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The Story so Far…

It’s time to clean house in Marston’s Pointe, a beach town and home to the criminal enterprise overseen by the mysterious Ace. After several female police officers disappear, a trio of sexy, fit, and mature FBI agents are dispatched to get to the bottom of the case. Little do these busty milfs know that the young, hunky Sheriff of Marston’s Pointe, Brad Arnold, is in fact working for Ace. Brad promises his boss that he’ll get rid of the nosy sexy ladies, and has already seduced and kidnapped one of their own.

One of the agents, Trish, an insatiable cougar, has set her sights on Brad and hopes to finally have her way with him at party thrown by social media princess Autumn Beam. Autumn, famous world wide and used to getting her way, also has her eye on Brad, and has instructed her cronies to keep the busty milf agent out of her way at any cost. Little do both of this women know that Brad has plans for them, and he’s coming to the party with some help...

1.

Tammy watched Trish dancing on the back deck in her thong bikini and once again thought about how much of a goddess this woman was. Here she was at a house party with people half her age, and she was more beautiful and in shape than almost all of them. Night had fallen and Trish’s raven black hair almost blended in with the darkness around her and the rhinestones on her turquoise bikini top glittered in the lights shining over the beach house’s back deck, giving her an etheral quality. Music blasted from stereo system wired throughout the house and outside of it, and Trish moved and swayed to the music while young men all crowded around her, admiring her lithe body, which was now covered with a light sheen of sweat.

Trish didn’t pay them any mind because there was one man she was here for. If there was one thing Tammy had learned about Trish over their time as friends, it was that she could have any man she wanted, and when a man landed in her crosshairs, there was nothing he could do to stop it. Tammy thought back to the first time she had met Trish, in the fitness center of the field office they had both been assigned in. The older woman had been wearing skin tight spandex exercise pants and a matching black tank top that revealed plenty of cleavage. Even now, after knowing her for years, Trish’s breasts were still mesmerizing to Tammy.

She leaned back against the small bar set in front of the beach house, sipped from her drink, and watch Trish’s giant breasts as they heaved up and down with every movement she made. Then Trish turned, and Tammy had a perfect view of the turquoise thong cleaving Trish’s rock solid ass cheeks. Tammy had been particularly proud of how large and well built Trish’s ass had become over the past few years, and took all the credit for it. That day in the fitness center all those years ago, Tammy couldn’t take her eyes off of Trish as she worked out. There was a power, an allure to this woman.

Later, Tammy discreetly went into the locker room to change at the same time Trish had, and watched as the older woman peeled the skin-tight pants off to reveal small, white thong panties, and then she removed her tank top. Tammy’s heart almost stopped when Trish’s giant, naked breasts fell free from the constricting top, and then Tammy watched, slack jawed as the older woman stripped out of her panties and stepped into the steaming hot locker room shower. That night, at home, Tammy pleasured herself to the memory of the steam rising rising around Trish’s nude body, and the soap lathering up Trish’s bare breasts as the water cascaded over them. From that point on, Tammy had been obsessed with Trish.

She started approaching her at the fitness center, giving advice on form and posture, and suggesting several work outs. Over the next few months they had become friends and Tammy became something of an unofficial personal trainer to Trish.

“Hey everyone, this party is so lit! I wish that each and every one of you could be here right now!” Tammy was snapped out of her reverie by Autumn Beam’s high pitched, sing song voice.

The young girl passed by, surrounded by a throng of people about her age, and was recording a live video on her phone. She wore a lime green thong bikini, and men’s eyes turned to watch her perfect ass as she passed.

Tammy snuck a glimpse at Autumn’s thonged ass and took another sip from her drink. The young girl’s body was nothing like Trish’s, but even though she wasn’t Tammy’s type, Tammy had to admit that the girl had one hell of a body. As Tammy watched, Autumn finished her video and handed her phone off to one of her entourage.

There was something else too. As she handed off her phone, Autumn’s gaze seemed to linger on Tammy for a moment, or did she? Could Tammy had just imagined that Autumn stopped to stare at her for a minute too long?

No, then Autumn turned and leered at Trish for a brief moment too before moving off deeper into the crowd of people. Tammy watched the girl go for a moment and then sat back. This might be a situation that she had to monitor more. Something happened earlier on the beach that day, an unspoken challenge between Autumn, Trish, and Marta over grazing rights to Sheriff Brad.

Brad, ugh! Tammy rolled her eyes. She didn’t get what it was about that guy that he seemingly cast a spell on all of these women, but they were all practically fist fighting over him. Trish had been taken with him the moment she met him, but Tammy wasn’t surprised since she knew Trish liked younger men. When it became obvious that Brad was having a fling with Gina, Tammy hoped that would be the end of Trish’s infatuation with him, but instead it had only made Trish want him more.

Then Marta showed up, adding further fuel to Trish’s fire. Tammy knew that Trish wouldn’t just let herself lose a man to Marta like that, but Brad had seemed taken with Marta. Once again, Tammy couldn’t understand it. Brad was clearly seeing Gina but obviously flirting with and leading on Marta, Trish, and Autumn, but they didn’t seem to care. For Tammy, that would be a huge red flag about that guy.

Then again, men being in a relationship never stopped Trish. Once again, Trish knew she could get any man she wanted, and there was no greater example than when she had destroyed Marta’s marriage. Marta had never confronted Trish about it directly, and Trish hadn’t either, but both knew, and Tammy suspected that Marta’s pursuit of Brad was a way of settling the score.

Tammy looked back out over the dance floor to see that Trish was making her way directly toward her. Her heart skipped a beat, and she spun around in her bar stool so that Trish would have a view of her thonged ass and ordered two beers. She had worn her favorite bikini for Trish, a brilliant gold thong thong bikini, and had noticed several men casting glances in her direction, but the only person’s gaze she cared about was Trish. Was Trish looking now, mesmerized by Tammy’s ass the way Tammy had been with Trish’s body so many times?

“Hey…” Tammy jumped as Trish came up next to her, catching her breath. Her dark skin shined brilliantly in the outdoor lighting thanks to the fine layer of sweat coating in.

Tammy turned and smiled at the older woman as she leaned against the bar. At the same time, the bartender brought over their drinks.

“Hey, got you a beer.” Tammy offered one of the beers to Trish, who smiled and took the drink but didn’t take a sip.

“Do you know if Brad is here yet?” Trish asked.

Tammy’s heart about sunk. “No, I haven’t seen him.”

Trish frowned and scanned the back deck.

“Maybe I should go look for him.” She muttered.

Tammy’s hand grasped her own beer so tight she thought it would shatter the bottle, and she took a long sip.

“I don’t know, you don’t want to seem like you’re desperate. Just relax and have a drink.” Tammy motioned to the beer in Trish’s hand that she still hadn’t taken a drink from.

“Yeah, you’re right. I don’t want to throw myself at him like Marta.” Trish leaned back, and once again Tammy’s eyes fell to Trish’s magnificent cleavage as her chest rose and fell.

“Yeah, so sit down and have a beer.” Tammy took another sip from her drink.

“What do you think they’re doing? Brad and Marta.” Trish chewed her lip as she mused it over.

“I don’t know, she probably wouldn’t know what to do with Brad if she got him alone.” Tammy reassured Trish.

Tammy watched Trish’s hands as they played with the neck of her beer bottle but she didn’t take take a drink. Trish was distracted and kept scanning the party looking for some sign of Brad or Marta.

Marta will be hard to miss, with that ass of hers!

“Hey, I got an idea!” Trish suddenly perked up, causing her breast to heave up with the sudden movement.

“Sure!” Tammy turned to face her, clasping her own hands together and pushing her considerably smaller breasts together in an effort to make her cleavage more appealing.

“In a little bit, can you do a quick walk through the party, just look around, and if you see Brad could you come back out here and let me know?” Trish reached forward and placed a hand on Tammy’s thigh when she asked.

Just the feeling of Trish touching her caused Tammy’s heart to skip a beat, and then immediately plunge into her stomach. She didn’t know what Trish was going to ask her, but she should have known it was something to do with Brad. Tammy flashed a toothy grin and buried her disappointment deep inside of her.

“Sure.” She agreed, and took another long sip of her beer, finishing it.

“Great, you’re such a good friend.” Trish leaned in and hugged Tammy. Tammy felt herself break out in an excited sweat when Trish’s body pressed against hers.

She froze, feeling Trish’s giant breasts brush against her smaller ones, and then move slightly, brushing her bicep. Tammy’s eyes widened and she returned the hug, patting her hands on Trish’s shoulder blades. Then Trish broke off the hug.

“Thanks!” She grinned, and headed back out towards the throng of dancing bodies.

“Hey wait, your drink!” Tammy grabbed Trish’s full bottle but Trish was already a good distance away.

Tammy watched Trish’s ass cheeks move around her thong as she walked, and she lifted the drink she intended for the older woman to her lips and took a sip. One thing she admired about Trish was her single mindedness and determination, but right now it was also the most frustrating thing about her.

If there was one thing Tammy knew about other women, it was that their sexuality was fluid, constantly changing course and shape given the circumstances, and lots of time alcohol helped direct that course. She supposed that she should feel guilty about all of the times she tried to get Trish drunk and take advantage of her, but none of those times had been successful. Trish was stubborn and resolute, and Tammy had gotten her drunk and alone plenty of times in the past, but never had Trish’s sexuality wavered.

Trish had once again gone back to dancing out on the deck, no doubt trying to put on a carefree, fun loving appearance for when Brad showed up. Tammy took another big sip of the beer and looked around the bar around her, catching a glimpse of a young boy in a skull cap who quickly averted his eyes. She sighed, rolled her eyes, and took another long sip. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the boy once again look at her intently. Something told her that if she gave it five more minutes he would be over here and trying to talk to her.

Uhh, I like your muscles. He would awkwardly giggle, or something else equally ridiculous. Tammy wasn’t in the mood, plus she had promised Trish she would look for Brad.

She took another long sigh and finished her beer, and then set it down on the bar and walked off towards the open dining room doors leading into the beach house. Tammy stepped inside to a large, expansive kitchen packed with throngs of people. The sheer size of this beach house impressed Tammy, it was more of a “beach mansion” than a house. Autumn was a famous social media guru, but Tammy couldn’t believe that a girl in her early 20s could already have a place like this.

And the sheer amount of people were staggering. The massive mansion was packed to the brim with young people in various types of swim wear. Tammy was pretty sure that Autumn probably only knew a handful of these people and that most had come just to say that they had partied with the famous Autumn Beam. Picking out Brad and Marta in such in a crowd in such a big house would be a challenge, but Tammy had promised Trish she would look and that’s what she would do.

She pushed and maneuvered her way through the kitchen, catching sideways glances from a few men and hearing a few compliments about her gold thong, but she ignored them and pushed into a dining room, where there were even more partiers. Tammy craned her neck, trying to see if she could spot Marta’s dark skin or large ass in the crowd. Then she realized that part of her was hoping that Brad showed up with Marta, and even worse, she was hoping that Brad hit it off with Marta.

Trish would not be happy about losing this battle to the other woman, but maybe that was what Tammy needed. An angry, defeated, jealous Trish could be just the right emotional cocktail for Tammy to swoop in and comfort her friend in a very unorthodox way. She smiled at this thought, and suddenly was looking forward to the idea of finding Brad and Marta at the party, arm in arm. As she pushed through the dining room, imagining the image of Brad and Marta sitting in a dark corner embracing, Tammy caught a quick glimpse of something familiar in the mirrored back of a china cabinet.

Reflected in the mirror was the sight of a familiar young kid in a skull cap. Tammy spun around, only to see the young boy disappear into a crowd right at the threshold of the kitchen and dining room. She froze, scanning the mass of partiers for him, but saw no sign. Was he following her?

She gritted her teeth. Let him try and be creepy. He would regret it if he did.

Tammy moved on, using all of her self control not to look over her shoulder, but was secretly thankful that the party was as crowded as it was. The next room was a giant, open living room, with a DJ booth at one end and loud, obnoxious music blasting from speakers. Autumn was in the living room too, dancing and singing loudly and obnoxiously while being surrounded by her usual entourage. Not wanting any part of it, Tammy kept to the edge of the room and discreetly scanned the room but still no sign of Marta or Brad.

Maybe they aren’t coming? Oh that would be delicious, for those two to have a nice night out to themselves, and leaving Trish hanging. Tammy supposed that she should feel guilty about wanting to see Trish left disappointed and heartbroken, but Trish had left her like that all too many times.

Suddenly a drunk girl with dark hair and a blue bikini stumbled back out of the crowd of dancers, almost plowing into Tammy. The FBI agent spun away just in time, thankful for her lithe body and quick reflexes, and once again caught sight of the wide eyed boy in the skull cap standing in the entrance to the living room. When he saw that she noticed him, his eyes bugged and he ducked back into the dining room.

The drunk girl collapsed at Tammy’s feet, giggling frantically, and several of her friends stooped to help her up. Tammy stepped back and kept her eyes on the entrance to the living room but didn’t see the kid with the skull cap re-enter.

So he is following me! She gritted her teeth and balled her fists while navigating the edge of the living room. Maybe she scared him off when he saw that she noticed him? Doubtful though, guys like that were persistent.

If this guy wanted to tail her, he had a thing or two to learn about following people. After all, she was an FBI agent. A smile spread across her face, and she realized this was an opportunity to have some fun, and plus a good chance to blow off some steam. Tammy moved around the edge of the living room, taking her time and strolling casually. She passed a mirror and a quick glance at it confirmed that skull cap guy had creeped back into the room and was now watching her slowly circumnavigate the living room.

Tammy debated on leading him upstairs, thinking that would be a private place that she could drag him into a room and rough him up, but she saw that the winding staircase leading up was packed with people, and the second floor looked just as busy.

Damn, is there anywhere private around here? She thought as she navigated past the staircase. She should have known that a giant party organized by a major social media darling would be packed. Tammy angled towards a corridor leading out of the living room and snuck a quick glance over her shoulder to see the skull cap kid now shuffling through the crowd in the living room.

The blasting music and sweat soaked crowd of the living room faded behind her as Tammy ended up in a long hallway, which was empty, much to her surprise. It surprised her to find a spot in the house without people, but Tammy realized that it would be a perfect spot to corner the creepy kid following her and scare him. She strolled calmly down the hallway and spotted a door on her right. Opening it, she saw that it lead to a closet, and she closed it and kept moving.

On her left was a large, front window over looking the beach. Tammy stopped and glanced out at the throngs of people drinking and mingling in front of the beach house, and realized that in all the excitement over being followed, she had forgotten about looking for Brad and Marta.

Oh well… If Trish really wanted Brad that badly, she could look for him herself.

No, she had promised her friend she would, and she was above all a good friend to Trish. She would just have some fun with this creepy loser and then go back to looking.

Tammy leaned against the wall next to the window and continued peering out, occasionally glancing over her shoulder to see if the skull cap kid was behind her. When he came into the hallway he would have a nice view of her ass in the thong as she pretended to glance out the window.

Then she saw a group of people making their way across the beach and up towards the house…

Brad!

Tammy rolled her eyes and felt her heart drop, her hopes of him not showing up dashed. Not only that, looks like he didn’t have Marta with him. There was a girl with him though. She leaned forward and squinted out the window towards the approaching group. Randy, Brad’s deputy, was with them as well. Though she didn’t have as much experience with Randy as she did Brad, Tammy didn’t like him. Anytime she had interacted with him, he didn’t say much but she always caught him leering at her and Trish’s bodies. At least Brad had some personality and charm, as opposed to Randy.

But who was the girl with them? Tammy had never seen her before but as they got closer she got a good look at her. The girl was strikingly beautiful, with pale skin, thick muscles, tattoos, and bright red hair. She definitely wasn’t a member of the police force because Tammy would remember her, but could she be a friend or another girl that Brad was trying to fuck?

This guy gets around. Tammy sneered at him, but then detected movement out of the corner of her eye and spun around.

Skull Cap Guy stood a few feet away, staring at her slack jawed, with the music and dancing of the living room behind him.

“Well, are you just going to stand there staring?” Tammy turned and placed a hand on her hip. She would lure him in, and then slam him against a wall and give him a piece of her mind.

Skull Cap didn’t say anything, just gawked.

“Well? I assume you didn’t follow me all the way here just to stare?”

Then she heard a floorboard creak behind her. Before Tammy could react, a pair of arms wrapped around her waist.

“No!” She screamed, feeling the arms pull her back. Her hands went to clasp at the arms around her waist and someone else grabbed one of her arms while another person grabbed the other.

“Get off! Stop it!” She screamed, thrashing and kicking, and then felt someone grab her kicking legs.

It was Skull Cap kid, who was doing his best to grab her kicking and struggling feet.

“No! What are you doing? Stop!” More hands wrapped around her legs. Who were these people? How many were there?

There were others, a throng of people forming a protective circle around them.

“No! Get off me now!” She screamed as she was wrestled to the ground. The people forming the circle around them were pretending to talk casually in order not to draw attention.

A trap! She had been pushed into a trap! But why? Who were these people?

Tammy continued to kick and thrash. If it was one attacker then she could have fought them off, but the numbers game was too much, and quickly she was forced to the ground and rolled onto her stomach.

***

Trish wrapped her hands around the waist band of her thong and hiked it up her ass as she danced, hoping that in that moment Brad would walk in and be greeted with quite the sight. He wouldn’t be able to resist the sight of her rock solid ass with her thong pulled tight up it, and then with a few well placed cleavage teases, he would be all hers. It took all of her self control not to look over her shoulder to see if he was there yet, but she could feel eyes on her, male eyes from all around the party, leering at her bikini clad body.

Where is Tammy? She wondered as she continued to dance and sway on the back deck. As each minute passed she wanted to look over her shoulder to see if Brad had showed, or go looking for him, but she didn’t want to come off desperate, which is why she had sent Tammy. What was taking her so long though?

Maybe she’s off pouting somewhere. Trish knew that Tammy didn’t approve of her pursuing Brad, or her pursuing any man for that matter, but Trish didn’t care. But it wasn’t like Tammy to just ignore her like that, most likely Tammy probably got held up somewhere. Though Tammy didn’t approve of Trish’s behavior with men, she would always go along with whatever Trish wanted because in the end Tammy was as wrapped around her finger as most of the men she met.

Still, the waiting was getting to Trish. Normally she wasn’t this antsy, why now? Was it Marta?

It was a combination of things, she knew. Brad was proving to be formidable. Plus, not only was Marta throwing herself at him, but there was Gina too. Why would Brad choose her when he had the younger, buxom Gina at his side?

Don’t think like that, you have a lot that Gina doesn’t have, namely experience. Trish banished the thought from her head as she danced. She had seen the way Brad looked at her, and knew he wanted her. One thing she wasn’t used to was this level of competition around a guy, normally she snapped her fingers and they came to her. Hell, seducing Marta’s husband had been all too easy. With Brad though, Trish had seemingly met her match. All her life she had prided herself on being the kind of woman that could have any man she wanted, and Brad was the kind of guy that could have any woman he wanted, and knew it. Part of Trish relished the challenge, part of her resented it.

But where was he? Had his night with Marta turned out to be too good? Trish frowned at the thought of Brad and Marta going back to her hotel room. Marta would love that, and would no doubt rub it in Trish’s face for a long time after. Trish’s blood boiled at the thought of it. It wasn’t her fault that Marta’s husband fucked her, maybe if Marta had been a halfway decent wife, then he would have been faithful. Yet part of her knew that it would bother her forever if she lost this to Marta. Even if it was just a one time thing for Brad, it would mean that Trish lost.

Finally, she couldn’t wait any longer, and spun around to face the bar and entrance into the beach house, still dancing and whipping her hair while gazing around, looking for any sign of Brad, or Tammy coming out of the house with news.

There was neither Brad nor Tammy. Trish stopped swaying and stood straight, pulling her hair out of her face. The party continued around her, and she saw several young men around her glancing at her and then looking away. Suddenly she felt very alone and exposed, wearing nothing but a thong bikini in a party filled with complete strangers.

Where was Tammy? It wasn’t like her to be gone this long.

Maybe I better go look for her. Yes, that was a good idea. Most likely Tammy decided to stop to use the bathroom and there was a line. After all, she had been drinking a lot. Or maybe a creepy dude had her cornered and was awkwardly hitting on her, and Trish needed to swoop in and save the day.

She started to make her way across the deck towards the house where she had last seen Tammy heading off to. As she walked, she could feel eyes on her, watching her every move. Normally Trish thrived on male attention, and was used to hungry men watching her every move, but this time it felt different…

It felt like she was being stalked.

Trish turned her gaze to the throng of dancing bodies around her and saw two young men standing on the edge of the deck quickly look away. She stiffened and picked up her pace towards the house.

They were just horny guys that got caught checking out your ass, nothing more. Maybe she could use this to her advantage when Brad showed up?

Hey Brad, there’s lots of creepers around her, could we maybe go somewhere private? She would bat her eyes and play the vulnerable damsel, and Brad would eat that up. Guys loved playing the hero.

Trish passed into the large, crowded dining room. People laughed and drank, filling almost every corner of the room. She glanced quickly over the sweat slicked, swimsuit clad bodies that filled the room but didn’t see any sign of Brad or Tammy. Once again though, she saw one younger man quickly avert his eyes as she looked over the room.

It’s nothing… She told herself, just a guy being a creep.

Still, Trish found herself suddenly craving a friendly face, and hurried out of the crowded dining room and into the living room. The living room wasn’t much better. It was filled with hot, tightly packed bodies, flashing lights, and loud, blaring music. Once again Trish scanned the room, looking for Tammy or better yet, Brad, but saw no sign of either person. It was strange how much she found herself craving a familiar face, and she blamed it on Marta.

Marta, who showed up out of nowhere, threatened to start back up the investigation, and was trying to steal Brad out from under her. Maybe that was what was bothering her, Marta was in her head, and she had to get past that.

Trish made her way along the edge of the living room, which had turned into a giant dance floor, but couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. Once again she turned and saw several young men turning away.

Relax, they’re just eying you up.

She looked over the crowd and for the first time in a long time felt self conscious, and she realized why she felt so strange. Trish was by far the oldest person here. Everyone else was a young person in their early 20s. Suddenly it hit her why people were turning and staring.

Age is just a number. She told herself as she kept her head straight and made her way along the edge of the living room. Her age was her weapon and the edge she had over everyone else at the party. In twenty years or so, most of these people would be settling down and out of shape, wishing they were living the way Trish was living. Still, there was that voice in the back of her head that wouldn’t be quiet.

They’re all probably wondering what the old lady in the thong is doing here!

Shut up! Trish gritted her teeth and angled for the first path out of the living room. Where in the hell is Tammy? Did she get lost somewhere?

Trish found herself in a long hallway with a large window over looking the beach. There were a few people in the hallway, leaning against the wall chatting or looking out the large front window. Several of them, all men, turned to glance at her as she stepped in, and Trish avoided their gaze as she made her way down the long corridor. She could feel eyes turning to watch her go as she shuffled down the corridor.

They’re quiet, why are they so quiet? She realized, noticing that the conversation had died down as soon as she entered the hallway.

They probably think you’re a chaperone or something!

Stop it! No they don’t!

Trish was quickening her pace, turning her head down to avoid looking at the young people, all now watching her like hawks stalking their prey, when she felt herself bump into someone’s thickly muscled chest.

“Whoa, hey! You in a hurry?” Brad chuckled, placing both of his strong hands on her shoulders to calm her.

Trish jumped and looked up at Brad’s large, inviting eyes and relaxed, allowing herself a smile.

“Oh Brad! I was beginning to wonder if you were going to show!” She smiled, letting him keep his hands on her shoulders.

Brad smiled for a bit and stepped back, running a hand through his thick hair.

“Yeah sorry, I had to wrap something up first. You weren’t looking for me, where you?” He smiled sheepishly.

“Oh no,” She giggled, crossing her arms under her breasts. “I was looking for Tammy, she wandered off in search of a bathroom.”

All of Trish’s insecurities melted away in that moment. She forgot about the young people watching her, or her feelings of being alone and feeble. It was all nothing, just a moment of anxiety.

“Hmm, yeah I haven’t seen her, but I just got here.” Brad shrugged.

“Is… Marta here?” Trish looked over his shoulder.

“Oh, no,” Brad looked around too. “She tied up.”

Trish smiled.

Perfect.

***

Tammy wriggled desperately against the ropes in a desperate attempt to relieve the tension on her ass from the wedgie. She had worn thongs almost her entire adult life, and was used to the fabric from them riding between her ass cheeks. It was a soft, comforting feeling that she had grown used to, but having her thong bikini yanked up her ass by a length of coarse rope was a new feeling altogether, and not a comfortable one.

“Urrrmm ggrrrmmp!” She moaned, shifting herself in another attempt to relieve the tension on her ass, but it only succeeded in pulling her bikini further up her ass.

“Ummph!” She groaned into the thick, black cloth pulled tight between her lips and secured at the back of her neck. Her lips pursed around the gag as she tried to figure a way out of this predicament.

“Mmmuurpp grrrmmm…” She grumbled, wrapping her lips around her gag. Tammy still had no idea who the men were that jumped or why they had stuffed her, bound and gagged, in this closet.

One thing she did know is that they had wanted to make sure that she couldn’t get out, that’s for sure.

They didn’t have to make it so… excessive! She grumbled, once again pulling on her bound hands.

They had grabbed the back of her thong and yanked it up high, and then secured it around a sturdy, industrial type clothes hanger, and then interwoven the rope between her legs, up through her butt cheeks, and around the hanger, securing her to it. Then they hung the hanger from the bar in the back of the closet, spread Tammy’s arms to her side, and secured them to the bar as well, leaving her suspended from the ground, and with a tight, uncomfortable wedgie. When she got out of this- if she got out of this - she was going to have one sore asshole.

But still, why had they done this? Was she being stored for later? What about Trish?

Trish… Tammy renewed her struggles with vigor, once again feeling the rope and her bikini ride tight against her ass.

“Urrrggg… mmmmph!” She moaned, gritting her teeth around the thick cloth gagging her.

Trish was probably worried about her, wondering what was taking her. With any luck she would come looking soon. The image of Trish pushing open the door and finding Tammy tied up like this and then sweeping off her feet ran through her mind. Trish would carry her out in her arms and pull the gag out of her mouth and Tammy would embrace her, holding her tight in her arms, feeling her large breasts against hers…

Despite her predicament, she was getting excited at the thought.

Tammy was snapped out of her fantasy by voices outside. There were people in the hallway! She perked up, listening. Even though she was gagged, maybe she could make enough noise to draw their attention.

It was hard to hear over the blaring music coming through the walls, but the voices seemed, familiar

The walls were vibrating around her from the loud music in the living room and the throng of dancing bodies through out the beach house, and Tammy strained to hear the voices outside.

There were two, a man and a woman. Their voices were light, playful, filled with laughter…

Trish!

It was her! Tammy recognized her voice! So she was looking for her!

“Bffssh! Bfffssh!” Tammy tried calling to the older woman through her gag.

Trish continued to talk with the man outside.

“Tfffssh! Tffssh! Pffss! Hllp!” Tammy cried into her gag. She still couldn’t hear what exactly Trish and the man outside were saying to each other but the tone of their voices gave no indication that they heard her.

“Grrrmm bffm! Ummm mmmmph! Mmmrrgggl!” Tammy cried into her gag and wriggled around against the bar she was secured to, but all that did was lead to her wriggling around in the air and causing her wedgie to pull tighter on her ass.

Dammit! She had to find a way of getting their attention.

Tammy paused her struggling and tried to strain her eyes against the darkness to see what else was in the closet with her. It seemed completely empty except for her, like it had been cleared out specifically for her. Had her captors locked the door when they left? She had been so focused on struggling and getting free that she hadn’t noticed if they had locked the door when they left her in the closet. It would make sense to lock the door if they didn’t want her being found.

As she tried to see if there was anything in the closet she could use to escape, she realized that she also recognized the other voice: Brad.

So he and Trish and had found each other, and were right outside.

Tammy hung there, suspended by her wedgie and listened as Brad and Trish laughed and giggled with each other. They were talking loudly over the music.

“I can’t believe this is the first time we’ve seen each other outside of work.” Tammy overheard Trish say.

“I’d say that it’s long overdue.” Brad responded.

“Very long overdue.” Trish agreed.

As Tammy hung there, listening, she forgot about being tied up and the painful wedgie up her ass as a realization dawned on her. Trish hadn’t stumbled across Brad while looking for her, she had gone looking for Brad.

No, she noticed that you had been gone a while and went looking, that’s all.

But Tammy waited, her tightly muscled body completely still, and listened Trish pretend to laugh at everything Brad was saying, and knew that she was right. Trish hadn’t noticed that she was missing, she only wanted Brad.

“You don’t have a drink yet.” Trish said.

“Ah, no. I haven’t had a chance.”

“What do you say we go get a drink?” Tammy could practically hear Trish smile when she asked Brad the question.

Tammy’s heart sunk. Trish didn’t care that she had been attacked and tied up, and probably wouldn’t notice for hours that Tammy was gone, and by then, who know what her captors will have done with her.

She felt alone, trapped, isolated in her small, pitch black prison. Tammy had been a fool to put her faith in Trish. Trish had never cared about her and never would.

Her hands balled into fists, she bit down on her gag, and strained against the metal bar she was tied to.

“Urrrgh… mmmmrrggh… grrrmmm…” She grunted, straining and flexing with all of her might, but the bar held tight.

She was trapped, and alone.

2.

The party at the large beach house had gotten more crowded, and the large rear deck was absolutely packed with young, dancing bodies, which meant that Trish and Brad were packed tightly against each other as they swayed to the blasting music.

Good, that was how Trish wanted it. All of her previous insecurities from earlier had washed away as she pressed her thonged ass against Brad’s waist and swayed her hips to the beat coming through the speakers. She could feel Brad pressing himself against her, and could feel how hard he was through the shorts. He wasn’t even trying to hide it, which was good, at least it made his intentions clear. Trish stood straight and leaned back, pressing her hot, sweaty body against his, and felt Brad press himself forward, his erect penis pressing against her buttocks through his shorts.

Given the size of the beach house, she supposed that they could find a private room somewhere if things came to that, or go back to her hotel room or his place. Trish would prefer his place, given that if they went back to the hotel room that meant they would have to deal with Tammy at some point.

Tammy! Trish realized that she had completely forgotten about her. She hadn’t seen the younger girl since she was sent off to look for Brad. Was she still looking? Or had she come across a guy (or a girl) that was keeping her occupied? Or maybe Tammy knew that Brad and Trish were together and she was off pouting about it. Either way, Trish decided not to worry about it because Tammy was a big girl that could take care of herself.

Their bodies continued to sway against each other’s, and Brad’s hand slid down along her abs to her thigh, and Trish spun around and wrapped her arm around his neck.

“Getting a little fresh there, Sheriff.” She smiled.

“Well I’m defenseless against that bikini.” Brad smiled back and wrapped a powerful arm around her waist.

“Oh please Sheriff, what will they say about us?” Trish pulled away, deciding that she wanted to make Brad work for it.

He slid up against her from behind and pressed his mouth against her ear.

“Are you going to let what other people say dictate your actions?” He rubbed his hand on the back of her thigh, just below her buttocks.

“Brad, I’m old enough to be your mother.” Trish feigned shock and surprise. She knew full well that Shelly Arnold was Brad’s step-mother, and if there was one thing she loved, it was young men with Mommy issues. It was all too easy to weaponize their psychology against them.

Brad’s hand moved again to her front and pressed against her abs while his other one stroked her other thigh.

“Age is just a number.” Brad whispered in her ear. Trish smiled. He was good, really good.

She spun around, wrapped an arm around his neck, and grabbed his side with her other arm.

“You know, I was worried about you and Marta earlier.” She pouted.

“Oh, she’s nothing.” Brad shrugged.

“After all of these months of flirting, and then she comes along, I didn’t like it.” Trish continued to pout.

“Well you don’t have to worry about her anymore.” Brad’s hands wrapped around her waist. Trish smiled, there was something about how Brad said that, it made her feel, satisfied.

Trish pressed herself forward. Their lips were inches apart now, and she moved her hand from Brad’s side and down, across his abs, and down between his legs.

“I see that you’re locked and loaded.” She smiled, wrapping her hand around his engorged cock.

Brad sighed and tried to play it cool.

“I told you I was defenseless against that bikini.” He smiled.

Trish leaned her head in, still holding his cock, feeling it throb under the shorts. This was it, this was her moment…

“There you are!” A high pitched, sing-song voice called out. Trish stiffened, and felt Brad do the same.

Autumn!

She pulled back slightly, which was enough for the skinny young girl with the big ass to worm her way between Brad and Trish. Autumn was flocked on either side by her usual entourage. Suddenly, Trish was being pushed further and further away from Brad as a sea of people crowded around Autumn. A young man with a camera stood a few feet away from the young girl as she wrapped her arm around Brad’s shoulder and drunkenly yelled at the camera.

“Hey guys, I’m here with the super cool – and super cute – sheriff of Marston’s Pointe, here to make sure we’re all here to have a good time…” Autumn accentuated every word by waving her hand in the air.

Next to her, Brad shifted uncomfortably. Part of Trish couldn’t help but smile at how cute and awkward he was, suddenly being on camera with a giant erection. Looking down, she saw that Brad had one hand in his pocket to conceal his erect penis.

“Hey Autumn, I don’t know how appropriate it is for me to-” Brad began, shifting uncomfortably next to her.

“Oh come on! Everyone at home thinks you’re adorable!” She shouted into his ear.

Trish stepped back and crossed her arms, glaring at Autumn. She had been so close! No Marta, no Tammy, but now this little brat! Earlier Trish hadn’t even considered Autumn to be a threat because of how uninterested Brad had been in her, but the girl was being persistent.

Her entourage formed a protective cocoon around Autumn and Brad, and as Trish watched, Autumn started to steer him away from her towards the far side of the deck. Trish fumed and balled her fists, stepping forward but finding herself blocked by a sea of male bodies walking in step along with Autumn.

“Hey, wait I’m-” Trish began, but they ignored her.

“He’s, that’s…” She stammered, watching as Autumn and Brad drifted further and further away, Autumn still jabbering to the camera.

Trish stopped and glared. She needed back up to get through that crowd of Autumn’s entourage. Where in the hell was Tammy? With her help Trish could definitely break up that group and whisk Brad away. Somehow, she half expected Tammy to show up suddenly at her side, and Trish turned her head to see if the dark haired girl would suddenly emerge from the crowd, ready for action.

But no one did. Trish was alone.

She turned back to the circle of Autumn’s entourage and gritted her teeth. There was no way she was going to lose now after coming so far, especially to some spoiled internet brat!

Her fists still balled tight, she strolled forward, determined to push aside the group of people and tear Brad away from Autumn. Hell if Autumn kicked them out after that, then her and Brad could go somewhere private, away from all these drunk people and spoiled children.

Then suddenly a group of beefy young men stepped between her and Autumn’s entourage.

“Sorry, you can’t get any closer to Ms. Autumn.” The leader, a young man with a completely shaved head, said.

“Out of my way.” Trish stopped and glared at him.

He crossed his arms.

“One more time: out of my way.” Trish ordered.

The young man and his compatriots stood their ground.

Fine, if this was how they were going to play it…

Trish turned, deciding to go and regroup with Tammy and come up with a new plan, and found a group of large men men standing behind her as well. They glared at Trish for a moment, and she glared back, and then suddenly they were advancing on her. She spun around and found the other group lead by the kid with the shaved head also closing in, arms outstretched.

Trish spun around. They had formed a circle around her, and the circle was tightening quickly.

Deciding on a new strategy, Trish froze and placed hand on her hip.

“Fine, I’m a Federal Agent. Do your worst.” She smiled.

The group of young men must not have detected her sarcasm, and descended upon her.

***

Brad let Autumn lead him by one hand while using the other hide the raging hard-on poking through his shorts. It was bad enough that she was getting him on camera, but the last thing he wanted was to be broadcast across the internet with a boner.

Is she streaming this? He realized that he had no idea if this was live video or being saved for later. Seeing how Autumn was a social media princess, he assumed it was a live stream. As Autumn chattered away to the camera, Brad turned to look over his shoulder at Trish but couldn’t see her in the crowd of young men behind him.

He craned his neck, trying to spot her through the crowd. Trish should stand out with her dark skin, turquoise thong, and big boobs. Not to mention that she was a great deal older than everyone at this party. Brad turned back to Autumn and suppressed a grimace, trying to keep his charming veneer for her and the camera, but underneath his crooked smile was a boiling anger. Just a few moments ago, Trish’s tight, thonged ass had been grinding up against his hard dick. After months of teasing and flirtation, he had her. All he would have to do was get her somewhere private, do his business, and then string her up like Marta.

Autumn continued to chat into the camera as Brad kept his empty smile up and scanned the large deck around him. There was no sign of Trish, or of Vera or Randy. He mentally kicked himself for telling them to go find Tammy and get her tied up while he dealt with Trish because he could have used their back up right now.

Brad tried to keep his eyes off of Autumn’s ass in her lime green thong. He had to admit, she had a magnificent, and jiggly, ass. Though if she was streaming a video, Brad didn’t want to be caught admiring her ass while also concealing a boner. Instead, he just smiled and listened to Autumn chatter away.

“And this guy is so awesome, I’m so glad to have him here!” She smiled and threw her arm over Brad’s neck and smiled at the camera. Brad smiled back.

Autumn did figure into his plans for the night, but not yet. Trish was his main objective, and he wanted to have his fun with her before getting rid of her.

“What do you have to say for the camera, Brad?” Autumn turned to him.

Brad’s eyes widened and he stammered.

“Uh… is this live?” Brad tried to his distraction, but he kept looking around for any sign of Trish or Vera and Randy.

“Why, do you have something to say?” Autumn giggled.

“Well, I… I don’t know if this is the best idea.” Brad’s tone was dismissive. He just wanted to get rid of Autumn. Every moment they were together was a moment that Trish grew more discouraged and moved onto another guy.

“Okay guys, go get some footage somewhere else. I’ll be back.” Autumn said to her film crew.

As the crew walked away, one of them stepped forward with two bottles of beer. Autumn took one and held the other out to Brad. He took the drink, and had to admit that he was impressed with how her people waited on her hand and foot. Autumn really was, for all intents and purposes, a princess.

“What,” Autumn took a sip. “Camera shy.”

“Given that I’m law enforcement, I don’t know how good it will look if I’m seen at this party.” Brad didn't’ take from his drink, suddenly suspicious.

Relax, she didn’t drug it. She’s just a girl. Still, he remained on edge. Being kidnapped once will do that.

“Aw come on, have some fun.” Autumn giggled and took another drink.

Brad kept scanning the crowd, but Trish had disappeared.

“It wouldn’t be good for a local Sheriff to be at a party with underage drinking.” Brad decided to go with a gamble.

“Silly, you and I are the same age.” Autumn giggled again.

“I know, but you aren’t carding everyone that comes here, and I’d bet my badge that a lot of these people aren’t 21.” Brad made his tone harsh, his “police voice”.

Autumn’s smile faded and she looked around the party nervously.

“Hey, it’s just a party…” She started but Brad held up a hand.

“Look, I’m not gonna shut you down, but don’t put me on camera again.” Brad kept his police voice up.

He wasn’t lying about it not being good for his image to be seen at a party with underage drinking, and he also didn’t have to card some of these people to see that they were teenagers.

But he also didn’t want to be seen on camera at a party where he was planning on kidnapping several FBI agents.

“Sure…” Autumn pouted.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to get back to Trish.” Brad smiled and turned around.

“Good luck.” Autumn’s tone was taunting.

Something about it put Brad on edge. He looked at the crowd and still saw no sign of Trish, and turned to face Autumn.

“What did you mean by that?” He raised his eyebrow.

“I dunno.” Autumn shrugged. She was a bad liar.He could see it in her eyes that she had something up her sleeve.

Brad thought back to how Trish seemingly disappeared in a sea of young men once Autumn whisked him away. Was there something going on here?

He reached out and grabbed her wrist in a vice-like grip.

“Ow! Hey!” Autumn cried and tried to pull away.

“What is going on?” Brad hissed. Autumn froze and her wide eyes stared at him in shock. It was the look of a child who’s been caught misbehaving and was scrambling to think of a lie to get out of it.

Suddenly Vera and Randy emerged from the crowd and converged on him.

“Brad, oh good! Look we…” Randy started, but then trailed off when he saw Autumn.

“It’s okay, go ahead.” Brad said, still holding Autumn’s arm tight. Her eyes were racing, no doubt she was looking for her entourage to help her out.

“We can’t find the other agent.” Vera said.

Brad narrowed his eyes at Autumn.

“What’s going on?” He asked.

“Nothing, I swear.” She tugged again and looked around for back up.

“You’re a bad liar Autumn.” Brad tightened his grip. Following his lead, Vera closed in on Autumn from the other side.

“Look, I just told my boys to keep them away from you. That’s all!” Autumn’s voice was even more high pitched as she tugged but Brad still didn’t let go.

Just then, Autumn’s entourage must have noticed that things were getting tense and closed in.

“Vic!” Autumn cried to the kid with the camera.

“Show me where they are and I won’t throw you all in jail.” Brad’s eyes darted to Vic, who froze when the Sheriff addressed him.

Vic then looked at Autumn, hoping for some sort of assurance from her.

“Vic, just do it.” She sighed.

Vic turned to Brad. “Follow me.”

Brad nodded and shoved Autumn forward.

“You first.” He grunted.

“Seriously, it’s nothing.” She whined, following Vic as he lead the procession across the crowded deck.

“Hey man,” Vic turned to him, eyes pleading. “You know, we were just doing what Autumn asked us to do.”

“Vic!” Autumn cried, not enjoying being made the scape goat.

“That’s enough. I’ll be the judge of how much trouble you two are in.” Brad kept his police voice up, but there was general annoyance in it.

He was annoyed at Autumn for endangering his chances with Trish, and annoyed that now he actually had to play policeman in order to see what they had done. Brad supposed that he was being greedy by wanting to bang Trish after having Tanya, Gina, and Marta, but if he had a chance to sleep with these women, he was going to take it.

Gina… He thought about the deputy, out on patrol now. She had no idea that like the FBI agents, she would soon be disappearing too. Oh well, at least he made sure she had a good time before she was never seen again.

Vic lead them down a short staircase and into a wide, dimly lit yard. There was no one else down there and the sounds of the party fell behind them.

“Jesus Christ Vic, what did you do?” Autumn cried at her accomplice.

“What? It was out of the way.” Vic shrugged.

“Out of the way?” Brad arched an eyebrow at Autumn and Vic, and then turned around to face Randy and Vera behind him.

“Not “out of the way”, just… you know… out of the way.” Autumn stammered as they made their way across the yard. Brad kept his eyebrow arched. This was getting interesting.

The lighting on the yard was dim, but Brad’s eyes soon grew adjusted to the darkness, and soon he saw a dim figure ahead. As he got closer, he could make out the lithe shape and curve of her large breasts.

Trish!

Now that he got closer, he saw that she was stooped slightly. She seemed to turn when she heard the group approach.

“Grrrmm! Ummm ffmm!” She muttered through the black cloth gagging her.

Brad stopped himself, his heart suddenly fluttering, and then briefly allowed himself a smile. They had gone and gift wrapped her for him.

“Jesus Christ Vic, what did you do?” Autumn called out.

“You said keep them out of the way!” Vic whined.

“I meant like distract them, or flirt with them, or get them drunk, not tie them up!” Autumn screamed back.

“Hrrry! Hllp!” Trish beckoned.

Brad couldn’t take his eyes off of her. It was perfect.

She was still in her turquoise bikini. There was a flagpole in the center of the yard, and her hands had been tied behind her back with a length of rope, and then to the cord running up the flagpole. Another length of rope was running down between her legs and up between her butt cheeks, yanking up Trish’s tiny thong, giving her a wedgie, and then that rope was secured to the cord on the flagpole as well. A black cloth had been pulled tight between her lips and tied at the back of her head.

When she saw them, Trish started to struggle and moan into her gag while shaking her tied hands at them in a sign to untie her, but was simultaneously also wiggling her thonged, wedgied ass at them too. Brad felt the blood rushing to his penis again at the sight of the bound and gagged older woman struggling against her bonds, pleading through her gag for help.

“Grrrmmp! Hlllp!” Trish moaned and pleaded through her gag. Nobody moved to help the tied up woman though.

Vic and Autumn stared at Brad wide-eyed, expecting him to play the stern police man. Meanwhile Randy and Vera stood on either side of him, waiting for his word. Brad kept his face hard and stern though, pretending to be displeased for Autumn and Vic’s sake.

“Hrry! Cmmm mmnn! Hllp!” Trish implored again.

Brad suppressed a smile. Really he ought to be thanking Autumn and Vic, they had saved him, Vera, and Randy a world of trouble. Autumn practically gift wrapped the women for him! Little did she know that she was coming along too. This whole situation was working out perfectly!

Brad kept his gaze hard and turned to Vic.

“Where’s the other one?” His tone was icy as he asked.

“Um…” Vic swallowed. “She’s tied up in the closet, in the front hallway.”

Brad took a step towards him.

“You got five seconds to get out of here before I press charges.” He hissed.

Vic didn’t need to hear anymore, and took off running. Autumn moved to follow but Brad grabbed her wrist. He held his other hand out behind him and felt Vera slip something into it.

“Ow! Hey!” Autumn protested.

“Not you.” Brad kept his voice stern.

“Come on! Look, I didn’t know they were gonna do this,” She motioned to the still struggling Trish. “I just wanted to get you alone.”

“Offf ffrrr ggdss skkk…” Trish rolled her eyes.

Brad kept his grip on her and turned to Vera.

“Go get the one in the closet,” He ordered, and then turned to Randy. “Head back to the arena, by now all the fight should be out of our other friend.”

Both of them nodded and headed off into the night, leaving him alone with Autumn and Trish.

“Hmmph! Cmmmnn mmnn! Hrry!” Trish beckoned him, still pulling on her bonds.

“Come on Brad, I was just hoping we could get some quality time together. I didn’t think Vic and his boys would do… this…” Autumn batted her eyes at him, no doubt hoping to charm her way out of this.

Brad started to drag her over towards a nearby small tree.

“Look, I’m not gonna get in trouble for this, am I?” Autumn whined.

Brad didn’t say anything, because the truth was, she was in a world of trouble. When he made his plans for this evening, he had made a certain “shopping list” of ladies to snatch, and Autumn was one of them. She had unknowingly sealed her fate and played right into his hands.

“Come on Brad, it’s just a bit of fun.” She continued to implore him as he dragged her over to the tree.

“Hey, what do I have to do to get out of this?” She asked.

Brad stopped just in front of the tree and turned to face her.

“You just kidnapped two federal officers.” He said in his most authoritative voice.

“Umm hmm!” Trish nodded from the flagpole.

“It wasn’t me! It was Vic! I just told them to keep them out of my way!” Autumn whined.

“That makes you an accessory.” Brad responded.

“Look I didn’t know they were gonna do it! You aren’t gonna punish a girl just because she wants you all to herself, are you?” She batted her eyes again.

Brad shoved her towards the tree.

“Hug the tree.” He ordered.

“What?” She asked.

“Hug the tree.” He repeated.

Autumn smiled, leaned forward, and wrapped her arms around the tree’s skinny trunk.

“Did you want a view of this?” She giggled and wiggled her plump ass at him. Brad had to give it to her, though he didn’t go for women his age, Autumn had a magnificent ass.

Brad smiled and produced one of the things that Vera had slipped into his hands – a set of handcuffs.

“Oh no officer, am I in trouble?” Autumn faux-pouted and once again wiggled her ass at him.

“Guess you’re gonna have to punish me?” She stuck her ass out.

“Offffmmm gnngddd…” Trish grumbled and rolled her eyes.

Brad stepped to the other side of the tree where Autumn’s hands were and slapped a cuff over one wrist and then the other, securing them around the tree’s strong bark.

“Oh no, you caught me!” Autumn giggled, bouncing her ass up and down as she spoke.

If she only knew… Brad smiled. He did have her, and he was going to punish her, but not in the way she was expecting.

He stepped around to behind Autumn, who kept wiggling her ass at him.

“Oh officer, I’ve been such a bad girl, you have to punish me.” She turned and giggled at him.

Brad stepped towards her and placed both of his hands on her hips, grabbing the waist band of her bikini bottoms.

“Urggg ggmm!” Trish protested, watching wide-eyed.

Autumn sighed as Brad yanked her thong up high, causing a ripple to go through her supple ass cheeks, and then yanked them down, exposing her bare buttocks and stark white tan line in the shape of a thong bikini.

“Oh… oh yeah…” Autumn sighed, hugging the tree tight and squeezing her eyes shut.

She didn’t see Brad wadding up the bikini bottoms with one hand and holding the thick, black cloth Vera had given him with the other.

“Oh yeah Brad, what n-ummph!” Autumn’s eyes shot open as he shoved her bikini bottoms in her mouth.

“Urrgg! Gllluggg bbbfffm!” She protested as Brad pulled the black cloth over her mouth and tied at the back of her neck.

“Sorry Autumn, but you’re a spoiled child that needs a timeout.” Brad said as he finished securing her gag.

“Ohhmm! Uffff gggmm! Mmmph!” Autumn protested, now pulling against the trunk of the tree. Brad could feel her naked ass cheeks jiggling against his pelvis and felt his cock stirring.

“Why don’t you sit here and think about what you’ve done?” He patted her on the behind, prompting a fresh protest from her.

“Offfm! Mmoo!” Autumn whined into her gag and yanked on the handcuffs.

Brad turned away from the struggling, bare-assed girl and started approaching Trish, who was still struggling on pulling on her bonds, but only succeeding in pulling her wedgie farther up her ass.

“And look at you, Trish.” Brad smiled.

“Ufffmmm… ggmmm…” She moaned, wiggling her bound hands, and her ass, at him. Brad smiled and continued to approach the bound and gagged woman.

“How did you end up in this predicament?” He shrugged.

“Hrrgh! Umm hllp mmff!” Trish tossed her hair back and motioned to the bound and gagged Autumn.

“Hrrry! Ummph mmmff!” Autumn moaned, still tugging on her bound hands.

Brad stopped by Trish and eyed up the intricate rope work keeping her suspended.

“Damn… they did quite a number on you.” He said, rubbing his chin.

“Umm hmm!” Trish glared at Autumn.

“Hrrrmmph!” Autumn grunted back.

Brad stepped forward and leered down at Trish’s wonderful, dark, toned behind.

“It’s a good look for you.” He chuckled.

“Ohmm cmmm mmnn…” Trish grunted and rolled her eyes.

“Well, let’s see what we can do to get you out of that.” He said in a reassuring tone, though he had no intention of actually letting Trish free.

“Hmm…” Brad rubbed his chin while pretending to eye up the convoluted way Trish was tied up.

“Hrry cmmm omm…” She mumbled.

Brad reached out and placed his hand on the small of Trish’s back, right above her butt crack, and where the rope was currently bunching up her bikini bottoms.

“Well, let’s see if we can do something about this. This looks uncomfortable.” Brad said, and pulled on the rope.

“Urrrmm!” Trish moaned, and a shudder went through her body.

Brad stopped and eyed the rope running between her legs.

“Oh, was that too much?” He asked.

“Umm hmm!” She nodded.

“What about this?” This time he grabbed the and slowly and gently slid it forward and up.

“Urrmm hrrrmm…” Trish moaned and shuddered again, no doubt feeling the rope rubbing against sensitive areas.

“You know, Trish,” Brad stepped forward. “I actually have a thing for older women in bondage.”

“Hmmm?” She turned her head.

Brad was pressing against her now, and clasped both ass cheeks with his hands.

“Umm! Mmmpph! Sttmmph!” Autumn cried in the distance.

“Wummf?” Trish cocked her head.

“It’s a good look for you?” Brad squeezed her ass with both hands.

“Umm hmm?” This time she batted her eyes at him.

“Oh yes…” Brad sighed, feeling as the blood rushed to his penis. After what happened with Marta earlier, he was worried if he would be able to go all the way with Trish, but right now his body was telling him it was okay.

He grabbed her thighs and pulled her back towards him, causing the rope to pull tighter between her legs. Trish’s ass cheeks pressed against the erection pushing through his shorts and she let out a moan of surprise into her gag.

“Umm!” It was sigh of pleasure.

“Umm! Mmmph! Mmm!” Autumn was moaning into her gag, trying to free herself from the handcuffs.

Brad reached a hand forward and clamped it over Trish’s already gagged mouth and pulled her upright into a standing position. The rope ran high and tight between her legs, causing her body to shudder again.

“Urrr hhrrmm…” She sighed, and started to slowly wiggle her ass against Brad.

He kept one hand planted over her mouth and his other hand pressed against the front of her bikini bottoms, tracing how tight and high they had been pulled by the rope, which was now wedged high and secure against Trish’s vagina.

Brad gripped the rope and gently pulled it slightly, sending another convulsion through Trish’s body.

“Urrrmm mmm… mmmpph…” She shuddered again and continued to wiggle her waist slowly against his.

“These ropes are so tight, I don’t know if I can get you free.” He whispered in her ear.

“Urrmm hrrmm…” She sighed, and her bound hands wrapped around his rock hard penis.

“Ohhmm cmmn hmmm! Hmmmph! Mmmph!” Autumn continued to protest.

Brad’s hand moved from Trish’s mouth and down, wrapping around her large breast. He could feel her nipple pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini top.

His other hand slowly moved the rope up and down between Trish’s legs. Her body arched with the moving rope as she sighed muffled moans of pleasure through her gag.

“Urrmm… hummm… mmmpp…” She sighed.

Brad’s hand pulled aside her bikini top and cupped her large breast, feeling her hard nipple press against the palm of his hand.

Trish’s bound hands fumbled around the waist band of his shorts and he moved his hand from her bare breast briefly to push down his shorts. He felt her hands wrap around the shaft of his rock hard penis, causing him to shudder involuntarily. Brad switched hands, raising his other one to her breast that was still covered by the bikini top, and pulled that free from the restrictive fabric as well. Like before, he cupped this breast in his hands, feeling it’s curve and nipple against his skin. Trish’s soft hands worked up and down the elongated shaft of his penis, sending tremors and convulses of pleasure through out his body as she did.

Brad sighed and gasped as her hands moved up and down along his cock while he continued to massage her clit with the rope, up and down, causing her lithe, muscular body to wriggle with each movement. Trish moaned and sighed into her gag, her waist wiggling against Brad’s with every movement of the rope. Behind them, Autumn continued to moan and protest into her gag.

Brad had never had an audience before, but he liked it. Earlier that night, there was a thrill to fooling around with Marta while surrounded by people in the laser arena, and there was a thrill to her being so willing, not knowing that he was moments away from capturing her. There was a similar thrill here, to having Autumn, helpless to watch as her efforts to win Brad over failed.

He smiled, sighed, and convulsed in pleasure again, Trish’s moans of pleasure intermingling with Autumn’s moans of protest. In a way, this was Autumn’s fault. In attempting to stop Brad and Trish from hooking up, she had inadvertently brought them together, and now was being punished for it. Trish was like Marta, thinking that she had won, that things would be normal after this, but there would be no normal for her.

Both of these women would spend the rest of their lives as prisoners.

Just the thought of that sent a fresh wave of excitement through Brad. His cock was throbbing, crying out for release, and Trish was reciprocating, rubbing harder and faster. Brad moved the rope faster and faster between her legs. Both of them were slick with sweat now, and he could see that Trish’s legs were quivering, and she was huffing even more into her gag.

“Ummph… mmmpph… mmm!” She moaned, whipping her raven black hair back and forth.

“Sttph! Ummph mmmph!” Autumn whined into her gag.

Trish’s entire body shook and she jolted straight up, an orgasm rocking her body. Brad cupped both of his hands over her bare breasts and squeezed. She pressed her half naked, convulsing body against his and stroked faster and harder.

Brad could feel it building, and building…

She stroked faster and faster, still moaning from pleasure into her gag.

Then he cried out as he came, finishing on the back of her thong bikini bottoms.

Brad held her pressed against him, his penis erect between her buttocks as he finished. Trish sighed and moaned onto her gag as his hands stayed wrapped around her large breasts. He held there for a moment, both of them breathing ragged and slick with perspiration. His hands continued to massage her large, bare breasts, wanting to feel them, appreciate them, savor them…

After all, this was the last time he would be able to appreciate them.

Her continued to hold Trish there, listening to Autumn’s moans behind them.

“Urfff… brrfff… grrmmm mmph!” The girl cried, but Brad ignored her.

Then Trish started to stir under him.

“Hrry… mmmph… mmm…” She tugged, sending him the message that they’re fun was over and it was time to untie her.

He smiled. The fun was just beginning.

“Hurrmm… cmmm mmn…” She moaned, wiggling her tight ass against his waist.

Brad stepped back and pulled up his shorts.

“I suppose you want me to untie you now?” He laughed and smacked Trish on her backside.

“Ysss!” She turned and beckoned with her head for him to let her go.

Brad smiled and stepped back, watching as Trish wiggled her ass at him and pulled on her bonds.

“Hrry, cmm mmn! Ummph!” She moaned.

“You know Autumn, I have to thank you,” Brad turned to the girl secured to the tree, glaring at him. “You made my job so much easier tonight.”

“Whmm?” Autumn asked.

“Wuff?” Trish mumbled.

Brad reached into his back pocket and pulled out a thick white cloth and a small vial, two of the several items Vera had slipped him earlier.

“You see, I came here to kidnap you. Both of you, and Tammy. Oh, and Marta, though I got her earlier tonight.”

“Ummph!” Trish moaned, her eyes going wide.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” Autumn cried.

“See, I wasn’t sure how to get you ladies isolated so I could tie you up, but Autumn, you did the work for me.” As he spoke, he unscrewed the bottle and poured some of the liquid inside onto the cloth.

“Ummm ggmmmph! Mmmp!” Trish moaned, every muscle in her impressive physique flexing and straining against the constricting rope.

“Mmmmph gggmmph! Mmmoo!” Autumn moaned, renewing her attack on her handcuffs, her bare ass clenching as she strained against the tree.

“Sorry ladies, it’s just business.” Brad shrugged, stepped over to Trish, and pressed the chloroform soaked cloth against her face.

“Mmmm! Ummm! Mmm!” She screamed into the cloth, wriggling and pulling, but with every movement and struggle, she slowed. Her muscles were going slack.

“Urrmm… grmm…” She started to moan, slowly going limp, but Brad held the cloth tight over her face.

Then she went completely limp, her muffled cries dying out. Brad held the cloth over her face for a second more and then moved it. Trish dangled unconscious, head hanging limply, and then he turned and approached Autumn.

“Mmm! Umm! Mmmph!” She cried into her gag, struggling even more furiously against the handcuffs.

As Brad walked, he doused the cloth again with more chloroform.

“I am sorry,” He continued. “Blame this on my predecessors, I’m still cleaning up their messes.”

“Nngggh! Ummm mmm!” Autumn replied.

Brad stepped forward and wrapped a hand around her waists, pulling her against him, and then lifted the chloroform soaked cloth and held it tight over her face.

“Mmmmph! Ummpph mmm!” Autumn screamed into the cloth. Her ass continued to jiggle and heave against Brad as she struggled.

Then, like Trish, her movements started to slow and her muscles went slack.

“Ohmm… ggmm… mmm…” She moaned, her head listing.

Then after a moment, she went still as well. Like with Trish, Brad held the cloth over her face for a moment longer, and then moved it. Autumn now hung limply against the tree, her upper body sagging against it while her ass stuck straight out.

He stuff the cloth in his pocket, screwed the cap shut on the chloroform, and stuffed that in his other pocket. Both women should be unconscious long enough for him to carry them to the van without anyone noticing.

Brad took Autumn first, un-cuffing her hands from around the tree and then cuffing them behind her back, and then slung her over his shoulder and started to make his way through the dark yard to the road where they had parked. As he carried the limp girl, he wondered how things were going with Vera and Tammy.

***

The pain on Tammy’s ass had become unbearable from the constant wedgie.

“Ummm! Mmmph!” She cried, more to relieve tension and pain than anything else.

How long were they going to leave her here? It couldn’t be all night, could it?

“Grrmm! Mmmmph!” She tugged on her bound hands again but to no avail.

Trish was probably off in the party somewhere having a grand old time riding Brad’s dick, and meanwhile here she was, bound and gagged with her thong riding up her ass.

“Ulllmm… mmuuulllm!” She kicked her feet, which only served to cause more discomfort on her backside.

“Mmmmurrggh mmmph!” She cried, feeling the rope yank her bikini bottoms up even further.

God, is there anyway this night could get worse?

Then she heard the door knob fiddling. Tammy froze, listening…

Yes! Someone was playing with the doorknob!

“Hlllp! Hlllp! Hrry!” She moaned, wiggling and moaning, trying her best to ignore the discomfort caused by moving around.

Someone was outside! They would find her and she would be free!

Then to find the little shits that did this to her! After that, she would give Trish and Brad a piece of her mind.

You didn’t even try to look for me! You just wanted Brad! She would scream at Trish. It was good, in a way, that this happened. Now she knew where she stood with the older woman.

Something clicked in the door and then it started to drift open.

“Offfmmm mmmff! Hrrrry!” She moaned, eyes widening and pleading.

Light from outside started to drift in through the slowly opening door, and she saw the pale muscular arm on the other side, and the tattoos…

The door opened slightly, bringing Tammy face to face with her rescuer – the pale, red-haired woman who had come with Brad and Randy.

“Mmmm?” Tammy cocked her head in surprise.

The woman stood in the doorway for a moment, staring at the bound and gagged woman with her piercing blue eyes.

“Ummm ggmmmph! Mmmpph mmm!” Tammy cried through the gag, hoping to spur the woman on.

But she kept staring. Was she shocked? Maybe she opened the closet door expecting a bathroom or something? Either way, Tammy wished she would stop gawking and just help her.

“Ummm cmmn mnn! Hllp!” Tammy moaned.

The girl stepped into the closet finally, and Tammy breathed a sigh of relief.

“Offfmm thnnkk…” She stopped as the girl pulled the closet door shut behind her, only leaving it open enough for a sliver of light to seep through.

“Wuff?” Tammy mumbled and instinctively tested her bonds. They were still tightly secured.

“How do they have you strung up here?” The girl asked, leaning forward to inspect the ropes suspending Tammy.

“Ummm ggmmm! Mmmph!” Tammy replied.

The girl stepped behind her and Tammy felt her strong hands clasp her ass cheeks.

“Hrryy! Mmph!” Tammy protested.

The girl turned her slightly, causing the rope to ride up her ass again.

“Urrrff! Mmmmph! Mmmmp!” She cried. Tammy wasn’t sure how much more she could take of this.

Just untie me and lets get out of here!

Instead of untying her, she felt the girl press her tight, muscular body against Tammy’s from behind.

“Hrryy! Hurrrmph! Mmmmph!” Tammy responded, tugging on her hands, bound to the bar, but they still held strong.

The girl’s hands dug into Tammy’s sculpted glutes, and then up, tracing the waist band of her thong.

“Offfmm cmmmn mmn! Mmmph!” Tammy wriggled and struggled as best as the strict bondage would allow her, which wasn’t much.

Then the girl’s hands moved up along her thin waist and over her abs.

“Mmmph! Mmm ggmm!” Tammy wriggled and struggled like a fish on a hook.

What the hell was with this girl? Was she in on the plan, whatever the plan was?

Then the girl’s hands slid up, under Tammy’s bikini top, and cupped her small but supple breasts.

“Ohhmmm gmmm! Mmmph! Ummff!” Tammy continued to moan and struggle as the girl’s strong hands massaged her breasts under her bikini top.

How was this happening? What was happening? And what was next?

Then the girl pulled her hands away, displacing Tammy’s bikini top and letting her breasts fall free, and she felt the girl pull back from her. Tammy let out a breath of relief, though she knew this wasn’t over.

Then she smelled something, a strong, penetrating, pungent smell, and felt herself getting lightheaded.

What the…

Suddenly a wet cloth was pressed over her face, and the smell was overpowering.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmmgggmm!” She moaned, feeling the smell overcome her nostrils and seep in through the gag.

Tammy felt her muscles going limp, her arms dangling on the ropes. Her head felt like it was bobbing in a tumultuous ocean.

“Mmm! Mmm gmm!” She cried.

And then everything went black.

To Be Continued..
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