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Previously...

On the surface, Marston's Pointe seems like a normal, idyllic, California beach town, but lurking just beneath the surface is a seedy criminal underbelly. Several beautiful but determined women have tried to take on this criminal underworld, lead by the mysterious Ace, and come up short. First was the beautiful bikini model turned sheriff Felicia Fetters, but her past caught up with her in the form of her former mentor, the buxom Gina Dollson, who kidnapped Felicia and her lover Janet. With Felicia and Janet as her prisoners, Gina and her accomplices Caitlyn and Eva take over the Sheriff's Department, determined to clean up crime in the small town.

Unknown to Gina and company, Tanya Donnelly, an intrepid, busty reporter, is also out to clean up crime in her hometown. Desperate to make a name for herself, Tanya makes a deal with Shelly Arnold, a seductive femme fatale out to take over all crime in Marston's Pointe.

Shelly and Tanya kidnap Gina and her cronies, but soon their shaky alliance falls apart, leading to both Shelly and Tanya being kidnapped, along with Shelly's big breasted henchwoman, Lisa.

As part of Shelly's plan, she was intending to sell the captive Gina, Caitlyn, Eva, Felicia, and Janet into slavery, but after getting caught by Ace, Shelly lost control of her hostages to The Queen, a kinky but sadistic dominatrix.

Shelly and Tanya get free and go their separate ways, but Shelly knows that she must get her hostages, and Lisa, back or else she must answer to some very angry white slavers...

1.

The sound of the waves crashing against the beach and the feeling of the warm sun beating down on her bare ass cheeks had an almost hypnotic effect on Shelly as she lay out on her stomach, head resting lazily on her folded hands under her. She realized that it had been ages since she had a lazy day at the beach to just lay out, swim, and work on a tan.

Today, despite all appearances, was not one of those days either.

To anyone on the crowded beach, Shelly appeared to be a normal, middle aged, fit woman having a relaxing day. Her long blond hair was tied up on her head in a messy bun, and the bikini she wore was a white, string, thong bikini. To top it off, she wore a red and white checkered handkerchief around her neck and a large pair of sunglasses covered her eyes, which were focused squarely on an old, rotted, industrial looking building set just off the beach. Most people didn't pay the old, boarded up warehouse any mind, but Shelly knew better.

Jack and The Queen had made a fatal mistake the previous night: they had underestimated Shelly. They had mentioned that they were intending to take their newly found hostages, the former and current ladies of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, and Lisa, Shelly's former muscle, to the Barrow Street facility. Shelly was bound and gagged and helpless while overhearing this conversation and her captors had assumed that Shelly wouldn't make it through the night, but she did. Another thing her captors underestimated was actually how much Shelly knew about Ace's operation.

Shelly knew better than to go to war with someone without gathering all of the intel you can, and she knew a lot about Ace's organization, especially all of his secret safe houses and other hideouts throughout their town. The Barrow Street facility, which to everyone else seemed to be an old warehouse by the beach, seemed to be where Jack and The Queen brought their new “acquisitions” to prepare them for a lifetime in servitude of The Queen.

Shelly continued to rest her head on her hands, giving the appearance of a woman soaking up the sun, while she stared at the building. Somewhere in there was Lisa and the rest of the women, and it was up to Shelly to get them out. Lisa was her primary objective yes, but getting the other women out was now just as important.

She had made a deal with some men to take Felicia, Gina, and the rest of the ladies off of her hands. Those men would be coming tomorrow to collect, and if Shelly didn't show up at the docks with five beautiful women, then...

Shelly shuttered to think of it. The men would most likely take Shelly and any other woman they could in order to fill their quota. The thought occurred to her that if The Queen was in there, then Shelly could truss her up and give her to the men as well. A smile spread across her face as she pictured it. Oh yes, it would be the perfect poetic justice for that sadistic woman.

Yes, if she's in there then she's definitely being given to them as a bonus.

As Shelly continued to stake out the building, movement on the beach near it caught her eye. A group of three women were setting down beach towels not too far from the imposing structure.

Damn! If things inside got ugly, these woman could prove troublesome as witnesses.

Shelly angled her head slightly, playing it off like she was adjusting herself on her beach towel. There were three women total. There was a younger one with dark hair and angular features. The young woman had a rock hard, toned body, obviously she spent a lot of time in the gym. Her whole body was a deep tan and she wore a brown and black striped, thong bikini. The tiny thong perfectly accentuated the woman's sculpted and tan ass cheeks.

As Shelly watched, the younger woman started saying something to one of the older women. This one looked to be later 40s or so, but her physique was just as lithe, muscular, and toned as the younger woman. The older woman had dark skin, either Italian or Latina, but it was hard to tell, and jet black hair. Her breasts were also massive, and from their lack of movement Shelly surmised they were surgically enhanced. To top it all off, the woman wore an aqua blue thong bikini. Her bikini top, laced with sequins, showed plenty of her heaving, large cleavage, and while her thong bottom was a little more modest than her companions, it still showed off her impressively toned backside.

Shelly couldn't hear what the younger woman was saying, but it had an authoritative tone. As she talked, the older woman got down on her towel and started doing pushups. The younger woman seemed to be encouraging and pushing her.

The third woman was also older, late 40s or so. She had lighter skin than the rest, and while not as muscular, still had very nice curves. A checkered bikini top contained her large, firm breasts and she wore a tan thong that still came off as tasteful. This woman didn't seem as interested in working out as the other, and instead lay back on her towel to catch some sun.

Shelly watched them and the building behind them. She had been here all day staking out the building, but hadn't seen anyone go in or out. It was getting time for her to make her move but these women might pose a problem since they were so close to the building.

It's just a personal trainer and her friends. They won't be paying attention! Shelly told herself, but she didn't want to leave anything to chance.

In the end, she decided to watch the women in the hopes that they would move on.

They didn't. Shelly kept shifting her position to keep up her appearance as a woman tanning, but the women stayed where they were. The younger woman worked the large breasted older woman through a series of exercises while the blond haired woman got a tan, though she occasionally got up to go for a dip in the ocean. Eventually, Shelly decided that it was do or die time.

Shit or get off the pot, as the men say. She thought as she sat up and started to gather her things. First she grabbed her bottle of tanning lotion and threw it in the large shoulder bag she had brought with her, and then she made a show of shaking the sand out of her towel and folding it up. No one on the beach seemed to pay her any mind other than the occasional male who crane his neck to get a look at her thonged ass.

That's it. I'm just a woman enjoying her day at the beach. Shelly smiled as she stuffed the towel into her beach bag next to the hand gun and extra clip. Hopefully, she wouldn't have to fire it, but she brought it along to use for intimidation.

Once all of her things were packed, Shelly started making her way off of the beach in the direction of the boarded up warehouse. As she approached, she started studying the building more. It was a large, gray, decaying building. Every window was boarded up with thick slabs of plywood.

The first sign of there being more going on in the building than meets the eye was when Shelly emerged from the beach and onto the street outside the building. A large loading dock was located at the front of the building, and right now a large white panel track sat outside the loading dock. Shelly slowed as she approached, her hand sliding towards the gun in her bag, but as she got closer she saw that there was no one in the cab of the truck. A large, metal chute extended from a window from one of the upper floors of the building and into the back of the truck. As Shelly came up the stairs and onto the loading dock, she reached into her bag and gripped the butt of the weapon as she approached the back of the truck.

As the rear of the truck came into view, Shelly allowed herself to take a breath. The back of the truck was stuff with large, white drawstring laundry bags. Each of the bags seemed to be filled to capacity, and Shelly wondered for a minute of that was how they were planning to transport the women, thinking back to how they had stuffed each of them into a bag before moving them. She waited a moment, half expecting one of the bags to start wriggling, but they just sat still.

They must be filled with sheets or clothing of some kind. She thought, and then realized that some of the bags may very well be filled with contraband too. It was a smart ploy. Upon inspection, it would seem like the truck was transporting clothes for a laundry service, but no doubt some of the bags hidden deeper in the trucks could contain drugs, weapons, or money.

Still, the open truck and the chute told Shelly that there was someone in the building, and if the girls weren't in there, then whoever was inside knew where they were.

Time to go to work. She thought, and set down her bag. First, she untied the handkerchief from around her neck, then she lifted the handkerchief over her face and pressed it just above her nose, letting it hang down and cover the lower half of her face. She then tied the handkerchief at the back of her head. She imagined that she looked something like an old west outlaw with a red and white checkered handkerchief covering the lower half of her face, if old west outlaws wore thong bikinis. Once her face was covered, she pulled the gun out of her bag, chambered a round, and slung the bag over her shoulder. Gun held out with both hands, she approached a nearby door, every muscle in her lithe body tensed.

Keeping the gun aimed with one hand, she reached out and tried the handle. To her surprise, the door was unlocked.

They must not be expecting company. Shelly furrowed her brow, not liking where this was going. She pulled the door open and slipped inside, gun still at the ready.

She found herself at the bottom of a narrow stairway. Shelly trained her gun at the top of the staircase, expecting a lookout or guard. Seeing that the stairway was empty did not give her cause to relax.

Something isn't right. She placed both hands on her weapon and started to ascend the stairs, one foot in front of the other.

***

Outside the warehouse, no sooner had the door closed behind Shelly then the chute started to rumble and shake as something heavy made its way down it. The circular metal tube groaned and protested and eventually deposited its passenger out on top of the white, pillowy bags in the back of the truck. What the chute spat out was a long, white, drawstring bag. Sticking out of the bottom of the bag were two bare, slender feet that kicked at the air as whoever was in the bag tumbled around.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Someone inside the bag protested once they landed on top of the other bags. The muffled cries sounded female, and she continued to protest as she attempted to get her bearings. Just a moment later, several more bags came down the chute though, these ones were smaller, no doubt filled with clothing or laundry of some kind.

“Urrgggmmmph!” the bagged woman protested as she was buried beneath a load of laundry bags.

***

Shelly tried each door on her way up the stairs, but found every one of them locked. The more and more she went up, the more and more uneasy she felt. It was like she was being herded somewhere.

Just stay alert, don't let your guard down.

If this was trap, she had no doubt that she would be bagged up and placed in the back of that truck and shipped off to god knows where.

You can still go back. A voice in the back of her head told her, but she knew she couldn't. This was her best lead to finding Lisa. If she wasted any more time, she could lose Lisa and the other girls forever, and then would have to answer to some angry men whom she promised beautiful women to.

She came to another landing and found the door unlocked, which still did not comfort her. Pressing against the wall, she raised her gun with one hand and pulled the door open a crack with the other.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” The sound of muffled cries greeted her.

This must be the right floor. She smiled under the hanky. Leaning forward, she peered through the cracked door.

A goon of some kind, he didn't seem to be armed, had his back to the door. On the far wall was a large, circular hole, no doubt the entrance to the chute. Two large, burly men were carrying a struggling form inside in a white bag.

“Mmmph! Ummm! Mmmm!” The cries told Shelly that whoever was inside was still gagged. Only the women's feet stuck out from the bag, and they kicked furiously as she was placed into the chute headfirst.

“MMMMMMMPH!” She screamed into the gag as she slid down. Another goon threw in some smaller, fluffy laundry bags after her, no doubt to serve as cushions for the next one.

It's now or never! Shelly thought, and gritted her teeth. With lightning fast movements, she flung the door open and moved inside while simultaneously taking a two handed grip on her gun. In a second, she was in the room with the weapon placed to the head of the man who's back was to her.

“Hold it right there! Freeze!” She cried, her eyes darting to the other men in the room. The two burly men were picking up another struggling, bagged form. Two more bagged women lie on the ground as well, wriggling around helplessly like insects wrapped in webbing. Their muffled cries told Shelly that they too were gagged. The other goon stood with his mouth agape, a laundry bag in each hand.

“Hands up! Now!” She nudged her hostage with her gun. Obediently he placed his hands on the back of his head.

The other goons just stared, dumbfounded. Shelly had to admit that she probably did pose quite a sight: A gun wielding woman in a thong bikini with her face covered bursting in.

“Put her down!” Shelly ordered, meeting the eyes of the two men holding the wriggling, bagged woman. It was impossible for Shelly to tell which one was Lisa, but there was also a good chance that Lisa was already sent down the chute.

“I said, put her down now or he gets it!” She ordered, pulling back the hammer of her gun. None of these men, seemed armed, which gave her the advantage.

“I'll be the one giving orders here.” A male voice said from behind her, and then she felt something cold and metal pressed against the back of her neck.

Shit! Shelly's eyes went wide and she felt her blood freeze in her veins. She recognized the voice immediately.

Jack!

“Put down the weapon Ms. Arnold, and step away from my man.” She felt the tip of the gun press hard against the back of her neck. Shelly didn't move.

Dammit! I let my guard down! Shelly mentally kicked herself, realizing that she had fallen for the trap.

“I said, put it down!” Jack said through gritted teeth. Shelly looked up to see the eyes of the other men all on her, their muscles tensed. Even the bound women had ceased their struggles and moaning. As her eyes scanned the room around her, Shelly realized that she had no play here. With a sigh, she pulled her gun away from the man's head and raised both hands in the air.

“Good girl,” Jack reassured her and plucked the gun from her hand. “Get back to work.” He ordered his other men.

“Mmmmo!” The woman held in the two henchmen's hands went back to struggling, but to no avail. In moments, they had her sliding down the chute, followed by several bags of laundry.

Shelly kept her hands raised as Jack stepped around to her front, gun still trained on her.

“I must say, I dig the outfit. Very old west meets Sports Illustrated Bikini Issue.” He smiled as he eyed her up.

Shelly didn't say anything, just glared at him. Jack laughed and grabbed the handkerchief around her face, and with a sharp tug pulled it away.

“Gaah!” Shelly cried out as her make shift mask came away in Jack's hand.

“What, do you think we're fucking stupid? We found Frank's body, and with you and Tanya nowhere to be found we figured you would be coming for your big titted accomplice.” As Jack spoke, the one man, the one whom Shelly had just held at gun point, grabbed her hands and twisted them behind her back.

“Ugggh!” She groaned, gritting her teeth and staring daggers at Jack. Jack just smiled and started to fold her handkerchief in his hands.

Meanwhile, the two other goons picked up another one of the wriggling hostages.

“Where's Lisa?” Shelly glared at him. Behind her, the goon crossed her wrists and started to tie them together with rope. Upon hearing her question, Jack turned and pointed at the remaining bagged women.

“There... I think,” He then turned to the chute. “Or down there. It's hard to tell.” And with a nonchalant shrug he went back to folding up her handkerchief. He had folded the top of it down upon itself, leaving the triangular bottom sticking out.

The goon behind her back had finished tying Shelly's wrists together. She gave her bonds a cursory tug but the rope had been secured tightly.

“Now,” Jack raised up the handkerchief and held it out in front of Shelly's face. “I wasn't going to gag you this time, but why waste a perfectly good hanky?”

“Wait, Jack, lis-ULLLMMM!” Shelly tried to pull away, but Jack pressed the handkerchief between her lips. She bit down in frustration and glared at him as he knotted the ends of it at the back of her head. Once he was done gagging her, Jack stepped back to admire his work.

“Ummmph! Mmmm!” Shelly glared at him and chewed on her gag. Her upper lip protruded over the red and white fabric, while the pointed bottom of the hanky hung down and covered her chin.

On the other side of the room, the two goons picked up another one of the wriggling women and carried her towards the chute. Only one remained now.

“You see, Shelly. You have proven to be quite the nuisance. Sadly, we still will have to get rid of you.” Jack said. Shelly turned to face him, fire in her eyes.

“Mtttheer ffuffferr!” She grumbled into her gag and kicked one of her slender legs at him. Jack only giggled and stepped back.

“Oh such spirit! It's sexy!”

“Mfffff!” She moaned, pulling against the goon who held her by the arms. Jack only watched in amusement.

“See Shelly, you and this whole facility are about to go. We're tying up some loose ends.”

“Mmmeeep!” Shelly stopped, eyes wide.

A bomb! Is he going to blow it up with me in it? Or will he burn it down?

Either way, it didn't look good for Shelly, no doubt that Jack and his men would tie her feet as well and leave her to her fate.

“MMMMMPPH!” Shelly heard a muffled cry echo and grow distant as a woman was dropped down the chute. Only one left now.

Jack turned to watch his men pick up the last struggling woman, and then reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, cylindrical object. There was a digital readout at one end. He admired it and then turned to Shelly.

“Ah, look at this! I love these things, and they just keep getting smaller and smaller.

Shelly's eyes fell on the cylinder in Jack's hands and she froze.

“Jjjfffff.... mmoooo....mmmooo...” She shook her head. It was obviously an explosive device of some kind, she didn't need him to explain that.

“Now,” Jack held up the explosive and met Shelly's gaze. “I just need someone to keep it safe for me until the big moment.” A cruel grin spread across his face.

Shelly recoiled, bumping into the henchman behind her.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” She tried to pull away but the man behind her was strong and held her firm.

Jack turned to his other men, who had just sent the last captive woman riding down the chute towards whatever fate awaited her.

“MMMMMMPHHH!” Her muffled scream echoed throughout the metal chute and faded. Like the other times, the additional goon tossed some laundry bags down after her.

“Well, now that that is taken care of.” Jack turned back to Shelly and hit a button on one end of the cylinder. One the opposite end, she saw the digital timer start counting down from 15:00.

“This may look small, but believe me, it packs quite the punch. You'll be going out with a bang.” Jack laughed at his own joke.

“Ffffff mmoo! Mmmooooph! Mmmmoo!” Shelly struggled again to get free from the goon behind her. Turning her head, she could see one of the other goons approaching to help keep her in line.

“Okay, turn her around.” Jack made a spinning motion with his hand.

“Mffff?” Shelly asked, but before she could fully process, the goon spun her completely around and bent her slightly so that her thonged ass was pointing directly at Jack.

“Mmmo! Mmmmfff! Ummmph! Mmmph!” Shelly kicked and struggled.

I don't like where this is going!

“I always heard you described as a tight ass. I guess it's time to find out.” Jack's shadow passed over Shelly as he approached. Her eyes went wide.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmmmh! Mmmmh!” She chewed on her gag and kicked behind her as furiously as she could, pulling against the goon that held her.

But it was no use. She felt a pair of rough, strong hands grab the top of her bikini bottoms and yank them down. The flimsy thong fell down around her knees. A moment later, she felt Jack's hand cup around one of her sculpted ass cheeks.

“Very nice!” He said and gently patted her on the rear.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmmoo!” Shelly kicked and turned her head to flash him a warning.

“Now hold still, this will be over soon.” Jack giggled, and a moment later Shelly felt something cold and metallic shoved between her ass cheeks.

“UMMMPH!” She screamed, eyes wide. Her jaw clenched around her gag and she attempted to clasp her ass cheeks tight as she felt the bomb being inserted up her butt.

“MMMMP! ULLLPPP!” She moaned, feeling as the long, hard object went further up inside her.

How does Tanya enjoy this? She wondered somehow among the discomfort she was feeling.

She kicked and moaned some more as she felt the object slid up inside her, but then it stopped. She felt Jack's hand come away from her.

“Ah there. Nice and snug. Now just to make sure it stays put.” With a flourish, she felt Jack yank her thong bottoms back up.

“ULLLLMMPH!” She moaned. Jack pulled them up high, giving her a wedgie that drove the object further up her ass.

“There we are. Turn her back around.” Shelly was spun around to face Jack again, who was still grinning.

“Now to see that you stay in one spot.” Jack said while stroking his chin. Once again, Shelly tugged against the goon holding her.

“Mmmfff mmmo! Mmmmfff!” Shelly mumbled, refusing to accept that this would all end with her like this, bound and gagged in a bikini with a bomb up her ass.

“Ah!” Jack cried, motioning to far wall. “Let have her hang out to dry over here!”

Shelly turned her head to see where Jack was pointing and noticed several coat hooks next to the door. She froze, knowing immediately what he had in mind.

“Mmmo! Mmmmmph! Ummm!” She went back to struggling, but this time one of the other goons came over and grabbed one arm while the one behind her held the other. Despite her kicks and protesting, they dragged her over to the hooks without a problem.

“Ullllummp! Muullpp! Mmmoo!” She kicked at the ground, trying without success to plant herself.

Where do they find these guys?

Once they had her at the wall, Jack came up behind her. She glared at him, and then turned to the other goons in the room. One of them approached with a length of rope in hand.

“Okay boys, let's get her up!” Jack said, and grabbed the top of her thong and pulled, hard.

“MMMMPPH!” She moaned as he wedgied her, again. Shelly could barely process this before they goons that held her had lifted her off the ground.

“MMMO! MMMMMPH! UMMMPH!” She cried. Around her bottom, she could feel as Jack wrapped the slack he had bunched up from her thong around one of the hooks.

“Ulllllullp! Mmmo! Ulllullp!” Shelly moaned and kicked her feet, her ass felt like it was on fire from the wedgie and explosive device currently planted there. Her kicking was short lived though, as one of the goons grabbed her feet, crossed them at the ankles, and started to bind them together.

“Okay boys, let go.” Jack said and stepped back. Shelly froze and stared at him with a wide eyed, pleading look.

“Mmmoo..” She barely began before the goons let her go. She dropped just a few inches, but her bikini bottoms held on the hook, and she felt her thong ride up hard on her ass crack.

“ULLLLMMMMMPH!” She cried as she was wedgied, again. Shelly expected her bottoms to fall off or for the hook to break, but it didn't, so she hung there, suspended by her thong bikini bottoms.

The henchman finished tying her feet and stepped back with the others to admire.

“There, ain't that a sight.” Jack flashed a satisfied smile, hands on his hips.

“Mmmmoooo...” Shelly moaned as she dangled there, her bikini bottoms riding up her privates in the most extreme way.

“Well Shelly, wish I could stay and admire this a little longer, but the clock is ticking.” Jack motioned for his men to head out. They didn't need to be told twice as they hurried towards the door, no doubt wanting to get far away when the bomb went off.

“Please,” Jack stepped forward and patted one of her butt cheeks. “Feel free to hang around as much as you want.”

“Ulllmmm!” The pat sent a fresh spasm of pain through her aching rear end. With that, Jack winked and hurried out the door after his men.

“Mmmo! Mmmmmlllp! Hllllp!” Shelly moaned, turning her head to follow him out. Jack didn't stop though.

“Hllllp! Hllllp!” She moaned, and kicked her bound feet. All they did was thud against the wall. Below her, she could hear footsteps echoing as they went down the stairs.

“Hffff mmooo...” Shelly moaned and hung her head. So this was it? The ultimate humiliation, bound, gagged, and hanging by her bottoms with the ultimate wedgie with an explosive up her ass ready to blow in any minute.

***

Jack and his men hurried down the stairs, taking them two at a time. He could tell that they were in a rush to put enough distance between them and the explosion, something he couldn't blame them for. Hell, he was worried about it too, but would never admit or show it.

I probably shouldn't have played around with Shelly that long. He thought as he hit a landing and turned to head down another stairwell. Anyone else would have tied her up, set the bomb, and ran.

But Jack wasn't anyone else, and to him, tying up and taunting sexy ladies was a perk of the job. If given enough time, he would have taken his time playing with Shelly, but the boss had given orders, and Jack followed.

He had to hand it to Ace, who had predicted that Shelly would come after Lisa, and instructed Jack to trap her and blow her with the entire building. As for Tanya, Ace had been less specific. All Jack was told in regards to Tanya was to get rid of her at some point.

That Tanya was a hottie, and Jack told himself he would take his time with her. God, those boobs of hers! And her ass too! He wanted to spank it for hours!

Jack hit another landing and saw daylight shining in through the open door at the bottom. His men were already rushing outside. He hurried down the last staircase, hopping over the last couple, and burst through the door to the outside. The warm sun hit him immediately, along with the fresh ocean breeze.

The truck still waited by the dock, the back filled with laundry bags and tied up ladies.

“Okay, close up the back and lets roll!” Jack said and headed towards the truck cab.

“Not so fast!” A female voice called. Jack froze. This one didn't sound familiar.

Jack sighed and turned towards the voice.

What now?

What he saw was not a sight he was expecting. Three women hurried down the street towards the loading dock. One was older, maybe late 40s, but a stunner. She had jet black hair, massive tits, and was dark skinned. The other one was shorter, younger, but ripped and deeply tan. The third was another middle aged woman, not as ripped as the other two, but still very curvy and attractive, with full lips and wavy, blond hair. All three were wearing thong bikinis, and all three had guns in their hands.

“What the...” Jack muttered, but then he saw the chains they wore around their necks, and the badges hanging from the chains.

“FBI!” The younger woman called out. Her voice was stern.

“The feds!” One of Jack's men cried, and hurried to close the door of the truck.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Not the feds! Where did they come from?

On instinct, Jack went to dark for the truck cab, but the women were aiming to cut him off. Shit! He couldn't make it! Not to mention that the building was going to blow any minute!

“Fuck it, leave it!” He cried to his man getting ready to close the truck. They stared at him, dumfounded.

“I said leave it! Run!” He screamed, and with that he hopped off the loading dock and started booking it away from the building. His men followed suit.

“Freeze!” One of the women cried, but Jack didn't stop.

It was a risky play, but he was banking on the women deciding to either chase them, or check on the truck and the building. Being agents, he assumed that they would want what they imagined to be contraband in the truck. While they were sifting through the back of the truck, the building would blow and take them with it.

Hopefully. It was a risk, and he knew that Ace and Queen wouldn't be too excited at the prospect of losing a group of sexy ladies that they were going to use for playthings, but they would understand once Jack explained.

The Feds! How did they get involved.

“I said freeze!” He heard a voice cry out behind him. Jack turned his head to see the taller, dark skinned woman and the younger one chasing after them, guns drawn. The way the older woman's massive boobs heaved up and down as she ran would have been a welcome sight under different circumstances, but not today.

Looking ahead, he saw a short, cement wall. His men were already miles ahead of him and launched themselves over it. Jack did the same.

Feds! Fuck!

***

Back at the loading dock several of the bags inside the truck started to stir.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” A laundry bag fell away as a struggling, bagged form peeked out from the crowded truck bed.

Soon, other bags started to kick and struggle as well.

“Mmmph! Ummm!” Muffled cries emanated from the bags as they tried to wriggle around in the overcrowded truck bed.

***

Inside the derelict building, Shelly continued to dangle and wriggle on her hook like... well a worm on a hook.

“Hrrrrummmph! Mmmrrrrggggh!” She whined into her gag and kicked her bound feet. The discomfort in her ass and crotch was almost unbearable from the wedgie.

After everything, this is how it ends! She lamented. All of her planning, all that she worked for, over like that.

This is all Tanya's fault! Blood red anger started to fill her chest as she thought about it. Yes, if Tanya hadn't gotten involved then she wouldn't be here in this jam.

“Mmmm ummm!” She moaned and bit into her gag. Tanya's meddling had fucked Shelly up the ass, quite literally.

If I somehow get out of this, she's dead! Shelly bit down on her gag to distract her from the anger and helplessness that filled her.

Who am I kidding? This is all over. This is how it ends. The thought was a sobering one. With that, she hung her head and closed her eyes, deciding that if she was going to die, she may as well do it with what little dignity she had left.

Then she heard a sound and lifted her head. Her eyes went wide as she listened.

Yes! There it is again!

She listened again, hoping that she wasn't just hearing what she wanted to hear. No, it really was what she thought it was:

Footsteps coming up the stairs. Shelly's eyes widened and her heart fluttered with hope.

“Hllllp! Hlllp! Pfffff! Hlllpp mfff!” She moaned and started kicking her bound feet against the wall. From the stairwell, she heard the footsteps quicken.

Who could it be? Her mind raced to images of Lisa bursting in to save the day, completely nude, having just strong armed her way out of her bonds and overpowered her captors.

The footsteps were just outside now. Shelly started kicking the wall harder.

“Hhhhlllp! Mmmmmmph!”

Then the door burst open, and Shelly stared at her would be rescuer in shock and confusion.

It was one of the women from the beach earlier. She was still clad in a thong bikini, but now held a gun in both hands and had a chain around her neck with a familiar, gold shield on the end of it.

FBI! Shelly stared at her, hoping that her wide eyed gaze came off as hope and terror instead of confusion and fear.

It was the older, curvy blond woman. She had burst into the room, gun held out, done a quick sweep, and then turned to face Shelly, lowering her gun only slightly.

Shelly decided to play the damsel.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Ummm!” Shelly beckoned her over with her head while wriggling her feet.

Her and her friends must have been staking this place out on the beach, they must be trying to bust Jack and Ace!

If so, then from their point of view, Shelly was just an innocent bystander, and Shelly would play one. She would be a woman that was in the wrong place at the wrong time.

“Hlllp! Hlllpp mee pfff!” Shelly mumbled, but to her surprise, the agent only lowered her gun slightly and cocked her head at Shelly while flashing an amused smile.

What's her deal? Was one of many questions going through Shelly's head, amongst them was: Did they arrest Jack and his men? Did they find the captive women? How long have the FBI been investigating this?

But those questions would wait, right now Shelly had a bomb that she had to get out of her ass.

“Hlllp! Bbbbbmmm!” She mumbled and wiggled her ass, hoping the agent would get the hint.

But the agent chuckled and approached Shelly.

What?

“Well, well...” The woman laughed. Shelly detected a slight hint of an accent. Maybe Spanish?

“Shelly Arnold.” The woman laughed again and put her hands on her hips. Shelly froze.

“Hmmmph?” Shelly questioned.

“Oh don't play stupid with me,” The woman said and approached the bound and gagged Shelly. “We've been following your activities for some time.”

“Mmmff! Mmmo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” Shelly wriggled, still playing the damsel.

For every minute you waste, we are one closer to blowing up!

“Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly mumbled, once again wiggling her ass.

“Oh don't play me for a fool. You're the reason why we're here.” She said, standing just below the suspended Shelly.

“Mmooo! Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly mumbled, smacking her ass off of the wall behind her.

“Do you really think that you can just abduct an entire Sheriff's Department, parade them around town bound and gagged, and then just hide them away without raising some eyebrows?” the woman leaned against the wall, smirking up at Shelly.

“Mmmmph! Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly chewed on her gag. How did she not get it?

“I'm sorry, I can't really understand you, what with the gag and all.” She smiled again.

“BMMM! BMMM!” Shelly wriggled and motioned to her ass with her eyes.

“That looks uncomfortable, should I take you down?” the woman asked, smirk never leaving her face.

“Mmfff! Mmmfff! Bmmm!” Shelly nodded enthusiastically.

“Hmmm, I don't know.” The woman made a show of rubbing her chin.

“BBMMMMM! BBBBBMMM!” Shelly screamed, and went back to wiggling furiously.

“Okay, okay. Calm down.” The woman said, and looked up at Shelly. Her eyes immediately fell on the knots around Shelly's hips that kept her bikini bottoms on. Shelly saw this and met the woman's gaze.

“Mmmo! Mmmo!” Shelly shook her head, but the woman ignored her, grabbed one of the knots, and pulled at it. The flimsy thong bikini bottoms came un-done and Shelly pitched face forward on the ground.

“MMMMRRRGGGH!” Shelly moaned, her cry cut off by her hitting the hard, concrete floor.

“Ummm...” Shelly heard the woman mumble. Despite her pain, Shelly raised her head to look at the Federal Agent. She held Shelly's bikini bottoms in one hand, her gun in the other, and was staring at Shelly's now naked ass.

“What is...” She trailed off, no doubt seeing the end of the bomb sticking out of Shelly's back side.

“BBBBMMM! BMMMM!” Shelly mumbled and shook her ass at the agent. The woman snapped her head and looked at Shelly.

“A bomb?” She asked, cocking her head.

“Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly nodded. The agent swallowed, then set down Shelly's bikini bottoms and squatted down next to the bound and bottomless woman.

“Okay, well... I have to take it out.” She said in a calm, reassuring tone.

“Hii mmmoow!” Shelly grumbled.

“Just... Don't move.” The woman said flatly.

“Mmmm ummm...” Shelly nodded, and bit down on her gag. A second later, she felt the object being pulled out of her.

“UMMMPH!” She cried, and then immediately felt relief as the bomb was removed from her body. Shelly turned her head to see the woman eying up the device.

“Let's see here...” the agent mumbled to herself. As she did, she turned the device so that the digital read out faced Shelly.

Thirty seconds. Shelly froze.

The woman pressed the button on the other end of the bomb. As soon as she did, the read out froze at :29. Shelly half expected the countdown to start again after a moment, but the timer didn't change.

“Well, that was easy.” The woman smiled and patted Shelly's butt cheek. She looked at Shelly, then Shelly's bare bottom, and then at the bikini bottoms on the ground.

“Hfff... pfffff...” Shelly mumbled and motioned to the bikini bottoms. The woman sat back on her knees.

“Well, despite what just happened, you are under arrest.” Her tone was firm but apologetic.

“Hmmm mmm...” Shelly knotted, biting down on her gag.

“But,” the woman began. “I will put your bottoms back on so that you have some dignity.”

“Pfff...” Shelly nodded in thanks.

The woman nodded and got up and retrieved the bikini bottoms. She approached Shelly and held them out.

“Now I'm going to have to untie your feet, okay?”

“hhhmmmkkkyy..” Shelly nodded. With that, the woman set her gun down and rolled Shelly over so that she was now on her back. The whole time Shelly stayed completely still. Then she moved to Shelly's feet, where she quickly undid the ropes around her ankles.

Perfect.

“MMMMMPH!” Shelly moaned, and with a lightning quick motion wrapped her feet around the woman's ankles and twisted. The woman's eyes went wide and she let out a cry of surprise as she tumbled back, landing flat on her back.

Under arrest my ass! Shelly thought as she sprang into motion, her lithe, dancer like muscles coiled.

The woman attempted to sit up but Shelly sprang on her, planting her knees on either side of the woman's head and placing her entire ass over the woman's face.

“MMMMFFFF! UFFFF!” She blubbered into Shelly's butt cheeks as she used her knees to hold the woman's head in place. Her hands flailed helplessly and dug into Shelly's butt cheeks into an attempt to push Shelly off of her.

But Shelly settled all of her wait onto the woman's face.

“HRRRRRMMPH! MMRRRRRRMM!” the woman moaned, swatting at Shelly's hips, her legs kicking and fluttering. But her struggling was costing her precious oxygen, and soon her hands started to swat at Shelly with all the force of a tired kitten.

“Ufff... mfff...” The woman moaned weakly, Shelly's ass muffling and smothering her. Her kicking feet started to slow, now just lightly slapping against the floor.

A moment later, the struggling agent went still. Satisfied, Shelly stood up. The woman was out, though the steady rise and fall of her huge breasts told Shelly that she was just unconscious. The gagged woman stood over the unconscious agent and planned her next move.

Okay, so I gotta get free. Shelly thought. Yes, get free and see what the situation was outside.

What about the agent? She wouldn't be out for long.

Shelly's eyes scanned the room as she considered this, and fell on the cylindrical explosive device sitting on the ground next to the agent's gun. If not for the gag, Shelly would have smiled. She presumed that the other two women that she saw on the beach were also agents, and probably weren't far.

What about the truck? Did they find the truck? Or Jack? She had so many questions, and so little time. If they found the truck, Shelly's goose was cooked for sure, but she knew that she shouldn't do anything drastic until she knew the whole situation.

First thing she did was sit down and place herself in a ball and slip her bound hands down under her legs and in front of her. Once her hands were in front, she reached up and pulled down her gag and allowed herself a long, satisfied gasp.

That feels good.

Now she had to get her hands free. Her eyes scanned the room for something sharp that could cut through the ropes around her wrists. There wasn't much, and she realized that if Ace's men used this room as a holding area then they probably kept all sharp objects far away.

Guess I'll have to do this the old fashioned way. With that, she raised her bound hands to her mouth and started using her teeth to pull at the knot. It took some time, more than she liked, but eventually she was able to work the knot loose and get her hands free. Shelly let out another satisfied sigh and rubbed her wrists, grateful to have full use of them.

Now what about you? She thought, staring down at the still unconscious agent. There were most likely at least two more agents outside, but Shelly needed to survey the situation outside. What she really needed was a distraction.

Her mouth free of the gag, Shelly finally allowed herself a smile.

First she rolled the unconscious agent onto her stomach and used the rope to bind her hands behind her. After that, Shelly took the handkerchief from around her neck and pulled it tightly between the agent's lips, knotting it at the back of her neck.

And now the final piece.

With another smile, Shelly lowered the agent's bikini bottoms, exposing her full, round ass. The agent had a slight, thong shaped tan line. After that, Shelly raised up the small explosive device and looked it over. There was only one button at the far end, and the digital read out on the other, which still sat at :29.

How do I program it?

Twenty-nine seconds was far too short of a time, Shelly would end up blowing herself up along with the agents, but she did have a hunch about how the device worked. Taking a breath, Shelly hit the button at the end of the tube twice. The digital countdown at the other end changed from :29 to 15:00 and Shelly to let out a sigh of relief.

Shelly placed the cylindrical explosive upright between the agent's butt cheeks and pressed the button on the end again, starting the countdown. Then she lifted the agent’s thong back up over the explosive. The skimpy bikini bottoms were nice and snug and held the explosive in place perfectly. Knowing now that she was on a time crunch, Shelly lifted the agent into a sitting position and started lightly slapping her cheek.

“Urrmmm... mmm...” the agent mumbled, eyes fluttering. Shelly sighed and slapped her cheek harder.

“Mmmmph!” The agent cried and her eyes went wide. The first thing she saw was Shelly's smiling face.

“Hey there.” Shelly greeted the bound agent.

“Hrrrrummph!” The agent cried, and then looked down to survey her situation. Immediately, she started pulling at her bonds and shaking her head in an effort to slip the gag off.

“Now please, listen...” Shelly started, but the agent wasn't paying attention, all of her focus was on getting free.

“Mmmph! Ummmm!” She moaned and kicked her feet.

“Hey!” Shelly yelled, but once again the agent ignored her.

“Mmmmrrrrmmmh!” The agent cried. Shelly let out an exasperated sigh and grabbed the agent by the chin.

“Hey! Shut up and listen because neither of us has much time!” Shelly yelled, digging her finger nails into the agent's chin for maximum effect.

“Grrrrrmmm!” The agent bit into her gag and stared at Shelly with icy hot rage.

“Now,” Shelly began. “You may be feeling a little discomfort in your rear end. Thong feeling a little tight?”

The agent's eyes shifted and she gave an embarrassed nod. “Hmm umm.”

“Good,” Shelly nodded. “That little device that you pulled out of me is now resting comfortably between those two luscious ass cheeks of yours, and it's primed to blow.”

“Mmmmeeep!” The agent cried and tried to pull away. Shelly tightened her grip on the woman's chin, causing to elicit a muffled cry of pain.

“You don't have much time, so if I were you, I would track down my comrades and attempt to convince them of my predicament.” Shelly stood, lifting the agent by the chin with her. The agent's eyes were were wide and terrified as she stood.

“Get going!” Shelly cried, and slapped the agent's bare ass cheek. The woman let out a yip and ran out the door. After waiting a moment to hear the woman's footsteps descend the stairs, Shelly ran over to her bikini bottoms, in all this excitement she had forgotten to put them back on, and slipped into the skimpy thong. Then she grabbed the agent's gun, which had been lying on the ground forgotten, and dived headfirst down the chute.

The metal chute was dingy and bumpy, the ribbed metal painful against Shelly's bare midriff.

Now I know why they put the women in bags when they slide them down! She thought as she gritted her teeth.

A second later, the chute spit Shelly out headfirst into a pile of laundry bags.

“Mmmmph!” One of the bags cried and kicked Shelly in the ribs.

“Grrrmmm!” Another bag squirmed under her.

Shelly rolled over and attempted to get her bearings. She was in the back of the truck, surrounded by fluffy laundry bags, though a few were struggling and moaning. A quick look told her that the back of the truck was still open, which meant the agent's hadn't looked inside yet.

“Mmmph!” One of the bags kicked her again. Shelly sighed and moved away from the bag. Outside, she heard female voices.

“Oh my god, Maria!” Someone cried.

“Bmmm! Bmmm!” She heard a familiar muffled voice and smiled. How the tables have turned.

Shelly stumbled over the laundry bags, some of them kicking at her and moaning while she did.

“What's wrong Maria?” A woman asked.

“BMMM! BMMM!” Maria mumbled.

Shelly inched forward and peeked out from the back of the truck. The two other woman, the older, dark skinned woman and the younger woman, were staring dumbfounded as a bound and gagged Maria shook her ass at them.

“Bmmm! Bmmm!” Maria cried, turning her head towards them, eyes wide in terror.

“Tammy... I think that's a bomb...” muttered the older dark skinned woman.

“I think you're right, Trish.” Said the younger woman. They both took a step towards Maria.

With no time to waste, Shelly jumped down from the back of the truck and hurried over to the agents.

“Hold still Maria!” Trish said, grabbing the bound woman by the arm. Tammy reached into the back of Maria's bathing suit and gripped the bomb.

Then Shelly was on them. She raised the butt of the gun and brought it down on the back of Tammy's head.

“MMMMRRRGG!” Maria cried, watching as Tammy fell into a heap.

Trish barely had time to turn before Shelly brought the butt of the gun down on the back of her head. Like Tammy, Trish fell into an unconscious heap. Maria stood wide eyed and dumbfounded as Shelly then flipped the gun and aimed the business end at her head.

“Hey there, long time no see.” Shelly smiled.

“Urrrrrmmmmm!” Maria moaned, her whole body trembling.

***

Shelly didn't have time to look for rope or duct tape, so she used the next available thing to tie up the federal agents: Their bikinis. First she had stopped the timer on the explosive with 4:48 left on the clock. Then she used the gun to make Maria stand still while Shelly removed her bikini top and bottoms, then did the same with her unconscious cohorts. All three woman had great bodies, though all were built very different.

Once the agent's were sufficiently nude, she forced Maria to stand still and raised up Trish's unconscious body, pressing the well endowed cougar's nude body against Maria's. Shelly wrapped Trish's arms around Maria's waist and secured her hands to Maria's hands using the taller woman's bikini top. After that, Shelly propped up Tammy against Maria's bare backside and similarly wrapped Tammy's arms around Maria's waist, securing them together at Maria's front with Tammy's bikini bottoms.

“Hmmmm....” Maria moaned, toppling under the weight of her muscle bound partners who were now dead weight. Shelly then shoved Maria's bikini bottoms into Tammy's mouth and used Tammy's bikini top to secure them, tying the top around her mouth and knotting it at the back of her head.

Shelly bunched up Maria's bikini top and was about to do the same with Trish when the older woman's eyes started to flutter. A moment later, they flew open and the agent started to take in her surroundings.

“What...” She mumbled, looking down at her nude body and up at Maria, who was pressed against her.

“Mmmmph...” Maria grumbled and rolled her eyes.

“Umm...” Tammy mumbled into her gag, her head lolling as she regained consciousness.

“What is this?” Trish tugged on her hands, bound to Maria's.

“Mrrrrmm!” Tammy yelled into her gag, now fully awake and realizing her predicament.

“Sorry, I had to slow you guys up for a bit.” Shelly shrugged. Trish glared at her.

“Shelly Arnold, I swear that when I get out of this I'll-ULLLM!” Shelly cut her off by shoving Maria's bunched up bikini top in her mouth.

“Shush! You won't be doing much of anything.” Shelly hissed, clamping a hand over Trish's mouth to keep the bikini bottoms in place. The raven haired agent glared at her.

“Mmmmp! Ulllmm!” Tammy moaned, pulling at her bonds. Maria joined in.

Shelly raised Trish's considerably larger bikini top and pressed it over the woman's mouth to secure the stuffing and then tied it at the back of her neck.

“There, that's better.” Shelly stepped back and put her hands on her hips.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmllm!” Trish spat into her gag and pulled on her bonds.

“Now, I'm sure that if someone comes along and finds a couple of naked ladies like you in trouble that they wouldn't hesitate to help you.”

All three agents mumbled into their gags in unison while tugging on their bonds.

“But I need to make sure you all behave until then.” Shelly said and held up the explosive device, which still sat at 4:48.

“Now, Trish is it?” Shelly narrowed her eyes at the tall woman. Trish glared at her.

“Grrrmm!” Was Trish's reply.

“You look like a tough lady, you must work out. Do squats?” Shelly approached, explosive held out.

“Mmmrrrm! Urrrm!” Trish started to tug on her bonds again, the veins in her arm bulging as she pulled. Shelly came up behind the woman and clamped a hand over one of her tanned ass cheeks. It was completely, solid muscle.

“You might not want to move much. You see, this timer is paused, but if, I don't know, it falls and hits the button, it will start up again.” Shelly whispered in Trish's ear. Then she turned the explosive so that the button faced the ground. If it fell, there was a good chance the button would strike the ground and the countdown would start up again.

“Hrrrmmm...” Trish moaned.

“You might want to clench up.” Shelly sighed and with that, placed the explosive upright between Trish's bare ass cheeks.

“Ullllp!” Trish whined, and immediately flexed her glute muscles. Her sculpted bare side tightened around the explosive and held it suspended. It looked like Trish was wearing the most uncomfortable thong ever.

“One heck of a glute workout.” Shelly patted Trish on the ass cheek again.

“Hrrrrm!” Trish cried, glaring at Shelly.

“And remember, if you get out of this, stay out of my way. This town is mine.” Shelly patted her on the other cheek, and Trish moaned again. The other two agents let out cries of their own.

“Well it's been fun ladies, but I have things to do.” Shelly stepped away and started walking towards the truck.

“Mmmph!”

“Ulllmm!”

“Hllllp!”

The moans of the agents were music to her ears as she climbed up on the loading dock and closed the rear hatch of the truck. All of the bound, struggling bagged forms were still in place, and one of them was Lisa. Shelly thought about looking for her but she knew that she had to make a hasty retreat from here. Lisa was also most likely still completely nude, so Shelly figured that she should let her free someplace where she had privacy.

After closing up the back, Shelly went to the front cab of the truck and was happy to find the keys in the ignition.

Well, it was a little bumpy, but it was a successful mission.

Shelly smiled. She had Lisa back, and she had her hostages back. It was time to go home.

With a smile, she started up the engine and pulled away from the old warehouse, not bothering to give the nude, bound and gagged FBI agents a second look.

To Be Continued...
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