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PREVIOUSLY...

Shelly Arnold and Tanya Donnelly are the ultimate feuding neighbors. Both middle-aged, beautiful women with teeanage sons, and both with different plans for their hometown, the crime ridden beach town of Marston's Pointe. Shelly, a beautiful blond with a dancer's body, wants to control crime in Marston's Pointe, and her busty henchwoman, Lisa, will do anything to help her do it. Tanya, meanwhile, is a buxom red headed reporter out to expose the seedy criminal underbelly lurking just beneath the town's surface.

Circumstance forces these two rivals to work together. Shelly successfully manipulates Tanya into helping her and Lisa trap and capture the all female Sheriff's Department, keeping the buxom and bikini clad women as hostages and bargaining chips. The shaky alliance between both women falls apart though, and soon both Tanya and Shelly find themselves in the crosshairs of Ace, the enigmatic crime lord. Lisa, along with the former women of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, finds herself nude and bound and gagged, at Ace's mercy. Shelly undergoes a daring rescue but also discovers that her attention has brought FBI attention to their small town. Despite a few setbacks, Shelly successfully rescues Lisa and reclaims her beautiful hostages whom she intends to sell to traffickers.

Meanwhile, Tanya's son, Ian, decides to throw a party with the help of his new friend, Brad, Shelly's 22 year-old ex-stepson. Despite her contempt for Shelly, Tanya allows Ian to have a party and voices her intention to seduce Brad. Repulsed by this, Ian binds and gags his mother while she's tanning in her trademark white thong bikini and locks her in the laundry room. Ian's plan to keep Tanya and Brad apart backfires though, as a drunken Brad stumbles into the laundry and finds the bound and gagged Tanya. Turned on at the sight of the busty and muffled cougar, Brad has his way with her...

1.

Tanya woke up in the morning with Brad's arms wrapped around her. Almost as soon as she opened her eyes, the events of the previous night flashed through her mind in one, massive blur. It almost seemed too good to be true, but her sore ass and the fact that she was still bound and gagged told her it wasn't a dream.

We must have fallen asleep right after. She thought as she surveyed her surroundings. They were still in her laundry room, and still on the beach chair they both had collapsed on after having sex the previous night. Looking down, she saw her bikini bottoms bunched up around the rope that tied her ankles together, while her bikini top hung loosely around her neck, leaving her large breasts completely exposed. Tanya turned her head to see that Brad was still completely asleep, and completely nude.

He really does have a great body. She admired his muscle bound frame, the way his chest rose and fell as he breathed. The steady rising of his chest told her that he was still fast asleep. He looked even cuter while asleep, and she realized that she wanted to run her hands over his chest and down his abs.

If only her hands weren't bound behind her back. Despite how erotic she found their actions the previous night, Tanya had about enough of being bound and gagged.

“Hmmm bmmm...” She mumbled and nuzzled Brad with her gagged mouth. He stirred slightly but didn't wake.

“Hmmm...” she nuzzled him again, and once again he stirred but didn't wake. Tanya sighed and shifted to her side, pressing her bare breasts against his chest and nuzzled him even harder.

“Mmmeyyy...” She sighed while rubbing her bare legs against his. Brad took in a sharp breath and lifted his head.

“Hey... what...” He moaned. His normally spikey hair was a tumble on his head, but it still somehow looked great.

“Hmm...” Tanya sighed and nuzzled him again. Brad surveyed his surroundings with bleary, red eyes and then met Tanya's gaze.

“Oh hey...” He grumbled, sitting up.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya sighed and nuzzled him again. Brad sat up and took her in her arms.

“Last night, did we...” He trailed off as he looked at her.

“Umm hmmm...” She nodded and batted her eyes at him.

“Nice.” He nodded, and shuffled out from under Tanya.

“Hrrrmm!” She moaned, watching as Brad got up.

Come on and untie me! She thought, feeling red hot anger flash as he started to approach his pile of clothes on the floor. Tanya momentarily forgot her anger upon seeing Brad's amazing ass as he bent over to pick up his things.

He started to slip in his shorts and turned to face the bound and gagged woman as he did. His confused eyes scanned her body up and down as he did.

“So... uhh... do you get tied up often?”

“Mrrrrm hrrmm! Ummmm hmmm mmph!” Tanya mumbled, glaring at him and stamping her feet on the beach chair, hoping that he would get the message.

“You know, I don't think I ever told you this,” He began as he took a seat on the edge of the beach chair. “But I've always kinda had a fantasy like this.” Brad started stroking her leg as he spoke.

“Hmmmph!” Tanya retracted her legs. So was this it? Brad had a thing for tying up ladies. She actually had to stop and admire the irony of the situation actually. Ian had tied her up to keep her away from Brad, and that was what brought Brad to her.

Ian, that little shit. Tanya fumed at the thought of him. She imagined that he was somewhere in the house, and when she got a hold him, he would get a piece of her mind. Then immediately he was packing his bags and off to live with his dad. Fuck that little brat.

“Well,” said Brad, stretching. Tanya froze at the sight of his abs flexing while he did so. “I don't know about you but I could use a shower.”

“Umm hmm...” Tanya nodded, still fixated on Brad's abs.

“Well then,” He finished stretching. “Let's get a shower.”

Then, much to Tanya's surprise, Brad bent over, hoisted the bound and gagged Tanya over his shoulder, and started heading for the door.

“Mmmmrrrpph! Ummmp!” She moaned. What the hell was he thinking?

“Don't worry, you'll be fine.” Brad said and patted her on her bare bottom.

“Mmmmrrrmm! Ummrrrm!” She moaned as Brad carried her out the door. No! She wanted to shower, but to be untied first! Then a sobering thought hit her:

Is he going to leave me tied up?

And that was exactly what he intended to do. Brad, clad only in his shorts, carried the nude Tanya from the basement to the first floor. She stiffened, praying that her teenage son wasn't there to see his mom being carried naked and tied up through the house by Brad.

They didn't come across Ian though. As Brad carried her through the house, Tanya lifted her head to survey the aftermath of the party.

The house was trashed. Bottles and can were strewn across the floor, along with papers, wrappers, and other assorted garbage.

“Grrrrrmmm...” She grumbled into her gag. Ian was so dead.

Then they were on the second floor. The bathroom had it's own door but could also be accessed through a door in Tanya's bedroom, which is the way Brad took. Tanya realized that he must have explored the house before finding her last night.

Brad carried her into the bedroom and set her down in a sitting position on the edge of the bed, and then closed the bedroom door and crossed the room to open the bathroom door. Once in the bathroom, he closed and locked the door leading to her hallway.

“I don't think I told you how nice of a place you have here.” Brad said, admiring her large bathroom.

“Ttthhfff mmooo...” Tanya mumbled, watching from the edge of her bed as Brad slid open the shower door and started the water.

Now is he going to untie me?

“Hmmm! Mmmmm!” She called at him, watching as he held a hand out underneath the steady rush of water coming from the shower head. Steam started to rise up around him as he slid the shower door shut.

“Hmmm! Mmmph!” Tanya called again. Brad turned to her and smiled.

“Oh, silly me. I'm sorry.” He smiled sheepishly and made his way over to her.

“Uffffmmm...” She sighed, grateful that he was finally about to untie her.

Instead, Brad leaned over, grabbed the flimsy thong bikini bottoms that had collected around her ankles, and pulled them free. He tossed them over his should with a casual shrug.

“Hrrrmmph!” Tanya recoiled. Brad didn't seem fazed though, and reached around the back of her neck where the top of her bikini was tied.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Tanya cried and pulled away, shaking her head, but despite her protests, Brad undid the knot that kept her bikini top on and then pulled it away from her, tossing aside along with her bottoms.

“Mmmrrrrgggh!” Tanya grumbled, biting into her gag and glaring at him. She was now completely naked and no closer to being untied. Brad only smiled at her and stepped back while undoing the drawstring that held up his shorts. Once the string was undone, Brad raised his hands and allowed his shorts to fall.

“Hummm...” Tanya sighed, her eyes immediately falling to Brad's penis, which was steadily getting erect.

“Now, let's get a shower.” He said and leaned over towards her. His strong hands gripped her by the arms and pulled her up into a standing position.

“Ooohmmffff...” Tanya sighed as Brad stood her up and held her against his muscle bound body. She felt her bare breasts press against his chest and it felt like every muscle in her body had turned to jelly.

Maybe I can bear being tied up for a little bit longer.

Then Brad moved behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, and while he did so, she felt his hard cock pressing against her bare buttocks. Memories of the previous night came to her and she felt herself getting wet. Brad lifted slightly, just enough so Tanya's feet went off the floor, and started carrying her towards the shower.

While Brad carried her, Tanya ran her bound hands down along his rock hard abs, sighing into her gag as she did.

“Ummmfff... hfff...”

Then they were in the bathroom. Brad set her down, holding her with one hand while sliding open the shower door with the other. Once it was open, he lifted her over the lip of the tub and into the hot stream of water.

“Muffff....” Tanya cried. The warm water of the shower blasted her on the chest and it felt invigorating. A moment later, Brad climbed in behind her and slid the door shut.

“Mmm...” Tanya leaned forward and felt the water rush over her face and soak her hair. She leaned back and tossed her mane of wet red hair behind her.

She felt Brad's body press up against her from behind, and a moment later his hands wrap around her bare breasts.

“Hmmmm...” She sighed, reaching out behind her with her bound hands and finding the shaft of Brad's throbbing penis. Water cascaded over them as she stroked her hands up and down over his cock, feeling him shudder with each movement.

“Oh, you are a dirty lady aren't you?” Brad sighed in her ear as she stroked him.

“Umm hmmm...” She nuzzled him, feeling as his greedy hands dug into her large breasts.

“Let's see if we can clean you off...” Brad said, and he moved one hand away from her breast.

“Hfff...” She sighed again, continuing to run her hands along Brad's penis. His other hand returned with a bar of soap. Brad pressed the soap against her left breast and started to rub it over her nipple.

“Ullmmm!” Tanya took in a breath. Brad continued to fondle her one breast while lathering up the other with soap. Looking down, Tanya saw that her breast was almost completely covered in suds from the soap Brad was rubbing on her. A moment later he switched the soap to her other hand and started to lather up her other breast.

Brad's free hand slid down her side and gripped her buttock.

“Hfff...” Tanya hissed, feeling a slight tinge of pain as Brad grabbed her.

She kind of liked it.

Her hands continued to work up and down Brad's penis, and she could feel him pulsating in her grip, crying out for release. As she did, she leaned her head forward under the water, feeling as it felt down her face and soaked her gag.

Meanwhile, Brad moved the soap down along her midsection, gently rubbing it along her stomach, covering it in suds.

The water rushed over Tanya's face and she lifted her neck and twisted. That, combined with the torrential pouring of water, allowed her to slip out of her gag. The white cloth fell around her neck and she spat out the stuffing with a flourish..

“Ahh, that feels better.” She gasped, and turned her back towards Brad.

“Brad, I-Ullmm!” She was cut off when Brad moved his hand away from her butt, grabbed a washcloth, and shoved it in her mouth. He clamped his hand over her mouth to keep it in.

“Shh, I have a hang over. No noises.” He whispered in her ear. As he did so, he slid the bar of soap down and started to trace the outer lips of her vagina with the edges of it.

“Ufff...” Tanya sighed, spasms of pleasure rocking her body.

“Is that clear? No noise?” Brad whispered, emphasizing this by curving the soap up and in against Tanya's clit. Her body was rocked again with another wave of pleasure.

“Ulmmmm... ummm hmmm” Tanya nodded. As she did so, she wrapped her hands around Brad's cock and pulled it towards her buttocks.

Brad let out a gasp of breath and Tanya felt his cock upright between her buttocks. He started to move his hips up and down, using her butt cheeks to massage the shaft of his penis.

“Umm... hmmmm...” Tanya moaned, feeling Brad continuing to stimulate her clit with the bar of soap. He used his other hand to pull her gag back up over the washcloth he had shoved in her mouth.

“Mmmmm hmmmm!” Tanya moaned as another wave of pleasure rocked through her body, then she felt Brad shift the soap to his other hand, cutting off the waves of pleasure that she was feeling in her clit.

“Hrrrrmm?” She turned her head towards him to question, but he responded by sliding his free hand down her stomach and to her crotch. Tanya felt him press his fingers against her clit and gently start to massage.

“Ohhfff... hmmm..” She sighed, swaying her body. Behind her, she could feel Brad still sliding his penis up and down between her cheeks. Then she felt him rubbing the bar of soap over her left cheek while he did so.

“Hmm.. mmm...” She moaned as Brad's fingers started to pick up speed as they massaged her clit. Her whole body convulsed with pleasure. He also started to thrust up and down between her cheeks with more urgency while also lathering her right butt cheek with soap.

“Urrrmmmph!” Tanya moaned, sensations of electric blue pleasure ripping through her body. Once again, Brad quickened his pace. He dropped the bar of soap to the ground and wrapped his hand around her breast and squeezed.

“Offff...” Tanya let out a moan that was both pain and pleasure. Brad's fingers moved even faster over her clit while his other hand dug greedily into her breast.

“Hmmm... mmmm...” Tanya moaned, her whole body quaking like jelly in Brad's grasp. Then she felt it, the orgasm welling up inside of her.

“Hrrrmmm... mmmm...” She sighed, moving her hips up and down, her butt cheeks sliding along Brad's cock. Judging from the throbbing, he wasn't far either.

“Mrrmmm! Mrrmmm!” Tanya screamed into her gag, Brad's fingers moving in small circles over her clit. More and more she could feel the coming orgasm, like an orchestra building up...

Behind her, Brad started to thrust faster and harder while Tanya slid up and down, he felt like he was ready to burst.

Brad's fingers moved faster and faster, and Tanya felt herself starting to flush as she grew nearer and nearer. His movements had a desperate, feverish manner to them. His fingers felt less controlled and more shaky as he continued to massage her clit.

Then it came, the crescendo.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Tanya cried as she came, collapsing back into Brad's arms. He held her in place and moved his penis up and down between her cheeks with hard, desperate movements. A second later she felt him finish on her lower back.

“Hrrrmmm... mmmm...” She sighed, leaning back. Brad caught her and wrapped both arms around her waist, holding her as the water cascaded over them.

***

After the shower, Brad sat her on the edge of the tub while he dried himself off. Once he was completely dry, Brad wrapped a towel around his waist and went to work at drying Tanya off, though he still didn't untie her. He even wrapped a towel around her head to dry her hair.

“Hrrmm mmm?” she intoned, and looked down, hoping that Brad would get her meaning.

He didn't. Brad then wrapped a towel around her chest, tying it under her arm, and carried her into the bed room.

How long does he intend to keep this up? She thought as he sat her on her bed and started rifling through her drawers. Tanya leaned forward and saw that Brad was searching through her underwear drawer.

“Hrrrrmm!” She mumbled, her nostrils flaring and eyes going wide. Brad ignored her as he pulled out a white, lacy strapless bra.

“Hrrrrryyyy!” She mumbled again and stamped her feet on the bed. A moment later, Brad pulled a matching, lacy white thong. He turned to her and smiled while dangling the thong on his index finger.

“I think this will do. White's a good color for you.”

“Mrrrrm! Urrrm!” She stamped her feet again. It was fun while it lasted but she wanted to be untied. A rumbling in her stomach also reminded her how hungry she was.

“Oh Tanya,” Brad looked concerned. “Seems like we need to get some food in you.”

“Ummm hmmm!” She nodded in agreement.

But Brad didn't untie her. Instead, he continued to rifle through her drawers, taking out a white handkerchief. Satisfied, he set the handkerchief down next to the lingerie he picked out. A moment later he took another, larger white cloth out of another drawer.

“Mmm! Mmmph!” Tanya stamped her feet again. Brad ignored her and walked to her closet.

What the hell is he up to?

“Mmmph! Ummmph!” Tanya continued to stamp her feet, but then felt the towel that Brad had used to cover her up start to loosen.

Oh no.

A moment later, the flimsily wrapped towel fell away, leaving Tanya completely naked yet again. Brad didn't seem to notice as he looked through her closet. A few moments later, he pulled out a skimpy, white strapless dress and held it up.

“How about this? I think you'll look great in this.” He said and started approaching Tanya.

“You see,” Brad started, setting the dress down on the dresser next to the lingerie. “I'm going to be having another party tonight, and I want you to look exquisite for me.”

“Hmmm?” Tanya cocked her head.

“I think we can have a little fun before, just the two of us. Don't you think?” He turned to her, holding both of the cloths he had taken out of her drawers.

“Urrrmmm....” Tanya mumbled, not needing him to tell her what he was going to do with them.

“We can have fun, right Tanya?” He asked again, his voice harder. She met his gaze, realizing that Brad was fully in control here. If she refused, he could just leave her here, tied up for her shitty son to find, and even then, Ian might not untie her.

She had no choice.

“Ummm hmmm.” She nodded. Brad smiled.

“Good, first let's change that gag.” He said and plopped down on the bed next to her. First he untied the gag and tossed it away, and Tanya immediately spit out the washcloth he had gagged her with.

“Hey, Brad, this is fun but maybe we should work out how-ummmph!” Brad smiled and shoved the smaller, white cloth in her mouth.

“Now Tanya, hush. I still have a hangover. Let's get you ready and go have some breakfast.” He smiled as he pressed the larger cloth over her lips and tied it at the back of her head.

“Hrrrmm...” Tanya grumbled, playing along.

Once he had secured her new gag, Brad untied the ropes around Tanya's ankles. He motioned for her to stand and once she did he kneeled down and held out the thong panties. Tanya sighed and stepped into the panties, and then allowed Brad to slide them up her legs.

“You really have an amazing body. I love your ass.” Brad smiled as Tanya felt the thin satin of the thong slide up between her cheeks.

“Why don't you turn around, let me see you.” Brad said, stepping back.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya nodded and turned around, rolling her eyes as she did.

“Oh yeah, great ass.” Brad said and smacked her on the rear to emphasize.

“Ooofff!” Tanya cried,though she was ashamed to admit that she kind of liked it.

After that, Brad tied her ankles back together and sat her on the edge of the bed. Since the bra was strapless, he only had to press it over her breasts, slide the sides under her arms, and then secure it at the back.

What happened next surprised Tanya more than anything else so far in this strange morning. Brad took the towel off her head, and then went into the bathroom and emerged with a brush. Tanya held still while Brad brushed her hair, and once he was satisfied with how she looked, he set the brush down and carried her downstairs for breakfast.

***

The smell of sizzling sausage hit Tanya's nostrils and her stomach rumbled again in another reminder of how hungry she was.

I suppose Brad will have to take this gag out to feed me. She thought as she watched Brad, shirtless but clad in his signature board shorts, prepare breakfast.

“Would you like egg with your sausage?” he said with a grin and lifted the pain of the sizzling breakfast food.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya nodded, her eyes running along Brad's muscular form.

Outside, it was an almost perfect morning. Brad had kept open the sliding rear door, so the sounds of the waves along with the smell of the ocean breeze was wafting into the house. The sun hung high in the sky, and there wasn't a cloud in sight.

Since she was bound and gagged, all she could really do was watch as Brad prepared breakfast. He placed another pan on the stove and lit the burner, and Tanya realized that she kinda liked this. Just a few moments before she had been annoyed that Brad refused to untie her, but there was something relaxing and... sexy about relinquishing control like this. Despite Brad's talk of a party later, she had promised herself earlier that once he untied her, she was done.

But now, well, now she was fully intending to go to the party. She realized that there was a good chance that she would run into Shelly, who had threatened her with dire consequences if they met again, but she realized that she didn't car.

I'm not afraid of Shelly. Screw that bitch, thinking she can tell me how to live my life!

Tanya had realized that she had been so caught up in exposing Ace that she really hadn't allowed herself to live her life. Getting rid of Ian would be a start, and then seeing where things went with Brad. If that meant letting Brad tie her up and have his way with her from time to them, then she was fine with that.

Especially if it was as good as last night and this morning in the shower.

As she considered all of this, Brad emerged from the fridge with a stick of butter and went back over to the stove and turned the heat on under the frying pan. He held the stick of butter over the heating frying pan and looked over at the bound and gagged, bikini clad red head.

“Oh, silly me,” He said, smacking himself on the head. “How am I supposed to feed you when you're all tied up like that.”

“Hmm umm....” She nodded, eyes wide. Despite her warming to being in this predicament, her mouth was sore from the gag.

“Sorry Tanya, you just look so good like that.” Brad said, turning his attention to the stick of butter that he still held over the stove. The end of it had started to melt.

“Gulllmm?” Tanya cocked her head. What if he was just going to eat and not give her anything?

Yes, he was going to eat her food and leave, while she was tied up and helpless to do anything but watch. If he did that, then she definitely wasn't going to his party and definitely not letting him fuck her in the ass again. Brad approached now, stick of butter still in his hand and took a seat opposite of her.

“Hmmm?” She stared at the melted end of the stick of butter, curious. Brad reached out and cupped one of her breasts, and immediately her mind was filled with memories of last night.

“Hmmm...” She sighed, and looked down as he slid the cup of her bra down and exposed her bare breast.

“See, this could be fun.” He said, and raised the stick of butter. Her eyes widened in confusion as he placed the melted end over her nipple and pressed against it.

“Hrrrmmm...” Tanya closed her eyes and quivered. It was warm. She could feel as Brad moved the stick of butter in a circular motion over her bare breast, and she felt her nipple starting to go hard.

“Ummm...” She moaned, and looked down to see that her breast was almost coated in a fine layer of butter.

“See? Not so bad.” Brad smiled, and moved the other side of her bra down, exposing her other breast. Like the other side, Brad started to rub the stick of butter over her nipple in a circular movement, and then slowly started to move it out.

“Hrrrmmm... mmmm...” Tanya sighed, closing her eyes as her other breast was coated in butter. Like the other things he had done, Tanya was surprised to find that she was enjoying this.

“Oh no, our sausage.” Brad said, snapping her back to reality. Tanya's eyes opened to see Brad stepping away, putting down the stick of butter and heading over to the stove. He switched off the heat for both burners, and she heard the sizzling of the sausage immediately lose it's intensity. Looking down, Tanya noticed that butter was starting to drip off her nipples down along her stomach.

“Hrrrmm mmmrrrm!” Tanya called and craned her neck, trying to see if the sausage had burned. Brad ignored her as he looked down into the skillet.

“Mrrrmm?” She moaned, feeling the butter sliding down along her breasts and along her midsection.

Brad grabbed a fork and pierced one of the sausages, and then raised it up and turned to Tanya with a smile.

“You look so good that I could practically eat you.” He said and approached with the sausage.

“Mmmm?” Tanya batted her eyes, not sure what Brad's play was here.

He sat opposite her and tested how hot the sausage was by tapping it with his fingers. Satisfied that he could hold it, Brad pulled the large shaft of breakfast meat free of the fork and held it out towards Tanya.

“Oh yes, what a fine feast for the eyes you are.” Brad said, and ran the sausage down between Tanya's large, buttered breasts.

“Hmmmm...” She moaned, closing her eyes and realized that she was getting wet.

This guy knows what he's doing. She thought as she felt the tip of the sausage moving down her mid-section.

“Ummmm...” She moaned again.

The sausage moved down over her navel.

“Let's see what you've got hiding under here.” Brad said, and she felt him sliding the end of the sausage under the top of her panties.

“Offffmmm...” Tanya moaned, feeling herself getting wetter. She felt the sausage down the front of her panties and opened her eyes to meet Brad's gaze-

-And saw Ian, hair a mess, staring wide eyed at them. He was in the kitchen entrance, behind Brad so he didn't see him. Clearly, Ian had just woken up, and by his bloodshot eyes, was hungover.

“What the hell is this?” He shouted.

“Mmmoo!” Tanya cried, and Brad jumped and turned, letting go of the sausage that now protruded out of the top of Tanya's panties.

“Hey, Ian dude! What's up?” Brad jumped to his feet and held out a hand to Ian.

“What the hell are you doing!” Ian screamed, his face turning as red as his eyes.

“Oh you know, just having breakfast.” Brad shrugged.

“Ummm hmmph! Ummm hmmph!” Tanya nodded, glaring at Ian.

“No! This is... uggh! I'm going to need years of therapy to get this out of my head!” Ian threw his arms up.

“Mmmo! Mmmph!” Tanya shook her head, trying to get Ian's attention.

“Chill bro, your mom's a grown lady, she can do what she wants.” Brad shrugged.

“Fuck you! I tied her up in the basement to keep her from fucking you, but I guess that wasn't good enough! Get out!” Ian stepped aside and pointed at the door.

“Whoa,” Brad spread his arms and stepped back. “Chill bro.”

“Mmmph! Umm!” Tanya nodded along with Brad.

“I said get the fuck out!” Ian cried, and grabbed Brad by the arm and started pulling. Brad didn't budge.

“Hey, listen man-” Brad started.

“Get out! Out or I'll call the police!” Ian cried.

“Ulllp! Mmmmoo!” Tanya moaned, pulling on her bonds, but they were tied tight.

“Whoa, chill!” Brad threw his hands up and took a step towards the door. “At least let me untie your mom.”

“Out!”

“Mmmmo!”

Hands still up, Brad started heading for the door. After a few steps, he stopped and turned to Tanya.

“See you tonight. Wear that dress!” He smiled and winked.

“Ummph hmmph!” Tanya nodded.

“Out!” Ian screamed and pushed against Brad.

“Whoa! Okay!” Brad threw his hands up again and hurried towards the door. Ian met him there and opened it. Brad stepped out and seemed to turn to say something else but Ian slammed the door before he could.

Tanya glared, still bound and helpless.

“Mmrrrrmm mmmoo! Fffffff! Mmeeean!” She mumbled and tugged on her bonds again. Her fury at her son made her temporarily forget that she still had a huge piece of sausage sticking out of her panties and that her breasts were coated in butter.

Ian turned and glared at his mother, his blood shot eyes filled with rage.

“I... I can't even look at you.” He shook his head and headed for the stairs.

“Mmmmph! Hllllp! Mmeean!” Tanya moaned, watching as Ian hurried up the stairs to the second floor. A moment later she heard the door to his bedroom slam shut.

Damn! She sat back and sighed. Here she was, helpless in her own kitchen.

“Hlllp! Mmmllllp!” She moaned, realizing it was useless.

She would have to get herself out of this mess. With that thought, her eyes fell to the block of kitchen knives on the counter. She sighed, rolled her eyes, and stood, preparing to hop over.

2.

After what had seemed like the longest few days in her life, Shelly figured that she deserved a night to let loose and have fun. Her bone head former stepson, Bradley, wanted to throw another party. Under any other circumstances, she would have refused, but she relented this one time and he told him that he could as long as she and Lisa could attend. Brad graciously agreed.

Over the past few days, Shelly had almost been kidnapped, blown up, and arrested, and even though most of her well laid plans had gone up in smoke, she had still come out with some success. She still had control of what was left of the Marston's Pointe police force after Frank, the mole, had been dealt with, and she still fully intended to staff the police force with a sheriff and deputies loyal to her.

Most of all, she had succeeded in rescuing Lisa and getting back her hostages, the former ladies of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department. Shelly smiled at this thought as she stood in her back yard, now crowded with faces she didn't know, with a red solo cup in hand filled with cheap beer.

She had to give it to Brad, he threw quite the party. He had strung lights overheard, illuminating her entire back yard, had a DJ stand at one end of the yard, and tables covered with various food and snacks and every kind of alcohol you could think of laid out against her house. People were laughing, screaming, and dancing all around her as she looked back on her small victory earlier today. As she thought about this, she noticed a young man, probably about Brad's age, walk by and shoot her a glance over his shoulder.

I don't blame him. She thought as he turned away, though he kept sneaking quick glances over his shoulder at her. Shelly looked good, and she knew it.

She wore a skintight, black strapless cocktail dress with her blond hair up in a tight bun. The dress was short, which meant that it showed off almost all of her long, slender legs, but it also meant that if she bent over too much it would show anyone watching the tiny black thong she was wearing underneath. Too bad for the guys here that this was all for Lisa whenever she got back.

Shelly took a sip of her beer and thought again of Lisa, right now taking Ms. Fetters, Gina, and the rest of the ladies to the docks where they would be taken onto a boat by a group of burly men and shipped off to lord knows where. After that, Lisa would head straight to the party where she and Shelly would celebrate together. Lisa had sent Shelly a picture of the tiny, red cocktail dress she was wearing that showed plenty of cleavage, and Shelly couldn't wait to tear it off of her later that night.

She took another sip of her beer, grateful that Felicia and the rest of her bimbo friends would soon be taken care of. It was at least one less problem to worry about.

Then there's the FBI. Shelly frowned at the thought. The FBI's presence in Marston's Pointe was disconcerting, to say the least. It was even more disconcerting that it was Shelly's own actions that drew them there. In retrospect, she probably shouldn't have made such a show of parading Gina and her girls through town, but that was done and now she had to deal with it.

I wonder if they'll come back for me. Shelly thought as she scanned the crowd of party goers, half expecting to see the FBI women among them. She had issued them a warning, but she didn't seriously expect them to heed it. A small part of her hoped that the FBI women had blown themselves up at that warehouse, but Shelly had been scanning the local news like a hawk and hadn't seen anything about an explosion by the beach, nor had she seen any stories about three naked women found bound and gagged on the beach. With that, she could only presume that somehow the agents had gotten free, or had been freed, either by a good samaritan or by more agents.

Shelly grimaced at the thought. The last thing she needed was more FBI agents crawling around here. Though maybe there was a way she could swing this to her favor by pitting the agents and Ace against each other. She had tried something similar with Sheriff Fetters and Ace, which hadn't worked so well, but these were federal agents, not a former bikini model turned police woman.

Scenarios started to run through her mind about how to manipulate the FBI agents against Ace when she spotted through the crowd of people a familiar head of red hair. Thankfully, Shelly had just finished her beer because involuntarily she tightened her grasp on the red cup, completely crushing it as she glared at Tanya.

Tanya! That bitch! She dared to have the nerve to show up to this party. Shelly narrowed her eyes and felt her blood start to boil in her veins as she stared at her nemesis.

Tanya was standing by a snack table with a red cup in hand. She wore a skin tight, white strapless dress that hugged her every curve. Like Shelly's dress, it stopped just below Tanya's butt, but Tanya's breasts were much bigger than Shelly's, which meant that this dress gave her plenty of cleavage.

What Shelly saw next really made her blood boil.

Tanya was chatting with Bradley. Her eyes wide and when she laughed, it was big and hearty, and she kept bending forward as she laughed to give Bradley a view of her boobs. Then, Tanya leaned forward and started to stroke one of Brad's muscular arms.

The red solo cup couldn't be crushed to any smaller of a pulp, but that didn't stop Shelly from trying as she watched her neighbor, and the woman responsible for botching all of her plans, flirt with her (ex) step-son. Where did she get the nerve? Worse off, it looked like Brad was reciprocating.

Shelly fumed. Of course, Brad had never met anything with boobs and a vagina that he didn't want to fuck. A small voice in the back of her head told her to let it go and just enjoy the night, but Shelly quickly hushed that voice. This was supposed to be her night of celebration! It was supposed to be care free!

Worse off, she had warned Tanya to stay away. She had warned her and Tanya ignored it.

I should have left her tied up there on the beach for the tide to take away! Shelly fumed. Part of her wondered if Lisa had made the drop off yet, because if she didn't, they could truss up Tanya and give her to the men as a bonus.

Blinded with red hot fury, and a little alcohol, Shelly tossed her crumpled cup aside and started storming across her yard towards Tanya. Tanya didn't seem to notice as she laughed and flirted with Bradley. In seconds, Shelly was across the yard and shoving Bradley out of the way.

“Hey!” He cried as Shelly shouldered him out of the way.

“You!” She screamed, jabbing a finger in Tanya's face.

“Hey!” Tanya shouted, swatting Shelly's finger out of the way.

“What the hell are you doing here!” Shelly screamed, jabbing a finger in Tanya's face again.

“I invited her!” Brad cried, reaching for Shelly's pointing finger. Shelly swatted his hand down.

“No! You! I warned you!” Shelly said, jabbing her finger in Tanya's face again.

Tanya glared, her face quickly turning beet red.

“Don't you shove that in my face, you bitch!” Tanya cried, swatting Shelly's finger away again.

“Hey, listen-” Brad began.

“SHUT UP BRAD!” Both women screamed. Brad threw his hands up and backed away. Shelly and Tanya glared at each other.

“I want you off my property, I warned you!” Shelly jabbed a finger in Tanya's face again.

“Fuck you! I was invited! Plus it's not like you have Tits McGee around to defend you right now.” Tanya placed her hands on her hips as she spoke, spitting her words at Shelly.

“Oh, I don't need Lisa. I can kick your ass myself!” Shelly cried.

“Oh please!” Tanya chuckled.

That was it. Shelly was tired of talking, and tired of Tanya. Fury and instinct took over and Shelly launched herself at her larger opponent. Tanya's face, once full of cocky defiance, instantly changed to a look of shock and terror.

Shelly tackled Tanya and both women tumbled back onto a table, scattering food and snacks as they did. Tanya screamed, swatting at Shelly as they fell back.

“Get off me! Get off!” Tanya screamed as they rolled straight off the table and onto the other side. Using the momentum, Tanya was able to toss Shelly off of her. Shelly rolled and landed on her feet in a crouch, and looked up to see Tanya stumbling to her feet. Tanya's tiny dress had ridden up, exposing the tiny white thong running between her ass cheeks.

Shelly's dress had ridden up as well, exposing her thonged behind, but she didn't care. As Tanya got to her feet, Shelly shot forward, wrapping her legs around Tanya's waist and wrapping her arms around Tanya's neck in headlock.

Tanya gasped and choked as Shelly tightened her grip on her, and started to flail around as she struggled for oxygen.

That's right, go to sleep!

Then Shelly felt arms wrap around her waist.

“Hey, cut it out!” It was Brad, attempting to pull her off of Tanya. Shelly cried out and elbowed Brad. She heard him scream and tumble back, but that was the moment Tanya needed.

Tanya swung herself around and pitched herself backwards onto a table, slamming Shelly back first onto the snack table. Shelly groaned and turned to see Tanya charging at her. Her eyes went wide as she realized that Tanya meant to dive on top of her.

Thankfully, Shelly had fast reflexes, and rolled out of the way as Tanya launched herself onto the table. She belly flopped and cried out, then rolled into a fetal position while groaning in pain. Shelly took advantage, jumping up on the table and rolling Tanya over. She mounted her fallen enemy and grabbed a bowl of white dipping sauce.

Tanya opened her eyes wide as Shelly poured the dipping sauce over Tanya's massive cleavage and started to spread it.

“Yeah! You like that!” Shelly said through gritted teeth. Tanya screamed and swatted at her attacker.

Shelly only sneered, grabbed a cupcake off of the table, and shoved it in Tanya's gaping mouth.

“Ulggggmmm! Ulllmm!” Tanya groaned as the baked good was shoved down her throat. Then she brought a knee up into Shelly's groin. Shelly screamed and fell back, then Tanya kicked her attacker off of the table.

Shelly hit the ground on her side and felt a sharp, stinging pain in her shoulder. Her fury overrided the pain as she gritted her teeth and started to rise, but she was too slow. Tanya was up, a hose from a keg in hand. Before Shelly could react, Tanya pulled the trigger on the hose, spraying Shelly down with cheap beer.

“Ugggh!” Shelly cried out, lifting a hand to cover her eyes. A second later, Tanya was on her, gripping a handful of hair and tipping her head back.

“Ahh!” Shelly cried out before Tanya shoved the hose in her mouth and pulled the trigger.

“Glllubb... glubbb!” Shelly gurgled as her mouth was filled with beer. She flailed and swatted, but after a moment Tanya pulled away the hose and tossed Shelly aside.

Shelly gasped, taking in air while spitting up some beer. She looked up to see Tanya gently spraying herself around the mouth to wash away the bits of cupcake and icing. Once that was done, she sprayed herself down around the boobs, washing away the dipping sauce, but also staining her white dress.

Shelly grumbled and stood up. Both of them were soaked in beer, their wet hair hanging in tangles around their head. Turning her head, Shelly saw that they had a crowd as well, though no one made a move to break them up.

Probably enjoying the show. Shelly thought, suddenly self conscious and pulled down her skirt to cover her ass. Tanya did the same. Now with their modesty somewhat restored, both women gritted their teeth and advanced on each other.

They took a few steps but then Shelly stopped, noticing someone creeping up behind Tanya. The spikey hair and perverted smile gave him away almost immediately.

Jack.

Jack met Shelly's eyes and put a finger to his lips. Looking up, Shelly noticed Tanya giving an equally confused look to someone behind Shelly.

A second later, Jack ran up behind Tanya, gripped the top of her dress, and yanked it down. Tanya's eyes went wide as her white, strapless bra that barely contained her cleavage was exposed, along with her very tiny white thong panties. The red haired woman screamed, one hand flying up to cover her breasts, the other covering her crotch, and she turned to face her attacker.

Jack, however, giggled and ran away, holding the dress up high like a flag as he headed out of the yard.

Shelly barely had time to process this before she felt someone come up behind her, grab the top of her dress, and yank it down. Involuntarily, Shelly's reaction was almost exactly the same as Tanya's. Her eyes went wide and she screamed, her hand rushing up to cover the black bra she wore, while her other hand rushed down to cover her crotch. She wore a tiny, black thong that matched her bra. As she futiley attempted to cover her near nudity, Shelly spun around to face her attacker.

It was The Queen, a smile on her face as she lifted Shelly's dress and ran off in the direction Jack ran. Shelly and Tanya's eyes met for a moment, and then they both took off after their attackers, both with one arm covering their cleavage while another covered their crotches.

Jack and Queen ran around the side of the house to the front, and without stopping to think, Shelly and Tanya followed. Tanya was a few feet ahead of Shelly, and as they came around to the front of the house Shelly saw a large man step out of the shadows behind Tanya. He held a white cloth in both hands, and with a lightning fast movement he threw cloth over Tanya's head and pulled the cloth tight over her mouth.

“Mmmmmpph!” Tanya cried, her hands reaching up to pull down the gag, but the man was already tying it at the back of her neck. Another man jumped out and grabbed Tanya's hands, holding them while the first man secured the gag.

Shelly tried to skid to a stop, but a second later a white cloth was thrown over her head from behind and pulled back over her mouth.

“Ullllmph!” She cried. Like Tanya, she tried to reach up and pull down the gag but another assailant was there to grab them and hold them.

“Ummmph! Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned, trying to twist away as she felt the gag being knotted. Then the man behind her grabbed her hands by the wrists and pulled them behind her back. Looking up, she saw Tanya, kicking and fighting as her wrists were tied behind her back.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm!” Tanya moaned, trying to pull away as her assailants tightened the rope around her wrists.

“Grrrllum!” Shelly moaned as she felt her wrists being bound together. A few moments later, the ropes were secure.

“Okay, move it!” The man behind her nudged her forward. Shelly tried to resist but one of the men grabbed her by the arm and dragged her. In front of her, it was much of the same with Tanya.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Tanya moaned as she tried to pull away from her captors.

Both women were dragged to the front driveway, where a large white van sat. Jack and Queen stood by the open rear doors of the van.

“Well, well. Long time no see.” Jack chuckled.

“Ffff mooo! Ffffeerrmm!” Tanya spat into her gag, twisting in the arm of her captor. If Shelly didn't know any better, she would swear that if the man holding Tanya let go, she would launch herself at Jack despite her bindings.

Jack only chuckled at this.

“Would you look at these two?” He said to the Queen, motioning at Shelly and Tanya. Both women were brought before Jack and The Queen and held in place by the goons behind them.

“Oh yes, quite feisty, though nothing like their well endowed friend.” The Queen said, eying them up like they were Christmas hams.

“Uulllmm mmmgggrrllm...” Shelly grumbled, glaring at her. It was a trap. They took their clothes to lead them around front, where this van was waiting to cart them off to god-knows-where. And since they were lured away in such a humiliating fashion, the party guests would just assume that neither Tanya nor Shelly wanted to show their faces again after making such a spectacle.

The Queen and Jack stepped forward, eyeing up their captives.

“You see, you can't just steal from me and get away with it.” The Queen wagged a finger at them.

“Hhmmph?” Tanya questioned.

“I do have to give you props though,” Jack stepped forward and pinched Shelly's cheek. “Stealing those girls of ours right out from under those Fed's noses. It took stones.”

“Ummmph,” Shelly pulled her head away from Jack. “Fffff mmoo!” Their girls! That was Lisa he was talking about.

“Those FBI agents were something though. They got away, but we'll get them next time.” Jack shrugged.

“Hlllp! Hlllpp!” Tanya started to moan.

“But don't worry, we have men moving to intercept that truck. Hell, with any luck our boys are trussing up Lisa right now and tossing her in the back with the rest of those babes.”

“Hrrrrm! Mmmph!” Shelly launched herself at Jack,but the men behind her tightened their grip on her arms, keeping her in place.

“We were going to get rid of you two, but I like you.” The Queen smiled, eyeing both of them up. Shelly and Tanya froze, their wide eyes focused on The Queen.

“Hey, what's going on here!” Someone cried from behind them.

“Heeeeep!” Tanya squealed and turned her head. Shelly did the same and saw Brad hurrying towards them.

Brad! She had never been so happy to see him in her life.

“Hllllp! Hllp!” Shelly moaned, pulling against the man holding her.

Brad only stopped and stared at the two bound women. Both Shelly and Tanya watched him with expectant eyes, and then turned to meet each other's gaze.

Oh no!

“How do you like them, all nice and wrapped up.” Jack came between the women, wrapping an arm around each of their shoulders.

“Hrrrggg...” Both women cringed and tried to pull away.

Brad smiled. “I like them just like that.”

“Hmmmph!” Tanya squeaked, eyes wide. Jack stepped out from between the women and approached Brad. Both men embraced in a hug and then clapped hands.

Tanya and Shelly exchanged another look.

“Hmmmph! Mmmh!”

“Mmmffffeerr ffffufffer!”

Brad turned to face them and shrugged.

“Sorry ladies, Jack offered me a sweet position with him and his organization last month. I couldn't resist.” He flashed a half smile and strolled towards the bound women.

“I set up the party as an easy way to get your guard down, but damn I didn't think you ladies would put up such a good show before!” Brad chuckled and stood between the woman, wrapping an arm around each of their necks and pulling them close to him.

“Mmmmph!”

“Urrrrm!” They both cried as Brad held them close.

“Plus the perks of this job is pretty cool. I can stop by and play with you guys any time I want.”

“Mmmph! Mmmm!”

“Mmmm! Hllllp! Mmmmeellt mmee moo!”

Brad only laughed at their muffled cries and stepped away. No sooner had he done so than the goons grabbed them by the arms and turned them towards the van.

“Okay, get them loaded up.”

“Mmmooo!”

“Hlllp!”

Then, to their surprise, the men let go of them. Shelly and Tanya just stood, confused. Once again, they shared a look.

A second later, Shelly felt a sharp pain on her ass cheek as The Queen came up behind her and swatted at her rear end with a long, thin switch.

“In! Move!” The Queen ordered, swatting at Shelly again.

“Mmmep! Mmmp!” Shelly yelped, hurrying forward. The Queen then focused on Tanya, swatting her on the ass with her switch.

“Ullp! Mmmllp!” Tanya moaned and hurried towards the back of the van. The Queen alternated between swatting both Shelly and Tanya on their thonged asses

“In! Your orientation starts now! Move!”

“Ulllp! Mmmullp!”

“Oofff! Mmmmooff!”

They yelped and screamed into their gags as The Queen herded them towards the back of the van. Desperate to stop the sharp, stinging pain, both women hopped up inside and took a seat opposite each other on the benches that lined the wall.

Tanya and Shelly sat frozen, staring at The Queen, who held her switch in one gloved hand while patting her other gloved hand with it. Jack took up a position on one side of her and Brad the other.

“It's been fun ladies, enjoy your trip!” Jack said, and grabbed one of the van doors.

“Mmmmo!” Tanya cried.

“Hlllp! Hllp!” Shelly moaned, her wide, pleading eyes meeting Brad's.

He only smiled and blew both of them a kiss.

Jack closed one of the rear doors. Desperate, Shelly shot forward in her seat in an attempt to fling herself out of the back of the van. Tanya saw her and did the same, rushing just behind her.

It wasn't much of a plan, but if they jumped out of the back of the van, it might buy some time. Maybe someone from the party would wander around and see them.

Jack gripped the door and started to swing it shut. He froze for a moment, eyes wide at Shelly rushing him--

--Then Tanya collided into her from the side.

“Offff!” Shelly mumbled, stumbling into the side of the van. Tanya wasn't thinking of following Shelly out, she was desperately trying to scramble out before her!

Both women collided against each other and landed in a heap on the cold, metal floor of the van. Shelly's feet flailed in the air as she tried to get her bearings.

No! No! No! No!

As she tried to sit up, she heard the rear door of the van slam shut and plunge them into darkness. Shelly sat up and huffed into her gag.

“Ooollummm...” Tanya whined, and then Shelly heard the other woman scramble to the far side of the van, as far as she could possibly get from Shelly.

Once again, Tanya had ruined all of her plans, but it was too late to be angry at her, what good would it do?

Shelly sat there, fuming on all of her failure, all of the plans up until this point that had been for nothing, and heard the engine for the van start up. A moment later, they were moving towards whatever unknown destination awaited them.

End of Volume 3
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