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The Story so far…

Felicia Fetters, Sheriff of the small town of Marston’s Pointe, has been a prisoner of the kinky dominatrix The Queen for over a year. In her time as a prisoner, Felicia has been subjected to countless punishments and humiliations, but now faces the possibility of a lifetime of servitude as her captor now seeks to make Felicia her wife! Felicia’s former arch-rival, Gina Dollson, sought to rescue Felicia from captivity but instead wound up a captive herself after being betrayed by her former lover, Brad, who is loyal to The Queen.

All hope is not lost though, as Janet, Felicia’s lover, and fellow Marston’s Pointe deputy Caitlyn, have escaped their captivity at the hands of kinky milf Shana and are making their way back to Marston’s Pointe in the hopes of saving Felicia and Gina from the clutches of The Queen and her clan of kinky criminals...

1.

It had been a long, strange year for Felicia Fetters, but any year spent as a prisoner would be considered strange for most people. Somehow though, of all the strange things Felicia had seen and experienced, what she was currently looking at somehow felt the strangest.

The Queen was drunk.

Well can you blame her, it is her bachelorette party. Felicia told herself.

Our…OUR bachelorette party! Felicia mentally corrected herself. Somehow that didn’t make the evening any less surreal. Part of Felicia wished she was drunk like The Queen was, but instead, she was in her normal pose – bound and gagged.

She was too distracted by The Queen’s antics to struggle though, and instead only watched from under her private cabana as The Queen drunkenly sashayed around the pool.

Maybe I’ll get lucky and she’ll fall in and drown. But Felicia knew that was wishful thinking. The Queen had surrounded herself with those loyal to her or Ace.

I wonder if Ace is here… Felicia thought and scanned the pool deck area. It was packed with people, men and women of all ages and sizes. Could one of them be the enigmatic crime lord? Somehow, she felt like a bigger deal would be made if Ace was showing himself.

In fact, despite being a prisoner of his for a year, Felicia still hadn’t seen Ace. The Queen had mentioned him several times, but apparently Ace only revealed himself in private to his inner circle like The Queen or King. Still, it was strange that Ace wouldn’t come out to help his second in command celebrate her bachelorette party.

King was there, still clad in a suit. Felicia had never seen him not in one, with a scotch in hand and chatting with a beautiful, bikini clad woman next to a bar. Felicia would have been more surprised if King wasn’t there, seeing how this was his casino’s pool after all. The entire pool deck had been closed off for their party, with only invited guests allowed to attend. As Felicia watched, she noticed how King kept glancing in The Queen’s direction. Was he concerned about her well being? Or was he, like Felicia, surprised to see The Queen like this?

The Queen was usually always so in control and reserved, but since Felicia could do nothing but watch, seeing how she was quite literally a captive audience, she couldn’t help but notice that every time she saw The Queen she had a different drink in her hand. Now they all seemed to be catching up with the dominatrix, who looked like she would fall over at any minute. She danced and swayed to the music coming from a nearby speaker, twirling her body and popping her toned, thonged backside. Since it was a pool party, The Queen was clad in black thong bikini, which was tasteful but still sexy, showing off her ample cleavage and firm backside.

Felicia’s attention was snapped away from The Queen though when she felt the cold touch of a beer can rest on her backside.

“Hold that for me, would ya?” Brad smiled and gently patted Felicia’s bare butt cheek.

“Urrggg gmmm!” Felicia responded, it was all she could do other than her current function, which was be a human drink table.

She was bent over a high wooden board with her ass arced up, with her cheeks resting on a wooden table and her hands stretched out in front of her and secured to a pole. As usual, she was gagged, this time with a cloth stuffed in her mouth and another cloth pulled tight between her lips and secured at the back of her neck. Felicia turned her head to see Brad’s beer bottle resting comfortably at the small of her back and she considered shaking her ass just slightly to tip it over, but decided against it, knowing that the punishment would be swift and humiliating.

Like everyone else at the party, she was clad in swim wear, in this case a pink g-string bikini.

“Here, Randy, set your drink down. Felicia won’t mind, won’t you Felicia?” Brad smiled down at her.

He was wearing tight black swim trunks and a Hawaiian shirt left unbuttoned to show off his impressive physique. Randy, Brad’s stooge, came over with a beer in hand and leered at Felicia’s ass, which was barely covered by the thin, pink g-string.

“Mmmmpph gggmmph!” She grumbled at Randy.

“Don’t mind if I do.” He smiled and placed his can on Felicia’s ass next to Brad’s.

“Urrrfff gggm!” She saw the cans wiggle and did her best to keep her backside steady.

“Uh oh, better keep those drinks steady, you know what happens if you make a mess…” Brad giggled and touched a remote resting next to Felicia. There was a wire running from the remote to a large, white vibrator wedged between Felicia’s legs.

“Ummm ggmmph! Fffmm!” She responded, biting down hard into the cloth that was gagging her.

Brad chuckled again, but Randy’s attention was on something behind him.

“Urrfff! Mmooo!” A muffled cry rose above the sounds of music and laughter, and Felicia craned her neck to see who it came from.

Lisa, the big breasted former muscle for Shelly, was stretched out on on her stomach on a beach chair, hands tied to the top and her feet to the bottom, and her mouth gagged with a very wide piece of micro foam tape. She was clad only in a small, black g-string. Previously she had been wearing a matching bikini top but that top was now in the hands of a balding, middle-aged man who held it up like a trophy of victory.

“Urrggg gmmmm bbff! Mmmo!” Lisa squirmed on her beach chair. The man dropped her bikini top and pressed himself on top of her, cupping handfuls of her large breast as he did so.

“Mmooo! Ufff!” Lisa struggled and squirmed under him.

Felicia turned her attention back to Randy to see his face contorting in what looked like anger and he made a move towards them but Brad grabbed him by the hand.

“No.” Brad’s tone was firm and decisive.

“But…” Randy pulled and looked at the man currently getting two handfuls of Lisa’s bare breasts.

“I said no.”

Randy turned and glared at Brad. He seemingly had a few drinks too, and the alcohol was boosting his confidence.

“It’s not fair, you told me she was mine!” He hissed.

“Listen,” Brad too had a few drinks, and his patience was wearing thin. “That’s a paying customer, so he gets dibs. Plus he can only touch, nothing more.”

“What about me? What about what I was promised?” Randy was growing red now.

“After the wedding.” Brad answered.

This seemed to calm Randy, who deflated, and relief, excitement, and surprise all registered on his face.

“What… really?” He asked.

“Yes, after the wedding you can have all the fun you want with her. A reward for all the work you’ve done for us.” Brad picked up Randy’s beer from Felicia’s ass and handed it to him, and then retrieved his own.

Felicia unconsciously let out a sigh of relief when he removed the drinks from her ass.

“Cheers.” Brad held out his beer and clinked it with Randy’s.

Brad took a sip from his beer and turned his attention to another resident of the cabana.

“Urrmmm!” Gina cried and Brad smiled at her predicament.

Gina was bound to a pole at the other end of the cabana, her arms wrapped tight around it and tied in front of her, and gagged with a white cloth tied tight over her mouth. Her ass was facing out towards them, and there was a line of men all several feet behind her. The man at the front of the line held a small dart in his hand, but the end of the dart was a red suction cup instead of the usual pointed end.

Can’t damage the merchandise. Felicia thought, watching as the man lined up his shot and let the dart fly.

Gina’s ass was painted to look like a target, with the bullseye placed perfectly between her cheeks, and several of the suction cup darts clung to her backside as she wriggled on the pole.

Bullseye! The man’s dart landed square between Gina’s ass cheeks.

“URRFFGG!” She cried in alarm, and the man cheered and shouted as his friends congratulated him.

“Uggg mmoo! Mmmmph! Grrrmm!” Gina grumbled, wiggling her butt around trying to shake the dart free. She was clad in a thong like the other girls but the thong had been painted to blend in with the target as well.

The man stepped over to Gina and started to pull the darts off of her rump, but they seemed to want to cling to Gina’s ample backside, resisting as they were pulled and coming off with a loud PLOP!

“Mmmph!” Gina moaned as each dart was removed.

The man saved his bullseye for last, grabbing the dart protruding from between Gina’s butt cheeks and wrenching it free.

“Eeeep!” She cried and clenched her cheeks.

The man regarded her with a smile and handed the darts to the next man in line.

“Urrggm gggmmm!” Felicia heard another muffled cry and turned her head to see Jessica being held in yet another part of the cabana.

Jessica was in a bamboo cage with a “See the viscous jungle woman! Caught in the Amazon and on display for you now!” sign above it. To go with the jungle theme, Jessica was clad in a small, leopard print thong bikini and her tanned, toned body glistened with oil. Her abs heaved with every struggle she made as did her bronzed cleavage as she struggled. Like the others, Jessica’s hands were tied behind her back but her feet were unsecured, leaving her to kick at the bars and move around her cage as gawkers all crowded and cheered, some even threw wadded up bills at her.

“Urrgg stpp!” Jessica whined through her gag.

Her gag brought her whole look together, as a piece of leopard print fabric was pulled between her lips and tied at the back of her neck.

“Ummm gllluumm bmm mmph!” Jessica protested, biting down on her gag in frustration and letting loose another volley of kicks at the bamboo cage while the gawkers giggled and took a step back.

They were all on display, all being humiliated, and if this was the bachelorette party then Felicia dreaded the wedding.

Well, more than she already was.

She turned to look back out over the pool area and saw The Queen stumbling her way towards the cabana, and Felicia instinctively stiffened. It looked like The Queen had a fresh glass of wine in her hand and was flanked by her constant shadow, Vera. Vera’s mood had been dark ever since the engagement, and the festivities tonight didn’t look like they were helping. A dark cloud seemed to hang over the red-haired woman, and it looked like she was stone cold sober.

Brad started to hum “Here Comes the Bride” as The Queen approached. She smiled as she stumbled into the cabana and heard Brad humming.

“Really Brad, you’re too sweet…” She slurred.

This really was a surreal sight for Felicia, watching the woman who had held her captive and tortured her stumbling around in a drunken haze. Vera stood close, ready to catch The Queen should she stumble, which seemed likely. The Queen stopped, swaying back and forth on her feet and eying the scene in the cabana around them.

“Do you like what I’ve done with the place?” She slurred.

“You throw quite a party.” Brad complimented.

“Why thank you, I…” She trailed off and swayed, and it looked like she was going to fall over. Vera stepped forward and grabbed The Queen by the mid-section.

“No… I’m good…” The Queen clutched her head. “I just need to sit.” She looked for somewhere to set her drink, and her eyes fell on Felicia’s delicious rump.

“Ummmph!” Felicia protested as The Queen grabbed the flimsy g-string and yanked it down, exposing her bare bottom. Then she shoved the neck of the long, slim wine glass firmly between Felicia’s buttocks.

“Hold that for me…” The Queen grumbled and sat.

“Murrrmm gggmmph!” Felicia protested, but kept her butt cheeks locked around the wine glass. As much as she hated having to hold it, she wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction of using the vibrator on her.

“My Queen, maybe we should head out for the evening.” Vera said as she helped The Queen into a chair next to Felicia.

“What? When I’m having so much fun? No!” The Queen pouted like a spoiled child.

“But you’re… tired…” Vera sighed.

“You know Vera, you’re no fun!” The Queen punctuated this by sticking her tongue out, continuing her “petulant child” routine.

Vera’s eyes went wide and she almost looked like she was going to smack The Queen right then and there, but instead she regained her composure.

“Fine, My Queen. We’ll stay some more.” She knelt down by her master, burying her annoyance and jealousy deep within her and going back to her obedient servant routine.

“Do you need anything?” Vera held both of The Queen’s hands as she asked.

“I need… I need…” The Queen fumbled for words.

“Yes?” Vera leaned forward.

“You to get up there and dance!” The Queen shouted, pointing at a small stage in the center of the cabana that was currently empty.

“I… what?” Vera stuttered.

“Dance!” The Queen jumped to her feet, bumping against Felicia’s leg in the process.

“Urrggmm!” Felicia protested, squeezing the wine glass tighter in her ass.

“I don’t…” Vera continued to stutter.

The Queen’s face darkened and she grabbed an empty glass from a nearby table and threw it at the ground near Vera’s feet, shattering it.

“I said dance! Its my bachelorette party and I want you to dance!” The Queen screamed, her face turning red.

Felicias ass tightened around the wine glass as she watched. There was something about seeing The Queen so out of control that was unnerving, and scary. All of the discipline that the dominatrix employed during her life had melted away, and now here she was without the chains, and she was showing who she really was: a spoiled child, a child that threw tantrums when she didn’t get what she wanted.

Though she still was a dangerous child.

Vera backed away from The Queen, eyes wide like a child whose parent just yelled at them. One look in The Queen’s eyes told Vera all she needed to know, that The Queen was serious. Knowing that she had no choice, Vera turned, hanging her head, and approached the stage. Like everyone else at the party, Vera wore a swimsuit, in her case a black, thong bikini that showed off her impressive physique, pale skin, and intricate tattoos. Several men turned to glance at Vera’s round, muscular behind as she walked past them.

The muscular, red-haired girl stepped up onto the stage and gave one final look towards The Queen, who only nodded, and then Vera started to sway and gyrate her body to the music.

“Oh look at her go.” The Queen smiled, retrieved her wine glass from Felicia’s tush, took a sip, and placed it back.

“Urrggmmm mmmmrrggll…” Felicia grumbled.

“She has quite a body.” Brad mentioned, watching as Vera spun and swayed her thonged ass back and forth.

Vera’s movements were fluid, coordinated, and seductive on first glance, but Felicia noticed the empty look in Vera’s eyes, and how she kept glancing back in their direction.

Her heart’s not in this at all. Not only that, but it was taking all of Vera’s will power to mask the pained expression on her face.

“Oh Brad, don’t you go wanting to add her to your list. She isn’t into men you know.” The Queen giggled at Brad.

“Oh I’m quite aware, a shame though.” Brad shrugged.

“You’ve racked up quite an impressive list for yourself already,” The Queen took another sip of wine and placed it back between Felicia’s butt cheeks. “It was particularly masterful how you delayed getting rid of those FBI ladies until you could have your fun with them.”

Brad giggled and shrugged. “Guilty as charged.”

He pulled up a chair and took a seat, and indicated for Randy to do the same. Obediently, Randy sat behind Brad.

“I owe at least half of my ladies here to you.” The Queen gestured to the cabana before her, the topless Lisa on the beach chair, Gina with the darts on her ass, and Jessica in the bamboo cage.

“Well I can’t take all the credit.” Brad played coy and humble.

“Well you’ve been a big help,” The Queen leaned forward like she was about to tell a secret. “Too bad we’ll have to get rid of them soon.”

“Urrrmm?” Felicia moaned.

What?

“Oh not you, silly!” The Queen giggled and patted Felicia on the butt cheek.

“Mrrrmmm mrrroo…” Felicia whined, feeling the wine glass quiver between her cheeks and quickly clenched her ass in order to keep a tighter hold on it.

Brad’s jaw had dropped though, and behind him, Randy looked just as stupefied.

“What… I mean… excuse me?” Brad tried to keep up his easy going facade but it was fading.

“After the wedding all of these girls are going to be sold,” The Queen once again gestured to the cabana around her. “Except this one, of course.” The Queen grabbed Felicia’s thigh to emphasize.

“Mmmph! Mmmoo!” Felicia whined, feeling her grip on the wine glass loosening.

“But…” Brad stammered, his eyes straying to Gina. Behind him, Randy’s gaze was shifting between Brad and Lisa, who right now was having her ass rubbed down by an older man in swim trunks.

“Mmmmph mmmo!” She whined as the man slathered her backside in a generous amount of tanning oil.

“Do you have a problem with it?” The Queen was daring him, begging Brad to question her.

“But Gina, she was going to be mine.” Brad took his eyes away from Gina and to The Queen.

The Queen looked at Brad for a moment and then let out a big, hearty laugh.

“Yours? Gina, oh Brad.” She laughed again, a light, fluttery laugh this time.

“After all I’ve done, she was to be-” Brad started, but The Queen cut him off with another round of laughter.

“All you’ve done…” She said between giggles.

“You just said-” Brad went on before she had another burst of laughter.

“You’ve been useful yes, but you forget your place.” The Queen got ahold of herself, and kept her tone light and conversational.

Behind him, men started to cheer and whoop at the dancing Vera, much to her chagrin.

“I captured Shelly and Tanya for us.” Brad grunted. He was doing his best to seem relaxed but his facade was quickly falling away.

“And where are they now? Shelly is missing and we let Tanya go.”

“That’s not my-” Brad started but was cut off again.

“Not to mention that we lost my favorite bounty hunter when I sent her to look for Shelly.”

“None of that was my fault. If anything that’s Felicia’s, Jessica’s, and yours.” Brad blurted. Randy gasped at Brad’s blatant outburst, and even The Queen stiffened.

Felicia froze too, expecting another blow up from The Queen. Instead, she slowly crossed her legs, smiled, took a sip from her wine, and placed her glass back between Felicia’s ass cheeks.

“You forget yourself Brad.” The Queen scolded him like a teacher scolding an out of line student.

“I’ve done so much for this organization, I got rid of the FBI, and I brought in Gina-”

“You did that only after making us wait so you could have your fun and games with them. You’re a boy, Brad.” The Queen dismissed him.

Brad’s fists tightened and he glared at her, but The Queen continued.

“You have been very productive for us, but you forget the order of things,” She held up a hand above her head. “This is Ace, Ace is the top, and right under him is me.” She lowered her hand slightly.

“I know-” Brad tried to cut her off but she continued.

“Then King,” She lowered her hand again. “And waaaaay, waaay, way down here is you.” She lowered her hands down past her knees.

“I’ve replaced Jack-” Brad interjected.

“But we haven’t given you the title of “Jack” yet. You’re too new. This is a try out, one that you’ve been excelling at.”

Brad sat back and glared at her.

“So,” The Queen continued. “I admit that you did get rid of the FBI, and pinning it on Gina was a masterstroke, but keeping her here is still too much of a liability.”

“But I told the FBI that she skipped town and they bought it.” Brad pleaded.

“Yes, but she’s still too much of a liability, so we’ll have to get her far, far away from here.” The Queen sat back, indicating that the conversation was over.

Brad glowered at her, and behind him, Randy was now staring forlornly at Lisa.

“So yes, after the wedding Gina, Jessica, and Lisa will be auctioned off because they’re just becoming too much of a handful. So we’ll sell them and net a hefty profit and move on with our lives.”

Brad must have realized that he wasn’t winning this argument, and instead sat back and stared at The Queen.

“Go,” She dismissed him with a wave of her hand. “Go, get a drink, and take your lapdog with you.” She motioned to Randy, who perked up at the insult.

Brad glared at her for a moment longer and then stood.

“Come on Randy” He sighed and stepped away.

Randy hovered for a moment longer, but Brad grabbed his arm and lead him away from The Queen and Felicia.

“As for you…” The Queen got up for a moment and dragged her chair over so that it was in front of Felicia, and sat again.

Felicia glared at her captor and continued squeezing her ass cheeks around the wine glass.

“I would never get rid of you.” The Queen stroked the gag around Felicia’s mouth.

“Urrggg ggmmm…” Felicia grumbled.

“Oh Felicia, sometimes I wish we could talk like a normal couple.” The Queen pouted.

“Ulllm bbbmmm mmpph.” Felicia responded.

“But there’s that fire in you, that inner passion that I love so much.” The Queen patted Felicia on the cheek.

“Urfffmm” Felicia turned her head away.

The Queen grabbed Felicia by the chin.

“Mmmph!” Felicia protested, and The Queen turned her head towards Vera, still dancing on the stage to a crowd of salivating men.

“Look at her, she hates it, I can tell.” The Queen forced Felicia to watch as Vera continued to half heartedly dance for the crow of onlookers.

“But she would never defy me, in fact, she would do whatever I asked.” The Queen let go of Felicia’s chin, and the bound woman turned away from the dancing Vera.

“That’s boring, having someone who will never challenge you, who will always obey.” The Queen was staring deep into Felicia’s eyes as she talked, and Felicia saw something in The Queen’s drunken, bloodshot eyes…

Affection, genuine affection. That was why The Queen “loved” Felicia and picked her over Vera.

“Oh, Felicia…” The Queen grabbed her by either side of the head and held her straight so that she couldn’t look away.

“Mmmmm! Ufff!” Felicia, doing her best to turn away.

“I wish… I just wish…” The Queen started to lean in, and, knowing exactly what was coming next, Felicia leaned back, trying to turn her head away but couldn’t thanks to The Queen’s grasp.

Then The Queen used one hand to pull down the cloth gagging Felicia. No sooner did the gag fall away then Felicia spit out the smaller, wadded cloth that had been stuffed into her mouth.

“Just you wait, if you think I’m willful now just wait until-ummm!” Felicia was cut off by The Queen planting her mouth against her lips.

It was a long, drunken, and sloppy kiss. Felicia felt her eyes go wide in surprise and instinctively tried to wriggle out of it.

Then she felt her ass involuntarily let go of the wine glass and heard it shatter on the ground between her feet.

Oh no…

Felicia froze, mid-kiss, and felt every muscle in her body stiffen. The Queen broke off the kiss and sat back.

“Oh, Felicia…” The Queen smiled.

“No, wait, Queen…” Felicia pleaded, but The Queen’s sadistic smile told her everything she needed to know.

The Queen stooped down and picked up the small cloth that had been wadded into Felicia’s mouth, and then reached out with it.

“Queen, wait, I-uulllm!” Felicia’s pleads were cut off by The Queen shoving the cloth back into her mouth. Before she could spit it out, The Queen lifted the thick, white cloth up from around her neck and pulled it over her mouth.

“Ummmph! Mmmlloo! Gmmmph!” Felicia continued to plead through the gag, but The Queen had stood and was making her way behind Felicia.

“Urrrf! Mmmo! Pffsss!” Felicia was shaking her head and pleading now.

She didn’t want this humiliation, on top of all of her other humiliations. Plus she had been doing so well, she could have held out…

But it was the Queen! She wanted Felicia to fail, and would have done everything in her power to see it happen.

As Felicia watched The Queen pick up the remote attached to the vibrator tied between her legs, she realized that sooner or later this would have happened. There had been no point in resisting, there never had been.

The Queen held up the remote, smiled, and switched it on.

“URRFFF!” Felicia stiffened jerked against her bonds as she felt the machine roar to life, instantly sending a sharp jolt of sensation between her legs.

And then it grew, becoming more and more intense.

“Urrrgg… mmmpph… mmmpp!” Felicia grunted and sighed into her gag, and turned her head to see The Queen turning the vibrator up to its maximum setting.

“Urrgg...ggmmmfff… mmmm….” Felicia grunted, feeling her entire lower body shaking and quivering from the sensation.

It was overpowering, and despite Felicia’s attempts to push it down the feeling of arousal between her legs became overstimulating, a sharp, electric stinging vibrating through her whole body.

“Urrfff mmmurrff… mmmmm…” Felicia moaned, and noticed male onlookers gathering around, watching as she shuddered on top of the vibrator like it was a bucking bronco.

“Mmmoo… ggummfff…” She sighed, closing her eyes and trying to will herself to ignore the sensation taking over her body.

When she opened them, a small crowd had gathered around her, while The Queen was heading to the bar to get a fresh glass of wine.

2.

“Welcome to Marston’s Pointe!” read the sign, complete with a cartoonish depiction of a busty, bikini clad woman standing on a sunny beach. As they drove past the sign, Janet once again couldn’t believe that it had been over a year since this had all started. Over a year since the new Sheriff, Felicia, came by to investigate vandalism at her bar, and Janet noticed that the tights Felicia was wearing were so thin and tight that she could see Felicia’s skimpy, white thong underneath. Felicia of course, countered when the shorts Janet was wearing hung low, revealing the pink thong that she was intending to wear to the beach that day.

So much had happened since then, and here she was, driving back into the belly of the beast alongside a woman who had kidnapped her and Felicia over a year ago. After passing the sign and crossing into the town limits, Janet turned and looked at Caitlyn, who was staring out the window with a blank look on her face. Caitlyn always seemed to have that look on her face, and as they had gotten to know each other during their time on the run, Janet realized how Caitlyn had been so easily roped into Gina’s kidnapping scheme. Though Caitlyn seemed a sweet girl at heart, she was naive and trusting, which made her easy to take advantage of. Part of Janet felt bad for Caitlyn for trusting and going along with Gina, which ended up landing her in this situation.

“We’re gonna make one quick stop before we go to the Sheriff’s station.” Janet explained, and Caitlyn nodded. Not that Janet expected resistance from her.

It had been an uneventful road trip from Shana’s place to Marston’s Pointe, though that didn’t make Janet lower her guard. After they had fled the mansion, they found a thrift store and loaded up on clothing, and then to a nearby gas station where they stocked up on snacks and fuel. Janet had a feeling that Shana would have her credit cards shut off quickly after she realized they were gone, and she wanted to get as much out of them as she could before that. Plus, there was a possibility that Shana wouldn’t have them shut off and instead would try and track their spending as a way of finding them.

Janet made sure to drive extra careful too so that they wouldn’t get pulled over, though she doubted that Shana would report the car as stolen. If she did report the vehicle as stolen then that could open her up to being exposed if the police found Caitlyn and Janet before her. So far though, Janet hadn’t seen any indication that Shana was looking for them. Maybe she tried but couldn’t pick up their trail?

Or maybe she was content living with Eva and decided to let Caitlyn and Janet be.

Or maybe Shana was running too, terrified that Janet and Caitlyn were going to go to the police.

Janet smiled at that last possibility, thinking that Shana would spend the rest of her days looking over her shoulder in fear. She liked that one. Let Shana think that the cops will be breaking down her door any minute now, Janet had more important matters to attend to.

She turned onto Main Street, driving past the rows of familiar shops and restaurants. It was the height of the summer season again, and tourists in shorts and flip-flops were crowding the sidewalks. As she drove, she saw a few familiar faces, vacationers that spent the summers in Marston’s Pointe and the local townsfolk that she had come to know her whole life, and a few faces she recognized that used to be regulars at her bar. Janet didn’t linger on them to see if they recognized her.

Oh hey Janet! Long time no see! Where have you been? She imagined them saying.

Oh you know, been spending the past year as a captive. How about you?

After a few turns, she slowed down and pulled to the curb but didn’t park. She didn’t expect to linger long.

Her bar was still standing, which surprised her seeing how Ace had once tried to blow it up. Looks like he had even kept the name. The only difference was the sign in the front window.

“Now under new ownership!”

Janet narrowed her gaze at the bar and gripped the steering wheel so hard she felt that she might snap it.

“Oh,” Caitlyn sighed from the passenger seat. “Oh God, I’m so sorry.” She crossed her hands under her considerable cleavage.

“Not your fault.” Janet lied.

“I… I’m still sorry.” Caitlyn looked away.

Janet wasn’t angry at her though. In fact, she still felt sorry for her, but there was no denying that Caitlyn had played a part in this.

“Well, nothing we can do about it now.” Janet pulled away from the curb and left her old bar behind them.

“Maybe, when this is all over, they’ll let you buy it back or something.” Caitlyn consoled her.

“I doubt it. Ace isn’t the charitable type.” Janet shrugged.

“Ace?” Caitlyn furrowed her brow.

“He had been after my bar for a while, my absence gave him the perfect opportunity.” Janet added.

“I’m sorry…” Caitlyn repeated

“You can make up for it by helping me get Felicia back and take him down.” Janet smiled, hoping that would cheer Caitlyn up a bit.

It did, and the girl offered her a bubbly smile.

“Okay!” She beamed, and turned to look out the passenger window again.

In another few minutes they were there…

The Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department.

Janet parked in the small lot outside the building and stared at it, trying to get a sense of what was waiting inside. There were only two cruisers parked out front, and no one went in or out.

“Are you sure this is such a good idea?” Caitlyn asked, voicing Janet’s thoughts out loud.

No, I don’t. Janet thought, but it’s the logical first place to start.

Last she knew, Shelly and Tanya were running the Sheriff’s Department, and orchestrated whatever happened at the docks a year ago. Janet had no idea if Shelly and Tanya were still running the police department or not, but Janet had a feeling they weren’t after things went so wrong on the docks.

Either way, they had to know something, or whoever replaced them would know something, something that could push Janet in the right direction.

“Look, stay here.” Janet unbuckled her seat belt.

“But…” Caitlyn protested, leaning forward to undo her seat belt.

“Look,” Janet grabbed the larger girl’s arm. “I don’t know what’s waiting for me in there, but I’m going to poke my head in and see if there’s trouble. If there is, then I’m going to run like hell so I’m going to need you to be ready to take off if so. Also, if I’m not out in fifteen minutes, come in after me. You’re my back-up.”

“I’m your back-up.” Caitlyn nodded.

“Right,” Janet patted her arm. “Now get in the front seat and be ready to go.” With that, Janet exited the car while Caitlyn got out and switched to the front seat.

Then Janet was crossing the distance between the parking lot and the front of the Sheriff’s Station, every step bringing her closer and closer, and with every step, her heart was pounding faster and faster in her chest.

Stupid Janet! This is stupid! Just get back in the car and drive off!

She balled her fists and kept walking, ignoring that voice in her head.

Where else am I going to start? This is the best chance I have!

She was just going to check in, and if it looked like trouble, she was going to back out. That was it.

Get in, get out. Easy and quick. She just had to be on her guard and ready for anything.

Ready for anything…

Then she was at the glass double doors at the front, and peered inside, hoping to get an idea of what was waiting on the inside.

It looked almost abandoned. The front reception desk where the ancient deputy used to sit, Cringe was her name? That desk now sat empty. Strange because that old lady never seemed to leave that desk.

Maybe she retired after all the craziness of the past year. Janet thought, which would be a smart move on Cringe’s part if she did.

Not seeing any movement inside, Janet pulled open on the doors and stepped inside, and was immediately blasted by a jet of cool air coming from the AC. Instinctively she crossed her arms over her chest, now wishing she had worn something other than a black tank top and jeans.

Then again, she took what she could get and could fit at the thrift store.

She stepped through the other set of double doors and was inside the station. The first thing that struck her was how quiet it was. There were no voices, no music…

Then the radio at the front desk hissed, and Janet thought her heart would jump out of her chest right then and there. She gasped and jumped, clutching at the ample cleavage exposed by the small tank top.

Voices chattered on the radio, and Janet stood for a minute and listened.

Isn’t there someone manning the radios? A dispatcher or something?

But there was no one. She waited for another minute, listening to the chatter, and then stepped past the desk and into the police bullpen, where she was greeted by familiar sight.

James Randy, reclining at his desk with his feet up, reading a fitness magazine with a picture of a blond woman in a bikini on the cover.

Some things never change. Janet thought, stopping when she saw Randy.

He must have detected movement, and turned to face her and did a double take, his eyes going wide with shock and surprise as his jaw dropped, then he sat up and slapped his magazine face down on the desk.

“Oh… Janet… I … Uh….” Randy stuttered, sitting up and adjusting his pants.

Was that an erection he was concealing?

“Hello Randy.” Janet smiled and took a few steps towards him.

Randy finished adjusting his pants and stood up with his hands on his hips. Immediately, his eyes fell on her cleavage and Janet rolled her eyes.

Some things never do change.

“Janet… wow… I… um…” He stuttered.

“It’s good to see you too.” She smiled and stepped towards him again.

“I… I heard…” He continued.

“What did you hear?” She crossed her arms, genuinely curious as to what the word was about her.

“You ran away… that you ran away.” He swallowed hard and placed a hand on his desk.

“Is that so?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah… that… well Tanya Donnelly said she saw you and Felicia… umm… on the beach, you… you were… naked…”

“Well actually Felicia was naked, I was in my underwear.” Janet corrected.

It looked like Randy was going to have a heart attack right there, but he swallowed and stood straight.

“Right… well everyone thought you two… ran away together…” His eyes shifted as he spoke and Janet detected beads of sweat gathering on his forehead.

Why is he acting so weird? She wondered. Randy had always been awkward before, but this, this was… something else.

Was he nervous? Was he hiding something?

“Are Tanya and Shelly still running things?” Janet decided to go for it, meeting Randy right in the eye as she asked the question.

“No… I mean… what?” He swallowed again and shifted uncomfortably.

“Did you know that while Tanya was spreading rumors about us that we were being held right there?” Janet pointed to the door leading to the holding cells.

Randy turned and looked at the door, and then back to her.

“No… no…” He shook his head.

“Yes, us and Gina and her friends too. They sold us on the docks last year.”

Randy seemed to be getting paler as she spoke.

“Oh… oh are you… okay?”

“Well, I’m here now, aren’t I?”

“What… what about the others?” Randy asked. He was sweating, and she could see it collecting under his shirt.

“Why don’t you sit down, Randy.” She stepped forward and gently pushed against his chest.

Randy stumbled back and then took a seat in his chair. Janet knew Randy well enough to know how to play him, and she was now convinced he knew more than he was letting on.

She sat on the edge of his desk and used her arms to push her breasts together while leaning forward, and his eyes strayed immediately to her cleavage.

“So are Tanya and Shelly still running things?” She sighed.

“No, they aren’t.” A voice answered from the back of the bullpen, and both Janet and Randy jumped when they heard it.

Randy seemed to let out a sigh of relief and sat back in his chair, and Janet looked up to see who had spoken. She stood up from Randy’s desk and looked towards the Sheriff’s office, where a well built young man with slicked back dark hair stood. His tan uniform shirt clung to his well muscled upper body, and the gold star on his chest told her he was the new Sheriff in town.

“Tanya and Shelly disappeared about a year ago, so if you have any information, I’d be eager to hear it.” The young man strolled towards her, held out his hand, and smiled.

“Sheriff Brad Arnold.” He had a winning smile, a smile that Janet got the feeling helped Brad go far in life.

He seemed young too. Too young to be Sheriff.

“Janet, Janet Rossi.” She shook his hand.

“Well, that’s one name I can cross off our extensive missing persons list.” He smiled.

“It seems so.” Janet let go of his hand and stepped back, glancing back at Randy.

Randy seemed to relax a bit now that Brad had taken control of the situation.

Who was this kid? How did he become Sheriff?

Then there was that last name…

Arnold!

“So, Brad Arnold?” She raised her eyebrows quizzically.

“Yes, I am related to Shelly by marriage. She’s my “ex” step-mother, and that’s where our similarities end.” Brad’s tone was apologetic as he spoke.

Still, seemed fishy to her that Shelly disappears and then her “ex” step-son steps up to fill the void.

“So, I think I have a lot of questions for you Ms. Rossi,” Brad continued. “If you would step into my office, I think we can have a little chat.” Brad motioned towards the Sheriff’s office at the back of the bullpen.

“Oh, and I have a lot of questions for you too.” Janet placed her hands on her hips.

“Is that so?” Brad raised his eyebrows now.

“Both of you actually.” Janet took a step back and leaned against a desk.

“Well, like I said, if you want to step into my office we can sit and have a little chat.” Brad once again motioned to the open office door.

“Why can’t we have a chat out here.” Janet shrugged.

Brad sighed and chuckled. “I guess we can do that.”

“What happened to Tanya and Shelly?” Janet asked, and watched as Randy turned to Brad.

“They disappeared a year ago. Last I heard there was a party, both women got into an altercation, and that was the last anyone saw of them.” Brad shrugged.

“What do you know about a shoot out at the docks a year ago?” Janet crossed her arms when she asked.

Brad chuckled again. “Why do I get the feeling like this is a quiz?”

“At the docks a year ago I was sold to traffickers and then a gun fight broke out. What do you know?” She asked again.

“I’d be curious to hear about how you got away from those traffickers and if anyone else did.” Brad leaned against a desk.

Why is he avoiding my questions? Janet thought. Furthermore, Randy kept shifting his gaze to Brad, as if waiting to see how Brad would react to things.

“Answer my questions first.” Janet pressed.

Brad sighed again.

“There was a shoot out at the docks in an abandoned part of town,” Brad explained. “It was an FBI bust that went south and things got complicated between the FBI, members of an organization of international traffickers, and members of the organization belonging to the crime lord known as Ace.”

“What happened to the FBI agents that were involved?” Janet pressed.

“They worked the case for several months after that and disappeared. One of my deputies, Gina Dollson, was suspected of being involved but she disappeared before-” Brad went on but Janet cut him off.

“Gina? Gina was involved? She was your deputy?” Janet was legitimately flabbergasted.

What?
“Gina approached me and asked to be reinstated and I agreed, but what I didn’t know was that Gina had been involved in a kidnapping plot revolving around her predecessor, Felicia Fetters, and well, you.” Brad gestured to her and smiled.

Janet’s jaw dropped. She obviously knew about Gina kidnapping her and Felicia, but Gina abducting FBI agents? That didn’t seem to make sense.

“But she… kidnapped other women?” Janet asked.

“We suspect that she had been working with a trafficking organization and when the agents got too close, she abducted them and sold them into slavery to keep them quiet.” Brad explained.

This doesn’t make any sense! Janet didn’t trust Gina at all, but that didn’t seem like something Gina would do. Gina kidnapped Felicia for revenge, and she wanted to stop Ace just as much as they did. Plus if Caitlyn was to be believed, and she had no reason to lie, Gina had second thoughts about kidnapping Janet and Felicia and was going to set them free.

Not to mention that Gina had started to show signs of remorse towards the end, and had several times offered to let them go if they would keep their mouths shut. Of course both Janet and Felicia refused.

There was something else going on here.

“I don’t… this doesn’t make any sense.” Janet stood and turned towards the door.

“Wait,” Brad rushed toward her and grabbed her by the arm. “We still have a lot to go over.”

Janet winced. His grip was so… strong! She tugged but he didn’t let go of her arm.

“Let go of me.” She warned, but Brad kept his grip on her.

“Why don’t you come sit in my office and we can have a talk.” He smiled, still keeping his vice like grip on her arm.

Janet glared at him.

“Maybe later.” She pulled again but he still kept his hand wrapped tight around her arm.

“You’re hurting.” She continued, tugging again, but Brad didn’t let go.

“Come sit down, we’ll chat some more.” Brad’s tone told her that it wasn’t a question.

“Get… off.. me!” Janet said through gritted teeth, and with all of her strength pulled against him and bolted towards the door.

Brad pulled back, causing Janet to lose her balance and tumble back. Suddenly Randy was on her other side and grabbing her other arm.

“No, get off of me!” She cried, scrambling and kicking her feet as both men held her arms.

She knew it! They were hiding something for sure!

“Oh come on Janet, we have a lot of questions for you.” Brad smiled, twisting her arm behind her back.

“Helllp! Helllp! He-ULLLLP!” Janet’s cries were cut off by Brad clamping his other hand over her mouth.

“Hurrrrpph! Hurrrpp! Hhlllp!” Janet continued to cry as they held her tight. She continued to squirm and kick in their grasp.

“Shit, what do we do with her?” Randy asked as Janet tried to twist out of their grasp.

“Put the cuffs on her,” Brad ordered. “And let’s get her out of here.”

“Mmmrrroo! Hullllp! Mmmrrh!” Janet moaned as she felt Randy slap cuffs on one of her wrists.

Caitlyn, where are you?

***

Ugh, damn wedgies. Caitlyn sighed and shifted in the driver’s seat, pulling at the leather thong she wore under the ill-fitting, thrift store jeans she wore. Unsurprisingly, she couldn’t find underwear when they went clothes shopping at the thrift store, but Caitlyn probably wouldn’t trust underwear bought second hand anyway, so she stuck with the leather panties that she had been forced to wear when she was a captive of Shana.

She had ditched the bra though. That thing was way too restrictive and uncomfortable, and instead went bra-less under the henley shirt that she wore unbuttoned to show off her cleavage. One thing she couldn’t wait for was when this was all over and she could buy proper clothes again.

When would this be all over though? Somehow she got the feeling that there was still a lot to go in this journey.

How long has she been in there? Caitlyn looked towards the doors leading into the Sheriff’s station. Janet had said fifteen minutes, had it been that long? Somehow it seemed like an eternity. With the car turned off, she couldn’t watch the clock on the stereo to keep track of time, and didn’t have a cell phone either. Should she go in and check on Janet? Or give it a few minutes?

What a good look out I’m turning out to be… Caitlyn grumbled and shifted in her seat, feeling the tight, leather underwear once again riding uncomfortably up. She grumbled and adjusted herself again.

Maybe I can ask Janet if we can see if the credit cards still work and we can buy normal underwear. She thought as she adjusted herself, and then the thought occurred to her to just get rid of the uncomfortable underwear.

Just go commando, no one will notice. As if to confirm, Caitlyn surveyed the parking lot around her but other than the two police cruisers, she was alone.

Knowing her luck, as soon as she dropped her pants that would be when Janet emerged from the station.

Oh well… She shrugged. Her and Janet had seen plenty of each other already.

Caitlyn reached down to unbutton her jeans when she saw movement inside the police station, and she bolted up right and gripped the steering wheel. On the other side of the glass double doors, she what looked like two men in police uniforms with a woman in between them.

The men pushed through on set of doors and were approaching the second set when Caitlyn noticed that the woman between them was Janet, and she wasn’t walking with them…

She was being shoved along.

Then men opened the second set of double doors and emerged outside with Janet struggling valiantly between them. Caitlyn recognized one of the men as Randy, the quiet deputy that was always gawking at her and the other girls, but she didn’t know the other man. He was young, maybe a little younger than her, and had one hell of a body and thick dark hair.

Honestly Caitlyn realized she would have found him cute if not for the circumstances.

Janet was struggling between both men with her hands cuffed behind her back. Randy held her by the arms and was guiding her towards one of the police cars while the younger guy held one of his hands over her mouth and used the other to push her along with Randy. Despite Janet’s struggles, the two men pushed her along easily.

Caitlyn felt herself break out in a cold sweat and grip the steering wheel.

Oh no! What do I do?

Should she intervene? Rush over and try and save Janet?

Those men had guns though, and she didn’t.

As she watched, the men stopped by one of the police cruisers and the young, muscular one held Janet, still with his hand over her mouth, as Randy opened the back door.

Think Caitlyn, think

The muscular young man dragged Janet into the back of the cruiser with him, still keeping his hand clamped over her mouth. It looked like Janet was still kicking and struggling in the back as he kept a grip on her. Meanwhile, Randy stepped around to the driver’s side.

Get out and save her! The voice in Caitlyn’s head told her, but she still sat frozen.

If you try and save her, you’ll only end up captured yourself! Another voice in her head told her, and that voice was right. What good would she be to the other girls if she was captured too?

Randy got into the driver’s side and started the engine, all the while Janet continued to kick and struggle against the other man in the backseat with her.

What do I do? What do I do? Caitlyn’s mind raced.

Call the cops!

Wait, they are the cops!

What could she do when the cops were the kidnappers?

Wait, she used to be a cop! Well, maybe she was still a cop? It was unclear. Either way, Janet, and maybe the other girls needed her, and she couldn’t let them down.

Okay, think, what would a cop do then?

The squad car started to pull out of the parking lot.

Follow them!

Yes, that was it! Follow them and at least find out where they were taking Janet. Caitlyn fumbled with the keys and turned on the engine just as the police cruiser pulled onto the road. She resisted the urge to peel out of her parking space and speed after them, knowing that would draw attention to her. If she wanted to successfully follow them then she couldn’t draw attention.

Her hands were trembling around the steering wheel as she pulled onto the road after the police car, and it still felt like it took every ounce of her will not to speed up after them. There were now a few cars between her and the police cruiser, but she told herself that was good. In the movies, people always knew they were being followed because there was a car always right behind them. At least now it would be harder to notice her.

She was soaked in sweat now, and rolled down the window slightly, letting in a blast of summer heat as she followed the police cruiser. From this far back, she couldn’t see the backseat and if Janet was still struggling or not.

So if she was able to follow the police car to where they were taking Janet then what? Would she have to swoop in and rescue Janet?

She couldn’t do it on her own, especially now that the cops were involved.

What about Randy? She knew he had always been a creep but had he always been with the bad guys too?

Ahead of her, the police car turned, and she turned to follow, still staying a good distance behind it.

Would she have to come up with a rescue plan? Planning was never her strong suit, that’s why she was with Gina. Gina was always good with plans.

What if they take Janet to where they have the others? Can I free them by myself?

Caitlyn knew that she couldn’t. Hell, she would be lucky if she followed them without being caught.

She needed help, but who could she go to? Who could she trust?

The police car made another turn, and she turned too, still maintaining a good distance from it.

Who could she go to for help?

Suddenly a thought popped into her head, and she shuddered.

No, bad idea!

It was a thought of who to go to for help, but there was no way she could get them to help her. No way in hell they would agree. Plus the other girls wouldn’t have it.

The other girls really aren’t in a position to argue!

Suddenly Caitlyn realized that there were only two women that she could go to for help, and it was a crap shoot if they actually would. They would sooner capture her again than help her.

Unless I gave them something they wanted…

Yes, that was it. She would make an offer, one they couldn’t resist, in exchange for asking them to help her.

She tightened her grip on the wheel and sat up, focusing on the police car ahead, realizing that if she somehow pulled this off then she had an even taller order in store for her.

Caitlyn was going to offer herself to Shana and Eva in exchange for their help in freeing the other girls.

3.

One thing Felicia never thought would happen in a million years was having Gina at her wedding. Another thing that she never thought would happen would be having Gina serve as her Maid of Honor, but here she was. Then again, it wasn’t like either of them had a choice or say in the matter seeing how they were both at the wedding as bound and gagged prisoners.

Or in Felicia’s case, a bound and gagged Bride-to-be.

“Hrrrggg…” She grunted into her gag and pulled against the chains tethering her hands to a loop in the floor for what felt like the thousandth time, but the ropes held firm.

“Hrrggg…. Grrrrmmm…” Felicia bit down on the white, satin sash tied tightly in her mouth that prevented her from talking and pulled on the bonds again, but they held firm.

“Urrrfff mmmp!” She grunted in disgust and turned away from her chained hands towards the officiant of the day’s festivities, Judge Reichenbacher, who stood a few feet away, still clad in his judge’s robes, and smiled at her.

“Grrrmmpph!” She bit into her gag and turned away from the man.

Felicia had heard of Reichenbacher during her brief time as Sheriff but never met the man, though she wasn’t surprised to find out that Ace had a powerful Marston’s Pointe judge in his pocket.

Once again though, Felicia was surprised to find that Ace wasn’t in the crowd for the wedding, or if he was, then he was still playing it incognito. She turned to look out at the guests at her “wedding”. Even now that was an absurd thought, but the past year had been so absurd and surreal that she had gotten used to it.

Most of the guests were made up of The Queen’s army of concubines and men in very expensive suits, most likely clients and associates of Ace and The Queen. All of them watched her and her bridesmaids with baited breath, and some, mostly men, looked to be salivating over the sight of her and the other bound girls.

“Hurrgg ggmm…” Felicia sneered and turned away.

From what she could tell, they were getting married in one of the rooms of the compound that she had been held in for the past year, and string lights hung from the ceiling and ran along the walls. Felicia herself stood framed in front of a flower arch that would have been beautiful if not for the circumstances. Of course the flowers matched the bouquet that was currently tied to her hands as well. Lengths of wire had been wrapped around the bouquet and then her hands and then the cuffs around her hands which were attached to a small length of chain that ran to a loop in the floor. The chain was long enough that she could move and shift somewhat but not enough to really do anything. Her feet too were also manacled together and then a length of cord ran from the manacles to the loop in the floor as well.

But it was what Felicia was wearing that was drawing everyone’s hungry gaze. She wore white heels over lacy white stockings that ran all the way up to her thigh and were held up by a white corset with garters. To round it out, she had one a small, white bra which considerably pushed up her well oiled and glittered cleavage, and a small, white thong. Like her cleavage, her ass had been oiled up and splattered with glitter as well. A white veil hung in front of her face and she was gagged with a length of thick white sash.

A blushing bride to be… Felicia mentally grumbled.

Her “Bridesmaids” were dressed in similar attire. Gina stood a few feet behind Felicia, clad in blue lingerie. Like Felicia, she wore heels, stockings, and a gartered corset, and her bra pushed her already massive cleavage up to ridiculous proportions, and she wore a small, blue g-string. Her hands were manacled in front of her and attached to a chain that ran to a loop in the floor, and Gina, like the other bridesmaids, had a small bouquet of flowers of her own secured to her hands and manacles. Unlike Felicia, Gina was gagged with a white ball-gag, and being Maid of Honor, she was responsible for the wedding ring, which was right now sitting in a box that was nestled comfortably between Gina’s heaving breasts.

Gina looked out at the crowd around them and did her best to hold her head up high, but Felicia could tell from the rapid rise and fall of her breasts that the situation had her on edge. Occasionally her eyes would flick down to the ring in the box shoved deep in her oiled and glittery cleavage.

After Gina was Jessica, who was being quite vocal into her white ball-gag.

“Hrrrmmmpph!” Jessica moaned, her bouquet shaking in her hands as she pulled on her bonds, which were attached to a chain that ran to a loop in the floor like the other’s.

“Hrrrggg! Mmmrrrm!” Jessica grunted, her eyes occasionally flicking up to the eyes of the guests on her.

She was attired similar to Gina, with the exception of her panties, which were bottomless. Instead of a usual back, her panties arched low along either of her buttocks, leaving her oiled ass cheeks and ass crack completely bare. Like Gina and Felicia, Jessica’s cleavage was oiled and glittered and heaved up and down as she struggled against her bonds.

Then finally was Lisa, clad in blue lingerie like the others but without a bra. Her massive breasts were bare and covered in oil and glitter. The muscles in her arm flexed as she strained against her manacles to no avail.

“Urrgh…” Felicia turned away from her motley crew of Bridesmaids. Honestly if this was a real wedding she wouldn’t have any of them on her party.

Then again she had no say in this wedding. She couldn’t even say “no” when The Queen proposed because of a gag in her mouth, which was how The Queen liked it.

Then the music started, “Here Comes the Bride.” It wasn’t loud but seemed deafening to Felicia coming from the speakers around her.

“Eeepp! Urrrrmm!” Felicia moaned, increasing her struggling against the chains keeping her secure.

“Urrfff mmmurrrm!” Jessica moaned, increasing her struggles as well.

A ripple went through the building, and the guests turned down the aisle as the Bride and her Bridesmaids struggled to free themselves.

“Urrmm ggrrmm…” Lisa grunted into her ball gag as she flexed her impressive biceps and tried to muscle her way out of the manacles.

“Urrffmmm mmrrooo…” Gina grumbled and looked around the room as if escape would appear just in time.

Then a hush went through the room as The Queen appeared at the other end of the aisle. Felicia followed everyone’s gaze and froze, staring wide eyed at her future wife as she started her procession down the aisle.

The Queen was clad all in black but her outfit matched Felicia’s, minus the bonds and gag. She wore black heels, stockings, and a corset and garters. Her black bra greatly accentuated her own impressive cleavage and she wore black thong panties. Like Felicia, she carried her own bouquet (also not tied to her hands) and a black veil hung in front of her face. At The Queen’s side was King, with one of his arms looped through hers. Presumably he was the one “giving her away”.

Vera trailed behind The Queen in a matching outfit, minus the veil. The red-haired girl did her best to keep her face a mask but Felicia could see the pain and jealousy in her eyes. Behind Vera was Brad and Randy, both in solid black suits with black ties.

As she got closer, The Queen beamed at Felicia.

“Urrmm mmrrroo!” Felicia shook her head, and like Gina looked around to see if there was any last minute hope of escape.

There was none. She was trapped.

Felicia turned back around to face The Queen and her wedding party, and once again found it odd that Ace wasn’t part of it.

How committed to secrecy was Ace? It seemed like almost every other member of the organization was here. Felicia supposed that she should feel odd that she was about to be forced against her will to marry this sadistic woman that had kept her as a prisoner for a year, but this had all started because Felicia wanted to get intel into Ace’s organization.

Furthermore, she had never, and promised herself she never would, given up hope that she would escape. When that day came, she would bring all of these people down. If she saw Ace then she would at least have a face to put with the name, and maybe more. Was Ace that paranoid that he wouldn’t even show his face at his second in command’s wedding though? If so then Felicia realized that she was dealing with a different kind of enemy entirely.

The Queen and her party finally reached the front just as the music swelled and came to a climax. Felicia stood, tethered to the floor and gagged, facing down her captor and soon to be wife, and The Queen smiled back, coming off as typical woman on her wedding day.

“Urrgg gmmmpph, bbbmmf!” Felicia garbled at The Queen, whose smiled broadened.

The music finished and The King stepped around and lifted the veil from The Queen’s eyes. Now un-obscured, Felicia could see the hungry, excited gaze in The Queen’s eyes. Suddenly, Felicia felt like a lamb left alone with a wolf.

“Urrrff gummfff mmmff!” Felicia barked at The King when he stepped to her and lifted her veil. She pulled her head back to resist, but he was unperturbed as he lifted her veil from her eyes and stepped back.

Upon seeing Felicia with her veil lifted, The Queen’s eyes lit up like firecrackers. The dominatrix eyed up Felicia’s gagged mouth and then her eyes moved down, over Felicia’s cleavage, and to her legs.

“Urrrpph stttp!” Felicia stepped back, suddenly feeling incredibly exposed in a room full of people.

“I can wait to tear that off of you tonight.” The Queen licked her lips and met Felicia’s gaze again.

Felicia froze and her eyes went wide.

God, can this nightmare just be over?

But she knew that this was going to be the beginning of a strange, new chapter in her captivity.

“I want to thank you all for coming today…” Judge Reichenbacher began speaking.

“Mrrrumm… mmmnnoo…” Felicia moaned, as if hoping her gagged protests would stop the proceedings, but the judge continued to ramble on.

“I have known The Queen for a long time, having been a frequent… ahem… patron of her establisment…” The Judge continued as a chuckle went through the crowd of onlookers.

“Mrrroo! Urmm mmmph!”

“I’m am so glad that The Queen found someone like Felicia here that makes her happy…” The Judge brushed Felicia’s arm.

“Urrrmmmp stpp!” Felicia shied away.

The judge continued to ramble away as The Queen beamed at him, relishing being the center of attention. Felicia turned her gaze to the crowd of onlookers to see them watching with obvious amusement.

“Grrrr…” She turned back to The Queen, and her wedding party behind her.

Vera’s eyes were welling up as the Judge continued to talk about love, marriage, and how happy The Queen was going to be with Felicia.

“Just seeing the way The Queen’s eyes light up whenever she talks about Felicia…” This seemed to strike a nerve in Vera, who winced at that.

Behind Vera, Brad winked at one of the bridesmaids. Felicia turned to see Gina shrink back and glare at him.

“Urrrmm hurrmm!” Gina muttered, staring daggers at Brad.

I wonder what the story is there? Felicia thought. Seems there was a history between these two.

Behind Brad, Randy’s gaze was settled square on Lisa’s bare chest. Lisa noticed his hungry glare on her and tried to shrink back as well.

“Mmrrroo…” She shook her head.

Felicia turned back to face Randy’s slack jawed staring at the big-breasted woman. Felicia had no love loss for Lisa, but couldn’t help but feel bad for her in this moment. Somehow, Randy’s betrayal hurt the most. Though Felicia had always thought of him as kind of an idiot, she never thought he would sink this low. It seemed though that Brad and Randy had worked out some sort of deal together, and Lisa was the object of said deal. Since The Queen had revealed that she would be selling the other girls after the wedding, no doubt Randy and Brad were looking to have their fun before they no longer had a chance.

“Now, I believe you have prepared vows.” Judge Reichenbacher motioned to The Queen.

“Oh, yes…” The Queen reached a gloved hand into her own cleavage and took out a small, folded up piece of paper.

“Felicia Fetters,” she began. “I never thought I would meet a woman like you…”

“Urrrgg mmph!” Felicia started to struggle and pull on her bonds.

“A woman that challenges me…”

“Mmmph!”

“Excites me…”

“Gllllubb!”

“And makes me want to be a better woman in every sense of the word.”

“Murrrggg mmmph!”
“I never…” The Queen started to choke up and tears welled in her eyes. “I never thought I would meet someone who makes me feel the way you do.” She finished, tears flowing now.

“Mrrroo ummph bmmf!”

“I promise to never let you go…”

“Mrrroo! Mmpph!”

“And to hold and cherish you for the rest of your days…”

“Mmmmph!”

“‘Till death do us part.” The Queen folded her vows and stuffed them back into her bra, and stared at Felicia through red, watery eyes.

King handed Queen a handkerchief and she dabbed at the tears flowing down her cheeks.

“And you Felicia, have you prepared anything?” The Judge turned to Felicia.

“Mmmrffff mrrro! Whrrrryy mmmoo mbbfff! Mmmmssstt wffft grrrummttll mmmph ggffrft oofffff ummph hrrrr! Mmrrrr gggrmm! Ummmph! Grrrbbbmm mmph mmph!” Felicia cried into her gag, and charged towards The Queen.

The tether kept her from going far, so she could only get into The Queen’s face and mumble into her gag. All the while she did, The Queen fanned herself, swooned, and smiled as if Felicia had been giving actual, heartfelt vows and now a volley of threats muffled by her gag.

“Well, if that is all for the vows then…” Judge Reichenbacher began.

“Mmrrro! Urrrrpp mmgggg gggmp!” Felicia cut him off, but he ignored her.

“… It is now time to exchange the rings.” The Judge finished.

The Queen turned to Brad, who produced a silver wedding band from his pocket. She held the ring up and turned towards Felicia.

“With this ring…” She began.

“Mmrrro!” Felicia furiously shook her head.

“… I thee wed.” The Queen smiled and grabbed Felicia’s hand.

“Uffff mmrooo!” Felicia tried to pull her hand away, but The Queen had her in one of her iron grips.

The dominatrix loosened the binding from the bouquet and handed it to Vera, who was waiting to accept it, and held one of Felicia’s hands outstretched while Felicia struggled and pulled.

“Urrrmmm mmoo! Mmmmph!” Felicia tried to twist out of The Queen’s grasp, but then felt the cool metal of the wedding ring sliding over her finger.

“Mmmph! Ummmpp ggmm!” She cried, and felt The Queen let go.

Looking down, she saw the silver ring resting comfortably around her finger. It looked and felt like it fit perfectly.

“Mmpph! Mmmrro!” Felicia moaned and shook her hand, hoping that the ring would slide loose.

It didn’t work, the ring was secure around her finger.

The Queen stepped over to Gina and reached for the box wedged tightly between her giant breasts.

“Mmmpph! Stttpp!” Gina recoiled, leaning away from The Queen’s prying hands.

But Gina had nowhere else to go, and The Queen’s hand reached down between the twin mounds of Gina’s cleavage and plucked the box free.

“Ummmph!” Gina protested, but The Queen had already turned away and opened the box, revealing a silver band matching Felicia’s.

“Oh Felicia,” The Queen looked at her, tears in her eyes. “It’s beautiful.”

“Offff gggmmm…” Felicia rolled her eyes.

With a smile, The Queen took the ring out of the box, carelessly dropping the box at her feet, and slid the ring over her finger. She stopped to admire it on her finger for a moment, and then stepped back to her place in front of Felicia.

“Well,” Judge Reichenbacher announced. “Now that you have exchanged rings, by the power vested in me…”

“Mmmoo! Mmmph ggmmph!” Felicia protested.

“Urrrfff! Mmph!”

“Ggggllbbbmm mmph!”

“Urrrgggmm mmmmph!”

All of the bridesmaids were protesting too, muffling into the large ball gags wedged in their mouths. Even Lisa, whom didn’t seem to care for Felicia was protesting. Felicia suspected that Lisa knew that nothing good would come from this for all of them, not just Felicia.

“I now pronounce you…” The Judge continued.

“Urrrggg ggmmm fffmm!” Felicia went on, as her Bridesmaids behind her also voiced their displeasure.

“Married! You may kiss!” Judge Reichenbacher threw up his hands in a flourish.

The music blasted, seeming even more deafening than before, drowning out the moans of Felicia’s bridesmaids, and then The Queen leaned forward.

For a split second, Felicia caught a glimpse of Vera, eyes red and wet from tears, which were rolling down her pale cheeks now. Most would mistake Vera’s tears as those of joy, but Felicia knew why she was really crying.

She wishes she was in my place right now. Felicia realized, just before The Queen obscured her vision.

The Queen pressed her body against Felicia, clamping one hand on the back of Felicia’s neck and the other on her buttocks.

“Mmmmph!” Felicia’s eyes widened in alarm and The Queen pulled her head forward and planted a kiss on Felicia’s gagged mouth.

“Ummm! Ggglllubb!” Felicia protested, feeling The Queen’s lips touch hers around the gag.

Behind them, everyone in the crowd were on their feet applauding the newlyweds. The Queen continued to kiss Felicia, rubbing her hands along the curve of her wife’s thonged ass as she did.

4.

Judging from the amount of food, drinks, and oiled up women in leather bikinis that Caitlyn saw going in and out of the large compound, they must be throwing one kinky party. Eva must have had the same thought because she was practically salivating at the sight of the imposing looking women in the leather bras and thongs that patrolled the area around the large compound. Right now the only thing that probably kept Eva from pouncing on them was the fact that they were armed. Then again, that didn’t stop Eva from purring at the sight of them like a great puma stalking it’s prey.

“Oh don’t worry, you’ll get your chance soon.” Shana put a hand on Eva’s shoulder in a reassuring way. Eva rubbed Shana’s hand but didn’t seem to calm.

All three of them were crouched in the woods peering out through the trees at a small clearing and then the large, grey compound beyond. Caitlyn was still amazed that a building this big seemed to exist out here at the edge of town and no one knew about it. Then again, the armed women in leather seemed to be constantly paroling the perimeter, and probably made quick work of any intruders. She had followed the police car with Janet in it all the way to the building, but the way there had been so winding and circuitous that Caitlyn had been genuinely worried that she wouldn't be able to find it again. Even though she had found the building again with Shana and Eva, they had gotten lost a few times along the way.

Eva suggested parking somewhere off the road and making their way through the woods to the compound, which was a smart move. It reassured Caitlyn that she had done the smart move by asking her and Shana for help.

Well so far… hopefully they don’t let me down. She thought, looking at the two women crouched in the woods next to her.

The whole time she had been driving back to Shana’s place she had agonized over whether or not she had been doing the right thing, and there had been several points where she almost turned around and considered trying the rescue herself. As she got closer to Shana’s mansion, she realized that walking in meant there was nothing stopping Shana and Eva from kidnapping her again. There was also chance that they weren’t even at the house, and could have left town fearing that Caitlyn and Janet would go to the police.

But she found both women at the mansion, simultaneously surprised and not happy to see her. Apparently after getting free, Shana had wanted to run but Eva convinced her to stay, somehow knowing that Caitlyn and Janet wouldn’t go to the cops. Still, Eva was just as surprised as Shana to find Caitlyn alone and at their door.

Caitlyn explained what had happened and made her pitch: if they helped her free Janet and possibly the others if they were being held there too, she would become their prisoner and play thing in return. Eva’s mouth practically watered at the proposition, and at first even Shana perked up and took interest, but then Caitlyn saw a flash of something in the older woman’s eyes, regret maybe?

Shana went on to ask about their background in law enforcement and their kidnapped friends who were also cops and made her counter offer: if she helped them, then Caitlyn would remain free, but she wanted their help in finding her daughter. There was a good chance that the same people who kidnapped Janet knew where Autumn was, or could at least point them in the right direction, so it was reasonable.

Plus, Caitlyn decided that was a better deal than spending the rest of her life as a bondage slave so she agreed. Eva seemed disappointed by this new development but didn’t voice it, but she made a counter offer of her own: she would help if they agreed to keep her on the police force after all of this

Caitlyn knew that she really was in no position to promise such a thing, but figured that if they successfully rescued Janet and possibly the other girls then she could put a good word in with Gina on Eva’s behalf, so Caitlyn agreed.

Also, that was better than the alternative of Caitlyn spending the rest of her days as a play thing for Eva.

Just don’t make me regret this, Eva. Caitlyn though. Part of her still didn’t trust Eva, but she didn’t really have a choice here.

Another pair of armed women did a circle around the large building. The exterior was all grey cement with no windows that she could see, though on the roof she thought she could see large umbrellas, like maybe a pool or something was up there? There were several loading docks in front of the compound and what looked like a driveway leading below. it Every now and then a truck would leave through the underground driveway or come in that way. Several large deliveries of food and alcohol had been dropped at the loading docks as well.

Something big was going down.

“So… what do we do now?” Caitlyn asked, shifting her gaze over Eva and Shana.

“Wait…” Eva held up a hand, her eyes on the patrol. The two women had just turned a corner, and Eva’s hungry eyes zeroed in on their tanned asses in the tight leather thongs.

“Eva, we didn’t come here to stare…” Caitlyn muttered. Was this a game to Eva?

“Shh!” Eva hissed, and waited a minute more for the patrol to disappear around a corner, and then she stood.

“Are we running for it?” Caitlyn stood but Eva backed away and motioned for her to sit.

“No! Wait here!” Eva once again motioned for Caitlyn to sit.

“But-” Caitlyn began, but Eva made a dismissive gesture.

“Wait here! I’ll be back!” Eva hissed again.

Caitlyn sighed and squatted back down next to Shana.

“Whatever you’re going to do… but careful.” Caitlyn sighed.

“Oh,” Eva smiled. “Of course.”

And with that Eva was off, slinking through the treeline after the two women. Once again Caitlyn felt the urge to go after her but decided to follow Eva’s orders and wait, though that now left her alone with Shana. Caitlyn sat down again and turned to face the older woman, the woman who had held her hostage for almost a year. Shana gave her a weak smile and turned back to the compound.

“That Eva,” she began. “She’s quite a woman.”

“I guess she is.” Caitlyn sighed.

“So you worked together?” Shana asked, no doubt trying to ease the awkwardness between them.

“Yeah, we were deputies.” Caitlyn responded.

“So you and your colleagues… did you get captured often?” Shana fumbled around the question.

“It’s… something new for us.” Caitlyn just kept focusing on the building.

Shana must have decided that she didn’t feel like pressing the issue anymore and focused on the building as well. Time passed. It may have been a few minutes but it felt like hours, and all the while, Caitlyn’s mind raced with possibilities. What if Eva got caught? Or what if Caitlyn and Shana got caught while waiting for Eva? Images of a squad of those bikini clad girls sneaking up on Caitlyn and Shana raced through her head, prompting her to keep looking over her shoulder, but it seemed that their presence in the woods had gone unnoticed.

It seemed like an eternity had passed but then Caitlyn heard footsteps approaching through the brush. She immediately stiffened and shot up, muscles tensing, ready to fight, or run.

“Relax chica, it’s just me.” Eva smiled as she approached through the woods with something held in her arms.

“Took you long enough.” Caitlyn muttered.

“Do you want this done right, or do you want to rush in and get caught too?” Eva asked, prompting Caitlyn to relax and glare at her.

Shana stood up next to Caitlyn.

“Everything go alright?” Shana asked.

“Oh… perfectly.” Eva purred, and Caitlyn could now see what she had in her arms.

It was several sets of the leather bikinis, leather masks, and she had several of the assault rifles that the guards were seen carrying slung over her shoulder.

“Here,” Eva held them out. “Put them on.”

Caitlyn looked at the leather bikinis and masks but didn’t take one. She had spent too much time wearing on when she was Shana’s prisoner. They were uncomfortable, and tight, but she also knew that this was probably the best plan they had.

“Fine…” Caitlyn sighed and took a leather top, matching bottom, and a mask. Shana also retrieved a set for herself.

Caitlyn hung the leather bikini over a tree branch and reached down to pull off her shirt when she noticed that both Shana and Eva were watching her intently.

“Well,” Caitlyn motioned with her eyes. “Turn around.”

“No offense honey,” Shana shrugged. “But it’s nothing we haven’t seen before.”

Caitlyn sighed and glared at Shana, who was already removing her top, with Eva following suit. With no other option for privacy, Caitlyn lifted her top and hung it over a branch. She had ditched her leather underwear from earlier, and wore nothing under her thin henley top. Both Eva’s and Shana’s eyes fell onto her bare chest as she lifted her shirt over her head.

Suddenly feeling their hungry eyes on her, Caitlyn turned around and pressed the leather top over her breasts. It was snug… very snug…

Why do my boobs have to be so big? She mentally cursed and stuffed her breasts into the too small top, and with a herculean effort secured the clasp at the back. Her cleavage was distracting in the top, even to her, and her breasts looked like they were trying to push their way out of the top.

Hopefully it doesn’t draw too much attention. She thought as she unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down, once again revealing that she was wearing nothing under them. Despite her back being turned, she still felt Shana and Eva’s eyes on her ass as she pushed her jeans down.

You think they would have seen enough when they had me bound and gagged!

It felt like an eternity as she pushed down her jeans, but finally she kicked them off and hung them next to her shirt, and slipped into the black leather thong. Though the thong felt a bit small and tight, it was a vast improvement over the top. Finally, she reached out and took the black leather mask Eva had brought. The mask had a zipper in the back and had an open window for her eyes and two slits for her nostrils, but nothing else.

Caitlyn sighed as she inspected the mask and turned around to face the other two. Both Eva and Shana were clad in black leather bras and thongs like her, and like her, held their masks in their hands. Shana’s leather bikini seemed to fit her pretty well, but Eva’s bottoms were a little too small and looked like they were being swallowed by her ass.

“Do we really need these?” Caitlyn held up the mask.

“We might be recognized in there.” Eva explained.

Caitlyn supposed she was right, seeing how they had been kidnapped by Ace’s men a few times, plus now Randy was working for them, and he would definitely recognize them.

She lifted her mask to put it on, but then noticed how Shana and Eva weren’t doing the same. They seemed to be watching and waiting for her.

“Go on, try it on.” Eva encouraged.

Caitlyn sighed and lifted the mask over her face. Once she had her hair bunched up in it, she zipped it shut and felt the tight leather pull tight against her skin.

“Urrrmmp!” Caitlyn cried in surprise, feeling the mask press against her jaw and lips.

Once she had the mask zipped she felt it clinging to her face. It was like a second skin with how tight it was! Not only that, she realized that it was so tight against her mouth that she could barely move her lips!

“Urrrmmm mmph! Mmm!” Caitlyn moaned, trying to speak under the mask. Looking up, she saw Eva and Shana laughing at her predicament.

“Oh whoops, shoulda seen that coming.” Eva giggled.

“Urrrggg gmm! Mmmph! Ummm mm!” Caitlyn mumbled and pointed at her mouth.

“How are you supposed to talk?” Eva asked between giggles.

“Umm hmm!” Caitlyn nodded.

“Oh don’t worry, I don’t think any of us will be talking with these masks. Just follow my lead.” With that, Eva slipped her mask over her head, and Shana followed suit.

Like Caitlyn, they bunched their hair up in the mask and then zipped it shut.

“Ummmph!” Shana cried, evidently as surprised as Caitlyn to find out how tight and muffling the mask really was.

“Ulllmm! Mmmmph!” Shana ran a hand over the front of the mask, almost like she was trying to loosen it around her mouth or something.

“Offffmm…” Eva zipped her mask shut, shuddered, and caressed her face in the tight leather mask, prompting a surprised look from Shana.

“Ohfff hmm…” Eva met the other woman’s gaze and swayed seductively while running her hands down the mask, along her breasts, and to her hips.

“Umm hmm…” Shana nodded approvingly.

“Offff ggddd…” Caitlyn sighed and rolled her eyes. Both women looked at her and shrugged.

Lastly, Eva handed one of the assault weapons to Shana, who slung it over her shoulder. Caitlyn took one as well and followed suit.

“Cmmmn umm hmm!” Caitlyn gestured to the large compound impatiently.

“Uffff,” Eva rolled her eyes. “Cmm mmnn.” She made a follow gesture with her hands and went off through the woods, with Caitlyn and Shana following.

The three of them made a strange sight in the woods, three women in leather thongs and bondage masks walking in a line through the trees, but then again nothing about the past year had made much sense. Eva seemed to have a plan and know where she was going, or so Caitlyn hoped.

Come to think of it, how did she get these bikinis? Caitlyn wondered, and wished that she could talk so she could ask Eva.

She got her answer soon enough though, as they continued on and Caitlyn heard the sounds of muffled voices drifting through the woods. Ahead, through the trees, was another strange sight.

“Urrrmmm mmph!”

“Hllummmph! Hmmmph!”

“Llllfff mmmeee gggpphhoo!”

Three women were stripped completely naked and tied to trees. One had golden blond hair, and another dark hair with purple highlights, and the last girl had dark skin and long dreads. All three were tied with their backs against the tree trunks and arms tied behind them, and were gagged with thick white cloths wrapped around their mouths. They were tied to the side of the trees facing away from the compound so if another patrol passed, they wouldn’t see three of their own tied up and naked. When they saw three bikini clad women coming through the woods towards them, they perked up and increased their struggles ten-fold, and Caitlyn realized that the captured women probably thought the three of them were on their side.

“Hrrry! Hulllp!”

“Ummm hmmm! Mmpph!”

“Gggllumm mmmph grrff!”

As they got closer, Caitlyn could see that their nude bodies were glistening with oil, which accentuating their straining muscles as they fought to get free. Caitlyn noticed that the blond was well endowed, and her breasts heaved up and down as she struggled, though her breasts were nowhere near Caitlyn’s size.

It must be her clothes that I’m wearing. Caitlyn looked down at her breasts, still pressing against the feeble bikini top, and then up to the fiercely struggling blond tied to a tree.

“Hrrrr! Hullp! Hllpp mmss!” The blond saw Caitlyn looking and pulled against her ropes.

All Caitlyn could do was look at the naked, helpless woman and shrug.

Honey, I feel your pain.

The blond stopped her struggling and stared at Caitlyn with wide-eyes, and seemed to be realizing what her fellow captives had also just realized.

These three women were the reason they were tied up.

“Hrry! Hrrummph!” The blond cried into her gag, eyes changing from a look of pleading to a look of anger.

“Urrggg gmmm! Mmmph!”

“Urrrfffll bbbbrrff!”

The muffled cries of the women changed from moans of distress to defiant moans of anger. Eva raised a finger to her sealed lips as she passed, causing a fresh volley of muffled protests from the women.

Where did she get the rope? How did she tie them up? Caitlyn wondered. There were three of these women, and only one of Eva.

They pressed on a few more yards until the muffled cries of the captive women faded behind them, and then Eva held up a hand for the other to stop. Caitlyn and Shana both came to a halt just behind Eva, who pointed at the large grey structure beyond the clearing.

There was a door leading inside, propped open with a small rock. No doubt Eva’s doing.

Eva crept forward to the edge of the treeline and looked back and forth. After waiting a few minutes to make sure no patrols came by, she motioned for the other two women to follow and then emerged from the woods and strolled towards the building like she didn’t have a care in the world.

Shana and Caitlyn both shared a look, shrugged, and stepped out of the woods after Eva, trying to keep their walk as casual as Eva’s. Though she knew why they were supposed to act casual, their outfits made them seem like the other bikini clad patrols, Caitlyn still felt exposed as she stepped out into clearing, and her eyes kept shifting from side to side in case another patrol came around.

Does this place have surveillance? It has to, right? Caitlyn wondered, while also fighting the urge to fold her arms across her chest.

Eva reached the door, pulled it open, and kicked aside the rock that had been propping it. The masked Latina held it and gestured for the others to hurry as she waited. Shana quickened her pace but still tried to look casual while doing so, and Caitlyn tried to follow suit. Once Shana and Caitlyn were inside, Eva gave one last look around and followed them in, letting the door close behind her as she did.

Caitlyn looked around, trying to get her bearings. They seemed to be at the bottom of some nondescript stairwell. She looked up at the winding staircases above her but didn’t see anyone.

“Umm hhrrr…” Eva motioned them over towards another door and held it open for them.

Caitlyn gave a final look up the stairwell and headed for the door, with Shana following. The door lead to a hallway, just as nondescript as the stairwell if not for the legions of bikini clad guards walking up and down.

“Mmmp…” Caitlyn gasped, tensing up at the sight of the women moving around them.

Oh God… this is it! She froze, waiting for someone to pounce on them…

But nothing happened. The women ignored them as they went about their day.

Oh yeah, they think we’re with them. Looking around, Caitlyn even noticed that some of them were wearing masks like them too.

There was a flurry of activity going on in the hallway, and women in bikinis hurried up and down. There were women that looked like servers who wore aprons over their bikinis and carried trays of drinks, while others had on chef’s hats and pushed large carts filled with food.

Are they having a party or something? Caitlyn wondered, but then felt someone elbow her sharply in the ribs.

“Urrrff!” Caitlyn jumped and threw up her fists, only to see that it was Eva that elbowed her.

“Grrrf!” Eva glared at her.

Caitlyn lowered her fists, but glared at Eva.

Behind her, Shana’s eyes were shifting from Eva and Caitlyn to the activity around her. This all was probably new to her, and she was trying to take it all in.

“Cmmm mmnnn…” Eva motioned for them to follow her and made her way down the hallway again.

How does she know this place so well? Caitlyn wondered, but then realized that she had no idea how long Eva had been gone when she disappeared into the woods. Evidently it was long enough to subdue a couple of guards, get their clothes, and do some scouting.

The trio of them made their way down the hall as the activity continued to bustle around them, and still no took notice. Evidently they blended in well, or everyone was too busy to give them a second glance.

Probably both. Caitlyn realized, and then she noticed that most of the wait staff – was that what they should be called? Wait staff? Whatever they were, she noticed how most of them were flitting through a large curtain against one of the walls, pushing carts off food through, or bringing empty carts out. She felt her curiosity growing as they moved closer towards the large curtain partitioning off the rest of the room. Ahead of her, Eva didn’t pay any mind to the curtain or the waiters and cooks moving in and out from it. Still, Caitlyn couldn’t help but wonder what was on the other side.

Is it a party? A dinner? What kind of dinner has waitresses and cooks dressed like this?

Not to mention what kind of party posts armed guards on the outside.

Maybe I can just take a quick peek? Caitlyn wondered as they grew closer to the large curtain. Yeah, just a quick look. That couldn’t hurt right? It’s not like anyone would notice with everyone else moving around.

Looking forward, she saw Shana give a quick glance towards the curtain, and then to Eva, but Eva still didn’t seem interested in it. Had she already taken a peek when she snuck in earlier?

If we weren’t wearing these damn masks then I could ask! Caitlyn grumbled.

She was right next to the curtain, and watched as a thong clad waitress darted past her and slipped through. Realizing it was now or never, Caitlyn grabbed the parted curtain just as it was closing and peered out.

“Ufff!” She gasped in surprise, now somewhat thankful for the mask to muffle her voice. Her eyes though went wide as she tried to take in the strange scene before her.

It looked like a wedding reception, and the more she took it in, she realized that was exactly what it was! She was peering out at a large ballroom, with dozens of small tables littered around where the servers brought food and drink to men and women, some clad in suits and dresses, and others in clothes that were far more revealing.

There was a bar at the back of the ballroom, where a thin, dark haired girl with large breasts and red lingerie served drinks to an eager crowd. A DJ booth was set against another wall, and a woman in a leather mask controlled a laptop connected to an intricate speaker system. The music was laid back and relaxed, no doubt because this was the “dinner” part of the reception.

But it was the large head table sitting against another wall that really drew Caitlyn’s attention. It was a table containing probably the strangest wedding party she had ever seen. She felt that her eyes were going to bug right out of her sockets when she realized that she recognized most of the people in the “wedding party”!

There was Randy, clad in a black suit, and sitting next to him was the muscular guy with the thick, dark hair that had helped Randy kidnap Janet. Next to them was that King guy, also clad in a black suit, and sitting next to King was a guy that Caitlyn didn’t know. He was a shorter, older man with thick glasses that made his eyes look like large, bug eyes and wore black robes like a judge. Sitting next to the little man in the judge robes was a pale woman with thick muscles, cold blue eyes, and striking red hair, and next to that woman was someone that Caitlyn realized she recognized.

The Queen!

Caitlyn remembered The Queen from those videos with Felicia, and plus she, along with the other girls, had briefly been a prisoner of The Queen before getting stolen back by Shelly and Lisa. The Queen wore black lingerie and a black veil lifted back over her head. Presumably, The Queen was one of the brides, and sitting next to her, clad in white lingerie and gagged with a thick white cloth, was Felicia Fetters!

Felicia was tied to the seat next to The Queen and struggling fiercely as The Queen ate her dinner while also giving hungry looks at her bound and gagged wife. All Felicia could do was glare at The Queen in defiance and continue to struggle in her seat. Tied to the chair next to Felicia, and gagged with a white ball gag was Gina, who also fiercely struggled to no avail. Then came Jessica and Lisa, both clad in blue lingerie, though Lisa was completely bare chested.

What is this? Caitlyn stared, dumbfounded. If not for the mask then she would have been completely slack jawed. Was she witnessing some strange, kinky wedding? From the looks of things, Felicia and her side of the wedding party definitely didn’t want to be there.

So this is what all the activity is about! Caitlyn continued to watch, mesmerized, until she felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Mmurrgh!” She backed away from the curtain, feeling her heart thud against her chest, and spun around, once again facing Eva, with Shana standing dutifully behind her.

“Hmmm…” Eva furrowed her brow and glared at Caitlyn.

“Urrmmm hmmph!” Caitlyn motioned to the curtain, her heart still going a mile a minute.

I really wish Eva would stop doing that! She grumbled.

“Umm mmnoo!” Eva widened her eyes in annoyance.

“Whummph!” Caitlyn shrugged.

“Urrrm!” Shana moaned, and motioned with her head away from the curtain.

Both Caitlyn and Eva looked at Shana and nodded, and quickly moved away from the curtain as more staff moved in and out. Once again, Eva motioned for them to follow. Caitlyn hurried after them, but kept glancing back at the curtain.

What’s Eva’s plan here?

They continued down the hallway, away from the curtain, and the activity calmed somewhat. There were still women hurrying back and forth, and occasional guard patrols, but it was nowhere near as crowded as before. Eva pointed towards a door and motioned for the others to follow her.

Well I don’t know what else I would do. Caitlyn thought as Eva pushed open the door, ushered Shana and her inside, and stepped in after them.

The door closed and plunged the three into darkness, and Caitlyn’s heart leapt again.

This is it! It’s a trap! She thought, anticipating that Eva and Shana would descend upon her, having thrown in with The Queen and her group, or The Queen would have people waiting in the room for them, ready to pounce.

But a light came on, and Caitlyn realized that she had only been in darkness for a split second.

Christ Cait, relax! She told herself, but then realized that she was undercover in an enemy hideout, so she had every right to be nervous.

The three of them were alone in a room, and the walls were lined from one side to another with weapons.

An armory!

“Umm…” Caitlyn mumbled in awe, her eyes widening at the sight of guns of all shapes and sizes arranged neatly on racks along the wall.

Not only guns, but ropes, gags, and other bindings as well. Now Caitlyn realized where Eva had gotten the ropes and gags for the guards she subdued.

“Hmm…” Shana exclaimed, also staring at the weapons in wonder.

Eva didn’t waste time though, and picked up a shoulder bag and grabbed a large canister from a shelf. There was a pin at the end of the canister and Eva held it out to the other two and mimed pulling the pin.

“Umm hmm…” Caitlyn and Shana nodded, and Eva threw a couple of the grenades in the bag.

Then Eva clasped a gun belt around her waist and slid a pistol into the holster, along with a few extra clips, and Caitlyn did the same. Shana didn’t seem to know what to do, and Eva grabbed another gun belt, pressed herself up against Shana, and wrapped the belt around her waist.

“Ummm hm…” Shana moaned, caressing Eva’s shoulders as Eva tightened the belt around her waist.

“Mmmm…” Eva sighed, pressing her body tight against Shana’s.

“Hrrry! Cmmn mmnn!” Caitlyn barked.

“Hurrmm…” Eva rolled her eyes, stepped away from Shana, and slipped a pistol in Shana’s holster, and then two extra clips in a few of the pouches, stopping to caress Shana’s thigh as she did.

“Urrrf hmmm hmm…” Shana giggled.

Eva handed the bag with the grenades to Shana, but before zipping the bag shut, Eva tossed in a roll of duct tape, several lengths of rope, and some cloth gags, and a few more handguns.

Are we going to shoot up this reception? Caitlyn wondered, looking at them, clad in bikinis and heavily armed, but she realized that she didn’t have a better plan.

Once they were all ready, Eva pulled the door open and held it for Caitlyn and Shana. Once they were out, Eva shut off the light and stepped out after them. Eva stepped in front of them and once again started leading them down the hallway, this time towards the curtain. With every step they took back down the hall to the curtain, Caitlyn felt the nervous anticipation building. It was like butterflies in her stomach times a thousand. Her heart was like a bird fluttering against the bars of its cage attempting to get free. Even Shana seemed to be nervous now, and Caitlyn noticed that a fine sheen of sweat coated the older woman’s magnificent body. Only Eva seemed calm and cool, unfazed by the magnitude of what they were about to do.

What were they going to do once they got to the curtain? Burst in, guns blazing? Toss the grenades? Caitlyn realized that she didn’t know what kind of grenades they had. Were they smoke grenades? Regular grenades? She hoped they were smoke grenades, regular grenades would be too risky.

As they got closer to the curtain, several of the servers, along with two of the women in chef’s hats, pushed up a large cart with an even larger cake resting on it. The cake was absurdly large, like the type you would see in a cartoon or something with pink and white frosting.

Is the cake… moving? Caitlyn narrowed her eyes at it as they got closer.

Yes, the cake was shaking back and forth, almost like…

...Like someone was inside!

Then she realized she could hear the person inside as they got closer.

“Ummmph! Hulllp! Hhhhllp! Urrggg gmmph!” The cake shook back and forth as someone, no doubt bound and gagged, struggled inside. It sounded like a woman.

“Urrggg gghmmm mmmph! Bblllmm!” The person inside the cake went on.

Caitlyn’s eyes went wide as she realized she knew who those muffled moans belonged to.

Janet!

Eva stopped, and held out her hand, signaling for the others to stop to.

“Wummf!” Caitlyn moaned and motioned to the cake. Eva only held up a finger, indicating for her to wait.

“Ummmm ggmmph!” Caitlyn protested, but Eva only motioned for her to wait again.

Then, as they watched, two of the servers held the curtains open, while the girls in the chef’s hats pushed the cake containing the bound and gagged Janet out into the reception.

5.

“Ullmm mmooo…” Felicia heard Jessica mumble into her gag as she saw the large cake get wheeled out from behind the curtain. Jessica’s eyes got wider as the concubines rolled the cake closer and she started to increase her struggles against her bonds.

“Ummmph! Mmmph! Ggmmm!” Jessica’s oiled chest heaved up and down from the exertion of her struggling.

Felicia honestly couldn’t blame Jessica, seeing how The Queen tormented her for months by force feeding her junk food. Of all of Felicia’s concerns, eating cake wasn’t one of them. Then again it was unlikely that any of the captive women would be allowed to eat the cake. Their captors hadn’t taken out their gags at all during the reception, and Felicia was forced to struggle and watch as The Queen and everyone in her party enjoyed dinner. Despite her predicament of being bound, gagged, and forced against her will to marry The Queen, Felicia still had an appetite, and thankfully the music drowned out the growling of her stomach. Most likely, The Queen would feed them after the festivities of the reception.

Hopefully. Felicia shuddered to think of what awaited after the reception. Would The Queen want to consummate the marriage?

Felicia shuddered at that again, knowing she most likely would.

What about a honeymoon? Would The Queen really want to smuggle a bound and gagged Felicia onto a trip somewhere? Somehow Felicia knew The Queen would, and most likely had figured out how to do it.

The concubines with the chef’s hats pushed the absurdly large cake forward, tailed by several armed and masked concubines. The cake was close enough now that Felicia could the cake toppers sitting on it that were made to look like The Queen and Felicia, clad in the same black and white lingerie.

“Grrrmm…” Felicia grumbled, staring at the cake as it neared the table with the wedding party.

“Oh relax darling,” The Queen placed a reassuring hand on Felicia’s, which was tied to the arm of the chair. “This is our special day.”

“Fmmfff mmoo!” Felicia replied. She looked at her fellow captives to see they too were also staring at the large cake being rolled their way.

As Felicia turned towards the cake being rolled their way, she realized there was something… off about it.

Is it… moving?

She narrowed her gaze at the cake and noticed that it was shaking back and forth, and not from the usual shaking from being pushed on cart, shaking like there was something moving inside of it…

Or someone…

“Ullmmm…” Gina moaned, and Felicia turned to face her Maid of Honor. They shared an apprehensive look, and then turned back towards the cake, both on edge.

“Isn’t this so nice, Randy and Brad prepared a surprise for you” The Queen patted Felicia’s arm in excitement.

“Urrfff! Mmmm mmp!” Felicia tugged on her bonds, a gesture she knew was useless at this point but it was all she could do.

From the other side of the table, Randy and Brad both leaned forward and smiled.

“Just a little wedding present we thought you would appreciate.” Brad flashed a cheesy grin.

“Urrfff mmmo!” Felicia barked.

“Grrrmm…” Gina bit hard into her ball gag and glared at Brad.

Felicia felt a chill going up her spine and turned back to the cake, knowing that whatever they had planned, it was nothing good.

The concubines brought the cake to a halt in front of the table and stepped away, and Felicia watched wide-eyed as the cake shifted back and forth. Yes! There was someone inside of it, and she could hear them now. Whoever was inside must have been bound and gagged, and the cake was close enough now that she could hear their muffled cries.

“Urrrmm mmoo! Urrrmm! Mmmmph!” The person in the cake cried.

As Felicia strained to listen, she realized that she recognized the muffled cries coming from inside the cake.

Oh no! Her eyes went wide and she sat bolt upright in her seat, her blood freezing in her veins.

Please no! Not her! Anyone but her!

She heard chuckling and looked down the table to see Brad and Randy chuckling at the sight of Felicia’s wide-eyed realization.

“Urrmm mmo! Psssff! Mmooo!” She pleaded through her gag at them, but they kept chuckling amongst themselves.

Good thing I’m tied to this chair or else I would be diving across this table at them! Felicia thought, but more than that, she wanted to rip the top off of the cake and see who was inside.

She prayed that she was wrong about who was inside.

Her worst fears were realized when the top of the cake flew off, shooting out jets of multi-colored streamers. A split second later Janet stood straight up, red ribbon wrapped around her mouth, gagging her. Janet’s hands were tied behind her back with red ribbon as well, and she was clad in a matching red bra meant to accentuate her cleavage and a small, red thong.

“Ummm! Mmmmmph!” Janet moaned, tossing her head around, taking in the scene around her.

“Mmmmoo! Ummp mmph! Grrrmm!” Felicia cried into her gag, pressing forward forward in her seat and straining with all of her might against the bonds keeping her in the chair.

“Urrgg gmmm mmph! Mmmoo! Ummm mmoo!” Felicia cried, straining in her seat, wishing that she could burst free and carry Janet off to safety.

Janet finally seemed to notice Felicia and turned towards her, their eyes meeting.

“Urrff…” Janet moaned, now noticing the bound and gagged bridal party next to Felicia.

They stared at each other in silence for what seemed like an eternity. All of the activity in the room, the noise, the crowd, the people around them, all seemed to fade in the distant background. It was just Janet and Felicia, their eyes locked onto each other.

Movement caught Felicia’s eyes, and she saw a small canister rolling along the ballroom floor, emitting a loud hiss and a trail of white smoke behind it. A second later another small canister rolled across the other side of the floor, hissing and smoking as well.

Then a second later both canisters burst, plunging both sides of the ballroom into a thick haze of fog.

“MMMPH!” Felicia cried, jumping in her seat at the sudden burst of smoke.

The room erupted into cries of alarm and a few screams as two more canisters rolled across the floor and exploded into thick clouds of smoke. Moments later Felicia heard a chorus of coughing and choking coming from the wedding guests.

The Queen and everyone on her side of the wedding party shot up in their seats, eyes wide.

What’s going on? Felicia turned to see a look she had never seen on The Queen’s face before.

Surprise.

Surprise and fear.

“Queen!” Brad cried, hurrying towards her.

They all jumped as gunshots rang out through the room, sending a fresh volley of screams through the guests. Brad froze, as did everyone else in The Queen’s party. The Queen stood almost froze, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession.

Then three masked women emerged from the haze of smoke. They were dressed in the black leather bikinis of the concubines, complete with tight, leather bondage masks. Two of the women had large assault rifles aimed squarely at The Queen and her side of the wedding party, while the third woman stood behind them with a bag slung over her shoulder.

“What… what is this?” The Queen asked. Her voice was trembling but she was trying her best to sound intimidating.

One of the gun-toting women stepped forward, keeping the gun aimed at The Queen with one hand while using the other to reach behind her head and unzip the mask. As the smoke dissipated, Felicia realized that this woman had dark, mocha skin, and quite a plump posterior…

Wait…

The woman tossed the mask aside, revealing Eva, smiling her shark like grin at The Queen.

“Hello Queen, I’m a big fan.” Eva smiled.

Suddenly Vera dove across the table and tackled Eva, knocking her back. As Eva fell back her finger tightened on the trigger of her assault rifle and it started to fire wildly. Bullets flew overhead, prompting more screams from the guest, who were darting blindly back and forth through the fog, searching for an exit.

The Queen screamed and ducked beneath the table.

“Vera you idiot!” She screamed.

“Mmmmph!” Felicia shrunk back in her seat as bullets whizzed over her head, then Eva dropped the gun and wrestled on the ground with Vera.

“Urrggg gggmmph!” Gina moaned, and Felicia turned to see one of the masked women jump onto the table, put her gun down, and unzip her mask.

The leather mask came off and Caitlyn grinned like an idiot back at Gina.

“Hey Gina, this is a rescue!” She beamed.

Just then, Vera pushed Eva to the ground and picked up the assault rifle. Eva grabbed at the gun, causing Vera this time to squeeze the trigger and fire blindly at the ceiling.

“Oh!” Caitlyn cried and scurried off the table.

Felicia turned to see the third masked woman come up next to Jessica and pull off her mask as well. This woman was older, with dark reddish brown hair, and Felicia realized that she didn’t recognize this woman, but then Felicia’s attention was snapped away when she felt the ropes on her wrist starting to loosen.

“Mmph!” She snapped her head over to see The Queen clawing away at the ropes securing Felicia’s hand to the arm of the chair.

“We have to get out of her my love, I won’t let them hurt you.” The Queen was muttering.

The Queen untied Felicia’s one arm and shifted in front of Felicia to untie the other.

Felicia never gave her the chance.

“MMMMOO!” Felicia cried into her gag and threw all of weight into a punch, her fist landing square on The Queen’s face. It was a years worth of pent up anger and frustration all condensed into a single punch.

The Queen flew back, stumbled over the large table, and onto the ball room floor. As soon as Felicia saw The Queen’s legs go over the edge of the table, she started to use her free hand to untie her other one.

“Don’t worry Gina, I’ll have you out of her in no time.” Caitlyn reassured as she worked away at the knots on Gina’s wrists.

“Urrrmm hummm mmph!” Gina motioned to something behind Caitlyn.

“I’m hurrying!” Caitlyn responded.

“Mmmoo! Ummm hmmm mmph!” Gina motioned again with her head to something behind Caitlyn.

“Mmmph!” Felicia cried into her gag as she pulled the ropes from her wrist. Caitlyn spun around to see several armed concubines running into the room.

The smoke was thinning now, and the concubines were taking aim at Caitlyn and the other women. Caitlyn dove onto the table, grabbed her assault rifle, and fired on the concubines. She wasn’t aiming and just fired in their general direction, but the bikini clad guards scattered.

Something thudded on the ballroom floor, and Felicia looked up to see Vera toss Eva to the ground, and lower the assault rifle towards the Latina.

“Mmmoo!” Janet came flying off of the cake, slamming all of her weight square between Vera’s shoulder blades. The red-head cried out and the assault rifle went flying from her hands.

***

Once the shooting started, Shana pulled the struggling and still gagged Jessica away from the ball room floor, which had become a battlefield.

“Mmmph! Ummph! Hmmph!” Jessica kicked and squirmed in Shana’s arms as she dragged the lingering clad fitness model towards a hallway at the back of the room.

“Hold on! I’ll have you out in a minute!” Shana grunted in Jessica’s ear.

What am I doing? She asked herself for the thousandth time. How did she get into this? Gunfights and rescues were for cops, which she wasn’t!

She was just a washed up model who wanted her daughter back.

Once the shooting started, Shana’s heart kicked into overdrive and was now thudding against her ribcage. Her hands shook the entire time she was untying Jessica from the chair. Then the firefight between Caitlyn and the guard women happened, and Shana decided that it would be best if she brought Jessica somewhere safe to continue untying her.

Jessica didn’t see it that way, and swatted and struggled in her rescuer’s grasp. Shana had untied Jessica’s hands, but loops of rope still trailed from her wrists and her feet were still tied together.

“Calm down! It will be okay! It will be okay!” Shana huffed, more to herself than Jessica.

“Mmoo! Urrrgg ggmmph! Mmmph!” Jessica twisted in her grasp.

Shana dragged Jessica through a door and huddled behind a wall, clutching the struggling woman tight against her.

“Shhh! Shhh!” Shana whispered in Jessica’s ear, wrapping her legs around Jessica’s mid-section and holding her by her wrists.

Should I let her go? She wondered. Jessica was panicked, and if she untied her then she might lead the bad guys right to them or run out into the middle of that gunfight and get herself shot.

Maybe I should keep her here until she calms down.l Shana thought. Yes, that was a good idea, just keep her here, and gagged, until she calms.

What about when I calm?

“Urrrgg ggmmh! Mmph! Ummph!” Jessica struggled and heaved with all of her might against Shana.

“Ummph!” Jessica tried to elbow Shana, but missed.

“Hey,” Shana cried. “Is that anyway to thank me!”

With that, Shana twisted Jessica’s hands behind her back and started to use the loops of rope around her wrists to tie her hands together again.

“Mmooo! Mmmm ggmmm!” Jessica kicked her tanned and toned legs as Shana secured her wrists behind her back.

“That’s enough!” Shana grunted, and flipped Jessica around and onto her stomach while twisting her arms behind her back.

“Urrggh! Mmmph ggmmp!”

“If you can’t be grateful, then you will be punished!” Shana hissed between gritted teeth and finished securing Jessica’s hands behind her back.

Then Shana paused and looked down at the bound and gagged woman squirming under her. Her heart was still thudding in her chest, but not out of fear anymore. It felt like her blood had turned to liquid hot magma in her veins. Somehow, she had used her fear to fuel her dominant side and taken it out on Jessica.

Her eyes moved down along Jessica’s toned back, to the tattoo along the small of her back…

And then to Jessica’s bronzed, toned backside, rendered completely bare thanks to the backless panties she had one. Without even thinking, Shana caressed one of Jessica’s ironclad ass cheeks. She had watched so many videos with Jessica being tied up and humiliated, and often wondered how it would feel to sink her hands into on of those chiseled buttocks.

“Urrfff mmoo!” Jessica’s ass clenched under Shana’s touch, and Shana felt a rush of excitement between her legs.

She couldn’t lie, she had fantasized many times about having this goddess helpless at her mercy.

Well, maybe one more touch… Shana ran a hand along Jessica’s ass again, causing those magnificent cheeks to clench again.

“Mmmoo! Stttp!” Jessica swatted at her with her bound hands.

Shana recoiled, and then glared at Jessica and delivered a swift spank to her backside.

How dare she! After all the trouble I went through to rescue her!

“GGMMMMPH!” Jessica protested.

Shana stood and looked down at the bronzed goddess squirming in bondage at her feet.

Too bad I have to let her go…

A smile crept upon Shana’s face as something occurred to her.

Did she have to let Jessica go? After all, she had lost all of her dolls. Even Eva was leaving her, and would be going back to the police force.

Wasn’t she entitled to a prize for all the work she did to help? After all, this rescue wouldn’t have been possible without her.

No… no! She couldn’t keep Jessica! Someone would notice.

Except Jessica had been a prisoner all this time and no one had noticed that.

If someone asked Shana, she would just say that one of the bad guys got away with Jessica.

Yes! That was it! They would chase the other bad guys looking for Jessica, while Shana got to keep her as a brand new doll.

Still, she needed a way to get her out of here. Shana bit her lip and looked around the hallway, and then her eyes fell on a long, rug stretching along the floor of the hallway.

A smile spread across her face.

***

This is so fucked! Randy mentally cursed as he huddled under the large table listening to the gunfire overhead. He wished that he had his sidearm but he left it at home, figuring that he wouldn’t be getting into a gun fight at a wedding.

Judging by how surprised everyone else was, none of them expected smoke grenades and gun fire at a wedding.

“OhGodohGodohGodohGod…” Judge Reichenbacher was huddled in ball next to him, muttering to himself while rocking back and forth. Randy was afraid that the poor old guy would have a heart attack before all of this was over.

A hand clamped on Randy’s shoulder and his heart leaped up into his throat. He shot straight up, slamming his head off of the table top.

“Randy! Get ahold of yourself!” It was Brad, crawling up behind him.

“Ow!” Randy grunted, rubbing his head.

“Randy, we have to get out of here!” Brad tossed his hair back. A thick layer of sweat coated his face. Evidently he too left his gun at home.

“But what about-” Randy began, but Brad cut him offering

“Fuck it! It’s everyone for themselves! Did you see King? He booked it as soon as the shooting started!”

Randy didn’t actually see King, but it had all happened so fast! First the smoke, then the gunfire.

“Oh… okay…” Randy muttered and nodded.

How did this all happen! Especially on his big night!

Everyone had said how this was The Queen’s night, but Randy knew it was really his. Brad was going to fulfill his promise and let him play with Lisa. Randy had been up all night fantasizing about running his hands over those gigantic tits of hers. Now he would never get that chance.

It wasn’t fair!

Brad crawled past him and shook the near catatonic judge.

“Judge!” Brad cried over the gunfire, but Judge Reichenbacher ignored him and continued to rock back and forth.

“Judge, we gotta get out of here!” Brad screamed, but mentally, Reichenbacher was on another planet.

“Fuck it,” Brad crawled away from the Judge and patted Randy on the shoulder. “On three we run for it. Stick together the whole way.”

Randy nodded, but his mind kept straying to thoughts of Lisa and all of the things he dreamed of doing to her.

Why now? When he was so close!

“Okay,” Brad huffed. “One…”

Randy looked across the other side of the table and saw a shapely pair of legs secured to a chair.

Lisa’s legs.

“Two…” Brad went on.

Randy’s eyes moved up Lisa’s struggling legs to the blue pair of thong panties she had on…

“Three!” Brad darted out from under the table.

Randy took a final look at Lisa’s struggling, bound legs, and darted out from under the table.

The smoke had dissipated but there was still a haze in the air. Randy stayed low but scanned the area for Brad, who was sprinting for a door at the far end of the ball room. At first Randy made a move to follow, but stopped, crouched low, and peered over his shoulder.

Felicia was busy untying Gina while Caitlyn covered them, and Lisa was still secured to her chair, struggling valiantly while bullets flew around her.

Her tits…

Her magnificent tits were already oiled, but now were glistening in the low light thanks to a fun sheen of sweat, and they heaved up and down and side to side with every struggle Lisa made. The ball gag muffled her cries of surprise every time a bullet whizzed past.

It was a shame, and it wasn’t fair. Now she’ll most likely end up rotting away in jail, and he’ll end up on the run. After all he did for Ace’s organization, a life as a criminal would end up being his final reward.

He was a loyal soldier, and they promised him his reward, only for it to be snatched away from him.

Fuck it! Why do I need their permission!

Randy looked around, realizing that the others hadn’t noticed him in the confusion. More so, they didn’t seem to have noticed Lisa in the confusion either.

Why couldn’t he take what was owed and promised to him?

More so, Lisa was a criminal. Who would notice that she was missing?

Staying low to the ground, he darted behind the chairs towards the struggling, big-breasted woman.

***

Felicia got both of Gina’s hands free when the other woman tried to warn her through her gag.

“Mmmurrm!” Gina cried, and Felicia looked up just in time to see the surprised look on Gina’s face.

Then The Queen’s arm locked around Felicia’s neck in a headlock, yanked her off her feet, and pulled across the table.

“You’re going to pay for that!” The Queen hissed in her ear.

Felicia gritted her teeth, more angry than alarmed, and jammed her elbow into The Queen’s ribcage. The woman let out a high pitched scream and fell back.

On the other side of the ball room, the concubines had all taken cover behind some tables that they had overturned while Caitlyn laid down suppressing fire. The concubines didn’t fire though for fear of hitting their mistress.

The Queen stumbled back and clutched her side, and a bruise was already forming on her chin where Felicia had punched her.

“Gah! Gina gasped as she pulled the gag from her mouth and started untying her feet.

Felicia jumped off the table, balled her fists, and stood to face The Queen, her eyes filled with venom.

“This is how you repay me? After all I’ve done for you! After all I’ve-arrggh!” A lasso of rope looped around the Queen’s waist and tightened, pinning her arms to her sides.

Holding the other end of the lasso was Eva, grinning like an idiot.

“What is-” The Queen started, but was yanked off her feet by Eva.

Felicia’s jaw dropped as Eva used the rope to hogtie The Queen like she was something out of the old west or something. The Queen wriggled and screamed as her feet were secured together with the rope and then her wrists.

“You get off me! Just wait until I get out of here! You’ll be in a world of pain!” Veins popped on The Queen’s neck and her face was bright red as Eva tightened the ropes.

“Brad! Brad help me!” The Queen’s tone was desperate, begging.

Felicia turned to see Brad sprinting towards a door at the other end of the ball room. He paused and looked back when he heard his name.

“Brad please! Help me!” The Queen begged, her eyes filling with tears.

Just then, Gina stood from her chair and pulled the side arm from Caitlyn’s holster and took aim square at Brad’s head.

Brad gave Gina a look, and then turned to The Queen, shrugged, and darted through the door.

“BRAD YOU ASSHOLE!” The Queen screamed.

A second later a bullet hit the door where Brad had been standing just a moment before, fired by Gina. Felicia turned her attention towards The Queen just in time to see Vera get to her feet and deliver a viscious punch right to Eva’s jaw.

“Vera! Vera help me!” The Queen squirmed and begged.

Eva fell next to Janet, who was squirming helplessly on the ground, still bound and gagged, then Vera stooped and lifted the struggling Queen over her shoulder.

“No! Untie me! Vera you idiot!” The Queen complained as Vera slung her over her shoulder.

No sooner had Vera moved out of the way with the struggling Queen than the concubines on the other side of the room took aim square at Felicia. Her eyes widened and she froze like a deer in headlights.

“Felicia get down!” Gina screamed, and a second later Felicia threw herself to the ground as Gina and Caitlyn opened fire on the concubines.

Felicia pressed herself to the ground as bullets flew over her head and the concubines retreated behind their cover again. Looking up, she saw Vera carrying the still struggling and complaining Queen towards a door next to the bar.

I can’t let them get away! Felicia gritted her teeth. Not after all this! Not after getting so close.

She turned towards Eva, who was struggling to get to her feet after the punch, and her eyes fell on the side arm in the holster resting against Eva’s hip. Without wasting another moment, Felicia crawled forward, pulled the gun from the holster, and looked up at Gina, who was laying suppressive fire on the concubines. Gina looked at the fleeing Vera and Queen, and then at the armed Felicia, and nodded.

“We’ll cover you.” Gina cried.

Felicia nodded and got to her feet.

“And Felicia,” Gina began, and Felicia stopped and looked at the armed, lingerie clad woman. “Don’t get caught this time.”

Felicia nodded again and sprinted after them.

***

“Urrmm mmmph!” Lisa struggled as Randy pushed his bound and gagged hostage ahead of him. People were fleeing in every direction around them, but none stopped to pay him any mind as he ushered Lisa forward.

I can’t believe it! I’m doing it! He marveled as he continued to push his captive ahead of him.

He had taken advantage of all of the confusion to pull her chair away from the ball room, and then had to struggle to untie her from the chair and tie her hands behind her back. Her legs were untied though so he could easily push her through the hall towards the garage.

“It’s okay, it’s okay. We’ll be out of here soon.” Randy wheezed in her ear, though he wasn’t sure if he was reassuring her or himself.

“Ooofff ggmm!” Lisa grumbled back.

Randy placed a hand on her thick behind and pushed her forward, prompting a muffled cry of surprise from her. Just feeling the bare skin of her toned ass sent a tingle through him. God, what a perfect woman!

Be careful Randy! You still have to get her out of here!

With one hand on her shoulder and one clamped on her ass, he steered her down the hall away from the gun fire behind them. It sounded like it was a full on firefight happening in the ballroom.

Ace is going to blow a gasket over this! Randy thought, and realized that he wanted to get well away from Marston’s Pointe so he wouldn’t have to face Ace’s wrath. Still, he had to worry about getting Lisa away without drawing attention.

Thankfully he had a plan for that.

A few more paces down the hall and Randy saw the door he was looking for and steered his bare-breasted captive towards it.

“We’re gonna make a quick stop here.” He grunted in Lisa’s ear and pushed her towards the door, still digging his hand into her juicy ass cheek. Despite all that was happening around him, he still felt a stir of excitement at touching her.

God, he couldn’t wait to have her all to himself.

“Urrrmm! Mmmmpph gggmmph!” Lisa resisted as he steered her towards the door, but he continued to push her along.

“Hold up.” He gripped her arm with one hand and pushed open the door with the other while Lisa protested into her gag.

“Grrrmm!” She cried.

With the door open, he pulled Lisa into the room with him, switched on the light, and closed the door behind them. The lights snapped on overhead, revealing an overcrowded coat room. While some coats and jackets hung on hangers along racks, a great many were piled in giant mounds on the floor. It was a room meant for clients to leave their belongings, and more often than not, the clients would leave their coats behind when they left.

Still keeping on hand on Lisa’s upper bicep, Randy dragged her over towards one of the giant mounds of outer wear and ripped through it with his free hand.

“Urrfmm ggmm!” Lisa pulled, straining with all of her strength against her captor.

Typically Randy would have found it hot, but right now it was proving to be a giant inconvenience.

“Stop it!” He grunted and pulled her closer.

Just then he found what he was looking for – a large, light grey trench coat. It was long, and would run at least past Lisa’s ankles.

“Ah, here we are.” Randy lifted the jacket, and noticed that Lisa’s eyes went wide. She knew exactly what he planned to do now.

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” She shook her head, never taking her eyes off the jacket, but Randy didn’t listen to her objections.

He spun his captive around, prompting a surprised “mmm!” from Lisa, and threw the jacket over her shoulders, and then ran to the front of her and pulled it closed over her bare bosoms.

“Ummm hmm! Mmmph!” Lisa shook her head and tried to pull away as Randy buttoned the jacket up, starting from the top down.

He paused to take a quick look at her heaving cleavage. It was a shame to have to cover her tits under something so big and shapeless, but hopefully after this he would have plenty of time to admire them once they got free.

He took in the sight of her gigantic, glistening breasts, and then secured the buttons on the jacket, hiding her nudity and lingerie clad form. Once the buttons were secure, he pulled the sash tight around her waist and secured it in front of her.

“Urrggh!” She protested as he tied the sash tight around her waist.

Once the coat was secure around her, Randy dug his hands into the side pockets, finding them empty.

“Glumm bbbmmph! Wfff!” Lisa moaned, watching with interest.

Dammit… Randy grumbled, and stuck his hands into the front breast pockets of the jacket.

Yes! His hands locked around a pair of sunglasses, and as he lifted them out of the pocket, he brushed the soft curve of her breast, sending a tingle of excitement through him.

Patience Randy, patience!

He pulled the sunglasses out to see that they were quite large and would cover most of the upper half of Lisa’s face.

“Here ya go.” He smiled and slipped the sunglasses over her.

“Urrrff! Mmmoo! Mmmnno!” She pulled her head back, but could do little else as he placed the sunglasses over her eyes.

Then he dived into the pile of forgotten coats, digging through pockets and tossing the coats aside. He felt like some sort of animal burrowing in the dirt, and his movements were frenzied and desperate. Finally, he found what he was looking for, and pulled several multi-colored silk scarves from a fur women’s coat. Randy left the coat at his feet and ran over towards Lisa with the scarves.

“Urrggll ggllmmmm! Gglllbb!” Lisa’s eyes were wide and once again she was shaking her head in protest.

“Sorry, we can’t have that gag of yours drawing attention.” Randy shrugged and stepped behind her.

It would be strange for a woman to be so bundled up like this in the summer, but it was the best he could do. Hopefully they wouldn’t encounter that many people on their escape. Randy pulled one of the scarves tight over Lisa’s nose and mouth, effectively covering the lower half of her face, and tied it at the back of her head.

“Urrrmm! Gmmph!” She twisted and pulled as he tied the scarf. Right now she looked like an old west outlaw with the handkerchiefs covering their faces, but that would change.

Once he secured that scarf, he hurried to in front of her, pulled the second scarf over her hair and tied it below her chin.

“Urrggg ggmm… mmph!” Lisa protested as he tightened the knot under chin.

“Oh stop complaining.” Randy grunted as he stepped back and admired his hostage.

“Urgg ggllmm…” She moaned.

Lisa was now entirely covered, her muscular body and large breasts obscured by the coat, and the sunglasses and scarves completely covered her face. She looked like an old woman bundled up against the cold. Hopefully it would serve to not draw attention until they got safely away from Marston’s Pointe.

With his captive, and prize, all bundled up, Randy grabbed her shoulders, spun her around, and pushed her towards the door leading out into the hallway.

***

“Vera! Vera put me down this instant! Vera do you hear me!” The Queen complained, kicking and struggling as Vera carried her down the hallway.

After all I did for her, she’s still going to complain! Vera glowered as she spirited her mistress to freedom. There was a dull throbbing between her shoulder blades from where the woman in the cake dived at her, but there was also a general ache throughout her whole body from wrestling that Latina with the big ass.

Not to mention that The Queen’s constant struggling was exacerbating that throbbing between her shoulders.

“Vera! Dammit! I can’t believe you!” The Queen kicked, sending a fresh bolt of pain up Vera’s back.

After all I’ve done for her! Vera gritted her teeth and tightened her grip around The Queen’s waist.

“Ow! Vera! You good for nothing…” The Queen went on complaining, but Vera tuned her out.

How could she be so unhappy with her after all that Vera was going through to help her? Felicia wouldn’t be risking herself to save The Queen like Vera was!

Felicia… Vera felt her blood turn to flame when she thought of her. This was all Felicia’s fault. What did The Queen see in her when Vera had been there all this time by her side, ready to do whatever she asked? How ungrateful could Felicia be?

Ungrateful…

“Vera! You stupid cow! Put me down and untie me!”

Ungrateful…

“Vera are you listening to me? God, you’re useless!”

Ungrateful!

She had done so much for The Queen, had sacrificed so much, and for what?

Ungrateful!

Why should she do so much for someone that wouldn’t lift a finger for her? For someone who wouldn’t appreciate her?

“Vera! Dammit just wait until I get out of this!”

Enough!

They passed by a row of serving carts and Vera stopped.

“Good, Vera, now put me down and untie me!” The Queen grunted as Vera leaned over and grabbed two cloth napkins, and set the Queen down. Due to the way she was tied, The Queen could barely stand and wobbled on her tip-toes.

“Vera, I swear that you can’t do any-uuurgggmph!” The Queen’s eyes looked like they would pop right out of her head when Vera shoved one of the napkins in her mouth.

I think I’ve had enough of your complaining. Vera smiled, watching The Queen’s shocked expression as her once loyal concubine shoved the white cloth in her gaping maw.

“Vurrrmm! Wufff? Wummff mmrrr mmoo!” The Queen grumbled into her gag. Before she could spit the cloth out, Vera placed the other napkin over her mouth and pulled it tight.

“Urrrgh! Vrrrrmmpph grrmm!” The Queen moaned, her face growing redder with anger and shock as Vera tied the gag at the back of The Queen’s head.

“Wufff! Wullfff mmrr mrroo ggmmnn!” The Queen mumbled into her gag.

Vera wouldn’t answer. She would stay quiet and let The Queen suffer in enforced silence for a bit.

She finished tying the gag and stepped back to admire the now bound and gagged Queen for a moment before stooping to lift her again.

“Urrggh! Hhllp! Hulllp mmff!” The Queen’s eyes locked on someone down the hall and she pleaded through her gag.

Vera hefted The Queen over her shoulder again and spun to face whoever it was she was calling to. She turned to face Felicia, standing at one end of the hall, pistol in hand.

“Urrrff hmmph! Hullp! Mmmrrgh!” The Queen lifted her head and called to Felicia, causing a fresh well of anger to spring up in Vera.

Really? After all of this she’s still going to expect Felicia to help her? Then Vera realized, that whatever Felicia would do to The Queen, it was nothing compared to what Vera would do to The Queen when she had her alone.

Felicia didn’t have her gun aimed, but instead held pointed at the ceiling with both hands. The lingerie clad bride didn’t aim the gun or move, but just stared directly at Vera.

There was something that passed between them, something unspoken. Somehow, Vera knew that Felicia saw something in her eyes and had come to the same realization that Vera and The Queen had. Felicia knew now that The Queen wanted her to save her from Vera because she was scared of what Vera would do to her.

The two women continued to look into each other’s eyes, and then, slowly, Felicia lowered her gun.

“Wuffffm! Mmmon!” The Queen wailed.

Felicia smiled and nodded at Vera.

Vera only nodded back.

With that, both women turned and took off down opposite sides of the hall.

“Urrrrggh! Mmmnoo! Hulllp! Hullp mmfff!” The Queen cried, wiggling helplessly in Vera’s grasp.

***

“Ummfff mmmph!” Lisa moaned as Randy pushed her into the passenger seat of the car. Since he was a cop, he was used to forcing resisting perps into a car, and this was somewhat no different.

The garage’s bay doors were wide open, and thankfully his car was parked with a clear way straight out and to freedom.

“Come on, get in!” He huffed, finally forcing his disguised hostage into the seat.

Once Lisa was seated, he pulled the seat belt across her chest and locked it into place.

“Mmmmph!” She protested.

“Make yourself comfortable, we’re going for a ride.” Randy smiled, slammed the door, and hurried to the driver’s side.

He dove into the car, slammed the door behind him, and started the ignition. A second later his car shot out of the garage like it was fired from a cannon and sped off down the lonely road away from the dungeon.

He didn’t plan on slowing down until Marston’s Pointe was well behind him.

***

The smoke had fully dissipated and Gina surveyed what remained of the ballroom. Food and drink littered the floor, tables were overturned, and bullet holes riddled the walls. They had the ball room to themselves for the moment since the concubines had retreated, but Gina knew that wouldn’t be for long. Most likely they were regrouping and would return with reinforcements. They had to get out of here, and fast.

“Took you long enough.” Janet gasped as Caitlyn pulled the last strips of ribbon from her mouth. Now completely untied, Janet stood and rubbed her wrists.

“Sorry, I went to get help.” Caitlyn bowed her head apologetically.

Janet nodded and eyed up Eva apprehensively. Eva was rubbing her jaw, where a bruise was quickly forming from the punch she took. Gina eyed up the two women who had spearheaded the rescue. Wasn’t there another one with them?

She turned and surveyed the ballroom again, but they were alone. Furthermore, where were Jessica and Lisa? Not that she was worried about Lisa, but still.

She had so many questions, but the answers would have to come later.

“Where’s Felicia?” Janet asked, looking around.

“She’s-” Gina began, but was cut off by Felicia jogging back into the room.

“I’m here.” Felicia barely finished before she stopped and gazed at Janet with wide eyed wonderment.

Janet gazed back at her and a smile crept across her face.

Then they were sprinting across the ballroom towards each other. Both lingerie clad women embraced and their lips locked in a deep, passionate kiss. It was a kiss of lost lovers reunited, and they both put a year’s worth of pent up longing into it.

And the kiss continued…

And continued…

Gina crossed her arms, waiting for the two to finish, and then noticed Felicia’s hand drifting down to Janet’s thonged behind.

“Ahem…” Gina cleared her throat.

Both Janet and Felicia pulled away from each other and looked as if they both had just remembered that other people were in the room.

“The Queen?” Gina asked.

“Oh, she won’t be a problem anymore.” Felicia said with a smirk. There was an air of finality to the way she said it, but she didn’t expand further.

From underneath a table, someone squealed. All eyes turned towards the table that used to sit the wedding party.

There was another whimper from under the table, and Felicia and Caitlyn both aimed their weapons where the noise had come from. Gina raised her gun and signaled for them to wait, and then approached the table. There was another whimper.

Could it be Jessica? She wasn’t a cop so all of the gunfire could have her scared.

No, this sounded like a man…

Gina crouched and reached under the table cloth, her hands locking around the collar to a robe, and with a viscous yank, pulled Judge Reichenbacher out from under the table.

“Oh God! Oh please!” The Judge cowered and threw his hands up as Gina roughly pulled him out from under the table and threw him to the ground.

“Please, please don’t hurt me!” He screamed, throwing his hands up.

Gina aimed her weapon at him and gritted her teeth. This worm! He humiliated her! Humiliated all of them!

“Please, I’ll… I’ll do anything! Don’t hurt me!” He begged, still keeping his hands up.

Gina was of half a mind to shoot him right there and say later that he must have been hit by a stray bullet, but something else occurred to her, and a smile spread across her face.

“No, I won’t hurt you.” She kept her gun aimed as she spoke.

“Oh good, Oh thank you!” He groveled, finally looking up at her.

“But,” Gina went on, and the color drained from his face. “I want you to testify, in court that you, Brad, and Randy set me up for the kidnapping of the FBI agents.”

He was completely pale now, and swallowed hard.

“But-” He began, and Gina pulled back the hammer on her gun.

“Yes! Yes okay!” He lowered his head and raised his hands.

“And tell us everything you know about Ace and his organization.” She added.

“They didn’t tell me much but I’ll testify as to what I do know!” He pleaded.

“And my marriage will be annulled.” Felicia added.

“Yes! Yes of course!” His head was bobbing up and down, agreeing to anything that would save his skin.

“Uh guys…” Caitlyn interjected and pointed towards one of the doors leading to the ballroom. The sounds of heavy footfalls were steadily approaching.

“We should get out of here.” Caitlyn finished and raised her weapon towards the door.

Right, but how?

“Felicia?” Gina asked, knowing that Felicia had spent the most time here out of them.

“This place is like a maze, I still don’t know it.” Felicia shrugged.

“You!” Gina aimed her gun at Reichenbacher, who squealed.

“Yes! Yes! I can get you out of here, just don’t hurt me!” He whimpered.

“Fine, lead on!” Gina grabbed him by his collar and pulled him to his feet.

Reichenbacher whimpered again and started shuffling towards one of the doors with Gina keeping one hand around his collar and the gun aimed at the back of his neck. Eva followed after them, and then Janet and Felicia, with Caitlyn taking up the rear. They burst through the door and into a winding hallway just as they heard the sound of dozens of booted feet burst into the ballroom behind them.

Felicia was right, this place is like a maze! Gina thought as The Judge lead them through the twisting and turning corridors. Somehow, the Judge did seem to know his way around, which was good. Gina was somewhat thankful for the little worm or else they would have spent hours wandering these halls and most likely would have gotten captured again. All the while it seemed like their pursuers were just around the corner from them.

Finally, after seemingly dozens of twists and turns, they came to a wide open garage/loading area filled with trucks, cars, and vans. The pursuing footsteps still echoed in the hallway behind them.

“They usually… keep… keep the keys in the visors.” Reichenbacher stammered.

“Here.” Gina motioned to a large passenger van and steered her hostage towards it.

“I’ll drive!” Caitlyn ran forward, hopped into the driver’s seat, and lowered the visor. She let out a squeal of excitement when the keys fell right into her lap.

Eva hopped into the passenger side, and Gina pulled open the side door and shoved Reichenbacher forward.

“In!” She barked, and he didn’t need to be told twice, and scurried into the first bench seat.

Gina hopped in after him, and then Felicia ushered Janet in and then hopped in, closing the door behind her. Caitlyn gunned the engine and Gina turned just to see a small army of armed concubines rushing into the garage area.

They raised their weapons and took aim just as Caitlyn floored the gas and the van flew out of the garage, leaving the concubines, and The Queen’s dungeon, in their dust.

***

Once the Dungeon was well behind them, Caitlyn slowed to an acceptable speed, but her eyes kept straying to her rear view mirrors, fearing that vehicles would be in pursuit, but so far there was nothing.

“Did we make it?” Janet asked from the back.

“I think we did.” Felicia answered.

In the passenger seat, Eva gripped her gun tight and kept her eyes on the road behind them. Ahead of them, the sun was low in the sky, and darkness would be upon them shortly.

Caitlyn took another look in her mirror and saw Janet and Felicia seated in the back, arms wrapped around each other in a tight embrace, and Felicia was resting her head on Janet’s shoulder. In the seat in front of them, Gina sat with one hand gripping the collar of Judge Reichenbacher’s robe and the other had the gun still pointed at his head. The Judge sat quietly, beads of sweat collecting on his forehead.

We made it. Caitlyn let out a long breath and relaxed her grip on the wheel.

We did it! She smiled. They had done it!

But then she heard the engine of an approaching vehicle, and looked in the rearview to see a black car quickly gaining on them. Even Eva noticed and perked up, tightening her grip on her assault rifle. The approaching car came up on them and pulled around to pass them. Caitlyn gripped the wheel and prepared to ram the vehicle if she had to.

She turned and looked out her window to see Shana driving alongside them. Both she and Eva relaxed at the sight of the older woman behind the wheel of her black sports car. Shana smiled and winked at both of them, and Eva licked her lips at her.

Then Shana waved and sped past them. Just as she was passing, Caitlyn noticed what looked like a rolled up carpet in her backseat…

The carpet was moving, twitching and shifting like there was someone rolled up in it…

Wait… Caitlyn bit her lip, realizing that Jessica had disappeared during all of the confusion!

She turned to look again in the backseat of Shana’s car but the vehicle pulled ahead of them sped off into the sunset.

***

The sound of the cans dragging behind the car drowned the sound of her passenger kicking against the trunk, but Vera decided that maybe it was time to pull over and check on The Queen. After all, they had been driving all night, and The Queen was probably tired and scared.

Good! Vera smiled as she pulled to the side of the road. The morning sun was high over them, and she could already tell that it was going to be a hot day. Good, that meant the trunk would be nice and uncomfortable. The cans rattling behind the car went silent as she pulled to a stop and killed the engine. Once she realized that they were parked, The Queen continued her struggles with renewed vigor, kicking at the trunk with everything she could muster.

Vera stepped out and strolled towards the back of the trunk, pausing to take in the view of the ocean just beyond the road.

Oh, what a sight. She smiled and leaned back against the car, watching the waves crash on the rocks beyond.

“Hrry! Hullmp! Hrrrmmp!” The Queen cried from the trunk.

What a way to ruin such a nice view! Vera grumbled and continued along towards the trunk.

“Just Married!” Read the sign hanging from the back window, complete with the cans dragging behind the car. It was meant to be used by The Queen and Felicia after the wedding, but Vera commandeered it for her own purposes. Plus, it wasn’t like The Queen or Felicia would need it now.

She stepped back to the trunk and popped it open, revealing The Queen, still in her wedding lingerie, and still hogtied and gagged.

“Urrrfff… murrrmm…” The Queen blinked, her eyes used to the darkness of the trunk.

“Hi Queen, comfortable?” Vera asked, a sadistic smile spreading across her face.

“Urrggg mmmuurrf!” The Queen squinted at her.

“I bet you’re wondering what I have in store for you?” Vera leaned forward and positioned her body so that it blocked most of the light hitting the trunk.

The Queen opened her eyes wide and glared up at her former top concubine.

“Wrryy mmrrrooo bmmfff…” The Queen grumbled into her gag.

“You see, I gave you years of my life, years of loyal service, and for what?” Vera explained.

“Murrrm! Urrggllmmm bbbmmph!” The Queen protested.

“Do you know what it’s like to be unappreciated? To give years of your life to someone who doesn’t think twice about you?”

“Urggggll! Ummm bbbmm!”

“So, now you’re going to find a new purpose in life: as my toy.” Vera narrowed her cold eyes at The Queen and flashed a sadistic smile.

“Wufffm!” The Queen’s eyes went wide and she lifted her head.

“I’m going to inflict every punishment and humiliation that you visited upon others onto you, tenfold.” Vera felt herself quivering with excitement at the thought of a lifetime of punishing The Queen.

She would bend and break this woman. The Queen would regret taking her for granted.

“Mmmrrro! Psssff! Mrrro!” The Queen pleaded into her gag.

Vera smiled and felt a fresh wave of excitement rock her body. She was already begging, good.

“I hope you’re as excited as I am.”

“Mrrroo-” The Queen bellowed before Vera slammed the trunk, plunging her into darkness again.

The Queen moaned, struggled, and kicked with renewed vigor as Vera made her way back to the driver’s side and started the engine again. Good, she wanted The Queen scared and desperate. There was a whole world of hurt in store for her.

And a world of pleasure ahead for Vera.

She started up the engine and pulled back onto the highway, and the cans resumed their rattling, drowning out the sounds of her captive in the trunk.

Epilogue...

One month later…

Damn, and I thought Marston’s Pointe had some fine babes. Randy thought as he gawked at the beautiful blond frolicking in the waves. He was already enjoying this new home, and the… sights quite a bit.

Carter’s Cove was a few miles up the coast from Marston’s Pointe, but he couldn’t believe that he had never heard of it before. It didn’t seem to have the businesses and tourism attention that Marston’s Pointe had, and at first he stopped here thinking it would be a good place to lay low for a few months. After all, if he hadn’t heard of it, and he had lived in Marston’s Pointe all his life, what were the odds that others had?

But watching this slim blond with big tits splash among the waves made him reconsider moving on after a few weeks. Maybe this town had an opening in the police department?

Plus, he had signed a lease on his new place for a year, and it was located right on the beach. That meant he didn’t have to go far to enjoy sights like this blond.

She was tall and thin, her body toned enough that he could tell that she spent a lot of time keeping herself in shape, but not enough that she was bulky. Though her tits weren't gigantic, they swelled nicely when she pushed her hands together to block the waves splashing against her. Her blond hair was cut just past her ears, and she wore a hot pink thong bikini.

The blond had a fantastic ass, and she wore the hell out of that pink thong.

He leaned back on his beach towel and lowered his sunglasses, taking in the sight of her golden hair shimmering in the afternoon sun just before another wave hit her. The blond giggled and turned as the water splashed over her, and his eyes immediately fell to her now soaked cleavage.

There was something about her… something familiar…

As he was staring, mesmerized by he heaving cleavage, he realized what it was. She reminded him of Shelly Arnold! It was like she was a younger clone of her…

Then the blond was moving, heading away from the water and up the beach…

Not up the beach, towards him!

He raised his sunglasses and realized she was looking right at him! She must have noticed him staring!

Shit Randy! Nice going!

He stiffened and made to get up, prepared to gather up his towel and retreat, but stopped. What was he doing? A hot blond was walking right towards him and he was trying to run? Maybe the old Randy would have done that, but not him. This was a new town, and he was a new Randy.

Instead he stood and smiled at her as she approached, water sliding down along her perfect body.

“Hi.” She smiled, stopping just in front of him.

“Hey.” Randy nodded.

Shit, what do I say? What do I do?

“How’s the water?” He asked.

Good save!

“Fine,” She smiled. “I couldn’t help but notice you admiring the waves.” She raised her eyebrows at this, calling him out for staring.

“It was a beautiful sight.” He smiled.

Nailing it!

“Are you new in town?” She asked.

“Uh, I was visiting, but I’m planning on making my visit… permanent.” He ran his eyes up her body as he spoke.

“Well I’m Lucy,” She stuck out her hand. “Welcome to Carter’s Cove.”

“Randy.” He shook her hand.

“My husband and I live a little up the beach there.” At the word husband she gestured out towards the waves, where an extremely large, muscle bound man with a shaved head and beard was now standing among the waves and giving Randy a death glare.

Randy felt his knees quiver.

Husband!

A husband that looked like he could bend Randy in half!

“Oh cool, my wife and I live right there.” Randy rebounded, trying not to seem intimidated, and motioned the house sitting just a few yards off the beach.

Though his house was far off, the vague shape of a big-breasted woman reclining in a beach chair could be seen on the back deck.

Lucy craned her neck to look at the house.

“That your wife?” She asked, raising her eyebrows.

“Yep, the old ball and chain.” Randy smiled.

“Well,” Lucy smiled and stepped back. “We’d love to have you both over for dinner one night.”

“Sure, that would be great…” Randy stammered.

Shit!

“I’ll uh, ask her,” He continued. “She’s not very social, doesn’t really like people.” He exclaimed.

“Ah, too bad. Looks like we could have fun together.” She looked him right in the eye and raised her eyebrows at him.

Randy’s jaw dropped.

“Uhh sure,” He stammered again. “I’ll run it by the wife.”

“Good,” She smiled and extended her hand. “It was nice to meet you, Randy.”

“Nice to meet you too.” Randy shook her hand again, and like that she was prancing back towards the ocean and her bear of a husband.

Once again, Randy’s eyes fell on her ass in the hot pink thong.

Damn!

She splashed into the ocean, and Randy caught her husband still glaring at him. Deciding that discretion was the better part of valor, Randy gathered up his towel and made his way back to his beach house. The whole way across the beach he felt that giant man’s eyes boring holes into him.

What’s his deal anyway? His wife came onto me!

Just before stepping off the beach to his place, Randy turned and looked back at the ocean, but they were so far now that he couldn’t see if the man was still staring or not. Satisfied that he wasn’t being watched, Randy lifted the gate, stepped into his back yard, closed it behind him, and made his way across his yard onto his back deck.

“Hey babe.” He dropped his glasses and smiled at the woman waiting on the beach chair for him.

All his life, his dream was to come home to a busty woman in a bikini waiting for him. Now, he finally had made that dream come true.

“Urrrmm mmmrrmm…” Lisa grumbled.

From a distance, it looked like she was just a fit, big breasted woman lying out on her back deck, only if someone got closer they would see the clear tape around her ankles, and the clear tape securing her wrists the arms of the chair.

A layer of clear tape was wrapped around her mouth, keeping her quiet. Lisa’s lips were smushed against the tight tape as she tried to talk.

“Mmrrrmm ggmmph!” Lisa protested, flexing her arms against the tape.

“Oh honey,” Randy grabbed a bottle of tanning oil and stood next to her. “Looks like you’re starting to burn.” He motioned to a hit of red at the corner of her purple bikini top.

“Urrp?” Lisa looked down at her considerable cleavage.

“Here, let me help you.” Randy reached for the top of her neck where her bikini was secured.

“Urrfm! Mmmurrmm mmph!” Lisa moaned, wiggling and twisting her head as he undid the flimsy knot holding up her bikini top.

“Mmmrroo! Urggg ggmmmph!”

He untied the knot and pulled back, and the bikini top fell away, revealing her massive, tanned breasts.

“There you go.” Randy’s voice was soothing as he poured the tanning oil over Lisa’s gigantic breasts.

“Mmnooh! Mmmmoo ggmmph!” Lisa shook her head, twisting and wriggling while Randy soaked her breasts in the oil. Then he screwed the cap back onto the bottle and set it aside.

“I met the neighbors today.” His tone was casual as he started to massage the oil over Lisa’s bare chest.

“Ummm gmmff!” She tossed her head back and sighed.

“They invited us over.” He continued.

“Wummf?” Lisa’s head shot up.

“I told them that you weren’t really the social type.” Randy continued, both of his hands rubbing the oil over Lisa’s breasts, causing them to glisten in the sun.

“Ufff ggmmff!” Lisa grunted, trying to twist away from his groping hands.

Randy smiled, mesmerized by Lisa’s giant, oiled breasts in the sun.

I think I’m going to like it here. Randy thought, cupping his hands over her nipples. He could start a new life here.

Who knows, maybe he could snatch up that pretty blond Lucy too. Lisa was bound to get lonely, right?

Oh yes, the two of them, tied up here on his back deck, squirming next to each other…

It was a delicious thought.

“Urfff!” She cried as he tightened his grip on her breasts.

“Oops, sorry.” He shrugged.

Oh yes, it was a new beginning for him indeed.

The End of Volume 4
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