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The story so far…

Sheriff Felicia Fetters is a former bikini model turned police woman who accepts a job in the beach town of Marston’s Pointe. Soon Felicia discovers that her new home has a seedy criminal underbelly overseen by the enigmatic crime lord known only as Ace. As Felicia searches for Ace, she finds herself a pawn in a turf war between Ace and the sultry femme fatale Shelly Arnold. Soon Felicia finds herself a prisoner of Shelly, along with fellow model Jessica Lannon.

Shelly’s house of cards falls down upon her though, and now Shelly, Jessica, and Felicia all find themselves prisoners of The Queen, Ace’s second in command and a kinky and sadistic dominatrix. Felicia and Jessica manage to briefly escape and decide to make off with Shelly, cocooning her in duct tape and stowing her aboard a truck.

Unfortunately, Felicia and Jessica are caught by The Queen and her people. Unknown to them, the truck containing Shelly drives off, and the encased Shelly falls off onto the side of the road somewhere…

Meanwhile, both Felicia and Jessica are punished for their escape attempt, and Felicia is told that she will remain a prisoner of The Queen for the rest of her days...

1.

Inside her duct tape cocoon, Shelly Arnold was baking.


Curse Felicia Fetters! When I get out of this, she is dead!
 Shelly thought, half delirious and covered in sweat. That was all she was, several layers of duct tape wrapped over her sweat slick, underwear clad form.

She could only presume that it was the middle of the day and the sun was at it's peak, which explained why she felt like she was roasting in an oven. Given that she still couldn't see anything, she could only guess certain things about her whereabouts after she fell from the truck.

The impact when she hit the ground had been abrupt and painful, but would have been worse if she had hit concrete. Given the relative softness of where she hit, she had guessed that she had landed in dirt or grass. Follow that up with the fact that she hadn't been run over by a vehicle yet, then she could only conclude that she had landed somewhere on the side of the road.

Now here she was, slowly cooking under the sun.

I need to get out of here, and fast!

How she would escape was anyone's guess. She was literally mummified from head to toe in duct tape, with only her nose exposed. Shelly had been bound and gagged before, but this time she felt especially helpless.

“Mmmmurrmm mmmph!” She moaned, wriggling her body back and forth.

This is all I can do. It's literally my only recourse!

“Muurrm mmph! Ummph! Mmmmp!” Shelly wriggled some more, feeling like a helpless caterpillar with no legs.

“Hllllp! Mmmumm pppfff! Urrrffll mmmph!” She wiggled her body up and down and back and forth, flopping around like a fish on land.


Someone has to drive by, right? Someone has to notice?
 A woman cocooned in duct tape was not a normal sight, and presumably a car had to come by and see her.

But Shelly had not heard a vehicle pass by since she fell from the truck, and that felt like hours ago. Whatever road she was on must not be a busy one.

“Ummm ccmm oofff! Hllpp! Pfff!” Shelly moaned and wriggled furiously, trying to move as much as she could and make as much noise as she could in order to attract some attention.

Shelly felt herself getting lightheaded, no doubt from the exertion adding to her already dehydrated state. If she kept this up then she would pass out.

“Ufff... hfff... hfff...” Shelly huffed, catching her breath, trying to think through the haze of sweat and heat.

Think Shelly, think!

She did not want to spend her final days wrapped in duct tape because of the stupidity of Felicia Fetters. Somehow, someway, she would find a way out of this.

Then she became aware of a sharp, stinging pain in her shoulder. She must have been ignoring it during the struggling and delirium. It felt like something hard and metal was stabbing her.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moved, and felt the small, metal rip down, through the duct tape, scratching her skin.

“Hmmp!” She moaned and jerked away. Was it a thorn or something?

Then she felt a blast of warm air hit her bare skin where the metal had been poking. It had cut through the tape!

“Mmmeeep!” She let out an excited squeak.

Shelly could use this, whatever it was, to cut through her tape. It would probably take a long time, possibly hours, but once she got her hands free, then it would all go quickly.

“Ufff... mfff..” She huffed and wriggled her body back over to where she had felt the sharp tip before. A second later she felt it, the cold, hard metal poke against her skin, it's sharp edge threatening to break it.

Slowly, she angled herself upwards until the metal tip met duct tape, and then she wriggled her body up and down.

The sharp metal, or metal thorn, as she was calling it, was cutting through the duct tape like butter.


Now we're in business!
 Shelly thought, and wriggled her body up and down, allowing the small metal thorn to cut through her duct tape cocoon.

***

The last thing Felicia Fetters remembered was Tanya Donnelly's massive tits lowering towards her face.

She let out a groan and sat up, blinking against the bright lights.

What happened after that?

Felicia's mind struggled to catch up. Why was Tanya lowering her tits towards her face?

She kept blinking and groaning as she struggled to put the pieces together.

Wrestling, we were wrestling...

Her surroundings started to come to her, and the best was she could interpret it was that she seemed to be in a... salon?

The walls were lined with mirrors, with barber's chairs seated before them. Shelves filled with various hair and beauty products were also scattered throughout the room.


Wrestling...
 She had been wrestling Tanya, but why?


Freedom!
 That was it, The Queen said that the winner would go...

Free...

Oh no...

The last thing Felicia remembered was Tanya's tits lowering towards her face!

Did I lose?!

A thousand thoughts danced through her dead. There was no way she lost, right? She couldn't lose! Felicia refused to accept that Tanya Donnelly had beaten her.

But there it was, the last image in her head, of those massive, oiled up, heaving bosoms eclipsing her face.

Did that bitch smother me with her tits?

No. There was no way that she lost to Tanya, and there was no way that it was because Tanya smothered her with her tits.

But Felicia's worst fears were confirmed when she sat up and felt the manacles around her wrists and ankles.

No!

She let out a cry and looked herself over to see that she was in one of the barber's chairs, manacled by her wrists and ankles.

And she was naked.

“What the...” Felicia grumbled and once again pulled on her restraints. They held tight.

At least she wasn't gagged.

I lost...

She still couldn't fathom it. Felicia refused to accept it.

“Come on!” She grunted and pulled on the restraints, but they held tight.

“Oh good, you're awake.” A voice called, and Felicia looked up to see The Queen strolling down the salon towards her.

Felicia tugged harder on the restraints at the sight of the dominatrix, but they still held firm.

“What is this? Let me go!” Felicia demanded, tugging futilely at her bound arms.

“I like your spirit.” The Queen smiled as she approached. She was still clad in the black bra, corset, thong, and boots, with her dirty blond hair around her shoulders.

She stopped and stood in front of Felicia, hands on her hips.

“When I get out of here, I'm going to lock you away for the rest of your life.” Felicia never broke off eye contact as she spoke.

“I do like your fierceness, that's why I'm glad you lost.” The Queen gloated over her prisoner.

Felicia tried her best but couldn't hide her look of shock and dismay. Part of her knew that she had lost to Tanya, but to hear it now, said aloud, felt... real.

“No, she didn't win... you must have... done something.” Felicia looked down at her manacled wrists and pulled again.

“Nope, nothing we did. She was quite creative actually, and true to my word, she's now walking free.” The Queen reached behind her and started to untie her corset as she spoke.

Felicia glared at her. A lifetime with The Queen was the punishment for the loser.

No, Felicia couldn't, wouldn't accept that.

“I have unfinished business with that bitch. Once I'm done with you, I'm getting her!”

The Queen, meanwhile, had finished removing her corset and tossed it aside, revealing her solid and tan midsection. Next she went for her bra.

“Personally, I would love to see what you would do to Tanya if left alone with her, but you misbehaved, and now you'll never get that chance. Same with Jessica.”

The Queen tossed aside her bra and now stood in her tiny, black, thong panties. Her breasts were full and perky, and even though they weren't very large, they were still impressive.

“Where's Jessica?” Felicia demanded, not breaking eye contact with The Queen.

“If Jessica would have behaved, then she would have had Shelly. I would have allowed her to do anything she wanted to her. Sadly, she'll never get that chance now.”

As The Queen spoke, she pulled down her panties, revealing her smooth, waxed vagina.

“Just wait until I get you all to myself. I'm gonna make you wish you hadn't-Ummmph!” Felicia was cut off when The Queen shoved her thong between Felicia's flapping lips.

“Urrggg! Mmmummph!” Felicia moaned and tried to spit out the underwear, but The Queen kept one of her hands pressed over Felicia's mouth, keeping the panties in.

“Oh Felicia, you'll learn that I like my girl's quiet.” The Queen stepped behind Felicia as she spoke, keeping her hand clamped over Felicia's mouth.

“Wrryy mmo! Ummph! Mmmph!” Felicia twisted her head, trying to pry free from The Queen's grasp.

“There's no use Felicia, you're all mine now. Mine to do as I wish.”

“Mmmmo! Ummmph!” Felicia twisted and pulled, but The Queen's grip was hard and strong.

Then The Queen's other hand appeared in front of Felicia holding a roll of white tape. Felicia's eyes widened, knowing exactly what was to be done with it.

“Mmmmo! Mmmpph! Mmmp!” She shook her head.

“Oh yes Felicia. I make the rules now.” The Queen reached forward with her other hand and started to unroll the end of the tape.

Thankfully, this gave Felicia the opportunity to spit out the wadded panties.

“You're sick! People will be looking for me! For all of us! You can't get away with this, you can't just-UMMMPH!” The Queen stepped around, picked the panties up from where they had landed on Felicia's lap, and shoved them back in her mouth.

“Mmmmph! Umm! Mmmph!” Felicia barely had time to resist before The Queen placed the end of the tape over her lips, which were bulging from the panties shoved in her mouth.

“Don't worry Felicia, I'll take care of everything. By the time I'm finished, no one will be wondering where you had gone to.”

“Wffff!” Felicia moaned as The Queen wrapped her mouth in tape, layer after layer securing the dominatrix's panties in her mouth.

“Oh yes, The Queen will take good care of you. Especially if you behave.”

“Mmmo! Mmmmph!” Felicia eyes got wider with each layer of tape. Eventually, The Queen broke off the roll and stood, looking down at her naked and gagged captive.

“There, that's better.” She smiled.

“Mmmo! Ummm mmmph!”

“I used to love playing with dolls as a child,” The Queen began, reaching out towards Felicia. “I loved the control. How you could make them say what you wanted, walk where you wanted, and dress like you wanted.”

“Mmmph!” Felicia shied away as The Queen's hand gripped a lever on the side of her chair.

“And do their hair like you wanted.” The Queen smiled and pulled the lever.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia was tossed back as the chair reclined, placing her head above a sink, just like at a salon.

What is this?

Before Felicia could process, water spouted from a sink behind her.

“Mmmo! Mmmm! Ummm!” The Queen's hands ran through her hair, followed by a blast of warm water on her scalp.

“There there Felicia, doesn't that feel nice.”

Felicia hated to admit it, but the warm water cascading over her hair combined with The Queen's hands massaging her scalp felt amazing. She realized that it had been so long since she had a proper shower. While a prisoner in the Sheriff's station, Eva had washed her and Janet, but it had always been a violating, cold affair.

No! Don't get comfortable! This is what she wants!

The water shut off, and then she felt The Queen's hands massaging shampoo through her brown locks.

“What beautiful hair you have Felicia.

“Mmmmf! Ullumm glllummph!” Felicia protested

“Oh stop whining.” The Queen laughed, working her hands through Felicia's hair. Once she was done shampooing, Felicia heard the water turn on and once again felt the warm water washing over her hair.

“Umm... mmm...” Felicia closed her eyes, trying not to be lulled in relaxation by the warm, massaging water.

Then the water was shut off again, and Felicia was left laying there, her head hanging over a sink. A second later she felt a towel being wrapped around her head.

“Ummm! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned, trying to lift her head.

“Calm down, this doesn't hurt.” The Queen chided her like a mother would chide a misbehaving child.

“Offf mmooo...” Felicia grumbled as The Queen's hands worked the warm towel over her wet head.

After a few minutes of drying, The Queen removed the towel from Felicia's head and stepped away from the naked captive.

“Hrrry! Hrrry! Mmmph!” Felicia kicked in her seat. She certainly didn't want to be kept like this all night, but something else was bugging her too.


What's next?
 Certainly The Queen didn't intend to pamper her all day (or night, Felicia couldn't be sure) could she?

Or could she? Was that how she managed to get Jessica to at least pretend to work with her, by spoiling and pampering her? It would be a good strategy, to make them feel like princesses when they were in fact, prisoners.

Felicia knew that if that was the case then she would have to be strong, and would need every ounce of will power she had, and like Jessica wait for a moment when The Queen had her guard down.

But I also need a better plan than Jessica.

The Queen reached over and pulled on the lever to Felicia's chair, popping the naked Sheriff into a sitting position.

“Mmmo!” Felicia moaned at the sudden movement, trying to get her bearings.

The Queen stood next to the chair, with an electric hair trimmer in her hand. Felicia's eyes widened at the sight of the trimmer, it's blades glinting in the light.

“Oh yes, I loved my dolls, but my mother always got mad when I cut their hair.”

“Mmmoh! Ummph! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned, shaking her head.

“Now hold still Felicia.” The Queen pressed a switch on the trimmer and it's electric buzz filled the room.

“Mmmmo! Mmmppm mmoo!” Felicia pulled her head back and shook it as The Queen approached.

“Now Felicia, be still, you don't want me to mess up, do you?”

“Urrrmm! Mmm!” Felicia moaned, still shaking her head and retreating as far back in her seat as she could.

Then she felt the angry, vibrating metal teeth of the trimmer moving against the side of her head, taking layer after layer of hair with it.

***

“Ummmphh...” Shelly sighed in relief as she unraveled the last layers of duct tape from her mouth. She felt like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon. A sweaty, lingerie clad butterfly in her case, but still a butterfly.

The remains of her duct tape cocoon lay around her like a shed skin. She still couldn't tell how long it had taken her to get free, but the sun was still high in the sky and even though she had shed several layers, the heat around her was still oppressive. Her bare skin glistened in the hot afternoon sun, and her bra and thong panties were moist from sweat.

“Gah!” She gasped, taking in deep breath of warm, free air as she tossed the last of the duct tape and the cloth gag away. Instinctively, her hands wrapped around her chest to cover her small cleavage and her legs curled up as well.

Then she realized that there was no one around her. Shelly was alone, sitting in the dirt on the side of a lonely, two lane country road.


Where am I?
 She wondered, taking in her surroundings.

Thick woods faced her from the other side of the road, and behind her was a flat plain, stretching as far as the eye can see, but in front of that plane was an old, rotting wood fence.

And that fence was wrapped in barbed wire.

Shelly leaned over and looked at a protruding end of barb wire with a tiny tip of red liquid. Blood, more specifically her blood.


So I owe this my freedom.
 She cracked a smile and ran a finger over the small, shallow scratch on her shoulder where the barb wire penetrated her.

Shelly realized that it was a small miracle that during her struggles that she didn't just roll into the barb wire and get tangled up completely, or land in it when she had fallen from the truck. It was also a small miracle in general that she had landed next to barb wire and was able to work herself free. She knew that she could have just as easily landed in the middle of nowhere with no help and left to struggle futilely.


Still, this doesn't explain where I am.
 If this fence was wrapped in barb wire, then that meant that people were near.

People that wanted to be left alone.

Shelly frowned, wondering if maybe these people would be receptive towards a half naked woman that needed help. She knew that she could turn on the charm, and maybe play the damsel in distress if she needed.

As she sat there, in the dirt in her thong underwear, among the remains of her duct tape cocoon, she made a mental list of the things she needed to do. First, she needed something to drink. Her mouth was completely dry, and she felt the beginnings of a headache, no doubt from dehydration. Second, she needed clothes. Shelly was comfortable with her body, but she felt too exposed sitting out here in the middle of the road in her lingerie. Third, she needed to find out where she was.

She also realized that she should get off the road sooner or later. The Queen must have noticed by now that she was missing, not to mention that Felicia and Jessica would probably notice too. That meant that she had at least two groups of people looking for her.

I can't waste any more time here, I need to move.

Shelly grunted and stood, her sore legs screaming in protest. With no other option, she decided that she would follow the fence and see where that would lead.

The hot ground burned her bare feet as she strolled down the road, hands still crossed over her chest, and constantly looking over her shoulder for any approaching vehicles.

***

For Lustra, sex was good, but nothing beat the feeling of a roaring motorcycle engine thrumming between her legs. It gave her life as she rocketed down the road, feeling the growing arousal in her and the wetness in her vagina. Her and her motorcycle were one, lovers traveling along the road together. She knew every inch of her bike and it knew her body equally.

An even better feeling for her was to be on the bike while on the trail of fresh prey. Her eyes scanned the road around her, looking for any sign of her quarry. She kept herself low in her seat, hands gripping the handles to better feel the vibrations of her bike, the only thing between her and the machine was her leather thong. Her bike increased in speed and she felt it now in her ass cheeks, which were vibrating in tune with the engine.

Lustra wanted nothing more than to slip a hand between her legs and give herself relief, but she need both hands for the bike, and her arousal gave her strength, kept her focus, and made her blood boil. She would have relief once she caught her prey.

In all of her years, she had never failed to catch her man, or woman. Usually when she took a job from The Queen, it was a woman. The Queen paid her well, and gave her full use of her “facilities” as part of her payment. This particular job intrigued her because she was chasing down someone that had escaped from The Queen. As far as Lustra knew, no one escaped The Queen, or if they did, then The Queen had her own people find them.

Apparently, this Shelly chick had been taped up by two other women, and then stashed on a truck that the two other women had planned to use to make a getaway. The two girls were caught but the truck driver took off, not knowing that he was carrying a taped up woman as cargo. Once The Queen's people had got ahold of him, he said he checked his truck and found no sign of a woman.

So, at some point Shelly must have gotten free, presumably. For Lustra, it would be an easy job, just catch Shelly and bring her back to The Queen.

After she caught Shelly, then she would get her relief, in any way she wanted.

Something caught Lustra's eye on the side of the road ahead, and she reduced her speed. Her plan was to follow the truck's route and see if she could find any leads or clues, and if that didn't work, then check Shelly's home, and so on.

As she slowed, she mentally patted herself on the back, realizing that her plan to follow the truck's route was a good one. Laying in the dirt on the side of the road was a tangled mass of duct tape.

Lustra rolled to a stop next to the duct tape and lowered her kick stand, surveying the area around her.

It looked like a mummy had shed it's wrappings and walked off. The duct tape sat in a bunch next to an old wooden fence wrapped in barb wire.


That's how she did it. She cut herself free with the barb wire!
 Lustra thought, putting it together in her head.

This Shelly chick had some amazing luck. She must have fallen from the truck, landed next to the barb wire, and used it to cut herself free. It was almost too convienent.

And leading away from the tangled mass of duct tape were small indentations in the dirt. Foot prints.

Lustra had her handkerchief up to cover her mouth and nose, but she smiled under it and looked at the road ahead.


I've got you!
 She raised her kickstand and throttled forward.

' She stuck close to the shoulder as she followed the road, knowing that Shelly couldn't be far.

Her hunch paid off a few moments later as she rode around a curve and saw a thin, beautiful, underwear clad woman walking along the side of the road, a black thong running between her beautiful, sweat coated butt cheeks.

Lustra smiled and used one hand to unclip her lasso from her waist.

***

The first thought that ran through Shelly's head when she heard the approaching engine was that it was help. The sound of the motorcycle engine was rapidly approaching, and she imagined some beer bellied, bearded, middled aged man driving it, and he would no doubt be dumb founded to find a lingerie clad blond woman walking along the side of the road.

Dumb founded and eager to help out. Shelly even had her story worked out, that she had been attacked and mugged, and if he could give her a ride to the nearest town, it would be greatly appreciated.

She turned, hands crossed over her breasts, and put on her best “damsel in distress” look.

Her face immediately changed from a look of helpless desperation to that of shock and surprise.

It wasn't an overweight bearded man on the bike, but rather a lithe, big breasted woman. Her dark hair blew out behind her underneath a black helmet, and a black handkerchief with white checkers covered her face from the nose down. The woman twirled a lasso above her head as she bared down on Shelly.

Shelly processed this all in a second, and knew that the woman had to work for The Queen, and was very clearly sent to bring Shelly back. A thousand other thoughts ran through Shelly's mind, but first and foremost was how to escape this woman.

Get down!

But it was too late. Shelly made to dive to the dirt but then the open loop of the lasso sailed through the air and over her head. Before she could even take a breath, she felt the rope tighten around her mid-section, pinning her arms to her chest. She cried out and then was yanked back off her feet as the bike passed and dragged her with it.

Shelly was carried a few yards in the dirt so roughly that she felt her panties drag half way down her ass.

Then she stopped and heard the bike engine go silent. Shelly struggled and pulled, but the lasso was pulled tight on her.

No, I can't be taken again! Not like this!

She lifted her head and saw the biker woman's thonged ass cheeks as she lowered the kick stand on her bike. Shelly tugged and the woman roughly pulled her towards her with one hand while she stepped off the bike.

“Look, please... I...” Shelly began to beg.

“Shut up.” The woman said coldly.

Shelly needed a new plan. One idea that came to her was to grab a hand full of dirt and throw it in this woman's face, but her arms were pinned to her chest. Her eyes scanned the area around her, searching for anything that could help her. She looked at the barb wire fence next to her, and noticed a small dip underneath the barb wire wrapped wood.

It was a small gap, but big enough that she could crawl under.

That doesn't help my current predicament though.

First she had to get free, and then she could crawl under the fence to safety.

Too late, the woman was standing over her now, hair blowing behind her in the cool afternoon breeze.

“Whatever they're paying you, I'll double.” Shelly offered, realizing that was her only play.

The woman's green eyes stayed cold and hard, and she roughly rolled Shelly over onto her belly.

“Help!” Shelly screamed, her bare feet kicking against the dirt and dust under her.

“Shut up!” The woman barked, grabbing at Shelly's kicking feet.

“Help please! She's gonna kill me!” Shelly pleaded. She hated playing the damsel, but it was the only option open to her right now.

Then miraculously, Shelly heard an engine approaching. She perked up, listening as it grew closer.

“Help! Hel-UMMMMPH!” She was cut off by the woman clamping a hand over her mouth. That didn't stop Shelly, she screamed into the woman's muffling hand and kicked and struggled underneath her.

“Ummm! Hllllp! Hmmmm!” Shelly moaned into her captor's gloved hand.

Then the engine stopped and the woman's hand came away from her mouth. Shelly turned her head to see an old, beat up truck parked next to the woman's motorcycle. The woman too had turned to face these potential rescuers, her breasts rising and falling in anticipation.

Two men emerged from the rust and dust coated vehicle. They looked just as rough and used as their truck. One was slightly older and pudgier, with messy, dark hair under a baseball cap and a thick dark beard. The other man was thin and mousy, almost underfed looking, and wore clothes that seemed to hang on his thin frame.

The bigger man stood with his hands clasped on his large belt buckle while the other immediately gravitated towards the motorcycle.

“Well, what do we have here?” The smaller man asked.

“None of your concern, move along.” The woman warned.

Shelly followed the woman's gaze and saw that it was focused on the smaller man admiring her bike.

“Actually, looks like this just may be some of my concern. You wouldn't be looking to start trouble?” The small man asked as the big man approached, hands still on his belt buckle. The big man still hadn’t said a word, but had a sadistic smile on his face.

“I'll warn you again, keep moving, and get away from the bike!” She spat out the word “Bike”.

The thin man stopped and flashed a smile, revealing a mouth filled with crooked, yellow and brown teeth, and then reached out a finger and ran it along the glistening black of the motorcycle.

The woman sighed and stood up, leaving Shelly alone.


This is it! This is my chance!
 Shelly thought, but stayed still, waiting for her moment.

The biker woman approached the two men while pulling something from the side of her chaps. Her hand flicked, revealing a long, extendable baton. It was small, but Shelly knew that it was meant to cause damage.

While the woman and the men faced off, Shelly's hands worked at loosening the lasso around her chest.

“I'll tell you one more time, get back in the truck and drive away. Forget you ever saw this.” The woman warned, baton at the ready.

“Well, you see, we would... but how could we forget a sight like-” The little man's taunt was cut off by the biker woman cracking him in the head with the side of the baton.

The little man stumbled back and clutched at his head, and then the little man started emitting sounds like a hyena and charged her. Her baton flew through the air at him, but he deftly dodged it. Shelly watched as the biker woman swung her baton at the little man, who seemed to anticipate her moves and kept sidestepping her.


Don't get distracted and hurry!
 Shelly went back to loosening the lasso while the others fought around her.

She felt the knot loosen and quickly started shimmying out of the constricting rope, all the while hearing shouts and cries of pain from the nearby fight. Finally, Shelly slipped out of the rope and tossed the lasso aside, risking a look at the fight happening.

The big man came up behind the biker woman and wrapped his arms around her in a bear hug while the little man charged at her. She shot her feet out, hitting the little man square in the chest and knocking him back, and then jammed a foot onto the big man's toes. He howled, the first sound he had made so far, and let go of her, and the biker woman didn't miss a beat and whirled around and delivered a firm, strong kick right into his balls.

The big man howled again, but the little man charged up behind the biker woman and jumped on her back and wrapped his arms around her neck. She spun around, trying to shake the cackling little man free.

Shelly decided that she couldn't spectate anymore and shimmied through the dust towards the gap under the barbed wire. She moved as fast as she could, hoping that the two men and the biker could distract each other for a little bit longer.

She kept pressed low to the ground as she crawled under the fence, careful to avoid the sharp, hungry teeth of the barb wire. Just as her upper half got clear on the other side of the fence, she lifted herself and felt something tug on her panties.


Oh no!
 Shelly's eyes went wide. Was the fight over? She imagined the biker woman's gloved hand grabbing her by the underwear and dragging her back under the fence to take her away.

Shelly turned her head to see that her flimsy panties had gotten hung up in some of the barb wire.


Dammit! Come on!
 She tugged and pulled, trying to get free from the grasping metal prongs, but her underwear resisted, pulling her back towards the metal teeth.

Fuck it!

Shelly gritted her teeth and pulled forward, and was rewarded with a loud, sharp tearing sound as her panties ripped free and were left behind as a trophy for the barb wire fence.

She got her legs out from under the fence and took off into a run, her bare ass facing the still fighting biker woman and men behind her. Shelly didn't even care about her nudity, she just wanted to get as far away from them as possible. After that, then she would figure out what to do for clothes.

***

The electric buzzing from the clippers went silent. Once again, the only sound that could be heard in the room were Felicia's muffled protests.

“Hrry mmmo! Lllmmph mmmee moo! Hrrr!” She chewed on the panties filling her mouth as The Queen lifted her nude body off of Felicia's and smiled down at her handiwork.

“There, so much better.”

“Urrrmmph!” Felicia squealed and looked down. Her naked body and the floor around her were covered with freshly chopped hair. Her hair.

“Mmmmo!” She screamed. What did this woman do to her? Felicia shuddered at the thought of the hack job that The Queen most likely had given her.

“Let's give you a look at the new lady.” The Queen giggled, and spun Felicia's chair around so that she could get a look at herself in the mirror.

Part of Felicia wanted to close her eyes and never face what she must look like, but curiosity got the better of her. She knew that it would gnaw away at her, the thought of what she looked like without her thick, luscious, brown hair.

“Ummfff!” She moaned, eyes widening at the sight of her reflection.

“Oh don't whine, admit it. You like it.” The Queen bent over next to her and looked at both of their reflections.

Felicia stared long and hard at the mirror and her new, shorter hair style.

She hated to admit it, but yes, she kinda liked it.

The Queen had shaven the sides and back of her head close, but left most of the top of her hair intact with only a slight trim. The thick mop of brown hair on the top of her head fell to the side, just past her ear. Felicia hated to admit, but it was kind of a cute look, and kind of bad ass... if she wasn't currently bound and gagged.

“Mmmo! Mmmpph! Mmm!” Felicia moaned and twisted in her seat, pulling on the leather restraints. She couldn't let The Queen see that she liked how she looked.

“Oh what a feisty baby you are.” The Queen chuckled, and then spun Felicia's chair around. The Dominatrix leaned over the bound Sheriff, their faces close to touching.

“Ffff mmo! Wfff mmmo! Uffff!” Felicia lunged forward, still tugging on her bonds.

The Queen backed away and eyed up Felicia's nude, writhing, struggling body. Her eyes first settled on Felicia's heaving, bouncing breasts, and then drifted lower...

“Hrry! Mmff!”

“Why Ms. Fetters, I appreciate a girl that likes tan lines.” The Queen's hungry eyes settled on Felicia's crotch.

Felicia looked down to see the faint echo of a tan line around her breasts and crotch, but it was starting to blend in with her quickly fading tan. Spending most of a month as a captive meant that Felicia didn't get to enjoy the sun much.

“As you can see, I'm a lady that enjoys them as well.” The Queen smiled and motioned to her hip, where Felicia did see a thin tan line. Her captor turned and showed Felicia a thong shaped tan line above her butt cheeks.

“We aren't so different, I guess.” The Queen giggled.

“Hummm?” Felicia shrugged, not knowing what The Queen was getting at.

The Queen turned back around and face the bound and gagged woman.

“Hmm, looks like you could work on that tan yourself. We can go tanning!” The Queen clapped her hands in excitement.

“Hmm? Whhfff?” Felicia looked around, confused. Tanning?

The Queen clapped her hands again and two of her leather clad concubines suddenly were approaching her, appearing out of seemingly nowhere.

“Hmmmph?” Felicia shifted her gaze between the two women. Were did they come from?

“Why don't you two take Ms. Fetters up and get her situated in one of our bikinis. I'll meet you up there.” The Queen ordered, and the two stocky women nodded their heads.

“And Felicia,” The Queen leaned over and tapped a finger on Felicia's nose. “You better behave for these two.”

“Mmmurrrm mmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia mumbled in defiance.

The Queen giggled and pranced off, and the two women leaned forward and undid the straps around Felicia's wrists. Immediately, Felicia flew up from her chair in an attempt to escape, but one of the women was too face and caught her by the wrists.

“Urrrm! Mmmph! Mmmmoo!” Felicia moaned, pulling and yanking against the woman's iron grip. The other woman undid the straps around Felicia's ankles and then she was being dragged out of the chair.

“Ummm! Mmmmph! Mmmo!” Felicia kicked as the women dragged her by her arms across the room.

She kicked and pulled but they didn't seem fazed as they carried her away from the chair and onto whatever fate awaited her elsewhere.

“Ummm! Mmmmooo! Pfffff!” the naked sheriff moaned and struggled as her stone face captors dragged her off.

***

As Shelly Arnold sprinted naked across the open field, she realized that this may be the most humiliating 24 hours of her life.


If all this actually did happen in a 24 hour period.
 She realized that she had no idea how long she had been down in the Queen's dungeon, for all she knew she could have been down there for several days.

Still, first there was her being stripped down to her underwear and kidnapped outside her own home, and having her ass “marked” by Jack, and then getting kidnapped by Felicia and Jessica. After that, she was left on the side of the road mummified, only to escape and be attacked by a biker woman and some rednecks.

To make matters worse, she lost her panties thanks to some invasive barbed wire. After that, she had made piece with the fact that her only clothing was her bra. She could live with being lost in the country with just a bra on, using her hands to cover her vagina and bare ass.

Shelly couldn't believe that she was at the point where she was justifying how little clothes she could live with wearing in public.

Then she went and lost her bra too.


Once I get out of this, so many people will pay!
 She glowered, one hand pressed over her now bare breasts and the other over her crotch.

Shelly's plan was to find a home or farm or something and play the damsel. She would say that she had been attacked, mugged, and stripped. Most men would jump at the chance to help a naked blond woman in distress, but first she wanted to get as far away from that biker woman and the rednecks as possible.

So after losing her panties to the barbed wire, she ran straight across the field, as fast as she could. She had no idea how much time had passed or how far she ran, but eventually she must have come to the other side of the field because once again she came to a fence wrapped in barbed wire. At first Shelly walked along the perimeter of the fence, figuring it could lead her to a house or something, but then she thought better of it.

Those men in the trucks, the rednecks, seemed awful protective of this area, for all Shelly knew this was their property. Plus, if they were smart they would think that they had Shelly trapped in their field after she wriggled under the fence.

Even if this wasn't their property, Shelly thought it best to put another obstacle between them and her, so she decided that finding a way over the barbed wire was the best option. After walking awhile, she found yet another gap under the fence, and once again it was big enough that she could wriggle under it.

Big mistake.

Shelly assumed that she lost her panties the last time because she was in a rush, and told herself that if she took her time then she would get under the barb wire barrier with her bra intact.

She didn't. Shelly must have misjudged the size of the gap, and the low hanging barb wire snatched up and gobbled her bra like a hungry animal. To make matters worse, Shelly attempted to wrestle her bra away from the hungry maw of the barb wire, which only tore it up more.

Which lead to where she was now, walking, naked through a rolling field, in search of any signs of civilization.

There's gotta be somebody living around here?

It couldn't just be her, a scantily clad biker woman, and two rednecks out here, could it? She hoped that with any luck the rednecks and biker woman had tired each other out and gone home to lick their wounds, but there was another part of her, a small, nagging part, that thought that she should have just let the biker woman take her back to The Queen.

No, don't think like that!

In The Queen's dungeon, she at least had meals and a warm bed.

And a life of bondage and servitude!

Ironic, wasn't it. She attempted to sell the women of the Sheriff's Department to a brothel, had even made up a lie about Felicia Fetters being sold as a bondage slave, only for that to almost happen to her.

Well, you made it out. Keep it that way!

Shelly felt the air around her getting cooler, and realized that the sun was going down.

Damn!


Were there bears around this area?
 She realized that she had no idea where she was exactly, but one thing she did know was that she did not want to get caught out here at night. There could be bears, cougars, or worse.

Still, the shadows were getting longer, and Shelly's legs began to ache from the walking. Her mouth was getting dry too, she need something to drink.

Night was falling quickly, and Shelly seemed to be getting deeper and deeper into the wilderness.

Then her heart skipped a beat. There, ahead! A short, wooden fence! Time had wore away at the fence, and it ran about waist high, but there was no barb wire or anything that Shelly could see. That meant people, she hoped. Beyond the fence was a seemingly endless expanse of tall, green plants. They looked about as tall as her.

As Shelly got closer, she realized that the green plants were actually taller than her.


At least they'll make good cover.
 She thought, realizing that she still had to be cautious. The way this day was going, she couldn't afford to let her guard down.

Shelly stepped onto the bottom cross support of the fence and vaulted over, landing into the thick of the tall green plants. At first she assumed they were corn stalks in the fading light, but now that she was closer, she saw that they looked nothing like corn stalks at all.

She leaned close to one of the plants and took one of it's leaves to inspect. Almost immediately upon inspection she recognized what it was.

Marijuana!

A weed farm! That's what this was. Immediately, her heart started pounding against her chest.

That's what those boys were so eager to protect!

Her first instinct was to run, to vault over the fence and head the opposite way as fast as she could.

Get a grip on yourself and think!

Shelly placed a hand on her bare breasts to calm herself while she assessed the situation. There could be a way that she could swing this to her benefit somehow. She realized that she needed to know more, to scout out the area and form a plan.

Worse come to worse, maybe she could steal a vehicle from the farmers and just drive off.

Shelly stalked forward, feeling the leaves from the plants brush against her bare skin. Somehow, the cover from the plants and the fading light made her feel less exposed and vulnerable.

The sounds of the evening were rising as the sun was setting and insects were crying out around her, their music filling the silence. Shelly was grateful for the background noise because it would cover the sounds of her footsteps through the maze of marijuana.

Overhead, the sky continued to darken, and the stars became more and more visible.


How big is this field?
 Shelly wondered. She was starting to feel like she could get lost in this for days.

Then, ahead, the plants started to thin out, and she heard voices. Female voices, and... splashing?

Instinctively, Shelly crouched low and listened. Yes, it sounded like at least two women, and... yes it definitely was splashing. A pool perhaps?

She snuck forward, listening as she went. It occurred to her that her skin was raised in goosebumps, either from excitement, the cooler night air... or both.

Her bare feet padded on the soft dirt under her and she pressed on, more and more light shining through the thick vegetation. Finally, the plants thinned out enough to give Shelly a view of what was ahead of her. She stayed crouched low and peered out from her marijuana sanctuary. Night had completely fallen, but the lights from the farm ahead fully illuminated the area.

There was an old looking farmhouse in the distance, with lights on in the first floor and several others on the second floor. Not far from the house was a barn and wide, rolling fields.

But it was what was in front of Shelly that made her jaw drop. It had already been a strange day, but this was a sight that she was not prepared for.

A large wooden deck sat a few yards away, and in the center of that deck, a woman with dark hair and absurdly large breasts was stepping out of a bubbling jacuzzi.

She looked like a goddess, clad in a skin tight, skimpy aqua green thong bikini. The thong bikini bottom disappeared between the woman's large, muscular ass cheeks. Her breasts didn't move or jiggle as she left the tub, but the sheer size and volume told Shelly that she must have paid a fortune for the implants.

The woman grabbed a towel and tossed her main of wet, black hair back and started to towel off, turning her back to Shelly as she did. Her whole body was thickly muscled, and Shelly thought that she could give Lisa a run for her money if they ever met.


Lisa...
 Shelly felt a pang. She certainly hoped that wherever she was, she was alright.

Another woman stepped out of the tub as well. This was a bigger woman, what some would call “curvy” or “full figured”. Her ass and breasts were massive, and heaved and jiggled as she stepped out of the tub. Like the other woman, this one wore a thong bikini, though it was black. The second woman's massive ass cheeks absolutely devoured the small black thong.

The second woman was tanner than the other one, and had long, brown hair. She had curves that most “curvy” women would kill for. Despite the size of her breasts and ass, she had a completely flat tummy and a toned exterior. All in all, she had a body like a curvaceous, buxom old time starlet.

The curvy woman grabbed a towel as well and also started to dry off. As they toweled, both women chatted and giggled amongst themselves.


Is this their farm?
 Shelly wondered. If so, then they could be receptive towards another woman in distress. Still, she had to be careful, they may not like a stranger just waltzing out of their weed field. So she stayed hidden, watching from her vantage point as the two women chatted and dried off, eventually wrapping the towels around their wet bodies and heading towards the farm house in the distance. Once they were inside, the lights went out, plunging the area into darkness.

Not total darkness. Shelly noticed that the interior lights from the hot tub were still on, giving a violet luminescence to the waters. Then, a moment later, the hot tub churned to life, the waters frothing and bubbling.


They forgot to turn it off.
 Shelly realized, watching as the empty hot tub hummed and bubbled, inviting her to partake of it. She felt a pang of longing for her own hot tub, and suddenly yearned to be relaxing inside it, feeling the warm water from the jets blasting over her tired, aching body, relaxing her, lulling her into a state of calm.

Shelly became aware of how tired she was, of how every muscle in her legs ached from walking, and of how her bare feet cried out in pain from walking over the rough terrain. All of this occurred to her at once and the hot tub, there just a few yards from her, offered a solution to this problem. She laughed at how absurd this thought was, that she, a woman on the run from kidnappers, would take a moment to dip into a stranger's hot tub.


Not just any stranger, weed farmers!
 They were criminals, and if they didn't take offense to her using their hot tub, they would definitely take offense to her finding their farm.

Shelly forced her eyes to look away from the warm, bubbling waters of the hot tub. Her eyes scanned over the rest of the deck and settled on a towel draped over a beach chair next to it.


Yes!
 There, at least it was something that she could use to cover her nudity. Once she had that then she could figure out what her next step would be.

Her head peaked out from the weed plants and looked back and forth, but the coast seemed clear. Shelly stole out from the cover of the plants, one hand over her bare breasts and the other over her crotch. As she streaked towards the deck, it occurred to her that it was strange that an illegal weed farm didn't have any guards on patrol.

Maybe it's a small operation, or they think that they're so remote that they don't need guards?

Still, something didn't sit right with Shelly about it. The best course of action would be to get the towel and then slip back into the shadows and get as far away as possible.

Shelly crossed the distance and found herself on the pool deck and without slowing down ran to the chair, grabbed the towel, and wrapped it around her naked body.


There, that's one thing down.
 She thought as she secured the towel just above her breasts.It wasn't clothes, but it would do to cover her up. Now she had to find a way out of here.

As she pondered her next move, she passed the hot tub, which was still roaring and bubbling. Shelly stared deep into the purple lights under the surface, becoming lost in their inviting glow.

Don't! Keep moving!

But her body refused to obey, and her eyes remained fixed on the bubbling water of the tub. Just the thought of the massaging jets on her nude, sore, aching body sent a shiver through her.

Who will know? They're asleep!

Shelly knew that the tub was on a timer, and that at any moment the jets would stop, and the waters would go still and she would have to wait for the next cycle.

The tub called to her and she felt herself being pulled along towards it. Her legs had a mind of their own, and she felt like she was attached to a winch being towed towards the tub.

Look away Shelly! Just go!

Another part of her told herself that this may be the last time she could dip in a hot tub in a long time. For all knew she knew, her hot tub, her house, might not even be there any more. Or more likely, that snake Brad was using it.

Then a bright light snapped on from somewhere overhead, shining right in her face. Shelly stepped back, covering her eyes as several more floodlights went on all around her. The once pitch darkness around her lit up like it was mid-afternoon. She continued to stumble back, covering her eyes while blinking and squinting at the blinding, white light.

Are they on a timer? Motion activated? Did I trip an alarm?

All these questions and more ran through her head as she struggled to comprehend her situation, and then she felt herself back into the large, thick, broad chest of a man standing right behind her.


Oh no!
 Shelly turned to run but the man's large, calloused hands came up from behind her and grabbed her by the shoulders. She fought and tore at him, causing her towel to fall away, once again reducing her to total nudity.

“Well look what we have here!” A high pitched, raspy voice called it. Shelly recognized it and looked to see the thin, mousy man from earlier approaching, leering at her with large, hungry eyes.

The bearded one must be the one behind me!

Shelly once again pulled but the bearded man grabbed her biceps and dug his large, strong hands into her flesh, causing her to cry out.

“Is this the one that beat your little ass?” A female voice said. Shelly saw the muscular, big breasted woman stepping over behind the thin man.

“Shut up! She just got some lucky shots in, that's all!” The thin man spat, and Shelly now saw that he had a black eye and several cuts and bruises on his face. That biker woman must have done a number on him.

Behind the big breasted woman was the curvy one. Both still had towels wrapped over their swimsuit clad bodies.

“This is how you catch a prey, you set the trap and let it come to you.” The big breasted woman said, eyeing up Shelly like she was about to be served for dinner.

“Please, look I-”

“What are we gonna do with her Alyssa?” The Thin Man asked the Big Breasted Woman.

“Get rid of her, of course, somewhere she won't be found!”

“Wait listen-” Shelly began.

“Can't we have some fun first?” The Thin Man asked like a dog begging for a treat.

“Alyssa, listen-” The Curvy Girl began.

“Shut up Gracy, I'm calling the shots here!” Alyssa spat.

“What if someone comes looking, like that other girl?” Gracy asked.

“Others will be looking for me! You have to listen to me!” Shelly pleaded.

“Shut her up!” Alyssa ordered, and the big man lifted his paw to clamp it over her mouth!

“I'm a Federal Agent! Listen, I'm a Federal Agent!” Shelly lifted and twisted her head to avoid the man's large hand.

“So?” Alyssa laughed.

“The FBI! We can't have that heat!” Gracy pleaded, tugging on Alyssa's shoulder.

“Yes, if you kill me then this area will be crawling with agents in less than 24 hours!” Shelly pleaded, hoping that they would buy the story.

The Big Man's large hand hovered in front of her face, waiting for orders from Alyssa. She eyed Shelly with suspicion.

“Listen to her. She's a cop.” Gracy pleaded again.

Alyssa's gaze shifted to Gracy, and then to Shelly.

“I... I think we can work out an arrangement...” Shelly huffed, putting the ball in Alyssa's court.

Alyssa's eyes ran up and down Shelly's nude body.

“Bring her inside.” She ordered.

“Can you at least give me something to cover-” Shelly began, but trailed off when the large man effortlessly began to drag the naked captive towards the farm house.

***


Well, at least I have some clothes on.
 Shelly mentally grumbled as she tested the ropes around her wrists. They were secured tightly to the back of a sturdy wooden chair, and her legs were crossed at the ankle and tied together as well. One good thing was that she wasn't gagged, but she presumed that her captors knew that there was no one call for all the way out here. She was grateful to have her mouth free too, because she intended to talk her way out of this.

And maybe make a little money off of it.

The curvy girl, Gracy, had insisted that they give Shelly something to cover up with, and Alyssa, her big sister and the leader of this strange crime family, begrudgingly gave in and supplied Shelly with one of her “old bikinis”.

By old, Alyssa meant before she had breast implants. It was an aqua green and purple thong bikini that actually fit Shelly pretty well, which meant that before Alyssa had enhancements that her breasts were about Shelly's size.

Now Shelly sat, tied to a chair at the head of a dinner table like some strange guest of honor. The rest of the family all sat around her, never taking her eyes off of the bound woman. Alyssa sat at the other end of the table, glaring at Shelly, while Gracy sat to her right. Alyssa had changed out of her bikini and into a checkered flannel that was cut and knotted just below her massive breasts, and a pair of tiny, cut off jeans. Gracy wore a similar top and skin tight jeans as well. The men, who were the women's brothers, sat on Alyssa's left. Shelly learned that the large, silent bearded one was named Gus, while the skinny, mousy one was Wesley.

“So, tell me why we shouldn't get rid of you right now?” Alyssa sneered, glaring at Shelly.

“Well, other than the fact that you don't want the entire strength of the FBI coming down on your head, I have several reasons.” Shelly tried to remain calm and composed as she spoke.

“How we even know you're really FBI? My brothers here tell me that they found you on the receiving end of a beating from the same woman that gave them a beating.” Alyssa motioned to the two men, both nursing bruises and black eyes.

“Hey! I could have had her!” Wesley spat. Gus, meanwhile, was holding an ice pack to his forehead and sulking.

“That woman is a wanted felon and extremely dangerous. I was tasked with bringing her in. Your brothers are lucky that they got away with their lives.”

At that, Gus audibly gasped, clearly buying the story. Wesley though, leaned in and sneered at Shelly.

“She's the lucky one...” He began and took out a small pocket knife. “Next time I see her...” He flipped open the knife and pantomimed drawing it across his neck.

“You're gonna cut your own throat?” Shelly chuckled.

Wesley's face darkened and he slammed the knife blade first into the table and jumped up. Gus stood just as fast and grabbed the little man.

“I'll kill you! I'll kill you!”

“Sit down Wesley!” Alyssa ordered as Gus restrained his brother. Wesley stopped, glared at Shelly, then at Alyssa, and took his seat, but his dark, angry eyes never left Shelly.

“Now,” Alyssa began. “Give us more sass like that and I'll let Wesley go at you next time.”

Shelly nodded. The warning was clear, and she knew that she had to hold her tongue if she was to successfully navigate this situation.

“As I was saying, I was tasked with bringing her to justice. She got the drop on me and took everything, my badge, my gun, and my clothes.” Shelly motioned with her head to her bikini clad form.

“You must not be very good at your job.” Alyssa chuckled.

“I'm actually one of the best, that's why they sent me after her.”

“And now what? You just expect me to let you go?” Alyssa leaned forward.

“Yes.” Shelly met the other woman's gaze and didn't blink as she spoke.

All eyes were on Alyssa, who laughed, her large breasts heaving up and down as she did.

“That's precious. How do I know that you won't come down on me with an army of FBI agents after you go?”

“Look, I don't care about your little operation here, and neither will Washington, we have bigger fish to fry. If you let me go then not only will I promise that I won't tell anyone about what you have going on here, I'll even personally offer you protection.”

Upon that, all eyes turned to Alyssa, who kept it cool. She sat back and crossed her arms over her chest.

That was Shelly's ace in the hole. Of course she couldn't actually offer them protection, but she could say she was, and collect payment for it. Given all that had happened, getting her foot in this weed farm's business would be a good way for her to get back on her feet after all that had happened.

“And I suppose this protection wouldn't be for free?” Alyssa asked. She was a smart girl, and ruthless.

“I would be sticking my neck out, but I'm willing to charge a reasonable rate in exchange for keeping you off of the radar of several parties who would no doubt be very interested in your little operation here.”

“It's a good deal, I think we should take it.” Gracy said to Alyssa, who turned and glared at her.

“Shut up, I'm the one doing the talking!” Alyssa spat to her sister.

“Listen to her! We can stop looking over our shoulder, plus if you get rid of her then the FBI will come down on us!”

“You can deal with me, or you could deal with the rest of FBI, if that other woman doesn't get to you first.” Shelly decided to keep piling on. It would make things juicier, add some incentive for them.

All eyes were on her again. Shelly had them in the palm of her hand.

“If the biker woman finds this place, she will not be as diplomatic as I... or as nice.” Shelly's tone was ice cold, and she was tempted to elaborate but decided to let the family's imagination fill in the rest.

Then, almost as if on cue, the sound of a motorcycle engine ripped through the night, and it was approaching fast.

Everyone turned towards the noise. Shelly did her best to keep a straight face but she felt her blood turn to ice in her veins. A million scenarios ran through her head at the same time.

The woman could storm the farmhouse, overpower the family, and take Shelly back to The Queen. Or the family could overpower the woman and capture her, and she would reveal that Shelly isn't an agent, or the motorcycle could just keep going...

But no, the engine was coming closer. Shelly turned to look out the window peering out towards the road and saw a motorcycle headlight growing closer through the darkness.

Alyssa stood up, balling her fists.

“Get her out of the way.”

Her brothers rose too. Gus clenched his jaw but Shelly saw something in his eyes: fear.

Wes though, was filled with anger and grim determination.

“Let us at her, we'll-” He started before Alyssa held up a palm.

“I'll deal with her.” Her tone was flat and final.

“But-”

“I said I'll deal with her!”

Wes backed down, pouting like a child was just told that he couldn't have a new toy. Then Gracy came behind Shelly, grabbed her chair, and started dragging it away from the table.

“Wait, listen to me!” Shelly began, trying to salvage the conversation. She almost had them! All momentum that she had been building was lost!

“Please, you don't know what you're dealing with!” Shelly pleaded as she was dragged through a door and into what looked like a den or study of some sort.

Books lined shelves along the walls and an old, wooden desk was set against another wall, but Shelly didn't have time to take in more of her surroundings.

Gracy let go, leaving Shelly's chair placed in the center of the room.

“Wait, listen, you don't know what she's capable of, listen I'll-UMMMPH!” Shelly was cut of by Gracy pulling a thick, white cloth with a large, white knot in the middle through her mouth. Her lips wrapped around the knot as Gracy tied the gag at the back of Shelly's neck.

“Mmmoo! Pffff! Mllsstn!” Shelly moaned and chewed on the gag as Gracy hurried towards the door.

“Wttt! Pfff!” Shelly rocked in her chair. Gracy stopped and looked back at the bound and gagged woman with a baleful glance.

But there was something else in her eyes as she eyed up the helpless, bikini clad Shelly...

Lust.

Shelly froze, eyes wide as she realized this, and then Gracy turned away and closed the door behind her.

“Ufff! Mmmmf!” Shelly moaned, once again finding herself bound and gagged.


I'm getting sick of this!
 She thought, and tried to plan her next move. Anything could happen now, and odds weren't in favor of it working out for her.

But maybe she could work this to her benefit somehow. With the biker woman distracting the family, it would be the perfect moment for Shelly to make an escape while they were busy with each other. Though, that left the small matter of getting free unresolved.

Shelly turned her head, scanning the room. If this was a study or an office, then there had to be a letter opener or scissors or...

Then her gaze settled on the desk. More specifically, on the telephone sitting at the back of the desk.

***

Alyssa peered through the front door window and watched as the motorcycle roared to a stop just outside. It was dark out, but she could make out the shapely, leather clad female form riding the loud vehicle.


What have I found myself in the middle of?
 She wondered as she reached for the shotgun that she kept propped against the wall next to the front door.

Daddy had died a few years back and left the farm in her car. Technically, Wes was the oldest, so he should have been in line to take over the business, but Daddy knew that he was a loose cannon, and didn't have the mind for business. Gus was loyal, but lacked smarts and Gracy... well she was a sweat girl, but had no backbone.

Which left Alyssa, and she promised to protect the farm, the business, and the family.

She wasn't scared of facing this woman alone despite knowing what she had done to her brothers. Fear wasn't something that Alyssa was used to experiencing.

“Wait here, if it looks like trouble, come out and back me up.” She ordered Wes and Gus, both of whom were cowering in the hallway behind her. A moment later, Gracy came over to join them.

“Is our guest nice and quiet?” Alyssa asked. Gracy nodded.

“Good, wait here with them.” She ordered, and then turned the door knob and stepped out.

She didn't know what to expect from this. This chick must be a tough customer if she was able to overpower an FBI agent and her brothers. Then again, Alyssa still wasn't sure if she believed that the blond chick was an FBI agent. Her gut told her that there was more to this, something that the blond wasn't telling them, and Alyssa's gut had never lead her wrong before.

She stepped out onto the porch and closed the door behind her, not wanting the biker to see Wes or Gus, and then moved across the porch, cradling the shotgun in her arms like a child.

In the driveway, the woman killed the engine on her bike and stepped off. Alyssa now had a good view of the leather chaps along with the leather bra and panties that the woman had on, along with the lasso hanging at her side.


This woman actually goes out dressed like this?
 Alyssa thought, wondering why she didn't get arrested for public nudity or something.

Alyssa moved across the yard towards the woman, who stayed put next to her bike. Despite not moving, the woman's eyes scanned the area around her, and her lithe muscles were tensed, ready for a fight.


Well, that rope of hers ain't gonna do squat against a shotgun.
 Alyssa preferred not to shoot her, that would leave a mess to clean up, and a motorcycle to get rid of.

“Can I help you?” Alyssa asked, stopping a few feet away from the woman.

“I'm looking for someone. Have you seen anyone strange around here?” The woman asked, eyes straying to the shotgun in Alyssa's arms.

“You mean besides a half naked woman on a motorcycle showing up in the middle of the night?” Alyssa looked the woman up and down. She seemed to be middle aged or so, but had a body that would make women half her age jealous.

“How about a blond half naked woman?” The biker pressed, hands on her hips.

No, not on her hips. Alyssa watched as one of the woman's hands drifted down towards her lasso.

“I ain't seen nothing, and I would appreciate it if you removed your ass and your loud motorcycle from my property.”

“Or what, you gonna call the cops?” Alyssa recognized a dare when she heard one. The woman's eyes narrowed when she asked, and her hand kept drifting to her lasso.

“Around these parts we handle our own problems.” Alyssa turned the shotgun so that it was aimed at the woman's feet. The woman didn't flinch.

“Well the person I'm looking for could end up being quite a problem for you,” The woman's eyes turned to the farmhouse behind Alyssa. “Anyone else inside?

“What business is it of yours?” Alyssa asked, hands tightening on the trigger.

“I work for some powerful people, if I find out that you're lying then we have ways of making life very difficult for you.” She took a step closer, hand now wrapping around the rope at her side.

Alyssa raised the shotgun so that it was pointed at the woman's chest.

“And I can make life real short for you, so get lost.”

The woman locked eyes with Alyssa. Any other person would have raised their hands in surrender, but not her.

“If you have her in there, then turn her over to me and I'll be on my way. This doesn't have to get nasty.”

“The only person that this will get nasty for is you. Especially if you want those nice, big boobs of yours blasted with rock salt. It won't kill you, but it will mess your day up and keep you nice and docile until I find a more... permanent way of getting rid of you.”

The woman didn't flinch or react, but took a single step back.

“Fine. Have it your way.”

Alyssa took a step back but kept the gun aimed at the woman.

“Good, now get lost, and don't let me find you on my property again.”

The woman backed towards her bike and mounted it. She never took her eyes off of Alyssa as the bike engine roared to life. Their eyes stayed locked for a moment, and then she turned her bike around, giving Alyssa a nice view of the black thong cleaving her ass cheeks, and rode off into the night.

Alyssa stood and watched, waiting until the tail lights disappeared into the darkness. She had a feeling this wasn't the last she had seen of her.

Still, this somewhat confirmed her suspicions that there was something more going on here, and that blond was more than she was letting on. Alyssa's instinct was to get rid of her immediately, but she decided that it would be best to keep the blond around until she had the full story.

Perhaps this was a situation that she could work to her advantage.

***

Shelly worked her head against the sharp corner of the desk, trying her best to use it to pry the tightly secured gag free.

“Ufff... mmmpph....” She moaned, trying to work the edge of the cloth under the wooden corner of the desk.

She was reminded of the time when Tanya, bound and gagged, had called Shelly for help. Of course Tanya, that big titted bimbo, would try a phone call while gagged. Shelly knew that if you were calling for help, a big part of that required your mouth to be free.

As she tried to work the gag loose, her thoughts once again drifted back to Tanya. Had Jessica and Felicia spirited her away from The Queen, or was Tanya still a prisoner?

Shelly decided that it would be time to find out the answers later, right now, she had to get her mouth free and call...

Who? The police? She had no idea who was running the Sheriff's Department now. Probably Randy.

She knew that times were tough when she was depending on James Randy to be her knight in shining armor. Still, Randy was easily manipulated, and she could play him like a fiddle.

“Mmeeep!” She squealed, feeling the gag work loose. Hopefully the biker was keeping everyone busy, or at least they wouldn't check on her for a while.

Yes! The cloth of the gag caught on the corner of the desk and Shelly lifted her head, letting out a gasp as the gag pulled free from her mouth.

Now just to get the phone.

Shelly rocked her chair across the floor towards the back of the desk where the phone was. She made it there in no time and used her nose to knock the phone free from it's cradle. The receiver fell to the desk and rewarded her with the sound of a dial tone. A sigh of relief escaped her lips, and she realized that she had half expected the phone to be dead.


Hurry up, no time to waste!
 Her hands were still bound behind her, so she needed a way to dial a number...

Then her eyes fell on a cup filled with pens, pencils, and markers. Shelly felt her chest fill with hope and she leaned over, bit down on a pen, and lifted it out of the cup. She angled her head over the phone cradle and while biting down hard on the pen, used it to dial three magic numbers.

911.

Once she was dialed she dropped the pen and hung her head over the receiver, listening.

It was ringing!

A second later, the tone ended as someone answered. Shelly didn't give them time to speak and opened her mouth to cry out.

“He-MMMMMPH!” A rough hand clamped over her mouth and her head was snapped back. She found herself looking straight up at Gus' stupid, smiling face.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Shelly screamed into his hand, trying to shake her head free.

Alyssa, meanwhile, had stalked past her and picked up the receiver?

“Oh I'm sorry? This is 911?” Alyssa faux gasped and put a hand on her chest, her voices full of “aw shucks” innocence.

“Hlllp! Hmmmph!” Shelly continued to scream.

“I'm so sorry officer, my little boy was playing in the study and must have thought this would be fun.” Alyssa continued with the same playful ignorance in her tone.

“Oh don't worry, I'll see that he's disciplined for this.” She said into the phone while locking eyes with Shelly.

“Hummph!” Shelly spat.

“Yes... and thank you for your understanding officer.” Alyssa sighed into the phone, then chuckled. “Buh-bye hun.” She hung up and glared at Shelly.

“Gus, take our guest somewhere more comfortable.” Alyssa's eyes turned hard and angry.

“Nummmph! Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned as Gus kept one hand clamped over her mouth and used the other to drag her chair out of the room.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmph! Mmmm!” Shelly screamed into the large paw covering her mouth.

What did they have in store for her next?

***

Once she was sure that the farm was safely in the distance, Lustra pulled to the side of the road and killed the engine, plunging herself and the bike into darkness.

At first she thought about just taking the farm and the big breasted, shotgun wielding woman for what it appeared: paranoid red necks, but there was something fishy about this.

That woman definitely seemed to be hiding something.

Lustra had spent most of the day riding up and down after fighting off those two rednecks, and that farm was the only homestead she had seen in miles. Shelly was alone, naked, and tired, it would make sense that she would make for the farm and plea for help.

And those two red necks had to come from somewhere, and Lustra suspected it was that farm as well.

Something definitely didn't add up here, but she knew that she had to be careful. Right now that woman and those two men would be on edge, expecting trouble. Lustra would have to monitor this from a distance and pick the right moment.

If they were sheltering Shelly, or even working with her, then all of them would be in for a world of hurt.

A smile spread across her face. The big breasted woman seemed tough, she would prove hard to break, but The Queen loved breaking willful women.

Plus, The Queen would pay her double for not only bringing in Shelly, but bringing her a nice, new buxom toy to play with as well.

2.

If there was one thing that Felicia Fetters missed during her extended captivity at the hands of Gina and then Shelly, it was the feeling of the warm sun on her bare butt cheeks. She had spent many nights in her cell, bound and gagged, fantasizing about being free and being able to lie out in the sun and tan without a care in the world.

Well, finally she could say that she was finally able to lie out under the warm, early afternoon sun, but she was still very much a prisoner.


At least I'm not gagged.
 She thought as she tugged for what seemed to be the thousandth time on the ropes that kept her bound to the beach chair. Felicia was laying on her stomach, arms bound to the top of the chair above her head and her legs secured to either corner of the bottom of the chair.

“Felicia, you really should relax dear, enjoy the sun.” The Queen said from the chair next to her. Felicia turned to glare at the woman, laying on her back and soaking in some sun in a bikini much like Felicia's.

Bikini was actually too strong a word for what they were wearing. Tape was more appropriate because that's what it was: A bikini made of tape.

Applying the “bikini” may have been one of the most violating things to happen to Felicia, as The Queen's “concubines” had restrained her and ran the thin, black tape between her ass cheeks, along her hips, and several strips over her vagina. They then covered her nipples with more strips and then applied several thin strips along the side of her chest and up and along her shoulders. Then they dragged her out onto a pool deck of some sort and tied her to the beach chair.

There was something else too, a decal of some sort that The Queen, clad in her own tape bikini, had slapped onto Felicia's ass cheek before The Queen lathered up her beautiful captive in tanning oil. Try as she may, Felicia couldn't see what the decal was that her captor had put on her ass, and she dreaded to find out.

The fact that she wasn't gagged worried Felicia too. They were outside, which meant that The Queen wasn't worried about her calling for help, which meant they were isolated. Felicia attempted to take in her surroundings and saw a large, lavish pool, and what looked like a hot tub beyond, and lots of beach chairs. Trees surrounded them on all sides, which told Felicia that they must be on the outskirts of town.

“Its hard to relax when you're a prisoner.” Felicia grumbled, once again tugging on the ropes securing her to the beach chair.

The Queen laughed and sat up. Like Felicia, her body was glistening from the tanning oil. She turned to her side to face the bound woman, striking a sultry pose that pressed her tape breasts together.

“Don't see it like that. Now that you're with me, you'll never want for anything again. I'll take care of you, all that I ask for is submission.”

“I can't wait to see you in handcuffs after I get out of here!” Felicia grunted and tugged on her ropes again.

The Queen sighed and rose up, grabbing her phone from a table next to her.

“You know Felicia, I think it's time that we said hello to all of your fans out there.” The Queen said, approaching Felicia with the phone.

“Fans?” Felicia asked as The Queen sat down next to her, phone outstretched.

“Oh yes, say hi!” The Queen pressed her face against Felicia's and held out the phone.

Felicia looked at the phone for a moment, confused. Her face and The Queen's face reflected back in the phone screen, and Felicia saw that they were recording.

Wait, not only recording, streaming.

People were watching.

Felicia watched as a tally in the bottom right hand corner of the phone kept increasing. People were watching.

Hundreds of people.

“Hello everyone, it's me, The Queen, and I'm here with everyone's favorite new hostage, Felicia Fetish!”

The Queen angled the phone towards Felicia's face and Felicia took the opportunity.

“Hello, anyone out there please help! I'm being held-MMMPH!” She was cut off by The Queen clamping her hand over her mouth.

“Oh that Felicia, as you can see, she's in quite a bind!” The Queen laughed.

“Mmmo! Hmmp! Hrrry! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned as The Queen kept her powerful hand clamped over her mouth.

As Felicia struggled, she watched as the number of viewers kept increasing. Not only that, hearts were starting to tally up as well.

They were liking this.

“Hmmmph! Murrggll! Ullummph!”

“Felicia and I are enjoying this beautiful day and working on our tans” The Queen angled the phone so that it pointed straight at her glistening, heaving breasts.

“These bikinis are part of a new trend that's gaining popularity in South America. They're essentially tape bikinis that don't move so that you can keep your tan lines.”

“Ummph! Mmmmph!”

“I wish I could show you just how perfect my tan line is, but well, I have no hands right now.” The Queen smiled and angled the phone back to the struggling Felicia.

“Urrrmm mmmrrrmm mmmmph!”

“Do you guys want to see my white bits?” The Queen cooed flirtatiously to her phone. A fountain of hearts exploded from the screen, telling her that her audience very much did.

“Mmmoo! Hllllp! Hlllp mmmfff!”

“You know, I think I know just how to keep Ms. Fetish quiet while I show you my white bits.” The Queen smirked, and then moved her hand from Felicia's mouth.

“Listen all of you out there, I'm being held somewhere outside of-BFFFFLLBB!” Once again, Felicia's desperate cries were cut off, but not by a hand or a gag.

This time, The Queen shifted herself and pressed her tanned, muscular ass directly onto Felicia's face.

***

“Ullbbbllmm! Mmbbbbll! Llllbbb!” The Queen listened as Felicia Fetters blubbered into her ass cheeks. The sound of her cries was music to her ears.

And Felicia better get used to the idea of being muffled. Her first video, Felicia being attacked by Jessica and The Queen, had sold quite well, and The Queen was determined to capitalize on that. Plus, now that Jessica had proven to be untrustworthy, The Queen needed a new pet.

She still wasn't sure what to do with Jessica. The force feeding punishments seemed to be doing their job, but still, The Queen wasn't sure if she wanted Jessica around anymore, especially now that she had a new, younger toy to play with.

“You see,” The Queen began, digging her nails under the “strap” to her tape bikini at her shoulder. “All I do is peel...” Her finger peeled the tape off of her deeply tanned skin, exposing a thin, perfect line of white skin.

The Queen loved and enjoyed tan lines, and liked her ladies that way, so she was ecstatic to discover that Felicia enjoyed tan lines as well.

“Hmmbbbl! Mmmbbbll! Bbbblumm!” Felicia blubbered.

The Queen wiggled her ass back and forth over Felicia's face, listening to the woman gargle into her butt cheeks.

“Hmmm! Bbblllmm! Mmmumm!” Felicia was willful, and defiant, and The Queen loved it about her.

“Now let's get the other side.” The Queen said to her phone, and peeled the strap off of her other shoulder, baring another thin, white tan line. She kept the rectangular shaped layers of tape on her nipples, but took the straps off.

“Hbbbl! Bbbbll! Glllbbb!” Felicia moaned. The Queen let up, moving her ass just slightly so that Felicia could get some air.

“Help, please, I'm-GLLLUB!” The Queen cut her off again by shoving her ass cheeks in Felicia's face.

“Now... my other white bits.” The Queen smiled and angled the camera down at her lap.

Her nails dug under a strip of tape running along her hip and peel it away, exposing a thin, white tan line running along her hip. She did the same with the other hip, exposing another white tan line. All the while she did this, she watched as more and more viewers flocked to her stream and the number of hearts, indicating “likes” increased.

The Queen kept the strips of tape running from her vagina, through her legs, and up her butt cheeks intact though. She didn't want to give it all away in this show.

“Glllbb... bbbblll...” Felicia sighed, and the Queen moved her ass and heard Felicia take a big gulp of air.

“Do you want to see Ms. Fetish's white bits?” The Queen asked her phone. A shower of hearts exploded on the screen, indicating a resounding yes.

“Wait, what...” Felicia stammered, still catching her breath.

The Queen turned to her captive, bunching up the strips of tape in her palm as she did.

“What... what white-UMMMPH!” Felicia's question was cut off by The Queen shoving the discarded bits of her tape bikini in her mouth.

“Chew on that for a bit, Felicia.” The Queen chuckled.

“Hmmmph! Mmmoh!” Felicia moaned and attempted to spit out the tape, but The Queen held them in place with one hand.

The Queen held the phone out so that once again she and Felicia took up the screen, and nodded at one of her concubines, waiting patiently by the door.

Vera, one of her most loyal, and promising, nodded and approached, a roll of black tape in hand. The girl was thickly built, every inch of her body lithe muscle and curves covered in beautiful, dark tattoos. Her body was tight and extremely feminine, and her bright red hair shined in the sun. It hadn't taken The Queen long to train the muscular woman, who took well to being a slave, and a punisher when called upon.

The Queen admired Vera's body, which resembled something like a greek sculpture as she approached. The girl wore a black, one piece bathing suit that covered most of her front, but thinned out into small, criss-crossing strings in the back, ending in one, small black string that ran between the girl's pale, powerfully built ass cheeks.

Vera unrolled some of the black tape and The Queen moved her hand. Before the struggling Felicia could spit out the wadded tape, Vera started wrapping the tape around her mouth, securing the packing.

“Mmmmph! Hmmm!”

Felicia struggled and moaned, trying to twist her head away as Vera wrapped layer after layer of black tape around her mouth. Vera gripped Felicia's chin roughly with one powerful hand while using the other to wrap the tape.

“Urrrgg!” Felicia moaned, most of the lower half of her face covered in tape.

“Now, let's see Ms. Fetish's white bits.” The Queen moved with the camera towards Felicia's plump and oiled up ass, which was wiggling and shaking as Felicia struggled.

“Mmmmo! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned as Vera applied the final layer of tape and stepped away.

The Queen sat at the end of the beach chair and angled the phone so that the camera had a good view of Felicia's jiggling butt cheeks. Felicia's tan had faded somewhat in her captivity, but her time out here in the sun with The Queen had returned her beautiful ass cheeks to their normal deep tan.

The Queen dug her nails under the straps of the tape bikini and peeled back along Felicia's hip, exposing a thin white tan line similar to The Queen's. A wave of hearts exploded on the screen.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoop!”

Then The Queen peeled the strap away from the other side of Felicia's, exposing another perfect tan line. All that was left was the strips of tape running down between Felicia's beautiful, juicy ass cheeks, and the decal, which The Queen was saving for last.

The Queen held the camera over Felicia's nearly bare backside, watching the likes explode on the screen.

“Mmmuurrrm! Ummm! Mmmp!”

Then The Queen dug her fingers under the tape right above Felicia's ass crack and peeled back, slowly removing the one thing that separated Felicia's famous backside from total nudity.

“Hrrrry! Mmmoo!” Felicia squealed into her gag, eyes wide, watching helplessly as The Queen slowly peeled the tape thong away.

The Queen dropped the tape just between Felicia's legs and let the phone hover over Felicia's tan, oiled backside, and the beautiful, thin tan line running down between her ass cheeks.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Ummmph!” Felicia moaned, wiggling her ass back and forth, face turning red with anger. She tore and pulled at the ropes securing her to the beach chair but they held firm. All the helpless woman could do was moan into her gag and wiggle her butt up and down.

The viewers loved it. The likes exploded on and off on the live stream.

“One final touch.” The Queen said, and grabbed the decal, placed directly center of Felicia's ass cheek, and peeled it off.

“Ummmmp!” Felicia moaned, peering over her shoulder to see what exactly the decal was.

The Queen smiled and stood, zooming in with her phone camera for all to see. Felicia would see it soon enough, and would know it too.

A rectangular box had been tanned into Felicia's ass cheek. Inside the box, in perfect white letters, read “Property of The Queen”.

The Queen smiled, looking at the words tanned onto Felicia' juicy buttocks, and knew that many more tanning sessions were needed so that the words wouldn't fade.

To be continued...
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