridors.

I’m not gonna miss that. Leela sighed as she followed Vladimir. The whole boat ride Sienna whined into her gag, to the point where Leela would sleep outside on the deck because she got tired of hearing the woman’s muffled cries. There were several points where Leela took out Sienna’s gag and attempted to talk to her, but during those times the soap star would shift from begging for her release, to trying to bribe Leela, to then threats. Eventually, Leela just decided to leave the gag in.

Now the shapely Latina was strapped naked to a moving dolly, her arms and legs secured at her sides, while a velcro strip was pull tight across her mouth, keeping her head pressed tight against the back of the dolly. Her giant breasts rose up down with each panicked breath she took.

“Ummm ggghhdd! Hhllp!” She pulled on her restraints again.

“Oh god will you shut up.” Leela sighed.

At least in a few minutes her endless whining will be Sergei’s problem.

The butlers seemed completely stoned faced as they wheeled Sienna behind them, and oddly, Leela didn’t even feel their eyes on her ass either. At first she felt strange, oddly exposed walking through the castle corridors in a thong bikini, but if the butlers noticed or cared, they weren’t showing it.

Ahead, Leela could hear the sounds of voices, laughter, and what sounded like piano music. She looked over at Vladimir and saw that he looked like he wanted to crawl inside of his poorly fitting suit.

Then they entered into the great hall, and Leela’s jaw dropped. The walls were decorated with tapestries that were clearly very expensive, and made to look very old. They could almost be mistaken for being old, except each of them contained images of women being bound and gagged in various different ways. The music came from a grand piano in the corner, where a woman was seated clad in a leather harness and silenced by a thick, leather muzzle, her manacled hands playing the keys perfectly.

Sergei sat at the head of a great table, where his top lieutenants sat around him, drinking and laughing, and merry making.

Next to Sergei was his wife, his queen, The Unconquered Goddess. She was clad in a chain mail bra, her massive breasts heaving up and down, threatening to rip the metal links holding it together. What looked like a dinner napkin had been shoved into her mouth and secured with another napkin, and her hands were secured to the arms of her chair.

Leela froze when she saw the bound woman. After all this time, after Sergei had stolen her out from under Leela, here was The Unconquered Goddess, now conquered, a slave, a trophy to be displayed.

Sergei looked up at them as he set his food down, his one good eye staring a hole through his brother.

“Hhhmmm wwhhmmp! Ghhh!” The Unconquered Goddess muttered.

“Honey, don’t talk with your mouth full.” Sergei chided, and then stood.

“Vladimir, I was not expecting you.” Sergei’s eye immediately fell on Leela.

She had heard about the man, read everything she could on him, but nothing could prepare her for being in the room with him. The was an oily quality to him, and he seemed to poison the very air around them. The golden eye seemed to sense her disgust and peered deep into her, as if pulling out every bad thought she ever had in her life.

“And who is this?” Sergei eyed up Leela.

“Rhhhnn! Ggghhhn!” The Unconquered Goddess warned.

“This is Leela.” Vladimir gestured to Leela.

Sergei eyed her like a dog staring at it’s next meal.

“What do I owe the pleasure, Leela?” Sergei stepped over and extended his hand.

She took it, and wanted to shiver when she touched his skin.

“I’m here on business, not pleasure.” She smiled.

“Oh?” Sergei raised an eyebrow.

“Call this a… professional meeting. I’m looking for new clients.” She crossed her arms and smiled.

“Ah, a freelancer, I’m retired, happily married.” He gestured to the gagged woman sitting at the table. “Why don’t you talk to my brother.”

“I did,” Leela stepped back and motioned to the bound and gagged Sienna. “He said I should talk to you.”

She gestured and the butlers wheeled the bound Latina forward. The naked woman squealed into her gag and tried to shrink back into her cart as Sergei stepped forward to inspect her.

“Hmmmph!” She moaned as the large man leaned in, his golden eye seemed to be… scanning her almost.

Leela watched him inspect the woman like a piece of meat, but couldn’t help but feel a little put off by the situation. Sergei didn’t even seem to notice Sienna when she was wheeled into the room, and now instead of reacting with excitement, he seemed… curious. This was not the behavior she had expected from a man who was reportedly obsessed with Sienna. Had she been given bad intelligence?

Sergei inspected the whimpering soap opera star a moment longer and then stepped back and snapped his fingers at the butlers.

“Take Ms. Mercedes to the washrooms and get her cleaned and into something nice. She can be our entrant into the games this year.”

“Hmmph! Nnnnmp!” She cried as the butlers took her cart and began to wheel her out of the room.

The games! Leela tried to hide her fury. She went through all that trouble, made a deal with Brad, transported a kidnapped Brazilian celebrity halfway around the world, paraded her half naked body in front of Vladimir for weeks, just for Sergei to send Sienna to the Damsel Games!

“I meant for her to be a gesture of goodwill. I heard you had quite an infatuation.” Her tone was flat, even.

“And I appreciate in. In my youth, I had quite the crush on Ms. Mercedes, but alas, I only have eyes for one now.” He looked over at The Unconquered Goddess and winked.

The bound woman shuddered in her seat.

“But come, you want to discuss business, we can discuss business,” he gestured to the table. “Excuse my wife, she prefers to eat privately.

“Hrrgg!” The Unconquered Goddess grumbled.

The big man pulled out a chair, right next to the bound, big breasted woman. Leela and the captured agent shared a look, and then she sat down.

“And please,” Sergei gestured to the butler. “Have a room made up for Leela and my brother and bring her things to it.”

The butler nodded but Leela caught him as he was walking away.

“I think I’ll have my own room, thank you.” She added.

“Oh?” Sergei asked, and turned to his brother.

“No it’s fine, we can-” Vladimir interjected.

“My own room, please.” Leela reiterated.

“Well, which is it?” Sergei stepped forward, eying up his brother.

Vladimir swallowed hard, and then smacked Leela’s ass.

“We share.”

Leela was going to object, but then noticed the eyes on her in the room and realized she was very, very outnumbered.

“Sure!” She smiled.

“Very well,” Sergei clapped his hands. “You will be shown to your rooms. I apologize as my wife and I have pressing matters to attend to for the next few days. After that, I would love to talk business with you.” He leered at Leela, and the way that gold eye seemed to see through her made her skin crawl.

A few days!

What did he have planned?

4.

A kissing record? Leela shuddered as she slunk down the halls of Sergei’s castle in nothing but a thin, white nightie, an outfit far from practical for a snatch and grab, but desperate times had called for desperate measures, and she barely had time to slip away from Vladimir while he slept.

After Sergei had put them in the same room, the awkward Russian had barely left her side. They would come out of the room for meal times, and Leela would slip away to explore the castle or swim, but he would find her, like a loyal dog sniffing her out. She had spent some time the previous day tanning outside and could feel Vladimir’s hungry eyes on her oiled body the whole time.

A monitor had been set up in the main hall showing the “pressing business” that Sergei and The Unconquered Goddess had to attend to. On the screen was Sergei and his wife, in a room no doubt deep in the bowels of the castle, his face pressed against hers while she struggled under the intricate looking rope work. According to the staff, Sergei was attempting to break a record for world’s longest kiss with Xia.

“We should break some records.” Vladimir smiled and patted Leela’s rear end again, prompting another smile from her.

It was taking more and more to keep him at bay. She had teased him, lead him on, and done everything in her power to keep Vladimir away, but he was becoming impatient. Leela knew that it was only a matter of time before he pulled something like running to his brother, or worse.

Of course, what Vladimir didn’t know was that while she was finding good tanning spots around the castle, or pretending to get lost while looking for the pool, or wandering around admiring the tapestries, she had been learning the layout. After a day, she had become pretty confident in how the castle was built, and had a good idea of where Sergei and The Unconquered Goddess were.

Originally her plan was to wait, bide her time for the opportune moment, but Vladimir was becoming impatient. At dinner, he had insisted on her sitting on his lap, and she could feel his erectness against her buttocks. Between taking bites of food, he would grab her ass or fondle her breasts. After dinner that night, Vladimir had led Leela back up to their room where he showed her a white, thin, practically see through nightie and equally thin, frilly, white see through bra and thong under it.

“Oh… it’s so… beautiful…” She batted her eyes at him.

“It would look even more beautiful on you.” He reclined on the bed and stared at her like a lost puppy.

“I just… I don’t know what to say.” Which wasn’t a lie, she didn’t know.

“My brother will be breaking the record tonight, what better way for us to celebrate? And then we can discuss our business relationship with him tomorrow.” Vladimir continued to watch her with anxious eyes.

He watched her undress, changing out of her thong bikini and into the nightie and lingerie.  She felt his eyes on her every curve, coveting every bit of exposed flesh he could look at. Vladimir even made her turn around and do twirls for him while she was naked. Then he walked over to her and wrapped his hands around her nude body.

“I want you.” He sighed.

“Oh not yet, I haven’t even put on your nice present to me.” She smiled.

After putting on the nightie and lingerie, the tent Vladimir was pitching in his pants was impossible to ignore. She walked over to him and straddled the thin man, and immediately his hands ran under the thin fabric of the nightie and over the curve of her buttocks. Then she turned, rubbing her thonged ass over his lap while his hands caressed her breasts.

“Let’s get into the bed.” He gasped.

Leela wasn’t about to let Vladimir that win easily, and told him to go get some drinks. If they were going to celebrate, they were going to do it properly.All the while they drank, he took every excuse to touch her, running his hands over any bit of exposed flesh he could.

Thankfully, Vladimir’s skinniness meant that he was a lightweight, and if there was one thing she was good at, it was making men think that she was getting drunk too. After finished a bottle of vodka, and some champagne, Vladimir was passed out on the bed, and Leela knew that was her time to act. Still clad in the nightie and lingerie, she tip-toed out of the room and through the long, dark corridors of Sergei’s castle.

The white nightie made it hard for her to blend into the shadows, causing her to feel naked and exposed, and the fact that it was see-through didn’t help. If someone did catch her, she figured she would play it up like she was lost, just Vladimir’s silly gal pal looking for where to get more booze.  The deeper she went into the castle though, she began to notice that there wasn’t any guards or patrols, which set off alarm bells. Then again, the castle was built into the cliffside, with the dock being the only way in or out. There was no security because Sergei knew it was a fortress.

The stone corridor that Leela was sneaking down opened up into a wide entrance hall. She could see light at the end of it, and heard sounds. She pressed herself up against the wall and had to stifle a cry of surprise when she felt the cold, rough stone against her buttocks, which were barely protected by the thin nightie.

Leela shimmied along the wall, hearing what sounded like men chuckling and talking amongst each other, and another lower sound. She paused, straining her ears to listen.

It was a muffled, moaning sound, as if a woman was trying to speak through layers of something pressed over her mouth. Leela risked peeking her head around the corner to see what the sound was.

The wide entrance hall was flanked on both sides by exquisite, lifelike statues of women in various stages of bondage. At the end of the hall, several of Sergei’s men stood with their backs to the entranceway, watching and laughing as their boss sat warmly kissing The Unconquered Goddess. Ropes were lashed around her waist, arms, thighs, and ankles, and even from Leela’s vantage point she could see how intricate the rope work was and how firmly tied the knots were. The Unconquered Goddess was completely naked, her breasts bouncing and heaving as she tried to break off the kiss, but it was like Sergei’s lips were glued to hers.

Leela crept forward and dived behind one of the statues of bound and gagged women. Sergei was so locked in on The Unconquered Goddess that he didn’t seem to notice anything that happened around him, and same with the men watching. She took a moment take in her surroundings, and looked up at the statues lining the hall. Once again, she couldn’t help but admire how beautiful and detailed they were, almost as if…

Then Leela’s blood turned to ice, as she realized they weren’t statues.

They’re  real women!

No doubt these were women who had crossed Sergei in the past, and paid for it with their lives by being bathed in cement and placed on display in this hall of his, cursed to a lifetime of bondage and humiliation. It dawned on Leela that if she failed, she very well could end up as a piece here in Sergei’s collection.

She stood up, ready to back out of the room. Leela realized that she was woefully underprepared, walking into a battle with a monster dressed in a see-through nightie, when she felt a gloved hand grab her arm.

“Gotcha!” Someone hissed.

“Hey No-uummph!” She cried as another gloved hand clamped over her mouth.

Leela was dragged out from behind the statue and towards Sergei, who was still kissing Xia. One of the butlers was standing next to the large Russian with a timer in hand.

“10...9...8…”

“Hhllugggh… ggghh…” Xia garbled.

“Hmmph! Vvhhggg!” Leela tried to twist out of the man’s grasp.

If he could remove his hand, I could explain myself! She could use the lie that she was lost, heard the sound coming from the hall, and got curious.

“5...4…”

“Mmmph!” Leela cried. The guard dragged her past Sergei and the Unconquered Goddess.

She twisted her head, seeing where she was being brought. It was a stone pedestal a few feet away from one of the petrified women. Chains lay waiting at the top of the pedestal, and a round, empty chute hovered above it.

They were going to make her a statue! Her eyes went wide and she kicked and fought even more. Now two more guards joined the fray, helping grapple the struggling woman.

“Nnnnoh! Hrrggg! Hhlpp mmff!”

“3...2...1! Congratulations sir, you have now broken the record for world’s longest kiss!” The butler exclaimed.

Sergei pulled away from Xia and pumped his fist in triumph.

“Leela, no-ummph!” Xia’s muffled cry was cut off by one of the butler’s shoving a white cloth into her mouth while another pulled another cloth over it and tied it at the back of her neck.

A hand seized her nightie and with a powerful tug ripped it away from her body.

“Eeehhpp!” She moaned.

Leela barely had time to recover before another pair of hands tore away her flimsy panties, and a second later her bra was ripped away as well.

“Hrrggg mmmph!” She moaned.

She twisted and fought, but Sergei’s men seemed to be everywhere. They lifted her nude body onto the pedestal and a moment later felt the cold metal of the chains lock around her wrists and ankles. The hand came away from her mouth, but before she could cry out, a ball gag was shoved in and secured at the back of her head.

“Ugggg hgggg! Mmggg!” She warbled.

Leela tried to stand, but the short length of the chains kept her on her knees. Likewise, the chains around her wrists made it so she couldn’t raise her arms.

Sergei stood, glaring at her with that piercing golden eye of his. Behind him, The Unconquered Goddess squirmed against her bondage.

“Hrrrmmm gggghhbb! Lggghhtt hhgggg gghhho!”

Leela stared at Sergei, and then up at the chute above her head, knowing that in any moment cement would come pouring out of it and make her a permanent resident of Sergei’s collection.

“Have my brother brought to me,” He ordered one of the butlers, and then turned to Leela. “Well Agent Kim, I thought this would be much harder.”

Leela felt her skin rise in goosebumps and her bare nipples went erect.

He knows!

A few moments later, one of the butlers arrived with a very much still drunk Vladimir. His eyes went wide when he saw Leela on the pedestal.

“Leela!” He shouted and ran forward before Sergei stiff armed him.

“What are you doing?” Vladimir pushed back against his brother.

“It’s clear that it was a mistake putting you in charge of anything.” Sergei stepped away and motioned to the naked, chained Leela.

“She’s mine, let her go!” Vladimir, fueled by liquid courage, flew forward and was pushed back by Sergei.

“You let a spy into our midst!” Sergei’s palm collided against Vladimir’s cheek, sending a thunderous echo throughout the hall.

Vladimir flew back, his hand rubbing his stinging cheek, and stared at Sergei with bleary eyes.

“She’s… no she’s a freelancer, a kidnapper, one of us!” Vladimir pleaded.

Sergei responded with another slap to the top of Vladimir’s head, and then held out his hand. One of the butler’s placed a file into it, which Sergei then pressed against Vladimir’s chest.

“Her name is Leela Kim, an INTERPOL agent specializing in kidnapping and trafficking,” Sergei then pointed at the still struggling Xia. “And her lover!”

Leela and Xia locked eyes, and Leela shook her head, trying to tell Xia how sorry she was that she failed her.

It had been five years, five long years since Xia had been kidnapped on a mission. It had been a trap, set up all along by Sergei to finally capture her.

The agency had written Xia off then as just a lost asset. Leela had begged, pleaded for them to send her on a rescue mission, but they had balked at it, not wanting to lose more agents. Eventually, she had convinced them to at least purchase her back when Xia went to auction, which the agency had reluctantly agreed on. Unfortunately, that plan hadn’t worked, and Leela went rogue, going undercover in the trafficking world as one of their own, earning trust, making contacts, doing her best to follow Sergei’s movements.

At first Leela thought about turning everything she had learned during her long sojourn into the underworld of traffickers over to INTERPOL, but then she had come across intelligence that Sergei had help in capturing Xia: her own handler, Robert. Robert’s daughter was sick, and Sergei exploited that, offering to cover the girl’s medical expenses in exchange for Robert handing over Xia.

Leela fumed when she found that out. Robert seemed like a good man, but he sold out Xia, who was like a second daughter to him. If someone like Robert could be corrupted, anyone could.

“Hrrggh!” Leela pulled on her chains, using the old anger from Robert’s betrayal, but it was no good.

Sergei laughed while Vladimir stared dumbfounded.

“An agent… her lover…” He pointed to Xia.

“Yes you idiot, and you just let her waltz right in because she wiggled her tits and ass at you.” Sergei grunted and turned to the wall, where Leela noticed a lever that no doubt would release a stream of wet cement onto her.

“Hmmm ummh! Uhhh hhhh! Nnnooh!” She met Vladimir’s gaze and shook her head.

“Stthhp!” Xia called, watching Sergei approach the lever as well.

“Wait, wait don’t!” Vladimir rushed over to Sergei.

“This is what I get for being a good brother, I protect you, I hand you my empire on a silver platter, and you almost destroy it!” Sergei growled at Vladimir, who seemed to shrink as his brother yelled at him.

Vladimir turned back to Leela, who gave him her most mournful, pleading gaze.

“Hlllp… psssfff…” She shook her head.

Sergei’s hand locked onto the lever, but Vladimir cried out in anger and grabbed his brother’s arm.

“No! You get everything you want, now it’s my turn!”

Sergei spun and glared at Vladimir like he was an insect.

“Why do you get to play with your toy but I don’t?” Vladimir seemed like he was going to cry as he screamed at his brother.

Sergei seemed to inflate and grow several sizes as he stepped forward and loomed over his brother.

“You don’t get it, you stupid little boy,” Sergei’s voice came out like liquid fire. “I set the trap for her and she walked right in. I planned it every step of the way.” He pointed at Xia as she spoke.

“Hmmph nnohh!” Xia shook her head.

“You walked into her trap!” Sergei bellowed and pointed at Leela. “I knew even before you brought her here that she was a spy. It was a test, I wanted to see if you had the killer instinct, if you would catch it, and you failed. All you showed me is that you can’t run my empire. I could have taken her from you at any moment but I didn’t because I figured I would let you have your fun first, and you didn’t even do that! You’re weak, you always were, and now it’s time for you to learn that what I give you, I can take away.”

It looked like if Vladimir could turn into a puddle and sink into the floor he would. He shrank under his brother’s words, hanging his head in shame and fear. Leela sat frozen, knowing that Vladimir, her only savior in this situation, was a spineless coward, forever subjected to be pushed around by his brother.

“But you will get to keep her. Your own statue, a forever reminder of your own incompetence.” Sergei reached for the lever again.

“Stthhp! Nnnnoh!” Xia cried.

“I’m sorry honey.” Sergei shrugged.

“Mmmmph! Hhlllp!” Leela pleaded at Vladimir.

He gave her a look like a dog that had just been disciplined by its owner, and then turned to his brother as Sergei’s hand locked around the lever.

Then it seemed like a light went off in Vladimir’s head.

“Wait, she could be useful!” He grabbed Sergei’s shoulder.

“How so?” The large Russian spun around, glaring at his brother.

“She has an in with Brad, he trusts her. You’ve wanted that California territory for a while, she could be a mole. After all, she is a spy.” Vladimir pointed to Leela.

“Ummm hmm! Umm hmm!” She nodded enthusiastically.

“And what makes you think she would do that for us.” Sergei sighed.

“Her…” Vladimir rushed over to Xia and patted her on the cheek.

“Nnnnph!” Xia turned her head away.

Sergei stood there, the wheels turning in his head.

“Don’t you get it, she’s our leverage.” Vladimir cupped his hand under Xia’s chin.

“Ummmph!” She tried to twist out of his grip, but he kept his hand locked under her chin.

“As long as we keep her safe and unharmed, Leela will do anything we want.” Vladimir turned to Leela and smiled.

“Ummm hmmph! Ummm hmmph!” Leela continued to nod.

It wasn’t much, but it was a chance. She could play along, be Sergei and Vladimir’s little mole while they kept Xia. It would buy her time to figure out an exit strategy at least.

Plus, if she was with Brad, maybe she could use the situation to her advantage, use him as her pawn against Sergei.

But first, Sergei had to agree.

The big Russian chewed his lip, mulling it over.

“The United States has eluded your grasp for years now. She’s your best chance. Brad has connections and insight.

“And if she betrays us?” Sergei grunted.

“If she does,” Vladimir swallowed. “I’ll pull that lever myself.”

Sergei looked up at Leela, naked, chained, and gagged. His good eye was as dead and empty and his golden one. He raised his hand again, wrapping it around the lever while glaring at her, then Xia, and then his brother.

“Nnnnmmpph…” She shook her head, looking at the gaping maw of the chute above her as Sergei’s hand remained locked on the lever. Whatever Leela’s fate was, it was quite literally in the hands of this madman…

“Hmmph!” She shook her head, emitting a final, muffled plea for her freedom.

Sergei didn’t meet her gaze as he gripped the lever, his knuckles going white and his jaw clenched in determination...

The End…

The story will continued in Damsels Anonymous Volume 7: The Damsel Games!
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