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The story so far…

Anya the Bikini Thief is an internally wanted criminal, known for robbing her victims of their swimsuits as well as their valuables, but when Anya makes an enemy of the mysterious crime-lord Ace, she finds that she must work with her enemies, the women of the Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department, in order to avoid the sexy bounty hunters after her. Ace though has a plan to catch Anya by using a prized Golden Slingshot bikini as a prize at a local bikini pageant.

Sheriff Gina Dollson and her deputy Caitlyn go undercover at a local club to find out more about the Golden Sling Pageant, but unfortunately their cover is blown and both women are caught by Ace’s people.

Felicia Fetters, meanwhile, was meant to be guarding Anya, but soon tensions arise between both women, and Felicia is bound, gagged, and stuffed inside of a large, antique trunk which is left on the sidewalk and unknowingly thrown in the back of a garbage truck.

Janet, Felicia’s lover, is cornered at her own beachside cabana bar by the bondage obsessed Latina Eva, who puts the bound and gagged bartender on display for her own patrons before thoroughly humiliating her...

1.

Felicia Fetters was trash.

Literally.

She had been called “trash” plenty of times in her life. The word had been flung at her by jealous, insecure men and women during her modeling days. Then once she and Janet opened the Cabana Bar they once again had the word “trash” used to describe them for daring to use their bodies to make money. Felicia was used to being called trash, but never in her wildest dreams did she think that she would actually be trash. As in, taken out with the trash. Literally.

Felicia had been in several death traps and situations during her time as a cop, but being bound and gagged and thrown into the back of a garbage truck was something else... and probably the most disgusting death trap yet.

Well, at least I'm not tied up and at the mercy of those frat boys. Felicia thought. Instead, she packed so tightly in the back of a garbage truck that she couldn't even move. She supposed that she should be thankful, she easily could have been crushed to death when the garbage men switched on the compactor, but the piles of garbage bags and the old wooden trunk that she was locked in formed a sort of protective cocoon around her. Part of her was angry that the trunk, a family heirloom, had been completely destroyed by the compactor, but given the choice between the trunk being crushed, or her, Felicia would much rather lose the trunk.

That didn't make the moment when the compactor went on any less than absolutely terrifying though. Felicia remembered hearing the deafening sound of the machine turn on and then could only squirm helplessly as the ancient wooden trunk buckled and snapped around her. She could only scream into her gag but the sound of the garbage truck and the compactor drowned out her cries. The splintered wood from the trunk pierced several of the garbage bags around her, causing her to be showered with all sorts of trash. Then the bags and bits of garbage all moved in, pushed by the compactor into the space where the wooden box once occupied. And that was how Felicia stayed for the entirety of her ride in the back of the garbage truck: in darkness, smushed on all sides by trash.

And the smell. It was overpowering. For once she was thankful for her gag because it meant that she didn't have to breath through her mouth, but still, the aroma of hundreds of pounds of trash was stifling, and it felt like it was seeping into her very skin. Worst of all, several of the bags were leaking, and Felicia felt some sort of putrid liquid sliding along her half naked body.

“Uff... mmffff...” She sighed, wishing she could move her hands up to cover her nose.

Felicia was able to cut the ropes around her wrists on one of the jagged pieces of wood that was once the trunk, but now she was packed so tightly into the back of the garbage truck that she couldn't move her hands if she wanted. If she could, she had no idea what she would do. Briefly, she had the mental image of herself swimming through a sea of garbage and bursting out the back of the truck, but that was just a fantasy. The pressure of hundreds of pounds of garbage kept her completely immobile.

She could feel the truck stop every few minutes to load up with more garbage, and Felicia attempted to try and call for help, but her gag and the compacted garbage bags around her completely muffled any sounds she made. Right now her only hope was that the truck went to a dump or landfill and emptied itself so that she could climb out.

That is what happens right? Felicia wondered, realizing that she had no idea how the trash system worked in the town. For all she knew she could be trapped back here for days.

“Ummm mmmooo...” Felicia huffed and then gagged. The smell of the back of the truck was getting worse from all of the waste fermenting in the heat of the large, metal box.

Felicia found that she had to take short shallow breaths not only to spare herself the stench, but also because it was getting hard to breath in the back of the truck. The heat of the day made the air thick in the garbage truck, which in turn made the smell worse.

Seeing how she was trapped in the back of a garbage truck, that meant that Felicia had a lot of time to think and consider how she got into her predicament. She had been overpowered and bound and gagged by some obnoxious frat boys and stuffed into the trunk to be carried off to God Knows Where. Felicia had of course put up quite the fight while they carried the trunk, and one of the guys carrying her had kicked the trunk several times, causing Felicia to hit her head off the heavy wooden interior and fall into a daze.

What happened after that was fuzzy to her. She was vaguely aware of the trunk being set down, and then a few minutes being lifted and tossed carelessly into the back of something. At first Felicia thought she was being tossed into the back of a car, but then heard the compactor, and then the trash bags started surrounding her, and she realized she was in the back of a garbage truck. Felicia had a feeling that the frat boys didn't intend for her to end up in the back of a garbage truck, so something had to have gone wrong?

Didn't one of them say he was gonna get a car while the other waited with me? Felicia couldn't be sure seeing how she had been struggling and screaming into her gag so much that she didn't hear a lot of what was happening outside, and then there was the whole hitting her head part. If that was the case, then she could only guess that somehow the frat boys had momentarily left the trunk unoccupied and the garbage men must have assumed it was trash and tossed it into the back of the truck.

“Grrrm mmm mmmfff...” Felicia grumbled.

Just my luck. She wasn't sure if this was a good thing or if she was out of the frying pan and into the fire. All she could do was wait in the trash and see.

Felicia had lost all track of time in the back of the garbage truck. Hours could have passed, it certainly felt like that, but it easily could have been only a few minutes. She noticed that eventually the truck had stopped picking up more trash, which had to mean it was full. Presumably, it was on it's way to the dump or whatever.

I really need to find that out. Felicia made a mental note to look into the waste disposal system once she got free. As a former sheriff, she should know these things, but she had also spent more of her first year as Sheriff getting tied up or captured in various ways. That doesn't leave much time for getting to know the community.

She felt the truck stop and perked up, listening.

“Mmmuupp...” She mumbled, though she knew that most likely they still couldn't hear her.

Then came the familiar beeping that signaled the truck backing up. She could feel the vehicle shifting, and the piles of compacting trash shifting with it. More stagnant, smelling liquid spilled over her body from one of the bags.

“Ummggllmmm...” Felicia wretched, biting back the urge to vomit. With the gag in her mouth, throwing up would mean that her vomit would have nowhere to go.

More beeping, and then the ground started to rise up beneath her. Felicia felt herself tilted forward, along with the piles of trash around her.

They must be dumping the trash! She thought excitedly. This was it! Her moment of freedom.

Gravity took over and Felicia felt herself pitch forward, plunging into a wall of trash bags.

“Ummph!” She cried, and a moment later felt the weight of hundreds of garbage bags pile on top of her from behind.

“Ummmfff mmmph! Umm!” Felicia moaned, gasping. More and more trash piled on behind, and she started to gasp under the pressure.

If this is how I go, crushed to death by garbage...

Then she was tumbling forward, carried out on a tidal wave of garbage.

“Mmmmph!” She cried, briefly feeling a blast of fresh air before crashing down into a sea of waste.

Part of Felicia hoped that the garbage men noticed a bikini clad woman being emptied with the garbage, but it seems that she had no luck in that department. She felt herself crash into a bed of waste and trash and half a second later was once again buried by an avalanche of garbage.

“Ummph! Mmmmph!” She cried, and then laid there in a tomb of trash from the town she had sworn to protect.

Felicia Fetters, former model and Sheriff, buried in a lonely grave of trash.

Then she lifted an arm and felt the ocean of garbage shift around her.

“Ummp!” She cried excitedly and lifted her other arm, feeling more trash shift around her. Since she wasn't packed into the back of a truck, the weight of the garbage around her was more distributed, giving her room to move.

Felicia began the slow, arduous process of digging herself up and out of the garbage, moving her arms above her head like a swimmer and kicking her feet as she rose up from the depths of the landfill like a phoenix rising from the ashes.

When I get home, I am taking the world's longest shower! She promised herself.

Then she would get around to dealing with that bitch Anya.

Her arms and legs were still sore from her workout earlier, and she was no doubt dehydrated from the heat, and in a few moments her limbs started to cry out in agony, begging for a rest the process of digging herself free. Felicia refused to listen to her screaming muscles, terrified that if she stopped that she would sink back down into the recesses of the landfill and never get out.

Her hands pushed some trash aside and she felt a blast of fresh air on her palms.

“Mmmmeep!” She cried, pushing and pulling with all of her might. Her arms shot free of the mountain of trash, then her head.

“Gffffff!” She sighed into her gag. Felicia paused for a moment and took a deep breath through her nose, and then pulled down her gag and spat out the wad of panties that had been stuffed in her mouth.

“Gaaah!” Felicia exhaled, taking a deep breath...

… and gagged. The stench was awful, overpowering. It was the build up of thousands upon thousands of piles of waste, all compacted on top of each other.

Felicia wretched, almost vomiting, and pulled the cloth that had been used to gag her up over her mouth and nose. It lessoned the smell of the landfill around her by a little, but not much. She opened her eyes and took in her surroundings.

She was in the middle of a vast ocean of garbage. Night had fallen and the only light came from a few floodlights at the edge of the landfill. There was no one else around, at least that she could see. Felicia blinked, her eyes stinging and watering from the noxious fumes coming from the garbage around her. Determined to get out of the trash as quick as possible, Felicia started swimming through the trash towards the nearest floodlight.

***

Over the past few days, Anya the Bikini Thief had been drugged, kidnapped, thrown off a cliff, kidnapped again and stuffed into a trunk, and chased across the beach by horny frat boys. Given all that, Anya decided that the only way to cope with that was to have a nice day at the club. Never mind that the last two women that had gone undercover in this very club had disappeared.

As Anya heaved and twisted her body on the crowded dance floor, she wondered if she should feel guilty about possibly sending Gina and Caitlyn to a dark fate, or if she herself would face the same fate.

Well, only one way to find out. Anya thought as she pressed her body against the man behind her and stroked his chin with her hand. Her dance partner, a tall dark skinned man, was named Wallace, and claimed to own the club. Which was good, hopefully he could get Anya where she wanted to be: close to the Golden Sling.

Anya felt Wallace's eyes on her as soon as she had entered the club, which was her intent. She had specifically picked out the skin tight skirt that barely covered her ass and that showed plenty of cleavage for that very reason.

Plus she figured that Felicia Fetters probably had no more use for it.

Anya didn't really feel bad for Gina and Caitlyn going missing. They were cops, it was part of their job, and she definitely did not feel bad for whatever fate Felicia had suffered at the hands of the Frat Boys after what Felicia had done to her.

It actually didn't take much for Anya to lose the Frat Boys once she ran away, but she had learned long ago to never underestimate the perseverance of horny boys, and they spent hours combing the beach for her, which meant that she had to spend hours crouching and hiding in the bushes and among the dunes like an animal. During that time she had mentally cursed Felicia Fetters for getting her in this position where she was hiding out like a common fugitive.

Hours passed, and eventually the Frat Boys gave up their search and slowly drifted back up the footpath towards the house. Anya waited maybe an hour more and then snuck back to the house under the cover of darkness. It was completely empty, no sign of the Frat Boys or Felicia. She could only presume that the Frat Boys had spirited Felicia away to another location for God-only-knows-what. Given that she had the house to herself, Anya decided to help herself to Felicia's closet.

And her credit cards too.

“I'd like to see what's under this skirt.” Wallace said in her ear, his hand sliding up her thigh, bringing Anya out of her reverie.

She clasped his hand with hers while using her other hand to push down her skirt. Felicia and Anya's sizes were similar but not quite, and the skirt kept sliding up, threatening to expose Anya's thonged rear end. Normally she wouldn't mind that, but she knew that if she wanted to wrap Wallace around her finger, she needed to tease things out a little more.

“Oh honey,” Anya muttered and turned to face Wallace, grinding her body up against his. “Maybe some place more... private...” She smiled, accentuating the “private” part.

Wallace smiled and looked down at her cleavage, pressed up against his chest.

“You have such an amazing body. Have you ever tried modeling?” He didn't take his eyes off her breasts as he spoke.

“Oh I don't know. I've been told that I can rock a bikini though.” Anya giggled and tossed her hair back.

One of the things that she had spent Felicia's money on, besides a hotel room, was a nice, high quality brunette wig, which she was currently wearing. Her normal mane of brilliant blond hair would no doubt to call attention to her, especially in an establishment that she knew was affiliated with Ace. Anya did have to admit that she pulled off being a brunette well.

Maybe I'll dye my hair once this is all said and done. She thought, realizing that would probably be a good idea seeing how Ace would most likely double his efforts to catch her if she did succeed in stealing the Golden Sling out from under his nose.

Wallace pressed up against her and put his lips to her ear.

“See that door back there.” He turned and gestured to the back of the club.

Situated in the very back of the room was a door that almost blended in with the wall if you weren't looking, and standing next to it was a very big, hulking security guard.

“A secret back room?” Anya sighed to Wallace.

“Smart girl,” he chuckled. “Meet me there in five minutes.”

With that he pulled away from her and disappeared into the crowd of dancers around them. Anya stood for a moment and looked around, but Wallace had all but disappeared. With nothing else to do, she continued to sway her hips along to the music blasting from the speakers, and to all outside appearances, she was just another woman in a skimpy outfit dancing alone. In reality, Anya was wasting time and casing the room. She tossed her hair back again and surveyed the outskirts of the room, looking for more darkly dressed security guards hovering around the periphery. There were at least three now that she could see, and they never strayed far from that door at the back.

Anya spun her body, bouncing her ass up and down while subtly keeping her skirt down with one hand, and caught Wallace going around to each of the guards, no doubt telling them that he was admitting Anya. As she watched, she couldn't help but wonder if this was what happened to Gina and Caitlyn. If so, then what went wrong? Or was it all a trap, and would Anya be pounced as soon as she walked through those doors? There was really only one way to find out, and she would have to play it cool and careful.

She started to sway her body over towards the door when she felt hands gently glide over her hips. They weren't Wallace's. These hands were smaller and softer. While Wallace had a more deliberate touch, these hands were clumsier, less experienced. Then she felt her new partner press up against her from behind.

“You have some moves.” A young voice said in her ear.

“You can't handle them.” Anya responded and turned to face her new friend.

When she turned, she found herself staring into the messy mane of wavy blond hair of the lead Frat Boy from earlier. Anya had mentally referred to him as “Blondie” but when she had been hiding out she heard his friends refer to him as “Chad”. She did her best to suppress a dumbfounded look on her face and instead just smirked, hoping that in the dim light of the club and with the wig he wouldn't recognize her.

It almost worked. Chad's eyes went wide and he fumbled with words for a minute and then his eyes lit up with recognition.

Shit.

Chad took a step back and leveled an accusing finger at her.

“You! You're the chick!” He cried, and Anya took that as her cue to leave. She turned and started bobbing through the crowd of heaving, sweaty dancing bodies.

“Guys! Guys!” She heard Chad calling. A quick glance over her shoulder showed that multiple frat boys were all converging on their leader like a pack of wolves.

Anya maintained a brisk but casual pace through the dance floor while glancing over her shoulder at the advancing pack of hungry predators. Chad was pushing his way through the crowd behind her while his boys were fanning out to either side of him.

Anya quickened her pace, bumping into a passing shot girl. The poor girl's tray flipped up, spilling alcohol over the young girl's bountiful cleavage. That didn't slow the bikini thief, who just shouldered past the girl. As she moved she felt her skirt slide up and expose the tiny blue g-string she wore underneath (curtesy of Felicia Fetters' lingerie drawer). Clumsily she tried to shove her skirt down with both hands while charging through the crowd of people, but very quickly Anya realized that she needed her hands for crowd control more than modesty. Forgetting about her exposed ass, she started to push her way through the crowds of sweaty clubbers.

A pair of hands connected with her round ass cheeks and Anya froze, thinking it was one of the Frat Boys, but it was just a random guy with greased back hair. He started to say something but Anya ignored him and continued fighting through the crowd towards the door. Somebody else smacked one of her cheeks as she passed. It could have been a woman for all she knew but Anya didn't stop to see.

Finally, Anya emerged from the sea of writhing bodies and found herself facing the door and the burly security guard next to it. She stopped for a moment, pulled her skirt down, and smiled at the muscle bound man before taking a step forward – then an arm snaked out from behind her and gripped her forearm like a vice. Anya cried out and spun on her heels to find Chad and his crew emerging from behind her.

“Gotcha!” Chad exclaimed triumphantly.

“Let go!” Anya cried through gritted teeth. Every part of her being wanted to twist his arm behind his back and snap it, but she was still playing a character, and still putting on a show.

“Think you can get away from us that easy, did you?” Chad chuckled and started to pull her towards him.

Then she felt the security guard's large hands wrap around her shoulders and pull her back. Anya feigned shock, surprise, and relief.

“Yes, she will.” The man bellowed in a deep voice.

“This isn't any of your business, now get lost.” Chad's tone came off like a child trying to sound like a tough guy.

The guard stepped forward, crossing his arms to show off his biceps, and Chad suddenly let go of Anya.

“It is my business. This girl is a guest of Mr. Wallace, the owner of this establishment. This is your one warning to get lost.” The bear of a guard grunted. All of Chad's friends gathered behind him and Chad drew his strength from them and puffed out his chest.

“Oh yeah? Well we're guests too! You can't treat us like this!” He whined.

“Yes I can.” The guard took another step forward.

Chad shrunk back a bit, his beady eyes falling to Anya, and then the door behind her.

“What's back there?” Chad demanded.

“Private. None of your business?”

“Oh yeah? How much?” Chad was now showing his true strength: money.

“You got five seconds kid.” The Guard grunted.

“Every club has an exclusive back room that you can get into, for a price,” Chad went on. “I just want to know how much to get myself and my friends in.”

“Invite only, and Mr. Wallace didn't invite you.”

“He will once he knows my family. Now I-” Suddenly, several more of the beefy guards materialized out of the crowd, surrounding the Frat Boys.

“Get 'em out of here.” The main Guard ordered.

“You heard the man.” The other guards advanced on the now frightened Frat Boys.

“Wait! You can't do this to me!” Chad started to scream like a child throwing a temper tantrum.

Behind Anya, the black door swung open. She turned to see another guard holding it for her.

“Here you are m'am.” He said. Anya smiled at the man and started strutting towards the door.

“I will get in there! You hear me! I'll find a way!” Chad was screaming, his voice cracking as the guards pushing him back. The door closed behind Anya, cutting off his cries.

Anya found herself in a lobby type area, complete with a desk and a receptionist. Wallace waited next to the desk holding an ornate mask and what looked like a pair of bikini bottoms in his hands.

“Run into trouble?” He smiled at her.

“Your nice security guards helped me shake off some flies.” Anya smiled, approaching him. “What do you got there?”

“We have something of a dress code where we're going.” Wallace said, holding out the mask. Anya took it and inspected it. The mask was white, with ornate coloring, and would cover her whole face. He then handed her the bikini bottoms.

“I'm afraid that I'm going to have to ask you to change right here. Our receptionist here will hold your things until you leave.” There was a hint of apology in Wallace's tone.

Anya's jaw dropped in feigned shock and she looked from Wallace to the receptionist in confusion. The woman behind the desk gave Anya a sympathetic look.

“Well that's... intrusive.” Anya stammered. In truth, knowing what she knew about this organization, she wasn't surprised, but appearances had to be maintained.

“Well, unfortunately we had some trouble with... new applicants smuggling in contraband so now we have to do things this way.” Wallace explained.

Anya nodded.

That had to have been Gina and Caitlyn! She realized, a picture slowly forming in her mind. The two police women must have had their cover blown somehow. Anya wondered what it was that they tried to smuggle in, their weapons perhaps? Her morbid curiosity wanted to know what happened to them after, and Anya realized that maybe if she worked Wallace hard enough he would reveal it.

“Well, I assure you that I have nothing of the sort.”

“Still, unfortunately we must ask you to undress here in front of us.” Wallace's tone was apologetic the whole time.

“And if I refuse?” Anya asked. She fully intended to comply, but wanted to make it a little hard for him.

“Then we'll ask our guard to forcibly undress you, expel you from the club, or both.” Wallace's tone told her that he meant that.

She nodded and smiled. Something told her that Gina and Caitlyn's punishment wasn't restricted to just being “expelled”. With that she turned around and lifted the hem of her skirt, revealing her g-string and ass to Wallace and the receptionist. As she lifted, she also kicked off her shoes (which were also Felicia's), bending slightly to give him a better look at her rear end. Once her shoes were off, she lifted her dress over her head and handed it to the receptionist, who took it with a smile. Underneath, Anya wore a white bra (Felicia's), and with her back still towards Wallace, she reached behind her back and unclasped it, and then shrugged out of it and handed the bra to the receptionist with one hand while covering her breasts with the other.

The receptionist took the undergarment and inspected it, and then nodded at Wallace.

“Turn around please.” Wallace ordered. Anya complied, keeping her hands over her breasts.

“Move your hands please.” Wallace responded.

Anya nodded and eyed the receptionist nervously. The girl nodded and Anya made a show of slowly moving her hands away from her breasts and folding them behind her back. Wallace stared at her bare chest for a moment and then nodded.

“The panties too.” He added.

“Well I...” Anya stammered. “I couldn't possibly be hiding anything in these little things!” She stammered. Though she was pretending to be flabbergasted, she was somewhat shocked at these measures.

Did Gina and Caitlyn smuggle in something by shoving it up their ass or something? She jokingly wondered.

“You'd be surprised. Please...” He gestured for her to go on.

Anya's jaw dropped, though this time in genuine surprise. Wallace seemed to confirm what she had just thought. She turned around and chuckled a bit to herself. Gina and Caitlyn didn't seem like the type that would smuggle stuff in up their asses, but the world was full of surprises.

God I hope he doesn't do a cavity search. Anya thought. Forcing her to strip was invasive enough, but that? That would be a whole different level.

With her back still towards him, she quickly slid down her panties and kicked them aside, standing with her bare ass towards Wallace.

“Bend over please.” His voice wavered somewhat. Even he was uncomfortable with that part.

She looked over her shoulder at him.

“What?”

“Bend over.” He repeated.

Anya turned back around, sighed, rolled her eyes, and bent over, sticking her rear end out towards Wallace.

“Could you... um... spread them please?” He stammered.

Her eyes widened.

Fucking Gina and Caitlyn! She mentally grumbled. Those bitches really did hide something up their asses, and now here she was, having to degrade herself because of them.

Anya made a mental note to find out what really happened.

“What?” She asked Wallace.

“Please spread your cheeks.” He asked again.

Despite being an exhibitionist, there was something cold and clinical about this that made her uncomfortable, but either she did it now or it meant the beefy security guards forcibly probing her rectum. With a sigh, Anya reached behind her, gripped either ass cheek, and spread them as wide as she could, giving Wallace a full view of her privates.

She could feel his eyes on her, appraising, and she was mentally hoping that this was as far as things would go. There was a lot she would do for the Golden Sling, but she didn't like the idea of some strange man sticking his fingers where she would rather not have them.

“Okay, thank you.” Wallace said with genuine apology and gratitude in his voice.

Anya stood up and turned around to find Wallace holding out the pair of bikini bottoms towards her.

“Like I said, we had an... incident. Now we have to take extreme precautions.” He apologized again.

“I understand.” Anya said in a reassuring tone, and took the bikini bottoms from him.

They were tiny... extremely tiny. Anya owned a few pairs like them but really only wore them when she was alone on her yacht or on a nude beach or something. Bottoms this tiny tended to draw too much unwanted attention. A small string ran up between her labia and to two strings that ran along her hips, which connected at her back and then a single string ran through her ass cheeks. Most would consider it sexy, and Anya sort of did, but she also knew that the reason for the skimpy garment was simple: security. There was no way anyone could hide something wearing something like this.

Then Wallace held out the mask. Anya nodded, took it, and slipped it on.

Fully clad in the mask and skimpy thong, Wallace lead Anya through another door to a long corridor. At the end of the corridor was a set of bat-wing doors like the kind you would see on a saloon in the old west, and strapped to these doors were two dark haired women. At first Anya thought these women were Gina and Caitlyn, judging from their giant breasts, but as they got closer Anya realized that they were two different dark haired but busty women. The women had their arms roped up over their heads and secured behind the doors, and their legs looped up behind them as well, and they were gagged with two large red ball gags. As Anya got closer she could hear the women moaning through their gags, and they were the distinct, prolonged moans of pleasure mixed with a little pain.

“Won't you say hello to our greeters!” Wallace smiled and motioned to the helpless women. They sighed through their gags back at him. Wallace placed each of his hands on one of the women's bare breasts and pushed the doors open, stopping to turn and smile at Anya, his hands still clamped on the women's chests while they moaned with delight.

“Here you can look as well as touch.” He winked and then continued through the doors, letting them swing back into the place, the moan of the bound women growing louder as the doors swung.

Anya nonchalantly brushed past the women and through the doors, letting them swing shut behind her. Inside the club, the music quickly drowned out the moans of the suspended women behind her. Wallace lead her deep into the club and gestured to the scene laid out before them. Naked men and women clad in masks were carrying out all sorts of scenes of debauchery before her very eyes.

“Pick your poison. Nothing is taboo here.” Wallace said, gesturing to the club like a king overlooking his kingdom.

Nothing is taboo indeed. Anya thought, eyes wide as she overlooked all of the various fetish acts being committed before her eyes. The edges of the club with lined with booths where manacled and gagged waitresses brought drinks to patrons who were observing or taking a break from the activities around them.

“Come.” Wallace put an arm around her shoulder and started leading her towards a booth. Anya went along with him obediently.

I need to keep a cool head and play along. She thought, trying not to act too shocked at what was happening around her. Who knows what these people would do if she was discovered.

Ahead, Anya saw that they were heading towards a booth towards the far corner of the club. The booth's occupant stood out among the club crowd not only because he wasn't wearing a mask but also because he was in a full three piece suit. Anya's heart skipped a beat when she recognized him: King, the man who was for all intents and purposes the public face of Ace's operations. Though she had never met King in person, she knew him by reputation. He was shrewd and ruthless, and a cunning business man too. King was the type of man who could be all smiles and sweet talk you one day and then cut the legs out from you the next.

This was an extremely delicate situation, and Anya had to play it especially cool.

They reached the booth and Wallace gestured for her to seat herself first. Anya's instinct was to tell him to go first but she froze and hesitated. If she got in first she would be boxed in by Wallace on one side and King on the other, which was exactly what they wanted, but if she hesitated then they might be suspicious, especially since their guard was still up after whatever happened with Gina and Eva. With no other choice, Anya nodded in gratitude and slid into the booth and settled on the leather seat, with Wallace following right after her.

King regarded her with cool eyes.

“So another one?” He said to Wallace with a quizzical look.

“We still need a few candidates.” Wallace explained.

“Hopefully this one works out better than your last two picks.” King sighed.

“I must apologize for my associate here, he has a highly suspicious nature.” Wallace smiled and explained.

“Can I get you gentlemen a drink?” A waitress came over, interrupting them. This particular waitress wasn't gagged, but wore a black studded bra, a black corset, and a leather thong, but it was who she had with her that made Anya sit up and take notice.

The waitress held a leash in one hand, which ran to a collar around the next of Gina.

Anya couldn't help but gasp as she stared at the topless police woman. Gina stared at her with wide, pleading eyes that caused Anya's blood to turn to ice. Pleading with her eyes was all Gina could do seeing how a thick leather muzzle kept her gagged. Her hands were manacled in front of her with thick leather straps connected by a chain, and she held a circular tray in front of her with several water bottles on it.

“Hlllp mmfff...Hllpp...” Gina whimpered, her eyes seemingly digging into Anya's soul.

Anya sat frozen, glaring at Gina.

Dammit Gina, you're gonna get me captured too! A thousand visions ran through Anya's head at once, of her getting overpowered and pinned by Wallace and King, and then manacled and gagged like Gina and forced to serve at this bar.

“Come on, give them their waters!” The waitress barked and yanked on Gina's chain.

“Ummmfff!” Gina moaned and stumbled forward. She glared at the waitress and lowered her tray with the waters.

“Ah, thank you Gina.” Wallace flashed a mischievous smile at her and took a water bottle. King doing the same.

Wallace started to twist off the cap to his water bottle when he noticed Anyas' eyes on the bound server.

“Ah, how could I forget.” He apologized and grabbed a water for Anya too.

“Ummm fffmmm...” Gina grumbled and stepped back.

“Get back here,” The waitress barked and tugged Gina back with the leash. “I must ask for your patience, she's still training.”

“That's fine dear. I'll have scotch.” King replied.

“And I'll have one as well,” Wallace said, and then turned to Anya. “And you?”

Anya's eyes were still locked onto Gina, who was still pleading with her eyes. The waitress noticed this and turned to Gina.

“What are you doing?” She barked and tugged on the leash. Gina grunted and lowered her head.

Anya breathed a sigh of relief under her mask and then giggled a bit.

Calm down Anya! You're being silly! She chided herself, realizing that there was no way Gina could recognize her with her wig and the mask. No doubt Gina thought she was a stranger and was trying to beg for help...

… or warn her...

“Something funny?” Wallace asked.

“What? Oh no... I'm fine with water.” Anya said in a low, steady voice, doing her best to hide her accent so Gina didn't recognize her voice.

“Fine, we'll be right back.” The waitress smiled and stalked away, dragging Gina behind her.

“Well,” Wallace clapped his hands together. “Now let's get down to business. I'm sure you have some questions.”

“Oh so many.” Anya chuckled.

“I'm sure you've seen the signs for the Golden Sling bikini around town?” King interjected.

Anya nodded, now barely containing her excitement. She could feel her heart thudding in her chest.

Yes! This was it! She was finally getting somewhere!

“Well, what we're looking for are a few good girls to “try out” so to say to see who will be the one to wear the Golden Sling...” Wallace started to explain.

Anya turned to him, in rapt attention, so many scenarios crossing through her mind. Were they going to have her try it on? If so, could she run away with it? Was it here, now? Would she have to take her mask off? How many other women were trying out?

All these and more ran through her head as Wallace talked, but then a sight behind him caught her eye. Out in the middle of the club was a “dance floor” as it could be best described, filled with people in the middle of committing various lewd acts, and another leather and corset clad “waitress” made her way through this crowd, dragging another naked, gagged prisoner behind her. This prisoner was being more feisty than Gina.

It was the muscle bound Caitlyn, gagged with a leather muzzle much like Gina. Like Gina, Caitlyn wore only a thong, and had a collar attached to a leash, and had her hands manacled in front while carrying a tray of water. Unlike Gina, Caitlyn was pulling back on the leash as her waitress handler yanked on it.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmoo!” Caitlyn moaned, the veins on her neck popping as she tugged against her “trainer”.

The trainer gritted her teeth and yanked forward. Caitlyn clearly had enough and dumped her tray down, and started pulling on the leash with both hands.

“Grrrrmmm!” Caitlyn grunted, proving too strong for the trainer, who was yanked forward, losing her balance.

Wallace and King now noticed that Anya was staring off into the dance floor and turned to follow her gaze. Their jaws dropped at the sight of the willful “trainee”.

“I knew she would be trouble.” King sighed.

No sooner had the Trainer lost her footing than several beefy guards clad in black rushed over to help. They clustered around Caitlyn and quickly restrained her while she struggled against them.

“Mmmpph! Ummm!” She moaned.

“Hold her! Hold her!” The trainer barked. One guard wrapped a massive bicep around Caitlyn's neck and held her head back while the others held her arms. Caitlyn's eyes were defiant as the Trainer glared at her.

“This trainee isn't working out.” The trainer strolled towards the still defiant woman.

“Fffmmmff mmmoo, bmmfff!” Caitlyn replied.

“It's time to show her how we punish bad workers.” The trainer turned and addressed the whole club. Suddenly everyone all around perked up in excitement. Despite the blasting music, a hush ran through the room.

Anya watched as the guards started to drag the struggling and kicking Caitlyn towards a stage on the far side of the club, and sitting in the middle of the stage was an old fashioned wooden pillory, like something from medieval Europe. The device looked to be made of very solid, heavy wood and had grooves for someone's hand and wrists. Masked people in various stages of undress all followed, falling in line behind the guard and Trainer.

Caitlyn put up quite the fight as her captors dragged her towards the stage and the pillory, but the numbers game was too much for her, and Caitlyn's physique wasn't what it used to be after months of being Eva's captive. Despite the naked, gagged woman's resistance, she was forced onto the stage where the guards bent her over. Behind her, everyone in the club salivated at the sight of her thonged ass wriggling about.

“Ummmfff mmmf! Mmm! Bbbmmm!” Caitlyn moaned.

The dark haired girl's head and hands were placed in the pillory and before she could move the heavy wooden top of it was slammed into place and locked, meaning that Caitlyn was now helpless. All she could do was wriggle her buttocks in a futile gesture. Behind her, the trainer grabbed Caitlyn's thong with one hand and yanked it up, giving the poor girl a wedgie.

“Ummmmph!” Caitlyn moaned, lifting and shifting her ass in an effort to lesson the pressure from the wedgie. With her other hand, the trainer started to spread oil over Caitlyn's bare ass cheeks.

Anya didn't have to ask to know what was to come next. Once Caitlyn's butt cheeks were glistening with oil, the trainer stood aside while keeping Caitlyn wedgied with one hand and motioned to the first person in the ever growing line. The person came up, held out a palm and delivered a loud, hard spank to Caitlyn's tush.

“GRRRRMMMPH!” Caitlyn cried, her ass spasming from the spank. The first person stepped

aside and another stepped up to deliver another spank.

“Well hopefully she learns her lesson after this.” King remarked, snapping Anya's attention back to the table. Wallace too turned back to the others.

“Hmm,” Wallace rubbed his chin. “If that one continues to be a problem we'll have to find another use for her.”

“I'm sure we will.” King agreed. As they talked, the sound of skin on skin, followed by Caitlyn's muffled cries echoed throughout the club as she was repeatedly spanked.

“Anyway, where were we.” Wallace turned to Anya, who nodded at him.

“The Golden Sling.” King reminded him.

“Oh yes!” Wallace smiled. Just then, the other trainer, with Gina in tow, came back with their drinks.

Gina held the drink in a tray, but her attention immediately fell to the pilloried Caitlyn being spanked.

TWAP!

“MMMMOOO!”

TWAP!

“UMMMMPPH!”

“Mmmmo!” Gina protested, eyes widening at the sight. She made a move towards the stage but her trainer yanked on her leash, pulling her towards the table.

“Don't you dare, or you'll be joining her up there!” The trainer warned in a harsh tone.

“Ummmfff mmm...” Gina grumbled and stumbled after her.

“Keep behaving and you'll find that we can treat you very well.” King winked at the gagged Gina and took his drink.

“Grrrmmm...” Gina grumbled and rolled her eyes.

Wallace took his drink and thanked Gina with a pat on her firm bottom.

“Thanks doll.” He said with a wink.

“Dmmph mmmoo...” Gina began to respond, but the trainer tugged on her leash, dragging her off to another table.

“I'm sure this is a lot for you,” Wallace started to explain. “Public spankings, gagged waitresses. Certainly not what you were expecting?”

Anya chuckled under her mask, trying to give off the impression of being at ease, which she wasn't. She knew that she had to play everything perfect because she didn't want to end up like Gina or Caitlyn. For all she knew, they could be trying to get her to drop her guard and capture her anyway despite not knowing that she was Anya.

“It's definitely not how I thought my day would go,” Anya began. “But I like where it's headed.”

Wallace and King seemed to like that answer, and both smiled.

“You see, this is all for a big party of sorts,” King explained. “There will be two guests of honor, one of course is the lucky lady who gets to wear the Golden Sling.”

“And who's the other?” Anya asked, though she already knew the answer.

“Well it's a surprise,” King went on. “In fact, she won't even know that she's the guest of honor until she arrives.”

“A surprise party of sorts?” Anya asked. This at least confirmed that this all was a trap for her.

Too bad she would be one step ahead.

“I guess you could say that.” King smiled.

TWAP!

“STTTTTPP!”

Anya turned her attention to Caitlyn once again. Her ass was growing redder by the minute from all the spankings.

“Yes, and we're having a little... audition tomorrow for all the girl's we've chosen. We'd love to see you join us.” Wallace smiled at her.

Anya perked up.

Tomorrow!

Would the sling be there? Would they have her actually try it on?

“Why... why me?” Anya feigned flattery and put a hand to her chest. “Why I'd be honored.”

“Excellent!” Wallace clapped his hands together.

“Should I... how should I prepare?” Anya asked.

“Oh just be here,” Wallace explained. “We're going to see how you and the other girls look in slings, and then choose from there who gets to be the lucky lady.”

Anya nodded.

“I'll be there!” She beamed.

“Great!” Wallace stood up. “Now you'll excuse me, I want to go join in on the fun.” He motioned towards the dwindling line of people lined up to spank Caitlyn.

“I'll join you.” King stood as well. Both men looked down at Anya.

“Feel free to enjoy our club in anyway you see fit, starting by...” Wallace motioned to Caitlyn, whose ass was red and raw now.

“Of course.” They couldn't see but Anya was smiling under her mask.

2.

“Ohhh, you chicas do know how to have a good time” Eva cooed while twirling the black leather thong on her slender finger.

Janet wanted nothing more than to snatch that thong away and shove it down Eva's throat, but she couldn't do that because her hands were tied above her head.

“Pumfff mmttt dnnn...” Janet mumbled. All she could do was plead with Eva, but even that lost it's impact due to the gag in her mouth.

Eva giggled and set the thong back into the box where she had found it.

“Hrrryy! Sttmmpfff!” Janet protested, once again pulling on her bonds.

Eva ignored her as she continued to rifle through “The Box of Fun” as Janet and Felicia had taken to calling it. In reality, it was nothing more than a large cardboard box filled with various “adult” toys that Janet and Felicia would use on each other during their private time. Obviously, the items in the box hadn't gotten much use over the past few months, but Janet had been hoping to change that now that Felicia was free.

Eva too, was apparently looking to change that as well, and was no doubt hatching plans on how to use the various sex toys on the girls once she captured them.

And I'm the bait... Janet thought, resigning herself to the thought of Felicia, Gina, and Caitlyn hurrying to her rescue.

But where were they? Eva had called them and sent them pictures, but so far, nothing. Could they perhaps be coming up with a rescue plan?

Or could they themselves be in danger?

“Ohh, I like this!” Eva exclaimed, holding up a large, black butt plug. She eyed up Janet and raised her eye brows. “Maybe I'll use it on you!”

“Mmrrrmm mmmh!” Janet protested, and pulled on her bonds, but then felt the familiar pulsating of the jackhammer inside her skull.

“Urrrggg...” Janet groaned, closing her eyes. Her headache had been fading in and out all day. She hadn't had a hangover this bad since her college days.

Then again, she had also never chugged beer through her asshole before.

“Maybe when your ass recovers I'll use it.” Eva laughed, putting the butt plug back in the box.

Janet realized that unconsciously she had clenched up her ass cheeks at the sight of the butt plug, and relaxed when Eva put it back. In addition to her near blinding head ache, Janet's ass was killing her too from the hose Eva had shoved up it.

“Ohh poor baby, still recovering from last night?” Eva taunted.

“Urrrgg mmm...” Janet grumbled, glaring at Eva through bleary eyes.

It was true though. She barely remembered anything from the night before. Everything was a blur after Eva shoved a tube up her ass and started pouring beer in it. Janet remembered the cheers of the men at the bar, though it was in fragments, and then she remembered remnants of being carried across the beach late at night.

Then she woke up like this, naked and suspended from the back of a closet door in the living room, her arms hanging from a hook above her head. Janet shuddered at what she remembered from the previous night: the hungry looks from the men, and Eva slowly removing her bikini, humiliating her in front of them.

And now here she was, still naked and helpless, watching as Eva raided her collection of sex toys. Eva was still clad in the same bikini, though she was now admiring a leather bra that she had retrieved from the box. After a moment, she set the bra on a nearby table and retrieved the matching leather thong and set it down with the bra.

“You girls know how to have fun.” Eva giggled, and then lifted a phone, Janet's phone.

“Hmm, your friends haven't responded to any of my messages,” Eva feigned concern and turned to Janet. “Maybe they don't care about you.” She pouted.

“Fmmffff mmmo!” Janet responded, and then winced, feeling another stab of pain in her skull.

Eva giggled and rose from the box. Then she turned so that her back was to Janet, bending slightly to accentuate her thonged behind. The Latina reached behind her back and unhooked her bikini top. She looked over her shoulder at Janet and winked, and then tossed the bikini top aside with one hand while using the other to cover her bare breasts.

Eva used one hand to cover her breasts and used the other to slide down her thong bikini bottoms, baring her naked ass to Janet.

“Ummfff mmoo...” Janet rolled her eyes, dreading whatever Eva had in store next.

Once she was out of her bikini, Eva slipped into the leather thong, slowly and sensually, making a show of bending over and gliding the skimpy undergarment up her legs.

“Ummm mmmmph!” Janet grumbled, getting more annoyed by the minute. She wished that the other girls would burst in and drag Eva out like she had done with them the other night.

If only Gina had thrown her in jail! Janet mentally cursed her roommate. Eva should have been arrested for kidnapping, not given a chance to walk free. Gina should have known that Eva would never let Janet freeing her pets slide.

And now where was Gina? She wasn't responding to Eva, so she was possibly in trouble herself and in need of rescue... again.

More concerning to Janet was that Anya and Felicia were also missing. What happened to them? Anya mentioned that people were after her? If so, had they tracked her here? Was Felicia caught up in that?

Eva giggled and Janet once again focused on the Latina to see her turning around to inspect her ass in the new leather thong. It fit her snugly... too snugly. Her almond ass cheeks bulged around the tightly fitting garment, but Eva didn't seem to mind. She gave Janet a wink and then retrieved the matching leather bra, keeping her back to the bound woman while she pressed it over her bare breasts. Eva slipped one of her shoulders through one of the straps to the bra, gave Janet another wink, and then slipped her other shoulder through the other strap, and the quickly hooked the back of the bra and turned to face her captive, clad in her new found leather lingerie.

“Ohh, I like it... so snug...” Eva sighed and rubbed her hands over her leather clad cleavage. The bra fit just as tight as the thong, and pushed her cleavage up and in, giving it a full, heaving effect.

Then Eva started to stroll towards Janet. With every step she took, she grew closer and closer to her captive, and Janet's heart started to pound faster and faster.

“Mmmooo...mmmmo....” Janet pulled on her bonds. The jackhammer in her head went into overdrive, pounding against the inside of her skull. She winced and squeezed her eyes shut.

“I can't wait to use all these new toys on your friends when they show up.” Eva was now pressed up against Janet. Though her eyes were shut, Janet could feel Eva's body just inches away from her. The Latina's lips hovered just in front of Janet's gagged lips.

“And if they don't, I'll use them all on you.” Eva giggled.

“Urrrmmmm....” Janet tried to struggle again, and was rewarded with a fresh, stabbing pain in her skull.

Eva wrapped one of her soft palms over Janet's bare breast, causing the bound woman to pull back, but she had nowhere to go, her back was already pressed against the hard wood of the closet door.

“I'll let you hang around though,” Eva continued. “Recover from last night's... activities.”

With that, Eva stepped away, and Janet felt the closet door start to swing shut.

“Mmmo! Wfffftt!” Janet pulled on her bonds once again, but felt the door click shut, causing a fresh spasm of pain in her head.

When she opened her eyes, she found herself plunged into the darkness of the closet.

***

You would think that most men would jump at the chance to give a woman in a thong bikini a ride home! Felicia grumbled as she walked along the side of the road with her thumb out. She turned her head to see a pick up truck speeding past, the driver, a bearded man in a red baseball cap, beeped twice as he left her in his dust.

Thank, asshole... Felicia lowered her hand and kept trudging along the side of the highway. Judging from the sun's position above her, it was about late morning, and the heat from the previous day was returning. The black pavement of the road felt scalding under her bare feet, but thankful there was a dirt path next to the shoulder of the road for Felicia to walk on. She felt like she had been walking for days, and a steady ache had started in the balls of her feet and worked it's way up to her thighs. Her body was already sore from her workout the day before, but now her legs screamed for relief.

At this point though, Felicia judged that she was about a half hour or so from her house, so why even bother grabbing a ride at this point?

Still, it would be a relief to sit down and ease the pain in her legs...

She knew why no man would stop for her. Despite the fact that yes, she was an attractive woman in a thong bikini walking along the side of the road, that didn't change the fact that she looked and smelled like she had crawled out of a landfill, which she had. Her whole body was covered in dirt and grime, and the smell of garbage had intermingled with the smell of sweat from walking along the road all day and night. Just after sunrise there had been plenty of traffic along the road, and plenty of cars beeping and catcalling her, but most of them must have assumed she was another tourist doing the walk of shame after a long night of partying on the beach.

One car had stopped for her, the driver rolling down his window to ask if she needed a ride anywhere. Felicia had rushed to his car, overcome with gratitude, and began to thank the man when she noticed him wrinkle his nose in disgust.

“Damn bitch, you stink!” He exclaimed, and then rolled up his window and drove off. Felicia chased after him for a bit, shouting curses at him until the car was out of sight.

“Yeah well I didn't want to ride in your shitty car anyway!” She screamed as he drove off.

And thus the morning went, Felicia trudging along the side of the road, fuming at each and every car that sped past her, and cursing at the ones that beeped or made a lewd comment at her. She couldn't wait to get home and take the longest shower in history, or maybe she would just plunge headfirst into the pool and let the chlorine seep into every pour of her body.

That is if she didn't have to deal with Gina, Janet, and Caitlyn first. No doubt they would have words for her, wondering what happened to her and Anya.

Anya...

Felicia still fumed at the thought of The Bikini Thief. Hopefully she was getting what she deserved at the hands of the frat boys. The worst possible situation would be if she got away and was waiting for her back at the house with the other girls. Then Felicia would have to explain herself, and given the choice between having to face Gina and Janet over what she did or go through climbing out of the landfill again, she would probably take the landfill.

Walking gave Felicia plenty of time to think of an excuse for what happened. Right now, she was preparing the excuse that Anya had tied her up, stuffed her in the crate, and left her for the garbage men to take.

After all, that was close enough to the truth.

Felicia would say that she didn't know what happened to Anya after that, which was also true.

She imagined Gina and Janet fawning over her, asking if she was alright, apologizing for ever trusting Anya and for leaving Felicia alone with her.

“Hopefully she never shows her face around Marston's Pointe again.” Gina would say to Felicia while stroking her shoulder.

Then Felicia would step into the shower and feel the warm water cascading over her nude body, washing the stink and grime from the night away. She would feel hands come from behind her and cup her breasts, lathering them in soap. Finally, she would feel Gina's gigantic, bare breasts pressing against her from behind...

Felicia shook her head, banishing the fantasy away.

Plus who was she kidding, as soon as she finished in the shower she would probably sleep like the dead for the rest of the day.

A few more minutes passed, and Felicia turned off the highway and onto a residential road surrounded with quant, suburban homes on either side: Her street. As she walked she kept her head down, not wanting to face any of her neighbors looking like this. Thankfully, it seemed that most of them were at work or inside to avoid the heat. The final stretch of her walk to her home felt like it took hours, despite her knowing that it was a ten minute walk, tops. She crossed her hands over her chest, worried that judgmental eyes were watching from behind windows.

Be cool, everyone is probably still at work. Felicia told herself. There was no way of knowing what time it was but she guessed that it was still early judging from where the sun was in the sky.

It seemed like an eternity had passed between when she had turned onto her street and when she finally reached her house, but she knew that in reality it was probably five minutes or so. When she reached the house, she didn't bother going in the front door, but instead went around to the side. Felicia told herself it was so that she could dip in the pool and refresh herself because she didn't want to be seen by Gina or Janet like this, but in really it was because she just wanted to put off facing Gina and Janet and having to explain herself. With any luck, she would jump in the pool, wash the first layer of grime off, and then make her way to the shower uninterrupted and spend an hour or so in there before crawling into bed for the rest of the day.

She was sure that Gina and Janet would have questions, but Felicia would answer their questions when she was good and ready.

Felicia stepped through the gate to the backyard and saw the pool, it's clear blue water shimmering in the morning light. It was practically beckoning Felicia cleanse herself in it's inviting depths. She knew that she didn't need much more convincing, and hurried across the patio towards the shimmering oasis. The smell of chlorine hit her nose and unconsciously Felicia started to push down her bikini bottoms. People often ran or swam on the beach early in the morning, and if any of them made their way up the walkway they would be treated to the sight of Felicia's bare ass as she slipped down her bikini bottoms, but she didn't care. Once her bikini bottoms fell around her feet she kicked them to the side and started to lift off her bikini top without missing a beat. The bikini top came off with ease and she tossed it aside right as she reached the edge of the patio. Once again, Felicia didn't slow or miss and beat and executed a perfect dive into the pool.

The cool blue water of the pool enveloped her and seeped into every pour and crevice of her body. It felt like a protective shield blocking out the oppressive heat of the day. Felicia plunged through the waters like a torpedo and felt the tips of her fingers touch the bottom of the pool. Instead of surfacing she continued to swim along the bottom, feeling layer after layer of grime washing off of her body with every stroke she took. In that time she forgot how sore her muscles were, how calloused and blistered her feet were, and how humiliated and defeated she had felt. Now there was nothing but the water, keeping everything in the outside world at bay. At this point she imagined that Gina, Caitlyn, and Janet had heard the splash and came out to investigate, their eyes widening in shock at seeing Felicia's nude body under the pool's surface. Their wide eyes and slack jaws would be the first thing she saw when she surfaced.

Finally, Felicia felt her lungs crying out for air, and begrudgingly began making her way to the surface. Her head broke free and she took a long gasp of air. It felt invigorating. Then she pushed her hair back and opened her eyes,expecting to see the other girl's waiting at the pool's edge.

Instead, there was nothing. She was alone.

Strange... maybe they're still asleep. Felicia thought, realizing that it was still early.

She looked at the house and noticed that the back sliding door was wide open, giving her a view into the kitchen. That was strange too. Gina or Janet would never leave that door open overnight.

Alarm bells started to ring in the back of Felicia's mind and she swam over to the edge of the pool.

Relax, if something was going to happen, it would have happened by now. She told herself in an effort to keep calm.

Felicia hoisted herself out of the pool, water cascading off of her nude body, and started to make her way across the patio towards the open door. Part of her thought that she should look for her discarded bikini but she didn't want to put that disgusting thing back on her body again. Thankfully, there was a towel resting on one of the beach chairs on the patio, and Felicia grabbed it and started to towel off as she approached the house.

Then she froze, her eyes locked on the open back door. Suddenly she forgot about everything around her. She forgot that she had the towel pressed against her front, leaving her back and ass completely open to anyone coming up from the beach, in fact she had forgotten about her nudity entirely, and she had forgotten about facing Gina and Janet.

Felicia forgot all of this as she stared through the open patio door and into the house at the large, tanned, toned and thonged tush leaning over the kitchen island. She instantly recognized the small leather thong that was being practically swallowed by those full, round mocha colored butt cheeks. It was a thong that she had worn a few times, always finding it almost too small and tight, which meant that it was definitely too small for the woman wearing it now.

Eva!

Felicia's eyes widened and her heart quickened in her chest. She froze for a bit, feeling like a rabbit facing down a pursuing hound. Much like a pursued rabbit, Felicia planted her feet and prepared to dart to whichever direction promised safety should her pursuer make a move. She had forgotten about her aching muscles because her fight or flight instincts had kicked in. Her body, which moments ago had called out for rest and release, now screamed for movement and action.

Except Eva, the pursuing predator, hadn't moved. The Latina still stood in the kitchen, with her back to Felicia, bent over the center island. Judging from a faint glow in front of her, it looked like Eva was scrolling through a phone. Felicia stood with her feet planted, waiting for some sort of sign that Eva had noticed she was there, but Eva just stood there, scrolling through the phone, oblivious to Felicia's presence.

What is she doing here? Felicia thought as her heart, ready to jackhammer out of her chest a moment ago, started to slow down to a regular beat. Her coiled muscles began to loosen themselves and relax as she realized that the threat was not as prevalent as she initially thought.

Gina... Felicia mentally grumbled to herself. Eva obviously hadn't heeded Gina's warning about leaving town and came to their place hoping to recapture her playthings. A fresh wave of anger peppered with annoyance washed over Felicia, directed at both Gina and Eva. Gina should have done her job and arrested Eva right then and there and not given her a second chance.

But still, that left another question in Felicia's mind: where were the other girls? Had Eva already captured them, and was now waiting for Felicia? Or was she lying in wait for all of them, thinking she'll have the element of surprise.

Then a smile crept across Felicia's face. Eva thought she had the element of surprise, but was unaware of Felicia's presence. Felicia had caught her intended captor unawares! Her heart started pounding again, but this time in excitement. If she caught Eva, then the other girls would come back to find her all trussed up as a present from Felicia, and if Eva already had the other girls... well, Felicia would ride in like a white knight and save the day.

Not only that, but if Felicia had some time alone with Eva, she could get her back for the things Eva had inflicted upon her while she had been her captive.

Felicia's heart was fluttering like a newly hatched butterfly in her chest and she felt her nipples going erect against the towel pressed over her chest. The skin all over her nude body started to raise... was she getting aroused at the thought of having Eva alone to herself?

Good, I should! Felicia thought, realizing that Eva would be aroused at that thought too.

As she moved towards the Latina, she moved the towel away from her body. The heat of the day had significantly dried her, though there was still a fine coat of liquid coating her body, giving her a brilliant sheen in the morning light. The glow of her body made Felicia feel like a goddess emerging from a bath to take what was rightfully hers, and nothing could stop her. Felicia held the towel between her hands and twisted it, rolling it into a tight, long roll. Right now it was the only weapon she had against the wily Latina in her home.

Felicia crossed the threshold of her home, walking slowly and on her tiptoes. Eva still hadn't turned around or given any sign that she noticed. Her eyes did a quick scan of the room, but Felicia didn't see anyone but Eva. If she had the other girls tied up somewhere, she was keeping them out of sight. With every step towards Eva, Felicia's muscles coiled like a lion ready to pounce. Eva, once the predator, had no idea that she was now the prey.

Felicia was now a few steps behind Eva, the tightly wrapped towel held out in her hands like a scorpion's tail ready to strike. Once she was in position, Felicia stopped, poised, ready to take the unsuspecting Latina. The tensed, naked woman took in a breath and exhaled, taking her time, letting her muscles relax for a split second. In front of her, Eva lifted her head. She must have heard Felicia let out the breath.

Felicia sprang, snapping the tight towel forward. It's tethered end connected with Eva's ass cheek and when it touched the Latina's skin it emitted a loud TWACK. Eva's ass rippled where the strike hit and Eva immediately sprang back, her hand moving to rub her stung ass. Before the Latina could take in the situation, Felicia had snapped the towel back into her hands and pressed forward and tackled Eva from behind. She threw the towel over Eva and pulled it back, the tightly wrapped and wet cloth pulling tight against Eva just below her breasts. The Latina let out a cry of surprise but Felicia was already tying the towel behind Eva, just below the clasp of her leather bra. Eva's arms were pinned to her side by the towel and all she could do was struggle and pull.

Felicia wrapped her arms tight around Eva and held her tight as the Latina struggled and pulled in Felicia's grasp like an animal caught in a snare.

“Oh I got you now.” Felicia hissed in Eva's ear. Eva stopped her struggling and leaned her head back.

“Oh Felicia, you sneaky little thing.” The Latina giggled.

A wave of anger went through Felicia. She had Eva caught and the other woman was giggling about it.

“Oh yes, you're mine now, and we're gonna have some fun.” Felicia continued. Her breathing was ragged, and her blood still up from capturing the Latina.

“Oh please...” Eva leaned her head back. Their bodies were still pressed against each other's, intertwined. Felicia felt Eva rubbing her buttocks against Felicia's nude body.

“Stop it.” Felicia hissed.

“Make me,” Eva continued, still rubbing her thonged ass against Felicia's pelvis. “You got me good, my ass is stinging... will you rub it for me?”

Felicia felt her hand sliding down towards Eva's hips.

“What are you doing here?” Felicia asked, trying to ignore the sensation of Eva's warm, soft butt rubbing against her bare body.

“Oh what happened to you? Where are your cloths?” Eva asked.

Felicia's hand gripped the waist band of the leather thong Eva was wearing. “This,” She began, and then started to yank the garment down. “Is mine!”

Felicia grabbed the other side of the thong with her other hand and pulled the panties down. Once the leather underwear was off Eva, Felicia’s hand flew up to between Eva's legs and pressed the Latina against her body. She was having flashbacks to when her and Eva had snuck aboard Anya's yacht three months ago, and something... happened between them. Many times, while helpless under Eva, Felicia had told herself that it was just the stress of the moment, that it meant nothing... but still, not a day had passed where she didn't think about that time on the yacht.

“The bra is yours too.” Eva sighed.

Felicia's hands flew up and unclasped the back of the leather bra, and then she spun Eva around and pulled the garment down. The bra couldn't come fully off because of the towel keeping her arms pinned, but it fell away from the Latina's full, heaving bosoms. Much like Felicia's, Eva's nipples were hard and completely erect.

They stood there for a moment, both in their nudity, and then Felicia leaned forward slightly. The tip of her nipple touched Eva's, send a twinge of electricity through both women. Felicia jumped back and gasped as if she had just been shocked. Eva gasped too, then the gasp turned into a sigh, and the sigh turned into a smile. Their eyes locked for a moment. Just a moment but it felt like an eternity. Felicia could see how hungry Eva's gaze was, and that it was a hunger that would devour Felicia if she wasn't careful.

She didn't care, and pressed forward, her lips meeting Eva's. It was a hungry, passionate kiss, both of them looking to completely consume the other. As they kissed, Felicia grabbed a handful of Eva's hair and tugged, hard. Eva cooed and leaned back, prompting Felicia deliver another kiss. Both of their hot bodies were pressed against each other's, hearts beating as one. Despite her hands being pinned, Felicia still felt Eva's soft hands rubbing against her abdomen. With each touch, the Latina sent little tingles of electricity through Felicia's body. Their breasts pressed against each other's, and Eva rubbed her body up and down, sending tingles of pleasure through Felicia's body.

Felicia pressed Eva against her. If their bodies could have fused together they would have. Their lips continued to press against each other's as their tongues intertwined. As they kissed, Felicia's hands gripped Eva's full, heaving buttocks and traced the curve of her beautiful backside. A small voice in the back of Felicia's head was telling her that this was all wrong, that she should just tie Eva up and wait for the others, but she ignored that voice. It was like she had turned into something else, a hungry animal that finally got a chance to hunt.

Felicia knew that this animal had been pacing in a cage inside of her for too long. There had been a few moments when she had let the beast run free, and every one of them had been exhilarating. Now she had left Felicia behind in the pool and had fully become the beast.

Her greedy hands gripped Eva's magnificent ass. She wanted it all for herself, wanted to devour it, to admire it, to love it.

Felicia spun Eva around and pressed Eva's buttocks against her pelvis. Immediately, Eva started to rub her bare behind up and down over Felicia's body. Eva let out a loud sigh and Felicia clamped a hand over Eva's mouth to silence her.

This seemed to arouse Eva even more. Felicia felt a shudder go through the Latina's body. It was a shudder that started deep inside Eva and rocked up and through her and then traveled to Felicia. She let out a sigh and pressed her bare pelvis against Eva's rear end, feeling the wave of arousal wash over her.

They continued to rub their bodies against each other's, and Eva's sighs and coos were muffled by Felicia's hand. Felicia's other hand was sliding down between her own legs. Then she felt Eva's hand, already there, stroking her inner thigh.

“Ummm...hmmpph...” Eva sighed. Felicia kept her hand clamped over Eva's mouth and moved her other hand up and between Eva's legs, sending another shudder through the Latina.

Their bodies rocked and gyrated in unison, each of them pleasuring the other. A fine layer of sweat had gathered on both women, adding to the growing moisture between them.

Eva's buttocks started to quake against Felicia's body with each movement of Felicia's hand. Felicia's fingers danced between Eva’s legs with smooth and easy gestures, and the Latina responded in kind to Felicia. Small of rockets of pleasure were shooting out from between Felicia's legs and up through her whole body.

Eva's movements were faster now, her breathing ragged against Felicia's hand, which was still pressed tightly over her mouth. Felicia didn't realize that she was sighing and moaning loudly with each movement of Eva's fingers.

Felicia came, feeling a rush and release of pleasure. Her whole body quaked and shuddered and she held Eva against her as the orgasm rolled over her body like a storm front. Eva didn't stop moving her fingers against Felicia as she orgasmed, which sent further quakes and tremors coursing through Felicia's body. As the orgasm rippled through her body, Felicia became dimly aware of a hollow knocking coming from somewhere.

It's just me, my heart... the orgasm.

The knocking sound continued in the distance and Felicia shook her head, telling herself it was the blood rushing through her body or something. Instead she focused now on Eva, still in her grasp, still moaning into the hand clamped over her mouth. Felicia slowed the stroke of her finger, dancing the tip of it delicately over Eva's clit, causing the Latina to shudder involuntarily. Just because Eva had brought Felicia to orgasm, didn't mean that Felicia was going to be as generous.

“Ummmp! Mmmmp!” Eva moaned as Felicia pushed her forward and pulled her head back, taking her time stroking her finger up and down between Eva's legs.

Felicia kept her body pressed against the Latina's, rocking back and forth with her, teasing out Eva's orgasm for as long as she could.

But there was something different. A fog was lifting from Felicia's brain.

What am I doing? The voice rang out in her head. This woman had kept her prisoner for three months and now here Felicia was, pleasuring her.

Not only that, but what was she doing here?

And there was that incessant, constant knocking. Where was it coming from?

Felicia moved her hand out from between Eva's legs and listened to the knocking... a dull, wooden thud... Wood. It was like someone banging on wood...

A closet!

Someone was in a closet!

No sooner had this revelation come over Felicia then directly ahead, in the hallway leading to the living room, the closet door burst open and a second later a shapely, nude form stumbled out.

Felicia froze, her body pressed against Eva's, one hand clasped over Eva's mouth and the other hovering over Eva's thigh.

In the hallway, the nude figure turned, hopping on bound feet, to face them. Felicia's eyes widened to see that it was Janet, gagged by a thick white cloth pulled tight between her lips, and hands bound in front of her. Janet too froze, her eyes widening at the sight of the naked Felicia and Eva pressed together.

Then Felicia heard heavy footfalls coming in from the door behind her and spun around, letting go of Eva. Two women were rushing into the house, sunlight glinting off of something dark and metallic in their hands.

Guns. They had guns, aimed right at them.

The woman looked middle-aged, but with rock solid, muscle bound bodies that would make most women younger than them jealous. One had dark skin and dark hair, while the other was a dark haired Latina. The black woman wore a skin tight, sleeveless leather bodysuit, zipped up to just below her small but luscious cleavage, and the Latina woman wore skintight blue jeans and a black, sleeveless shirt that also accentuated her rather large breasts.

Felicia instinctively raised her hands above her head, and Eva tried to the best despite her pinned arms, so she only held her palms out flat.

“Wmmmfff!” Janet moaned from the hallway.

“Well, well...” The black woman mused, eying up the naked women. “Seems like we broke up something kinda kinky here. I like you girls.” She smiled and looked over at her Latina partner, who replied with something in Spanish.

Felicia had a feeling that, as she feared earlier, she had indeed just jumped out of the frying pan and into the fire.

3.

Anya stood patiently in line, watching the beautiful, muscle bound woman in the sling bikini do her posing routine while her fown fingers played along the thin strip of fabric running between her buttocks. This was a position that Anya had found herself in many times before: surrounded by beautiful women in skimpy swimsuits, but for some reason Anya was finding it difficult to restrain herself here. Maybe it was because she had been laying low for so long and hadn't stolen a bikini off of anyone in a few days, or maybe it was because she was now in tightly packed quarters with several beautiful women in bikinis that barely covered their nubile bodies. Whatever the reason, Anya's heart had been racing since she stepped into the line up with the other potential candidates to wear the Golden Sling. It was a good thing she still wore the mask that covered her whole face, or else everyone would see how she was practically salivating over the other women she was competing against.

Anya could feel the beads of sweat collecting on her body as she watched the current contestant strut her stuff for the judges, and she did her best to banish thoughts of tying and gagging that woman while pulling her tiny red sling bikini off of her and then watching her nude, leanly muscled body writhe around. Just that image alone sent a pang through Anya's body, and her fingers once again gently traced the thin, lime green garment that ran down her back and between her butt cheeks.

The Bikini Thief stood amongst a line of woman on the stage, all clad in slingshot bikinis of various size, shape, and color, and all hoping to be picked to be one of the ladies chosen to wear the Golden Sling at the casino pool party. Anya briefly had entertained thoughts of actually being the one picked to wear the Golden Sling, which would saver her the trouble of having to steal it.

Though I'd have to come up with one hell of an exit strategy. She knew that if they did pick her, there was no way these people would let her out of their sight while she was wearing a sling bikini made of solid gold, but she would cross that bridge if she came to it.

Right now though, the muscle bound woman currently performing for the judges looked like she had one hell of a chance of being the lucky girl. The “judges” consisted of King and Wallace, and they stared up at the blond haired woman with rapt attention. Whoever this woman was, she clearly didn't mind her identity being known, or didn't care, and only wore a small black domino mask, which allowed her to make eye contact with the judges while flashing them a toothy, confident smile. Her body was all lean muscle that moved swiftly and fluidly she posed for them. Anya could tell that this woman must have done figure competitions in the past, and her movements were so graceful that she probably had a ballet or dance background too.

The woman's hair was a straight golden blond and fell neatly around her neck as she moved, and she wore a red sling bikini that accentuated her small but shapely breasts and rock solid ass cheeks. Somehow, the woman's graceful movements and winning smile made the sling seem conservative when compared to the other swimsuits on parade, and yet, still sexy.

It was a far cry from Anya's swimsuit. She cursed not being able to have access to her yacht and her endless collection of sexy and skimpy bikinis that she had on it, but she was able to buy a new sling thanks to Felicia Fetter's credit card. The sling she bought was a tiny, lime green number that barely covered her breasts and then came together in a small, thin line of fabric that ran down her back, cleaving her butt cheeks. She figured that wearing the smallest, most revealing suit she could find would work in her favor, but then she saw this woman and how she strutted up and down the stage, posing for the judges, and knew that she needed more than just sex appeal.

Why are you getting worked up? It's not like you want to be picked, you just want to know who will be wearing it! Anya chided herself. Being chosen would bring more trouble than good, especially since they would want her to probably take off her mask, and seeing how this criminal organization currently had a bounty on her head, that wouldn't be good.

Still, Anya fidgeted with the thong and watched the posing woman with equal parts lust and jealously.

Look on the bright side, if she wins then you get to steal the bikini off of her. Anya smiled under her mask at the thought and felt herself flush at the idea of subduing and stripping this graceful, powerful woman. She shook her head, attempting to remain focused. Now was not the time to get distracted, especially because she was up next.

The woman finished up her routine by turning her thonged ass towards the judges, flexing her glute muscles, slapping one of her cheeks, and winking at them. Now finished with her routine, she strolled confidently back to the line up of masked, bikini clad woman. Her smile remained bright and confident,but Anya could see it in the woman's eyes that she thought she nailed it. As the woman passed Anya, she shot a glance at her that seemed to say “Beat that.”

Anya only nodded politely and strolled forward towards the end of the stage facing the rest of the club and the two men who would determine if she moved on or not. As she walked towards them, her mind raced for a routine that would catch their attention like the previous woman's posing routine. She knew that she didn't have the grace and poise that the muscle bound woman did, nor did she have the stage presentation...

But she did have sex appeal, and in the end, wasn't that what they wanted?

Anya stood at the edge of the stage, overlooking the judges and stuck one leg out while placing her hand on her hip. In that moment she wished that she didn't have a mask that hid her full face or else they would have been able to see her alluring smile and the hungry look in her eyes, so instead she had to use her body to sell them on her. She held her pose for a moment, and then arched her back and ran her fingers up the front straps of her sling, stopping just below her breasts, and then turned and pulled the front of her sling away from her breasts just slightly for a mere second. The judges leaned forward, hoping to catch a glimpse of her bare breasts, and in that moment Anya let go of the sling and let it snap back against her breasts. Then she turned, still keeping her back arched, and stuck out her ass, which was almost bare except for the sling riding up her rear end.

With her ass facing the judges, she turned to face them, once again wishing that she didn't have the mask because a well placed wink would have been helpful in that moment. Still, she held her pose and ran her finger down along the length of fabric running along her back and through her butt cheeks. She stopped right at the curve of her ass and then pulled the thong out from between her butt cheeks, flashing a bit of her bare bottom before letting go. Her thong snapped back in place between her ass cheeks like a rubber band. Anya finished her routine by curtsying with her ass still facing the judges and blowing a kiss through her mask before heading back to take her place amongst the line up of girls.

Anya continued to play with the back of her sling throughout the rest of the judging, watching every woman's routine as they went up and strutted their stuff for the judges, all the while telling herself that it didn't matter if she got picked because this was an intelligence gathering mission anyway. Still, she couldn't shake the... longing... to want to be picked.

Relax girl, it will be much more fun to steal the Golden Sling from one of these ladies than to just win it the boring way. She told herself, though the thought of Ace and his men handing over the Golden Sling to the woman they were using it to try and lure was... juicy. Anya smiled at the thought.

Finally, all of the women went before the judges, and there several moments of deliberation amongst the judges while the contestants waited on the stage. There was a palpable nervous tension among the contestants, a silent murmur going through all of them as they waited. The moments that passed while they were up there on the stage seemed like hours, but Anya stood with her hands behind her back, her fingers still tracing the thin thong running through her ass.

Come on! Just say it!

How long had passed? It felt like hours but it had to have been only a few minutes... maybe?

All of the contestants buzzed as Wallace stood up and drew breath to say something. Anya turned and watched as all of the scantily clad women around her tensed.

“Ladies, thank you for your patience,” He began, and as he spoke Anya saw King get up onto the stage. “We are delighted to say that we have chosen five of you to move onto the final judging tonight!”

Five! Anya's eyes widened. Only five of us! She assumed that they would pick the final winner here and now, but if there was another round of judging later... then what?

What if she didn't make it? Then she would have to get back into the club to find out who the lucky girl was, and what if they didn't let her back in?

Then I'll find a way in because I'm a thief. Anya reassured herself.

As she thought this over, King went up and down the line, motioning to the women who had been picked to move on. He had already pulled three women out and told them to stand at the head of the stage, and he was making his way towards Anya. Seeing him approaching, she stood straight and tall, clasping her hands behind her back so that he wouldn't see her playing with her g-string.

King moved towards her, but then stopped and pointed at a woman in line wearing a pink, speckled sling. The woman squealed and ran to join the other finalists waiting at the top of the stage. Anya froze now, knowing that only one more would make the cut.

Then King stopped in front of her and Anya froze, not even realizing that she was holding her breath...

He passed her by and Anya deflated like a balloon.

Instead King pointed to the woman next to her, the muscle bound blond in the domino mask. The woman smiled and squealed.

“Oh thank you!” She hugged King, and the hurried to join the other finalists in line.

Anya turned to watch her go, thankful for her mask because it hid the contempt on her face.

It wasn’t fair! This woman's mask barely hid her face, and facial features and eye contact was such a big part of any beauty contest.

Anya didn't realize that her hands were now wrapped around her thong, practically strangling the flimsy garment.

“We want to thank you all for showing up and trying out. If only we could have chosen all of you.” Wallace laughed at the last part, and all of the remaining women – the losers – laughed with him.

“Please, feel free to enjoy our club for the rest of the day, and you all are welcome to come back tonight for the final judging.” Wallace continued.

Anya's heart fluttered. Good! So she could come back for the final judging in the evening.

Her eyes fell on the muscular blond, who was practically beaming as King addressed her and the winners. Anya knew that the blond would win, hands down. Her presentation was too perfect.

Good... Anya smiled under the mask. She couldn't wait to tie this blond up and take the Golden Sling from her sinewy body.

Wallace finished talking to the finalists and then opened up his body to address the room, winners, losers, and club attendees.

“We hope you all enjoyed this! Now we have a special performance in store for all of you, hope you enjoy!” He said with a flourish and clapped his hands.

As he spoke, all of the women who didn't make the cut began to drift off the stage and disperse through the club. Some went to get drinks, some to mingle, and others to leave.

Anya chose to stay though, because the “special performance” that Wallace had referred to piqued her curiosity.

In the corner of the room, a platform was rising up from a trap door in the floor. A beach type set up was arranged on the platform, with fake palm trees and sand. The performers were two large, dark skinned men, wearing grass skirts, Hawaiian leis, and skintight leather face masks.

But it was their instruments that intrigued Anya more. The two men had giant bongo drums on either side of them, and between the drums were the well oiled ass cheeks of Gina and Caitlyn

Both women were stretched across a bench of some sort that kept their upper bodies down and their plump rear ends arched above them. Their hands were manacled in front of them and secured to metal rings on the floor. Large, red ball gags kept both women quiet, though that didn't stop them from trying to vocalize through them. It looked like Gina and Caitlyn's legs were manacled together and secured to a ring on the floor behind them as well, and a tight, leather strap ran across their backs, keeping them secured in place on the bench.

They were completely naked, but their nude bodies glistened with oil.

“Mmrrrrmmmph! Hrrrmmmph!” Gina moaned into her gag, looking up at the spectators around her.

“Grrrmm! Mmmm! Mmmph!” Caitlyn joined in.

Then the music started, some sort of tribal music blasting from the club speakers. The men in grass skirts and masks started to play, their large hands slapping the bongos and then Gina and Caitlyn's bare asses, playing them like they played the bongos.

“MMMPH!” Gina moaned.

“OOOFFF!” Caitlyn joined in. \

The men continued to play, their hands drumming on both women's asses along with the bongos. Gina and Caitlyn moaned into their gags in unison with their asses being drummed.

“Mmmrrrrmm ummmr urrrmm mmmrrrmmm!” Gina moaned.

“Urrrmmm mmmrrrmm ummmm mmmrrr!” Caitlyn joined in.

The muffled cries of both women became part of the music and the drumming as their asses were played like instruments. All around them, people in the club danced and cheered to the music, or watched in rapt attention as the captive women's bodies were used as instruments.

Anya herself was part of that captive audience, watching in rapt attention as the men's hands drummed on Gina and Caitlyn's rear ends.

“Mmmurrrrrr urrrrmmm mmmmrrrmm...” Gina droned on, her whole body vibrating as her ass was drummed.

“Urrrr rrr urrrr urrrrff!” Caitlyn went on.

Both Gina's and Caitlyn's asses were starting to turn a shade of deep scarlet. Someone, no doubt some sort of assistant, leaned in and squirted fresh oil on their sore looking asses. All the while the drummers never stopped. Their hands continued to slap the helpless women's backsides, sending oil flying in every direction as they did.

Anya watched and part of her felt bad for the two women. After all, it was sort of her fault that they found themselves in this pickle. It would be decent of her to help them out of it.

But that would draw attention to her, and ruin her chances of stealing the Golden Sling.

Plus Gina and Caitlyn were providing a valuable service: drawing attention away from her.

Anya smiled under the mask. Yes, Gina and Caitlyn were still helping her cause, though they didn't know it, or like it, and she couldn't let their suffering and sacrifice be in vain.

Anya sat at a table and crossed her legs, watching as the performance went on. Her gaze drifted over to the bar where she saw the blond woman in the domino mask with a drink in hand, talking and laughing with Wallace. She watched the two of them, and then turned her gaze back to Gina and Caitlyn, moaning and screaming into their gags as their asses were drummed.

Oh yes, that blond was going to win, no doubt about it, and Anya would be there to ruin her victory.

She looked at Gina and Caitlyn, and though they couldn't see it, she smiled and winked at them under her mask.

Anya would steal the Golden Sling in their name.

4.

Yep, definitely out of the frying pan and into the fire. Felicia thought as she lay on her back, shackled butt-to-butt with Eva while Janet sat bound and gagged in a chair across from them. She couldn't believe how much of a mess things had become, from her being bound and gagged inside a crate, to then being dumped into a landfill, being caught by Janet pleasuring Eva, and now this.

And something told her it was about to get worse.

“Ummm...mmm...” Felicia grunted into her gag and pulled on her leather manacles securing her to Eva, but Eva resisted, pulling back on it.

“Grrrmmm...” Eva sighed into her gag.

“Mmmmmph!” Felicia moaned, pulling again.

“Stttpph!” Janet mumbled from the chair.

“Urrrggg mmmh!” Felicia lifted her head and rolled her eyes in Janet's direction, trying to tell her that Eva was resisting.

Janet did not look convinced, and just glared at Felicia. Honestly Felicia couldn't blame Janet for not being convinced, seeing how she had hopped naked out of the closet to find Felicia and Eva embracing just moments before those women had burst in.

And who were those two women? Felicia had a few guesses. Most likely they were the bounty hunters that Anya was referring to. They had referred to each other as “Tee” And “Em” while they were tying up Felicia and Eva.

“Since we found you two being so... “intimate” we thought it best to make sure you were kept close.” Chuckled Tee, the muscle bound black woman.

Felicia grumbled into her leather muzzle just thinking about it. The bounty hunters had raided Felicia and Janet's “Box of fun”, which had previously been raided by Eva, and gagged both Eva and Felicia with thick, black leather muzzles. They then had Eva lie face down on the bed, and then forced Felicia to lie on top of her, face up. Then their captors made them hold their arms and legs out to their side and used a pair of leather manacles to secure Felicia's and Eva's wrists together one side, and then their ankles, and then their captors moved to their other side and secured those wrists and ankles together as well. The result of which was Felicia lying on top of Eva, both women in sort of “X” pattern because of the way their arms and ankles were secured to each other. Both could still move somewhat, but needed the other to cooperate because if Felicia lifted one hand, that meant lifting Eva’s hand that she was manacles to.

“Urrmmmf!” Felicia grumbled, once again pulling on the manacles, jerking Eva's wrist with her.

“Mmmmpph!” Eva sighed, and Felicia felt Eva shift and the smooth skin of Eva's soft ass rubbing against her own bare back side.

Felicia tried to ignore the sensation. It was bad enough that Janet caught her and Eva intertwined. Hell, it was bad enough that Felicia let herself get carried away like that with Eva.

It was Eva! It was all her! She seduced you! No doubt Eva's plan was to get Felicia to drop her guard and then tie her up like she had Janet and store her away until the other girl's showed up.

Felicia snuck a look over at Janet, who was staring intently at Eva's bare backside rubbing against Felicia's own naked ass. Her eyes then shifted to Felicia.

“Urrrmm mmmrrh!” Felicia raised her palms in a gesture of innocence.

Janet only glared at her. It was probably a good thing they were both gagged or else venom would be flying from both women.

“Mmmfff...” Felicia sighed and stared up at the ceiling, knowing that she needed a plan. They needed to get out of this and fast, and she knew that Eva wouldn't be any help.

She had guessed that their captors were keeping them as bait for hopefully when Gina, Caitlyn, and Anya got back, but then once they had the others, then what? These women wanted Anya, but Felicia doubted that after they had her that they would just let the other girls go.

They'll probably deliver us to Ace too as a bonus! The thought chilled Felicia. She had spent enough time as Ace's prisoner. Enough for a lifetime, and wasn't about to have it happen again.

“Urrrrfff! Mmmrrrmm!” She moaned, trying to raise her wrists and resist Eva's pull. Eva continued to shift and squirm under Felicia, rubbing her soft but firm ass against Felicia's.

“Mmmmooo!” Felicia resisted, arching her back and involuntarily rubbing her ass up and down against Eva's. Eva responded by cooing into her gag.

Shit! Felicia cursed, not wanting to encourage Eva even more.

Eva responded by pressing her juicy buttocks against Felicia's and rubbing even harder.

“Mmmooo! Urrrrmmf!” Felicia resisted, pulling on the manacles that kept her wrists secured to Eva.

The manacles had enough slack so that both women could move their arms somewhat independently, and Eva took advantage of that and ran her hands along the curve of Felicia's buttocks.

“Stttpp!” Felicia arched her back, trying to pull herself away from Eva. Eva's hands followed Felicia, gently stroking her ass as she moved.

“Urrrfff mmmoo!” Felicia squirmed, trying to avoid Eva's prying hands, but they seemed to be everywhere, always finding her bare skin, always touching, caressing...

“Mmmmmmph! Umm!” Janet protested into her gag, watching helplessly as Felicia squirmed on top of Eva.

Yeah I'm trying to make this stop! Felicia grumbled mentally, tossing her weight to the side. Eva moved with her and both women lay on their sides for a moment, Eva's hands still gently tracing the outline of Felicia's ass.

Then Eva shifted her weight, turning Felicia slightly, and Felicia realized that the Latina was rolling on top of her!

“Mmmmrrooo!” Felicia resisted, feeling Eva shift her weight onto her.

Then they turned, and it was now Felicia face down on the bed and Eva lying on top of her.

“Urrrgghh! Mmmm!” Felicia moaned. Eva had her pinned now, completely helpless under the weight of the lusty Latina.

“Mmmm...ummm...” Eva sighed and cooed.

“Urrrfff mmmmrmmm...” Janet grumbled from her chair.

“Urrrmmm... grrmmm...” Felicia grumbled and sighed, helpless to resist under Eva's weight.

She reached up in an attempt to push Eva off and her hands pressed against the Latina's firm, naked ass.

“Offffmm...” Eva sighed, shifting her buttocks up and down on against Felicia's palms while digging her own hands into Felicia's butt.

Then Felicia shifted her hands slightly, rubbing against Eva's soft bare flesh.

“Offfmm...” Felicia sighed into her gag. Both women's bodies gyrated against each other's, sighing into their gags.

Felicia knew that she should try and shift again, push Eva off of her, but there was something about her touch, her skin against her skin that left Felicia feeling electrified.

“Orrrfff mmm! Stttp mffft!” Janet moaned from the chair.

Felicia was distantly aware of her lover, naked, tied and gagged, being forced to watch this all, and somehow that...turned her on even more? Still, Felicia didn't turn to look at Janet as she felt Eva's ass.

Let Janet watch. Felicia decided. Fuck it!

Then Felicia shifted, twisting her whole body, tossing Eva to the side. Before the Latina could recover, Felicia had shifted her weight again and was once again lying on top of the Latina. Both of them continued to rub their naked ass against each other's while feeling each other up with their hands.

“Ummm... mmmm...” Felicia moaned, wriggling her nude body against Eva's.

“Urrrrmm! Mmmrrh!” Janet protested. Felicia flashed her a quick look to see her wriggling in her chair, trying to twist free of her bonds.

What am I doing? Felicia wondered. It was a brief thought, flashing through her mind in the blink of an eye...

… then she felt Eva's hand reach around and slide down between her legs.

“Mmmmph!” Felicia moaned, her entire body quivering at Eva's touch.

No... Janet! Felicia tried to cling to the rational thought, but it vanished once again as she felt Eva's fingers slip inside of her already wet vagina.

“Ulllp! Mmmullp!” Felicia tossed her head back, moaning in pleasure.

“Urrrff mmmrroo!” Janet grumbled from her chair.

Felicia tried to lift her head to look at the bound woman when Eva's finger danced up along her clit, sending another wave of pleasure through Felicia.

“Ummm...mmmm...” She moaned, sweat now coating her naked body.

As Eva's fingers deftly played between Felicia's legs, Felicia's other hand clasped Eva's butt cheek in a death grip.

“Ummfff... mmmffff... gummfff...” Felicia moaned, feeling the mounting pleasure from every movement of Eva's fingers.

Felicia let go of Eva's butt cheek and moved her hand down, ready to return the favor to Eva when the door burst open.

“MMMMMMPH!” Felicia moaned, her head rocking straight up.

“Orrrrmmmm!” Eva whined into her gag.

Both Tee and Em were standing in the doorway, looking at the naked, bound women with amused looks on their faces.

“Damn, you are a horny bunch of ladies huh?” Tee chuckled, moving towards them.

“Ffffff mmo!” Felicia moaned in frustration. She didn't care what these women had in store for them, all she cared about was how turned on she was.

“Cmmmm mmmnnn!” Eva protested, echoing Felicia's sentiment.

Tee sat on the edge of the bad while Em stood behind her, arms crossed, eyes shifting from Felicia and Eva to the bound Janet.

“Please, don't stop on our behalf.” Tee said, eyes bright with amusement.

“Urrmm gurrrm!” Felicia spat into her gag.

“Well, as I'm sure you know, we aren't here for you.” Tee began, and reached inside her pocket and took out a phone.

“Ummm hmmm...” Felicia nodded, rolling her eyes in annoyance. She was way ahead of her there.

“You see, a couple of your friends were caught sneaking into one of Ace's establishments yesterday.” Tee said absentmindedly while scrolling through the phone.

“Hmmff?” Felicia raised her head. Those words instantly made her once soaked vagina dry up.

Caitlyn and Gina were caught! As Felicia glared at Tee, she realized that she recognized the phone she was scrolling through.

It was Gina's.

A chill ran through Felicia's body. So they already had Gina and Caitlyn.

That meant they just wanted Anya.

As Tee scrolled through the phone, another phone rang and Em produced her own phone from her pocket and answered, speaking in Spanish to whoever was on the other line.

“You see, we don't really give a shit about you three. We're being paid to find someone else...” Tee stopped scrolling through the phone and met Felicia's gaze. “And this phone received several... interesting pictures last night, and a very telling voicemail.”

With that Tee pressed the phone's touch screen and Felicia heard Eva's recorded voice playing over the speaker.

“Hola Gina,” The voicemail message started. “I hope you're well...”

Eva was interrupted by Janet's voice, muffled by a gag, begging for help.

“Here, say hi...” Eva's voice continued, and Felicia recognized Janet's gagged pleas for help.

Suddenly, Felicia felt her stomach drop. She broke out in a cold sweat and a wave of self loathing washed over her. Simultaneously, she felt a deep, dark, red hot anger building into her. Anger towards these women, anger towards herself...

… and anger towards Eva.

How could she let herself be seduced, be played like that?

Felicia tightened her hands into fists. When she got out of this, Eva was dead. Plain and simple. She would pay for this.

“Hear that?” The voicemail message went on. “That's Janet, and we're so hoping you join us, and bring your new friend Anya...”

At that, Tee ended the voicemail message and met Felicia's gaze.

“Your new friend Anya, that's who want. So we're gonna sit here and wait patiently for her, unless you can be helpful and tell us where she is.”

Felicia just glared at her, knowing that if she could tell them, she would, but right now she was gagged, so she couldn't say anything, but also didn't know where Anya was. For all she knew, Anya was a prisoner of those frat boys at the moment.

Em, who had been talking on the phone the whole time, finally hung up and said something to Tee in Spanish. Tee responded in Spanish as well and both of them had a lengthy and animated conversation in the language while the naked, bound and gagged women could only watch helplessly.

Whatever they were talking about, Tee didn't seem happy about it, and got more and more agitated as they spoke. As they talked, she realized that Eva probably understood every word they were saying, but her gag prevented her from interpreting for Felicia.

Finally, Tee sighed and seemed to cave to whatever Em was saying. The dark skinned, chiseled Mexican woman lifted her phone again and made another call.

“Well I'm sorry ladies, plans have changed,” Tee stood and eyed up her captives. “My associate here is calling for a wagon for us right now. We're all going to take a little ride together.” She smiled at the last part.

“Mmmmmrrrrooo...” Felicia whined into her gag. She had a feeling that she was about to see Gina and Caitlyn again real soon.

To be continued...
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