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1.

Carissa felt the fibers from the rope dig into her wrists as she struggled. Rope was wrapped around her bare ankles as well. She kicked her feet in a futile gesture.

“Sorry babe, you ain't getting out that easily!” A gruff voice chuckled.

Carissa looked up, eyes wide with alarm. A large masked man stood over the bound PI, he was holding a thick white cloth in his hands.

“Time to make sure you stay quiet!

“No!” Carissa Chains cried, trying to scurry away as the man loomed over her, gag held between his outstretched hands...

Outstretched hands...

Outstretched hands...

Val sat at her computer, staring at the cursor hovering over the open document.

Outstretched hands...

What next? Well he gags her of course! Val leaned back and ran her hands through her thick, dark hair. Of course he gags her, that's what happens to Carissa Chains in every story: She sticks her nose where it doesn't belong and gets captured and tied up.

Yeah, every story...

For Val, this would be the third story she had written about Carissa Chains, a danger prone Private Investigator, but there was something... off. In this instance, Carissa was investigating a corrupt politician and stripped down to her underwear in an effort to seduce him, only to get captured and tied up. So what was next?

Indeed, what is next?

Carissa had found herself in all sorts of kinky straights, so how would this be different, what would the bad guy do with Carissa Chains after he gagged her?

What indeed?

Val adjusted herself at her desk chair. The morning sun filtered through the closed blinds behind her computer.

Fuck it.

She stood up and stretched, feeling her back muscles loosen as she moved. Her blinds were kept closed to keep her neighbors from seeing her sitting half naked at her computer while writing. Right now she wore a small black bra that was maybe a size or two too small for her large breasts. A matching thong covered her bottom. As she finished stretching, her hands moved down to rub to her bare butt cheeks, sore after sitting in her chair while she wrote.

Such a magnificent ass.

Val was proud of her posterior, but it was a shame she couldn't share it with anyone beyond the patrons at her work. Her hands moved up and down against the skin of her bare backside, rubbing away the ache that seemed to have settled deep into the muscles of her ass.

Patrons or pervs?

She was constantly getting cat called at the bar she worked at and had a small collection of phone numbers left on checks, but hadn't taken any of her patrons up on their advances for several reasons, firstly being that most of the numbers she received were from men.

Sorry boys, not my type.

She smiled, moving her hands from her ass cheeks to her hips.

The second reason she didn't take anyone up on their advances was that she doubted they were willing to be tied up... well, at least in the way she wanted to tie someone up.

It's no fun when they like it.

She had met plenty of ladies open to letting Val bind them, but there was something... hollow about that. Val preferred struggles and muffled protests, not groans of pleasure.

Her hands came around to her crotch and slipped under her panties.

She was dry.

Val frowned.

A victim, she wanted... needed... a victim. Someone helpless at her will, someone who would fight, who would scream into their gag as Val had her way.

Her stories gave her that outlet. Carissa Chains was a strong woman, a woman that spent every day at the gym, and the goons that tied her up were just different faces for Val to wear.

But now what? The writing just wasn't doing it anymore. When she first started writing out her fantasies it seemed like the most erotic thing she had ever done. In the early days of writing, Val often had one hand on the keyboard and the other down her panties pleasuring herself.

It had been some of the best orgasms she ever had.

But now here she was, dried up, bored.

After she was done, she would release her stories online, where she had amassed a small but dedicated readership. Her stories sold reasonably well, but not enough for her to quit her day job as a bartender. She knew that her readers were always happy to read about Carissa getting tied up, but Val felt that she owed them something different with each new story that she put out.

But what?

Alas, that was her problem. Her fire had gone out, the writing was no longer an act of eroticism but an act of obligation. At first it had been an addiction, but like any junkie, she found herself needing more and more of a fix.

So what's next? What's my next fix?

She took her hands out from under her panties and noticed the time on her computer screen.

Shit!

It was almost time for work!

She ran down the hall towards her bedroom. Val lived alone in a modest apartment that had a living room, kitchenette, small bathroom and bedroom. It was enough for just her and sparsely decorated. All she really needed was her desk and computer, and that was where she spent most of her time.

In her bedroom, she opened her closet and picked up a pair of black tights from the floor. Tights accented her ass perfectly and she either wore them or shorts to her job. Short shorts and tight pants meant men salivating over her, and that meant tips. Quickly, she stepped into the tights and slid them up over her curvacious backside. Next, she grabbed a black tank top and slipped it on. The top was low cut, exposing the top of her bra along with her large breasts.

Finally she slipped on shoes and ran towards the door.

She would have to think of new ways to tie up Carissa later.

2.

It was a beautiful Los Angeles day, warm and with the sun high in the sky, and Val would rather be spending it on a beach in a bikini than at work.

Well, technically, she was spending it on a beach.

The bar she worked at Santa Carla's, was located right along the ocean with both indoor and outdoor seating areas and bars. Working the outdoor bar was Val's favorite because she could at least enjoy the sun and the “sights”. Being located right along a beach meant that there were plenty of bikini clad ladies that stopped by her bar for drinks and food, and more than one of those ladies had been inspiration for some of the women in her bondage stories.

Being a weekday though meant that it was most likely going to be a slow day, and she would be lucky to break one hundred dollars in tips. This was confirmed when she parked outside the bar and saw that the lot was nearly empty.

Great... she thought. It was going to be a long shift.

She came through the front entrance of the bar and noticed two patrons at the bar being served by her manager, Rick. Rick was an older man with flecks of grey in his dark hair and a thin beard. When Val entered he looked up and smiled. Val returned his smile and headed for the back room.

If he's working front, maybe I'll be out back?

As she passed some tables, she noticed a short, dark skinned bus boy clearing away some dishes.

Oh no...

Almost as if on cue, the bus boy turned and saw her. Immediately, he set down the dishes and ran over towards her.

Not Cal!

At 21 years old, Calvin was the youngest employee at the bar, and had attached himself to Val like a parasite. When they first met, his eyes immediately went to her cleavage, and after that he added her on Facebook and followed her on Twitter and Instagram. On their days off he would usually flood her inbox with awkward messages.

“Hey Val!” He cried and chased after her as she hit the doors leading to the back of the bar.

“Cal.” She nodded.

“So... uhh... whats up?”

“Nothing, just coming to work.” She said non nonchalantly.

They entered the back kitchen and he followed her like a puppy dog.

“Slow day huh?” He asked.

“I don't know, I'm just starting.”

“Oh, right.” He chuckled. Val missed the humor.

She stopped at a row of lockers and opened one up.

“Hey so, my mom will be out of town this weekend, I was going to have some friends over and... hang out and stuff.”

Val set her purse in her locker and turned to face Cal, who was grinning wide. He had been trying to grow a beard for some time, for his facial hair grew out in uneven patches.

“Is that so?” She asked, trying to sound uninterested.

“Yeah, I was wondering if you wanted to come, hang out.”

“I don't know, I might be busy this weekend.” She closed her locker and started heading back to the front, Calvin following.

“Oh really, plans?” He asked.

“Yep.” Calvin didn't see her roll her eyes as she answered.

“Like... a date? A guy friend?”

Val rolled her eyes again. She kept her sex life to herself, and Cal, along with the rest of the men at the bar, had yet to figure out her that her preference was women. In fact, Val hoped the day would never come when they discovered that because she suspected that they would salivate over her even more than they did.

“More like a lady friend.” She dead panned.

Cal laughed, letting out a loud snort.

“Thats... that's funny.”

“Why?” She asked.

“Well, you're too hot to be into chicks.”

Val sighed and hit the doors and heading out into the bar. Rick turned to see both of them.

“Calvin, there are still tables that need cleaned!” He glared at the bus boy.

“Oh, right!” Calvin scurried away from her, and Val let out a sigh of relief. If that would have gone on longer she might have really started to rip into the little twerp.

“Val, you're outside today.” Rick said.

A smile spread across her face. Today was already starting to look up.

As soon as she stepped outside, the smell of saltwater and the sound waves hit Val. It felt nice and refreshing. The outside area was basically a large porch, decorated with a tiki theme. Though it seemed dead now, the dinner rush would no doubt hit in a few minutes and hopefully that would keep her plenty busy.

Val stepped behind the small bar, decorated with bamboo, fake leaves, and tiki torches, and leaned back. Hopefully, Rick would keep Calvin busy inside so that he wouldn't come out here and bother her.

Or hopefully I get a patron soon.

As it turns out, Val didn't have to wait long.

A few minutes passed, then Val heard something in the distance. It sounded like a voice, high pitched and frenzied, and getting closer.

She leaned forward and listened. From her view, the beach looked completely empty, so whoever it was must be approaching from the other direction.

The voice got closer and Val realized it was a woman's voice. Whoever it was, she was speaking Spanish, and chattering away at a mile a minute.

Must be talking into a cell phone. She thought.

Val listened for a minute longer. Whoever this woman was, she sounded right around the corner. The woman's voice cracked several times and she started to scream into the phone.

What has her panties in a twist?

A moment later, the woman stepped into view and Val gasped.

I'd like to twist her panties. Val thought with a smile.

The woman was indeed screaming into a cell phone. Val could only see the back of her, but she had long blond hair and seemed to have a stocky build. She had a bag slung over one shoulder and wore a short, flimsy black robe. Val could see that the robe stopped around the woman's thighs and she had shapely, thick, muscle bound legs. Her legs were tanned to a deep bronze.

Hello there.. Val licked her lips.

A bodybuilder woman? She definitely looked the type.

Val had always been a naturally thin woman, though good genes gave her larger breasts than most thin women, and a curvier behind. For some reason, Val always had a thing for the weight lifter ladies, maybe it was because she envied their muscle, or their ability to be both strong and sexy, whatever the reason, Val melted at the sight of them. Despite her best efforts, Val never had the good fortune of dating a muscle woman because those type of women seemed to drift towards the equally muscle bound dudes.

Yuck.

If there was a muscle bound woman that was into other women, Val hadn't met her yet, so all she had was her fantasies. She had spent many a lonely net pleasuring herself at the thought of tying up a female bodybuilder. Images filled her head of their beautiful muscles straining against rope or tape as they fought to get free. Val would have complete control, and all the bodybuilder could do was mumble into her gag.

At that moment, a gust of wind came in off the ocean, hitting the bodybuilder and lifting up the bottom of her robe.

The sight of her ass made Val get wet.

The flimsy black material lifted, exposing a white, thong bikini bottom. Tanned, toned glute muscles curved around the fabric of the thong, ready to swallow it.

The bodybuilder let out and scream and pushed down on her robe, turning as she did to give Val a view of her front.

The bartender stood up straight and gasped. The woman wore a white string bikini under the black robe. Her large breasts pressed up against the thin robe, her cleavage glistening in the sun. Her abs were a tight six pack, and her entire body was just as tanned as her legs and backside.

Val watched as the bodybuilder straightened out her robe, screamed more Spanish expletives into the phone, then hung up and dropped the phone into her bag with a huff. Then she looked right at Val.

Val averted her eyes and grabbed a towel, trying to make a show of cleaning the bar. Footsteps approached and Val looked up to see the bodybuilder approaching.

Oh no!

Val turned and cleaned the other side of the bar. Did she notice her watching?

So what if she did? What would she do? Scream at her? Val could just kick her out.

As Val wiped down the bar, the image of the Bodybuilder's ass flashed through her mind. She imagined spanking it, her hand connecting with the hard muscles of the woman's ass, then she imagined the Bodybuilder hogtied, a white rope cleaving those perfect ass cheeks...

“Hola!” A voice called behind her. Val turned to see the Bodybuilder sitting at the bar.

“Hey!” The Bodybuilder raised a hand at Val, eyes wide.

“Oh, sorry.” Val said and walked over.

The Bodybuilder muttered something in Spanish.

“What can I get you?” Val asked.

“Just a beer.” The Bodybuilder sighed and rested her head on one of her hands.

“What kind, we got lots of-”

“Just a fucking beer!” The bodybuilder screamed. Val backed up and threw her hands up.

“Okay! Okay! Will do!” Val turned away and reached down into a cooler.

As Val fished for a beer, she heard the Bodybuilder's phone ring from her bag. After a few rings, the Bodybuilder snatched it and put it to her ear.

“What?” She said in heavily accented English.

Val rose, a beer in hand. She opened it and set it in front of the bodybuilder.

“Your fucking photographer never showed up!” The bodybuilder screamed into the phone.

The woman's eyes were wide and filled with fire as she listened to a voice on the other end.

“No, I'm here on this shitty beach wearing this little bikini, and that shit never showed! Fuck you!”

More talking on the other side.

“I don't care if you paid me already! No more! It's not my fault that he didn't show!”

The Bodybuilder hit end and threw the phone into her bag, she then glared at Val, then at the beer bottle in front of her.

“What's this?” She asked, glaring at Val.

“It's a beer.”

“It's a fucking light beer! Give me something stronger!”

Val sighed. It was going to be one of those days.

“Like what?”

“I don't fucking care!”

“That's what you said the last-”

“Just give me a god-damn drink!” The Bodybuilder screamed and slammed a fist down on the bar.

Val glared at her, and realized that her blood was boiling. Hot or not, this chick was a pain in the ass.

“What, you got a problem!” The Bodybuilder accused.

Val sighed. Fuck it.

“A little bit, yeah.”

To Val's surprise, the Bodybuilder actually let out a little chuckle.

“Oh, a scrawny bitch like you has a problem with me. I bench press three of you a day!”

“That's nice.” Val shrugged. What was this bitch's problem? She got that her photographer cancelled, but that didn't mean she had to be such a cunt.

“I have a vacation house just down the beach,” The Bodybuilder turned and pointed behind her. “Come and see me if you have a problem.”

“I'm not going to do that. I will ask you to leave though.” Val smirked.

The Bodybuilder's eyes widened and she leaned back.

“What?”

“I will be happy to serve you if you are respectful, but if you continue to act like this, I will ask you to leave.”

The Bodybuilder slammed a fist on the table.

“Where is your boss, Punta! That means bitch!”

“I know!” Val responded, her eyes wide with fury. She had just about enough of this bimbo.

“Get your manager!” The Bodybuilder jumped up, slamming both fists on the table.

Val threw down her towel.

“With pleasure!” She turned and headed inside.

Rick was wiping down the bar. He turned to see Val stalking towards him, eyes blazing.

“Val?” He asked, voice filled with caution.

“There is a customer outside that wants to speak with you.” Val crossed her arms as she said so.

Rick frowned and headed towards the back door. Val leaned against the bar and watched him go. She would let him deal with her before she went back out there.

“Boy, are you alright Val?” Cal slithered up next to her.

“Fuck off, Cal.” She said, never turning to look at him. Calvin recoiled like he had been shot.

Fucking big mouthed bitch.

“Val, I'm just-”

She turned and glared at him.

“I... said... fuck... off.”

Cal took a step back and then turned away. Val turned back to the back door to see Rick and the woman. The woman was screaming in Rick's face.

I'd love to shove my panties down that big mouth of hers.

Val smiled at the thought. Big tough, weight lifter bitch, tied to her bed, kicking and screaming as Val shoved her moist underwear down her throat.

Once again, Val felt herself getting wet.

After that, she would spank her until her ass was bright red. Oh god, yes. All the while, the bodybuilder would be moaning into her gag, pleading for Val to stop.

It was delicious, and she wanted it.

What was stopping her?

She could throw you around like a rag doll, not to mention you would be arrested.

Chloroform, that would do. It would knock her out long enough for Val to tie her, but then what? After Val was done she would surely call the police.

Not if I get rid of her...

Not kill her, no... But sold her... or kept her...

She could be my personal bondage toy.

Val smiled at the thought. She had never tied up a woman before, but she had years worth of kidnap fantasies, and would need more if she wanted to keep writing.

Yes, she could be my muse, my bondage inspiration!

Val looked back out the back door to see the Bodybuilder, red faced, turn and stalk away. As she walked, another gust wind came and once again lifted up her robe, exposing her backside as she stalked down the beach.

And she has a beach house, perfect place to keep her.

She just needed a kidnap plan.

3.

“Holy shit,” Devin said, his mouth agape as he peered into his binoculars. “This babe is major!” His hands turned the lenses to focus more on the object of his affection.

“Hey, let me see!” Calvin reached over to grab the binoculars out of Devin's hand, but Devin deftly raised one hand and swatted the smaller man away.

“No way! This is mine!” Devin turned his back to his cousin and focused his gaze out the passenger side window of the van.

“Hey! This is my job! I can take away your cut!” Calvin pouted. Devin lowered the binoculars and glared at his cousin. He was a much bigger man than Calvin, with long dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, and tattoos running down his neck to his back and shoulders. While not muscular, Devin had some bulk and girth to him, and had done prison time, which is why Calvin called him for this.

“You wouldn't dare. You can't handle this job without me.”

“This is my job, what I say goes, and I say give me the god damn binoculars.” Calvin held out his open palm.

Devin's gazes shifted down to his cousin's open palm.

“I will if you allow me to feel up her tits once we grab her.”

Calvin gritted his teeth. Val had said that she wanted this bitch delivered mostly untouched.

Mostly.

Plus, not like Val would know if they felt this chick up, right?

Right?

“Sure.” Calvin nodded. Devin handed over the binoculars and turned to face out the front windshield.

“How did you get wrapped up in this job anyway?” Devin asked.

“What's it to you?” Calvin brushed him off while raising up the binoculars.

“It's a chick, right?”

“Shut up, I'm paying you, aren't I?” Calvin placed the binoculars to his eyes and focused them on the beach house set several yards down the road.

“Yeah, definitely for a chick.”

Calvin gritted his teeth to hold his tongue. He hated admitting when Devin was right, and he was right a lot, especially about this.

Last night after her shift Val had approached him. He knew that she had an encounter with a customer, some hot workout chick. And that chick was hot, but it was a shame she was such a bitch. They had difficult customers before, it came with the job, but somehow this one must have really gotten under Val's skin more than usual. Val made him swear to secrecy and then said she had a proposition for him. Part of Cal knew that he should have said no, but fuck, Val was so hot, and that ass of hers... fuck... he would have given anything for a glimpse of her sweet tush.

So he agreed to not breathe a word of whatever was said between them. At first, Val asked him if what she heard was true about him having done time in the past. It was, Calvin had done a year for drug possession. Then Val asked if he still talked to anyone he knew from the inside. Calvin assumed that Val was looking for a drug hook up and offered to give her some names, but as it turned out, she wanted something much, much different.

She wanted a kidnapping.

Cal's jaw just about hit the floor when she told him that. Val? Sweet, hot Val wanted someone kidnapped? Not only that, she wanted that bitchy weight lifter woman kidnapped.

“Then what? Ransom? Is she loaded?” Calvin asked. If Val wanted to ransom this lady, he definitely wanted in, but Val just shook her head.

“No, this is more... personal. I just need some guys to snatch and restrain her for me, and I'll take it from there.”

A sensible man would have said no right then and there... but Calvin was intrigued to say the least! He could tell that Val had plans for this lady, and he bet they were hot plans!

His first thought went to Devin, his cousin. Devin had never lost a fight in his life, and even though this bodybuilder bitch may be tough, she was nothing Devin couldn't handle. Good sense dictated that Calvin find another guy to go along, but he decided that he would be the second guy.

“How much would it cost? To hire someone to do this for me?” Val asked. Calvin met her wide, brown eyes and an idea formed, a way for both of them to get what they wanted. He quoted her about $400 for Devin, and as for his payment, he would accept a photo of her in a thong in lieu of cash.

When he said that, Val's eyes widened even more and she reached back a hand to slap him. Calvin had anticipated this, and recoiled, throwing his hands up defensively.

“Of course, I could just go to the cops and tell them about a kidnapping plot that I caught wind of.” Calvin said, squeezing his eyes shut, anticipating the blow.

“You little shit, you wouldn't!” Val screamed, hand still raised.

“That's my price, $400 to pay the second guy, and a picture for me. I pick the thong and the pose.”

She lowered her hand and glared at him, eyes still blazing with white hot fury.

“This is a risky job, paying people for kidnapping is usually ten times more expensive. And I promise, nobody will see the photo but me.” Calvin lowered his hands with caution.

Val gave in, eventually. He told her that after the job he would specify what he wanted her to wear and how he wanted her to pose.

And who knows, maybe if they did a good enough job, Val would feel generous and give him a few more pics as a thank you. So Calvin called Devin and told him about the job and the pay (leaving out what Calvin was getting out of the deal) and they rented a plain white cargo van, and here they were.

The plan was simple, wait for the bitch to go out on her morning jog. When she passed the van, they would jump out, tie and gag her, and drive her around in circles for a bit before bringing her back to her own beach house, where Val said she would be waiting. After that, Val said they would be done and her job would begin.

What did Val have in store for this buff bitch? Calvin was sure that whatever it was, it must be sexy. Maybe he should ask for pics of that too.

The beach house was set just off a long stretch of road that didn't seem to get much traffic. The muscle babe's house seemed to be the only home for at least a mile, so that meant that Calvin and Devin wouldn't have to worry about being seen by anyone.

Hopefully.

In the driver's seat, Calvin looked through the binoculars at the house. It was surrounded on all sides by a white picket fence, and had a nice garden in the front and a small deck in the back that lead down to the beach. But Calvin didn't care about those things, instead his focus was on a large, open window near the back of the house.

Due to having no neighbors, the bodybuilder didn't have to worry about anyone peeping in on her, and was seemingly unaware of the van idling a good distance away from her home. Calvin focused on the window and felt his jaw drop while simultaneously feeling his dick stirring in his pants.

The Bodybuilder stood in the center of her bedroom, her blond hair laying around her shoulders in a wet tangle, and a white towel wrapped around her body. Her large breasts swelled underneath the towel, and it barely came down past her ass.

“What I say? Major.” Devin said smugly.

“Shut up.” Calvin grunted.

Inside her house, the bodybuilder turned her back to the window and pulled on the towel. Calvin gasped.

The white garment fell to the floor, exposing the muscly sinew of her shoulders to them. Her back muscles fed into a small, tight waist and into solid, toned, sculpted ass cheeks. Below her ass, her legs were equally rock solid but also feminine. The bodybuilder turned and headed for a small dresser, exposing six pack abs and the side of her left breast. Despite their obvious enhancements, her breasts were exquisite.

The woman opened a top drawer and pulled out a tiny, white garment: A thong. She quickly stepped into the undergarment, sliding the white fabric up between her rock solid ass cheeks. Calvin realized that his fingers were locked around the binoculars in a death vice.

Next, the Bodybuilder reached into another drawer and took out a white sports bra, turning to face the window as she prepared to slip it on. Her nipples were small and pink, a sharp contrast from her tan breasts. Quickly she slipped the bra on, covering her bare bust.

“What's she doing?” Devin asked.

“Umm... nothing.” Calvin lied, not wanting his cousin to take the binoculars away.

“Bullshit.” Devin accused.

“No, she's not-” Calvin was cut off when his cousin ripped the binoculars out of his hands.

“Hey!” Calvin groped for them as Devin lifted them towards him.

“Uh uh! My turn!” Devin said in a mocking tone.

“No wait! This is my job, I say who gets the binoculars!” Calvin reached for the binoculars but Devin pushed him back.

“No! Mine!” Calvin pushed against Devin's hand, but his cousin was bigger and stronger and easily held the smaller man off.

“Relax, you can have them in a minute.” Devin said and placed the binoculars over his eyes.

“Give them back!” Cal reached tried to swat at his cousin's massive hand that was holding him back.

“Oh yeah, she's nice...” Devin smiled as he peeped through at their target.

“Devin!”

“Who did you say wanted her kidnapped?” Devin asked.

“Confidential, now give me!” Calvin reached again.

“Oh come on, let's...” Devin trailed off, his mouth going slack.

“What's going on?” Calvin stopped and looked out the windshield at the house. Nothing. Devin sat frozen, watching.

“Shit...” Devin muttered, binoculars still held up.

“What?” Calvin squinted at the beach house in the distance.

“Shit...” Devin sighed again.

“What's going on? What?”

“Shhh!” Devin held up a hand. Calvin sat frozen next to him, what was going on?

“Shit, it's go time...” Devin lowered the binoculars.

“What?” Calvin demanded.

“She's putting on running clothes, let's go!” Devin got up from the passenger seat and made his way to the back of the van.

“Wait... what?” Calvin asked again.

“She's about to go out for a run! Let's go!” In the back of the van, Devin slid on a ski mask.

Shit! Calvin lurched forward, forgetting that he had his seatbelt on until he felt it dig into his gut when he tried to get up. Shit!

“Come on man!” Devin called, grabbing a length of rope in one hand and a thick, black cloth with the other. Calvin's hands fumbled for his seatbelt and pressed in on the release. A second later, the restraint came free and Calvin jumped out of his seat and stumbled to the back of the van.

Devin tossed a ski mask to Cal, who just barely caught it.

“Put it on, we don't have much time.” Devin said, crouching by the rear double doors.

Calvin slipped on his mask and adjust the eye holes. Devin was positioned by the doors but his eyes were on the front windshield.

“Down!”Devin grunted, and Calvin stared at him blankly.

“Down!” Devin cried again, eyes blazing.

Fuck!

Calvin scurried over and crouched down next to his cousin. Devin shoved the rope and cloth into his cousin's hands.

“Okay, so when she runs by I'll jump out and grab her. First, you shove the gag in her mouth, we don't want her calling attention to us.”

“What if she pulls it out?” Calvin asked, and Devin sighed.

“I'll have her arms, just focus on getting her quiet. After she's gagged, tie her feet, she'll no doubt be kicking.” Calvin nodded at this.

“Then, I'll pull her arms behind her back,” Devin continued. “You, use the rope to tie them. Then we toss her in the back and take off.”

Calvin nodded. His heart was racing, he had never done anything like this before. This was exciting!

But what if they got caught? What if she got away? Or what if a car drove by as they were grabbing her? A thousand different scenarios went through his mind as to how this could all go wrong, and he felt his heart thundering against his chest like a jackhammer.

“Hey!” Devin slapped him, snapping Calvin back to reality. “You with me?” His cousin glared at him from under the mask. All Calvin could do was swallow and nod.

Devin reached behind him and lifted a black bottle and a white cloth.

“This,” He held both up in each hand. “Is chloroform, only use it if she's putting up a fight, a massive fight, like shit has gone extremely, extremely wrong, got it?” Calvin nodded.

“Just soak the rag, but not too much, don't want to kill her, and then hold it over her mouth and nose. She'll breath it in and be out in seconds. And for fuck's sake, don't breath any in yourself!” Once again, Calvin nodded at the instructions. Satisfied, Devin turned again towards the house in the distance. Calvin followed his gaze.

Even though they were parked far enough away, Calvin could see the front door opening, and a second later a blob stepped out: The bodybuilder. Soon, the shape of the woman made it's way through the front yard and out onto the sidewalk. The shape was moving fast, she was jogging.

As she got closer, Calvin could make out more details about her. Her blond hair was tied back in a ponytail, and white earbuds trailed from her ears to an MP3 player clipped to her waistband. She wore a small, tight, black hoodie that stopped just above her six pack abs. The pants she wore were also black and skin tight, though the MP3 player in the front weighed them down, revealing a V-Cut just below her abs.

She was breathtaking, and in that moment Calvin would have given anything to see what Val had in store for her.

“Here she comes, get ready!” Devin gripped the handle of the rear doors.

The woman was getting closer, and Calvin could see the sheen of sweat along her forehead glistening in the afternoon sunlight. Beads of perspiration cascaded down along her mid-section and collected along the waist band of her tights.

She was only a few feet away now, her eyes focused on the sidewalk in front of her. To Calvin's knowledge, she didn't even acknowledge the van in front of her.

“Wait...” Devin whispered.

She was so close that Calvin could see her hazel eyes glinting in the sunlight as she reached the front of the van. Then she was gone, passing out of sight as she ran along the side.

“Now!” Devin cried and pushed open the rear doors. The sunlight splashed in as Devin jumped out, Calvin following. The Bodybuilder had just passed by the rear of the van and stopped, turning to check out the commotion.

Devin rushed her and her eyes widened in alarm. Calvin ran forward, rope and gag outstretched. The woman turned to run but Devin enveloped her, wrapping his massive arms around her in a bear hug. She screamed and kicked her feet as he lifted her high off the ground.

“The gag!” Devin cried as the woman screamed and kicked in his arms. Her muscles bulged as she tried to shake off her attacker.

Calvin ran forward, dark cloth held out between his hands. The woman's eyes went wild at the sight of the gag.

“NO! NO! Help! Help me!” She screamed, her voice thickly accented.

“Gag her now!” Devin cried through gritted teeth.

Calvin ran forward, and the woman lifted her powerful legs and kicked out, hitting Calvin square in the chest. It felt like a ton of bricks had just slammed right into his ribs and he felt all of the air rush out of his lungs. The force of her kick sent him tumbling back and into the sand.

“Shit!” Devin called, lowering the woman but still keeping his grip on her. He kept one arm wrapped around her and lifted his other hand to cover her mouth, but she anticipated this and leaned forward, biting down on his palm. Devin screamed and she sent an elbow right into his gut.

Devin let out a choked gasp and doubled back, but the woman wasn't done. Now free, she wheeled around and landed a punch right in Devin's jaw. The kidnapper's head rocked back from the hit. Meanwhile, Calvin stumbled to his feet, hand clutching his chest. As he attempted to catch his breath, he saw the woman turning to run back to her house.

Oh no!

Calvin charged forward, tackling the woman. It felt like he may as well be tackling a brick wall. In that moment, he realized that they underestimated just how strong this woman really was. He slammed into her as she turned and hit her square in the shoulder, once again taking the wind out of him.

Think of Val. Think of her in that thong!

Calvin gritted his teeth and wrapped his arms around her chest. She spun, dragging him along with her, and reached up to grab his arm. Her hands wrapped around his arms like a vice and started to pull.

Shit! He could feel her pulling his arm free. With nothing else to do, Calvin hopped up and wrapped his legs around his mid-section. The woman stumbled forward, not ready to take his weight.

“Get off of me! Help! Anybody!”

Calvin raised one of his gloved hands and clamped it over her mouth.

“He-Ullllmmmm! Mmmm” The woman spun and tottered as Calvin dug his fingers into her cheek.

“Devin! Get the rope!”

“Hlllmmmmp! Hllmmmph!” The woman cried into Calvin's glove. As he spun around, he could see his cousin struggling to his feet.

“The rope! And the gag!” Calvin screamed. They had to get this under control, any minute now somebody could drive by and see this.

“Hmmmmph! Hlllmmmm!” The woman whipped around, trying to shake Calvin free. He tightened his grip, feeling his stomach do somersaults.

Then she stopped, breathing heavily into Calvin's palm, and he lifted his head to see Devin stumbling forward to grab the rope and gag from the sand.

Then the woman threw her weight back, and Calvin felt his back slam into the side of the van. In an instant, he was sandwiched between her weight and the metal siding of the van, and it felt like his chest had just collapsed. Darkness crept in on the edges of his eyes, but somehow he kept his grip on her.

Come on, Devin...

She slammed him back into the van again and stars flashed before his eyes. Calvin's arms and legs turned to jelly in that moment and he released his grip on her, no longer in control of his own body.

Damn!

Then Devin dove forward, tackling her, sending her back-

-And once again into Calvin, slamming him back into the van. His entire mid-section exploded in pain and it felt as if his insides had been liquified.

Devin wrapped his arms around her again, this time in a front facing bear hug. The woman screamed as he lifted her off her feet.

“Get off of me! Let me go! Help!” She screamed again. Devin twisted and slammed the woman down into the sand next to the sidewalk, bringing his weight down on top of her. The Bodybuilder let out a grunt as the kidnapper landed on top of her.

Calvin stood on wobbly feet, watching as Devin sat up, using his knees to pin the bodybuilder's arms to the ground. He held the gag out between two gloved hands and lowered it towards her gaping mouth. She opened her and opened her mouth just as the thick, dark cloth was pressed between her jaw.

“Huuurrrrummmm! Lllllummmmm! Hllllppp!” She bit down as she screamed into the gag.

“Hmmmmm! Mmmmmph!” She shook her head as Devin lifted it up to secure gag. As he lifted her head, he leaned forward, taking some of his weight off the bodybuilder.

This was the opening she needed. She brought one of her powerful legs up and kneed Devin right in the balls. The man let out a sound that like the one a balloon makes when it deflates and he tumbled off the woman.

Calvin stumbled forward, one hand favoring his ribs, and watched as Devin rolled off of the woman, both hands cradling his testicles. The Bodybuilder sat up and pulled down her gag.

Calvin took a step forward, ready to fight, when he looked back at the open doors of the van, and his eyes fell on the bottle of chloroform and the cloth.

Yes!

If ever an occasion called for it, this was that time. Calvin stumbled towards the bottle.

The woman turned to run but Devin, still wincing in pain, lunged forward and wrapped both hands around her calf. She stumbled forward as he wrapped her leg in a vice.

“Help! Help!” She spun around and tried to shake her leg loose, but Devin held on tight.

“Get off of me! Let go!” She trudged forward in the sand, dragging Devin behind her.

Calvin grabbed the chloroform and twist off the cap, then dumped the smelly liquid all over the white cloth. Within seconds, the cloth was completely soaked. He lifted the cloth, but was careful to keep it away from his face, and held his breath. Turning, Calvin saw that Devin had planted his feet and was holding the woman back by one leg as she dragged him forward through the sand.

“Get... off... of... me!” She screamed and kicked with her free leg, hitting Devin square in the face. He cried out and fell back, releasing his hold on her. The woman turned to run back to her house, not noticing Calvin running up behind her. A second later, Calvin jumped on her back and pressed the cloth over her face.

“Mmmmmph!” The woman screamed into the chloroform soaked rag. She pitched forward, arms flailing as Calvin held the rag tight over her face.

“Ummm.... mmm....” He cries were weaker now as she stumbled deeper into the sand dunes, her arms flailing weakly at her side. Still, Calvin never moved the cloth.

“Mmmmm.... mlllleelllp mmmmm...” She fell to her knees, her limbs going slack. Calvin kept the cloth held firm.

“Ullllmmmph...” A final cry and the woman went limp and pitched face first into the sand. Calvin removed the cloth and rolled off of the unconscious bodybuilder. She lay face down in the sand, her body completely still. He tossed the rag away and lay next to her, catching his breath.

After a few moments, Calvin sat up, his chest crying out in pain as he did. She may have actually broken a few of his ribs!

Fucking bitch!

Calvin turned to look at her unconscious form. Her head was turned to face him, her breath coming out in shallow burst. Looking up, Calvin saw Devin stumbling towards them, rope and gag in hand.

“Is she out? Did you get her?”

Calvin nodded, opening his mouth to say something but then thought better of it. Speaking sounded painful right now. Devin stopped and stood over the unconscious bodybuilder.

“Fucking bitch!” Devin cried and sent a meek kick into her thigh.

“Hey...” Calvin wheezed, getting to his feet. “No hurting her...” He tried to say more but every word was a shot of pain in his chest.

“Whatever, grab her. I don't want anyone seeing this.” Devin ordered, and grabbed her feet. Calvin nodded and grabbed her from under the armpits. They heaved and lifted her, both grunting and gasping, and shuffled her towards the open van doors.

The kidnappers ushered her limp form in the back of the van, then hopped in and closed the rear doors behind them. Once inside, they both took off their masks and looked down at their unconscious hostage.

“So once again, what does someone want with this chick?” Devin asked between breaths.

“I told you, it's personal...” Calvin gasped.

Devin only glared and started to tie her hands behind her back. Calvin went to work on her feet, and after they were confident that the knots were secure, they rolled their hostage onto her back.

“She is hot... for a tough muscle bitch.” Devin reached forward and gripped the zipper to her small hoodie. Calvin reached out and grabbed his hand.

“What... what are you...” he gasped.

“Hey, after all I went through, I'm copping a feel!” Devin said and started to lower the zipper. Calvin tightened his hold on Devin's wrist and shook his head.

“Hey, let me do this! This is part of my payment!” Devin glared. Calvin shook his head again.

“It's this or double.” Devin's eyes were cold as ice, and Calvin knew that he meant it. Calvin didn't have the money to pay Devin double, and didn't know if Val had the money, and even if he had to ask her, that meant telling her that they hurt her prize, and in that case she might refuse to pay them at all. Refusing to pay them would put both her and Calvin on Devin's bad side, and that meant...

Devin could be a scary man, he might go easy on Calvin because he was family, but as for Val, there would be no going easy on her.

Calvin sighed and nodded. Devin smiled slide down the zipper, exposing the woman's white sports bra.

“Gag her while I'm doing this.” Devin orders. Calvin nodded, lifting the gag and scurrying over to the woman. He pressed the gag between her lips and pulled it tight, then secured it at the back of her neck.

Devin slid down the right cup of her bra, exposing a small, pink nipple. He caressed it with one finger.

“Well, I hope that whoever is getting this beautiful specimen enjoys it.” Devin smiled. Calvin watched as Devin took off his glove and ran his hand over the smooth, tan skin of the woman's breast. After a moment, Devin slid the cup back in place and zipped up the hoodie.

“There, no harm no foul. Now, let's get going.” He said. Calvin nodded and they both made their way to the front of the van.

Even though this was over, he still had a bad feeling about this.

4.

“Oooommmphh...” Maria groaned, her eye lids fluttering as she tried to open them.

What happened?

She lifted her eyes and was hit by a shaft of white hot light, sending a searing pain through her skull, causing her to groan again and squeeze her eyes shut.

“Ooooomm...” Maria groaned, and realized that there was something in her mouth.

What?

She leaned her head back and felt a soft pillow beneath it, and realized that she was in her bed... or a bed. Slowly, she raised one eyelid again. Light filtered in through her thick eyelashes and she could feel the pain returning in her skull.

Hungover? Am I hungover?

What was the last thing she remembered? Waking up, showering...

A run! I was going to go for a run!

Yes! That was it! She was going to jog along the beach, blow off steam before hitting the gym!

Then what?

Maria stretched out her legs and attempted to lift her hands to stretch out her aching shoulders.

But her hands wouldn't move!

“Hmmmm?” She bit down, realizing that a thick cloth was pulled tight between her lips. As she moved her legs, she could feel the coil of rope tighten around her ankles.

What?

Once again, she tried to move her hands but felt them tied tight behind her back, a coil of rope lashed around her wrists. Her eyes shot open, light hitting her like a fist. Once again, sharp pain ran through her skull and she winced, biting into her gag.

“Mmmm...” She lowered her eyelids just a bit, until she was basically squinting, and sat up.

Maria was in the bedroom of her vacation home, lying on her bed, bound and gagged.

“Mmmmmph...” She grumbled, biting down into her gag. How did this happen?

Then she remembered, going out for her jog, the van, the two men...

Then the smell. They had pressed something over her face and a smell hit her, then there was blackness.

They must have drugged me!

So they drugged her and brought her back to her place, but why? She lowered her head and saw that she was still in her running clothes: Black, skin tight pants and her mid-riff baring hoodie. Where were the men? If they wanted to kidnap her, why bring her back here?

Maybe kidnapping wasn't what they had in mind?

Maria 's eyes widened, letting in more light. The pain in her head was fading to a dull ache. She didn't like where this was going, not at all.

I have to get out of here!

More and more details were coming back to her, of the fight, the men placing their hands over her mouth to keep her quiet. She remembered that she was winning, until they used the drug on her.

I need to get free!

If she could break free of the ropes then she could probably fight her way out, if she remembered correctly, she was much stronger than the men.

Her eyes wide open, she surveyed the room. The bedroom curtains were open, letting in the bright, California sun. In the distance, she could hear the waves on the beach.

Part of the reason why she had chosen this vacation home was that it was deserted, quiet. There were a few shops and such further down the beach, but her nearest neighbor was several miles down the beach from her. She liked the freedom, the ability to sunbathe nude outside and not worry about gawkers. The vacation home was a good place to book photo shoots too, and her and the photographers could often work in peace without any onlookers.

Maria grew up in Spain, and moved to the United States as a teenager. She had always been a great beauty, and soon found herself taken in by the bodybuilding world. Over the years, she had built up an impressive and feminine physique muscle by muscle, and broke into modeling in her early 20s. Her modeling money went towards her opening her own gym and working as a personal trainer, and she opened several more gyms over the years. Now, she primarily lived in Florida, but made frequent trips to the West Coast for photo sessions and to manage her businesses.

This trip was meant to be short, in fact, she was planning on packing up tonight and flying back to Florida tomorrow, disgusted after a photographer flaked on her.

He probably found some new, skinny piece of ass to photograph!

She shook her head. Forget all that, she needed her head in the now. Focus on getting these ropes off, then getting help.

Maria sat up, feeling the ropes digging into her wrists as she did. She twisted her legs around, trying to work the rope free of her ankles.

Come on!

She flexed, feeling the muscles in her arms bulge around the ropes holding her wrists together.

“Urrrggggmmm...” She grunted, biting into the gag. The rope held, digging into her tan flesh.

“Mmmmmrrrpph!” She bit even harder, feeling her face turn red as she strained. As she did, she stretched out her legs and expanded her calf muscles, hoping to break the ropes.

Come on! What are all these muscles for?

But the ropes were holding well, whoever tied them knew what they were doing.

“Mmmmmrrrrmm! Ummmph!” She shook her head in frustration and relaxed, feeling her muscles loosen.

They might be back any minute!

Time was not on her side, she had to get out, soon!

What if there was someone on the beach? It was a long shot, but every now and then people came down this way looking for privacy. Maybe she could get their attention somehow!

“Hlllppp! Hmmmfff! Ummmph!” She cried, the gag muffling her cries.

Of course there could be no one out there, and this could all be for nothing. But no, they gagged her for a reason. A gag was used to keep people quiet, and the fact that they gagged her meant that they were worried about her attracting attention.

“Mmmmmph! Ummmm!” She stamped her feet into the mattress in frustration, trying to make enough noise to attract someone's attention.

“Call as much as you want, we're all alone here.” A female voice said from behind her. Maria spun her head around to see a skinny, light skinned, dark haired woman standing in the doorway. The woman was smiling as she looked down at Maria 's bound form.

She looked... familiar?

“Hummmfff?” Maria cocked her head, staring at the woman.

“Go on, keep calling. The gag is more or less for aesthetic purposes any way. I think no bound woman is complete without a cloth shoved in her mouth.”

“Mmuufffeerrr mmmmffferr!” Maria grumbled, staring at the woman. The woman wore black tights and a black tank top, and had a black bag slung over her shoulder. She smiled and stepped in the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

“I was hoping you would be awake by the time I got back, I had to go pick up some things for us.” The woman said, walking over to a dresser positioned just under a window.

Maria 's gaze followed the woman. Who was she? There was something about her. She could feel her brow furrowing as she watched her captor.

“Mmmmff mmmmrrrr mmooo?” Maria grumbled. The woman stopped and turned to her captive, smiling.

“Don't remember me?” She cooed.

Maria squinted at her. There was something about her...

“I wouldn't think you would. After our little encounter, it was easy to look you up... Maria .”

Maria 's eyes widened.

“Mmmeee?” She leaned back.

“Oh come on, your an internationally published model, it wasn't hard. You fill out a bikini well.” The woman smiled, setting the bag down on the dresser and approached the bed.

“Now,” She said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “You should really treat your servers better.”

Maria 's eyes widened. The bartender bitch!

“Murrrggle! Ullllummmph! Mmmmph! Mmmmpph!” Maria cursed into her gag. A fucking bartender? Here she was, bound and gagged and at the mercy of some minimum wage bimbo that was pissed because she didn't tip?

The bartender crawled up onto the bed, on all fours like a cat.

“Oh what, mad little ol' me got the best of you?” She purred and stalked towards her captive.

“Mmmmrrrmm! Ullllumm!” Maria scurried back, hitting the headboard behind her. The bartender chuckled and continued to crawl towards her prey.

“Oh poor little muscle bound bitch...” she cooed, right up in Maria 's face. Maria pressed herself flat against the headboard. Once she got free, this bitch was toast!

“Gluuubb! Mmmmmrrrppph! Ullllrrgggh!” Maria grumbled. The bartender chuckled and ran her fingers up along the helpless bodybuilder's bicep.

“What's the point of all these big muscles if you can't even get yourself free from a little rope?” The bartender smiled, watching as Maria 's arm broke out in goosebumps.

“Mmmfff mmooo! Llllllummpph mmeee mooo!” Maria grunted, shooting out her bound feet towards her kidnapper, but the bartender had anticipated this and rolled off the bed, chuckling to herself as she did.

“Better get used to chewing on something, because as long as I have you, your mouth will be stuffed.” The Bartender stalked back towards the dresser and the bag.

“Mmmmm ulllmm! Mmmm! Mmmooo!” Maria stamped her bound feet up and down on the bed, straining her muscles against the rope.

No! I will not be this bitch's play thing!

“Try as hard as you want, those ropes are secure.” The bartender smiled, looking down at her captive. Maria stopped her struggles and glared at her captor.

“By the way, Maria . I'm Val. Figured that we should be on first name basis, we're going to get to know each other very well.” Val smiled and started to lift her shirt.

Maria watched, helpless. She was crazy! This bitch was insane, and now had Maria tied up and at her mercy.

“Hrrrrrummmph! Hmmmpffff! Mmmmmppph!” Maria screamed into her gag. Val's had her shirt off, exposing a black lace bra. Despite her petite figure, she had full, round breasts that were just as pale as the rest of her. She tossed her shirt away and then started to push down her tights.

“I'm sure that it's nothing compared to your physique, but I'm quite happy with my figure.” Val smiled, lowering her pants to reveal a matching, black lace thong. The woman, her captor, had a round, curvaceous ass for a small woman, though he ass cheeks were as pale as the rest of her body. Maria didn't like where this was going, not at all.

“Hurrrmmmph! Mmmmph!” Maria raised her head and screamed into her gag, hoping that someone, anyone, would hear.

“Don't worry Maria , I took a week's vacation from work. I have you all to myself.” Val smiled. Maria froze and stared at her. What happened after a week?

Val reached into the bag. “And I have so many toys for us to play with.” She smiled taking out a red ball gag. Maria could only watch, helpless. That gag was huge! How was she expected to get her mouth around it?

Next, Val took out a roll of white tape. She smiled and twirled the tape around on the edge of her finger.

“Ummm hmm!” Maria shook her head.

“Oh come on, this is just the tip of the iceberg.” Val giggled, setting the tape down. Next she reached in the bag took out a bottle of tanning oil, holding it up high for Maria to see before setting it down.

“Next is something from your own, personal collection, but I just happen to be a fan of it.” Val smiled and took out a small, pink bikini top and matching bottom from the bag. Maria recognized that was indeed one of her own, taken from her large and extensive bikini collection.

“Mmmmfff mmoo! Mmmfff moo!” Maria mumbled.

Then Val reached into the bag and took out a small, black, triangular looking object with a flat, rounded end. Maria 's eyes widened once again. Though she had never used such a thing, she had heard of it: A butt plug.

“Ummm hmmm! Ummm hmmm!” She shook her head, her blond hair whipping around furiously. Val giggled and set the butt plug down.

“Oh come on, is your ass too tight for one of these?” She laughed.

“Ummm hmmm!” Maria nodded.

“Well, we'll see about that.” Val smiled, then reached into the bag once again. Lastly, she removed something long, black, and cylindrical, curved at one end: A dildo. It was huge, at least nine inches long. Maria froze.

“I think we'll have some fun with this too.” Val giggled.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmmph! Ummmmmpph!” Maria cried into her gag. This crazed bitch was going to make her a bondage sex slave for at least a week, maybe longer!

Val giggled again and set the dildo down.

“ I think we can have some fun with just us first, don't you?” She said and approached the bed again. Maria started to scurry back.

“Ummm hmm! Mmmph! Ummmph!” Once again, she felt herself hit the head board. No where to go!

Val crawled up onto the bad and leered over her bound captive.

“Well, it seems you have me at a disadvantage. You still have all your clothes on.” Val's eyes were full of flaming hot lust as she looked over her hostage.

“Mmmmrrrrph! Urmmmph!” Maria shot her legs out to kick Val again, but the bartender grabbed the helpless bodybuilder by her thighs.

“Oh, so tight... I love it!” She smiled and planted herself on top of Maria 's knees. Maria froze, staring daggers into her captor.

Once I get free, I'm shoving that dildo up her ass! She promised herself.

Val leaned forward and grabbed the zipper for Maria 's hoodie. Maria whipped her head around.

“Mmmooo! Mmmmoo!” Her blond hair flew around in tendrils as she struggled. Val only smiled and lowered the zipper. The hoodie opened, revealing Maria 's large breasts, contained by a white bra.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Maria tried to squirm away. Usually, a scrawny bitch like this wouldn't be a problem for her, but the ropes left her limbs feeling sore, and being drugged didn't help.

The zipper came un-done and Val ripped the hoodie open, exposing Maria 's bountiful cleavage. The bodybuilder turned her head and bit into her gag as Val pushed the hoodie down along her shoulders.

“Oh come on, it can't be that bad...” She sighed, leaning in. Maria grunted and pressed her head flat against the headboard.

“Ooommmpph!” She grunted, feeling her lips curl around the cloth pulling between her jaw. This bitch couldn't hold her forever, and when she got free, this bitch would pay.

Val gripped Maria 's chin and turned her head to face her.

“Come on...” She purred like a cat as she spoke. Maria resisted, twisting her head away from the crazed bartender.

“Ummmmph!”

Val's look hardened and she grabbed Maria 's head with both hands and twisted it to face her.

“That was not nice.” Val's eyes were ice as she glared at Maria. Maria glared right back.

“Mmmfff mooo...” Maria mumbled. Val responded by leaning in and planting a kiss on Maria 's gagged mouth.

Maria 's eyes widened in surprise. She felt the woman's lips touch hers where they protruded just above and below the gag.

“Mmmm...” Maria sighed and tried to pull her head back but Val's hands were locked around her face like a vice. Then she felt the woman's tongue play across her lips and down along the cloth in her mouth.

“Mmmmm.... ummmm...” Maria muttered.

Then Val pulled away and down. Her tongue ran along Maria 's neck, tracing an arc down...

“Mmmmph!” Maria tried to twist as Val's tongue danced down between her breasts. The skin of her chest broke out in goosebumps as the woman's tongue lapped along each breast. Then Val's hands were there, grabbing her bra and pulling it down.

“Mmooo! Mmooo!” Maria kicked her feet helplessly as she was completely exposed. Then Val's tongue danced along her nipple, cold Saliva meeting her warm skin.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmm!” Maria moaned helplessly. Then Val's tongue shifted to her other nipple, causing it to explode with a cold, tingling sensation.

“Mmmurrrgglllee...” Maria sighed, rocking her head back. Val moved her tongue down, along the six pack of Maria 's abs, and lower...

Oh no!

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” Maria twisted her upper body, feeling her bare breasts jiggle as she moved. Val sat up and smiled.

“What? Don't want me to know what's down there?” She asked. Maria looked at her with pleading eyes.

“Mmmm....”Maria shook her head. Val only smiled and leaned down, her hands gripping the waist band of Maria 's pants.

“Ummm...” Maria stiffened. Val gripped Maria 's tights and pulled. The tight slid down, exposing Maria 's white thong panties. As the tight came down, Maria felt the warm bed sheets beneath her touch against her bare ass cheeks.

Val stopped when the pants were around Maria 's ankles. She looked up at her captive and smiled.

“Oh not yet, I'll leave that for later.”

“Hummfff...” Maria let out a breath of relief.

Then Val grabbed her by the ankles and pulled. Maria 's eyes widened as she felt herself pulled down along the bed.

“Mrrrrfff!” She cried, falling flat on her back.

Val stood up on the bed over her hostage.

“You have a very nice body, Ms. Maria .” She said, hands on her hips. Maria glared up at her.

“Mrrrrrffffing bbbbbbffff...” Maria said. Val only smiled and turned around, baring her thonged ass to the helpless bodybuilder. Once again, despite her petite size, Val had a round, perky ass.

“Ive always been told that I have a nice backside, what do you think?” She asked, patting her right cheek.

“Mmmffff...” Maria grumbled.

“What's that?” Val asked, patting her left cheek. “Don't you think so?”

“Urrrgglle!” Maria spat.

Val placed both hands on either cheek and lifted them slightly.

“What? You can't tell? Do you want a closer look?” With that, she squatted down, her backside dropping right towards Maria's face. Maria froze, glaring up at the tiny thong running between her captor's ass cheeks.

“Mmmm ummm! Mmmm umm!” She shook her head, watching as the pale ass grew ever closer.

Val stopped, her ass hovering just a few inches above Maria's face.

“What about now? Like it? I don't work out like you, but it's all natural.”

Maria twisted her head away.

“Mmffff! Ummmfff!”

“What? Need a closer look?” Val asked.

“Mmmooo! Mmmooo!” Maria shook her head, looking up to see Val's ass dropping-

-Right on her face. Maria 's entire face was engulfed by the ass, her nose riding right up, the fabric of the thong the only thing stopping it from going up into Val's asshole.

“Glluubbbbllle! Mmrrrpppplll!” Maria blubbered into Val's ass, now covering her face.

“What? Need an even better look?” Val asked.

“Mmmmmlllbbbll!” Maria cried, and felt the ass moving, rubbing all over her face. Val was gyrating back and forth on top of her.

“Oh yeah, how about that?” Val rocked back and forth, rubbing her backside all over Maria's face.

“Bblblllblbbbl! Mrrrllllglgglll! Ubbllle!” Maria blubbered into the thonged ass cheeks doing a dance all over her face.

Maria realized that she was stamping her feet up and down on the bed, trying to shake Val loose.

“Oh yeah, how's the air down there?” Val giggled, pressing her ass down onto Maria's face.

It was dark, her face pressed right between Val's cheeks. Then Maria realized that she couldn't breathe!

“Mmmmllllugggglle! Mmmmlllupph! Urrrrggle!” Maria grumbled, stamping her feet even harder.

“You know, I think it's time you took a nap.” Val laughed.

No!

That was it, this woman was going to smother her out with her ass!

“Mmmmllurgggle! Ullllummph! Mmmmpph!” Maria tried to twist her head but Val had her ass placed firmly over her mouth and nose. She gasped into her gag, now soaked with her own saliva, and tried to take in what air she could.

It was no use, she could feel her muscles sagging, her body crying out for oxygen.

“Mmmmmurggglll...” Maria sagged, feeling herself falling... falling...

Everything sounded like it was underwater. Her legs went lip.

Then there was nothing.

To be continued...

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
The bodybuilder and the

Bartender: A tale of Lust
and bondage

Part |

AVANRENAZAN
JAMES






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		1.


    		2.


    		3.


    		4.


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning






