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1.

One good thing about being a police officer was that you had access to prisoner transport vans, which made transporting a group of half naked, bound and gagged ladies easier. Brad only wished that he was in the back of the van guarding the ladies, instead of driving, but Vera insisted on riding in the back with the cargo.

Lucky girl...Brad smiled and shook his head. Vera definitely knew what she was doing, and damn was she easy on the eyes. He had tried testing the waters with her but got the feeling that she wasn’t into men, which was also a shame.

It was a shame too that he had to get rid of his beautiful cargo too, all of them were A+ ladies, especially Marta and Trish, whom he definitely wouldn’t mind having fun with again. Sadly, all four ladies were sacrificial pawns in a bigger game.

Marta… He smiled and felt his penis stirring at the memory of her rubbing her naked butt cheeks all over him earlier that night. Randy had left the party earlier to go retrieve Marta, and was going to meet Brad and Vera at the drop-off point, which meant that Marta most likely was getting a preview of what was in store for the other ladies.

Brad didn’t have to take his other captives far from the beach house, but thought that taking a police van would be easier because it would mean less suspicion and no fear of being stopped. He only had to drive a few blocks from the party and then turn down a secluded road leading back to the beach…

It wasn’t just the beach, but where it had all began all those months ago, the abandoned warehouse district, the sight of the botched raid. He smiled as he turned the van onto the lonely road leading to the dock where Lisa had brought the women of the police department to be sold, and thought of how far things had come since. Now, both Felicia and Lisa were captives of The Queen, Gina was his subordinate, and the FBI agents were now the ones being brought to the dock to be sold off.

Well, technically they weren’t being sold, they were a peace offering.

Brad slowed the van and continued down to the edge of the dock, where he saw a small boat docked and waiting. Standing on the edge of the dock, hands in his pockets and looking dour as ever was Red, the leader of the traffickers. Parked next to the dock was Randy’s police cruiser, with Randy leaning against the door, looking uncomfortable next to the pudgy man with the close cropped red hair.

Red glared at Brad’s van as it made its way down the dock, no doubt on edge after the last time there was a police presence on this dock. It seemed like he was trying his best to intimidate Brad too as he stared, and Brad got closer, he noticed that several armed guards had taken up positions behind Red as well. Brad smiled, knowing that it would take a lot more than angry looking men with guns to intimidate him, though it seemed to be working on Randy.

He brought the van to a halt, threw it in reverse, and swung it around in order to back towards the dock. As he backed the vehicle up, he watched Red and his men in the rearview mirror for their reactions. Red’s face remained hard and angry, but Brad noticed his men shifting uncomfortably behind him as Brad backed the van closer, and closer, and closer…

Red still didn’t move or react, but his men were readying their weapons. Brad knew they wouldn’t fire without Red’s go ahead because Red wouldn’t want to risk damaging merchandise in the van.

Brad stopped just a few feet away from Red, parked the van, killed the engine, and hopped out. Relief flooded Randy’s face when he saw his boss exit the van.

“Smile Red.” Brad smiled at the dour faced man, who glared back at him.

“You’ll excuse me for not being in a joyful mood. Last time I was at this placethings didn’t go well for me.” Red grimaced.

Brad turned to Randy.

“Did you give him the first girl.” He asked, and Randy nodded.

“I must say, she was a fine specimen.” Red strolled towards Brad.

“I told you I would come through.” Brad reassured him.

“Well let’s see how the others are.” Red stopped by the back of the van, where Brad met him.

Randy took up a position next to Brad, and seemed to draw inner strength from his boss. His posture became more upright, more sure of himself.

Brad stopped by the van’s rear doors and eyed Red for a moment. The air around them was still tense and uncomfortable.

“When I open these doors, are your attack dogs going to behave?” Brad motioned with his chin at the armed men behind Red.

“Depends on what’s behind those doors.” Red responded.

“Nothing but good things.” Brad smiled.

After the botched raid several months back, Red had become something of a thorn in Ace’s side, claiming that he had been the victim of a “set-up” to everyone who would listen to him in the criminal underworld. Things escalated when Red started to actively threaten several of Ace’s businesses, claiming that Ace and his men had stolen valuable merchandise out from under him that night on the docks.

Ace was ready to go to full scale war with Red, but Brad had offered a more… diplomatic solution.

Brad gripped the handle to the rear doors and swung one of them open. Simultaneously the rear light in the back of the van switched on, revealing a sea of bare legs resting on the van’s floor. From inside, Vera swung open the other door and hopped out, now fully revealing the three half naked, unconscious women inside.

Red’s eyebrows raised in surprise at the sight, no doubt he was expecting a sort of double cross.

“Here we are,” Brad motioned towards the bound and gagged forms of Autumn, Trish, and Tammy. “Counting the one you already have on the boat, that’s two to make up for the two women you lost that night on the docks, plus two as “interest” and a sign of good faith.”

Brad was proud of himself. It was he that suggested that Ace reach out to Red with the deal. It would be a good way of forging a business relationship with the trafficker.

Vera reached into the van, grabbed Trish’s bare legs, and dragged her out of the van, and then stood the unconscious, bound and gagged woman up next to her. Brad hadn’t bothered putting the older woman’s bikini top back in place, and her bare breasts were on full display.

“Umm… mm…” Trish’s head lolled and her lips pursed around her gag. She seemed to be starting to wake up.

Red reached out and lifted her chin.

“Mmm…” Trish grunted, eyes still closed.

“Hey, I recognize this one!” Red exclaimed.

“These women were FBI agents sent to be a thorn in our side, getting rid of them solves both our problems.

Brad let go of Trish’s chin and her head fell forward, and he motioned to his men. Several of them came forward, and one of them picked up Trish, slung her over his shoulder, and started carrying her towards the boat.

“So, this wasn’t a set up.” Red turned towards Brad.

“Nope, and we hope that this resolves our dispute.” Brad smiled at the man.

Red stepped forward, glaring at Brad as one of his men retrieved Tammy from the van, slung her over his shoulder, and carried her towards the boat.

“I still don’t trust that the last time wasn’t a set up that went wrong.” Red sneered.

Brad sighed.

Does this guy ever chill?

“I can assure you, last time was just a misunderstanding that got out of hand. With this, Ace hopes to forge a new relationship and do business together.” Brad motioned to the van, where a man was slinging the unconscious Autumn over his shoulder.

“What about the chick that contacted me, Shelly?” Red narrowed his eyes at Brad.

Brad tensed when he heard Shelly’s name. After all this time, she was still a sore subject to him.

“Listen, this whole town is Ace’s turf, and no business gets conducted here without his say so. Shelly was… a problem. She’s gone to ground, but rest assured, we’ll flush her out of whatever hole she’s hiding in, and when we do, she’s Ace’s to deal with.”

Red chuckled, and for a minute, his face went as red as his chair.

“Ace’s turf!” He chuckled again.

Brad, Vera, and Randy all exchanged a nervous look.

“Yes, it is.” Brad reiterated.

Red stopped chuckling and leveled his gaze at Brad.

“Let me tell you something, all of you small town guys are the same. You all think you’re a big fish, but the reality is that you’re in a small pond. Make no mistake, if Ace swims out into the ocean, he would get eaten in seconds.” Red’s tone was harsh and angry.

Brad sighed again. Evidently Red was not feeling as diplomatic as he was.

“Please, tell me how you really feel.” Brad said dismissively, prompting a shocked gasp from Red.

Apparently he was not expecting sass.

“Look, we upheld our end of the bargain,” Brad continued, not giving Red time to respond. “So is this enough for you or are you going to continue to pout about it?”

Red’s face was contorting in anger, prompting an amused smile from Brad.

***

“Ummm…” Marta groaned into her gag and her eyes fluttered as she slowly regained consciousness.

What happened? Where am I? It felt like a heavy fog was lifting from her mind as she became aware of several sensations at once. First, she was naked, second, that she was lying on a hard, metal floor, and third, that she was still bound and gagged.

“Grrmmm…” She groaned, partially hoping that the incident at the laser arena had been a bad dream, but then she became aware of the dull, throbbing soreness between her legs.

“Mmmmpph…” She sighed, realizing that every muscle in her body was crying out in a dull ache, but it was especially concentrated between her legs where the vibrator had been.

One thing was certain, when she got out of this… if she got out of this… she was never using a vibrator again. Suddenly memories of the long night came flooding back to her, memories of being tied over a barrel with the vibrator going off constantly between her legs as hits on the base were scored. All she could do was moan into her gag and struggle against the ropes. Her entire body had been soaked in sweat from the constant overstimulation and struggling.

But how did I get here though? Marta forced her eyes open. She was in a large cell of some sort, with steel walls and a heavy steel door.

She must have passed out, and then after that was transported here. That would also explain the soreness in her muscles, she was probably dehydrated. This was confirmed for her when she sat up and experienced what felt like a jackhammer going off inside her skull.

“Grrmmm…. Mmmmurmm..” She grunted, closing her eyes and waiting for the headache to recede to another dull pain like what the rest of her body was experiencing.

Come on, get through it… think!

Marta opened her eyes and took in her surroundings again. She had been kidnapped, that much was obvious, and was now being held in some sort of cell.

What was it Brad had said? Something about an organization, and kidnapping the others…

Yes! He was going to the party to get the other agents, and he worked for Ace!

“Ummph!” Her eyes widened as it all suddenly dawned on her at once. Brad was playing them, keeping tabs on their investigation while also making sure they didn’t get too close.

And I was asking too many questions!

Marta realized that her insistence on talking with Lisa probably forced Brad’s hand. Most likely he had made her disappear like the other women.

And now he’s going to make me disappear too!

This was bad, real bad. She had to find a way out, and a way to call back up, and then get the hell out of this town.

She rolled over, realizing that her feet were tied together as well.

“Uffmmm!” She cried into her gag. They had her naked, locked up, and tied and gagged. Escape was going to be a challenge, to put it lightly.

Something clicked in the metal door, and Marta turned towards it. A second later the door swung open.

“Mmm… mmmph!” She greeted her captors.

The door opened and three men entered, each of them with an unconscious, partially dressed, bound and gagged woman slung over his shoulder. One of the woman was struggling, her solid, tanned glutes wiggling in the air as she tried to struggle out of her captor’s grasp.

Trish!

Trish looked to be the only one that was awake, the other two were completely limp over the shoulders of the burly men dragging them in. Marta realized that she recognized the sculpted ass cheeks of Tammy, and the bronzed, juicier ass of Autumn Beam.

“Mmm! Ummmph mmph! Sttpp!” Marta protested at the men, but they ignored her as they carried their “cargo” into the room.

Trish continued her struggling, protesting into her gag as her captor leaned forward to set her down.

“Urrrgg gggmm! Ffmm mmph! Grrrmm!” She cried, wiggling and kicking as the man set her down. Trish balanced on her bound feet, and then pitched herself forward onto the man, knocking him back.

“Urrmm mmph! Mmmph!” She cried, hopping forward and further knocking the man off balance.

He pinwheeled his arms, trying to keep from falling back as the other men set Autumn and

Tammy down onto the cold, hard floor.

“Shit, guys help!” The man cried as Trish fell onto him again, knocking him back once more. She continued to wriggle her half naked, bound body against him and cry into her gag, whipping her jet black hair around as she did.

“Ummm! Mmmmopp mmoo! Mmmph!” Trish moaned and cried as she kept driving the man back, but then the other two were on her, locking their arms around her bound hands and pulling her back.

“Mmmo! Mmpph! Urrrg ggmmm!” She cried, still whipping her hair.

The other two men pulled her back and laid her down on the floor next to the unconscious women. Though they were firm, they were also careful not to be too rough with her.

“Ummmph mmmph! Mmmph!” She cried as they deposited her on the ground and quickly stepped away before she could reach out with her bound feet and trip them.

The other man, the one that she had been struggling against, had collected himself and was already out the front door.

“Hrryy! Huurrmmph mmmph!” Marta cried out to the men, but they followed the first one out.

“Mmmmpph mmuuurrm!” She moaned and jumped forward, but they slammed the heavy metal door behind him, and a second later she heard a click as it locked.

“Hmmmpphh…” She sighed into her gag. Once again she was locked in here, and now with three other women.

Marta turned and looked at her cell mates. Autumn and Tammy were still unconscious, lying on their backs while Trish struggled and tossed next to them.

Wait, if Trish and I are both awake, maybe we can figure something out! Marta’s eyes widened. Yes, she had her problems with Trish in the past, but right now they had both been kidnapped and manipulated by the same man. They were in this together, and could put aside their differences to escape.

Marta’s mind raced. They could probably untie each other’s knots, and she presumed that her captors would be back at some point, at least to feed them. Once they were free of the ropes, they could over power their captor and find a way to escape.

Then after that, she and Trish could settle their differences.

Then Marta heard the familiar jingle of keys and perked up.

“Mmmph!” She froze. Was it their captors, returning so soon?

There was the sound again. No, it wasn’t their captors. It was coming from inside the room!

Marta rolled over to face Trish and saw Trish lying with her back towards her, fumbling with a set of keys in her bound hands.

“Ummph!” Marta’s eyes went wide as she suddenly realized Trish’s plan.

When Trish had fallen against the man carrying her, she wasn’t trying to over power him, she was lifting his keys from him!

Clever! Marta narrowed her eyes and watched as Trish fumbled with the keys and started to use the pointed ends to cut through her ropes.

She’s going to get free! It was smart. Trish was working fast too, no doubt knowing that the man would probably notice soon that his keys were missing.

“Hummph mmmph! Mmmph!” Marta cried out to Trish.

Trish stopped, looked over her shoulder at Marta, and then went back to working away at her ropes.

“Hummph! Mmpph!” Marta called again, but Trish ignored her.

“Hummph…” Marta sighed, sat up, and started shuffling towards Trish by pulling herself along with her bound feet.

“Hurrmmph! Mmmm ggmmph!” She continued to vocalize to Trish, who kept working away at her bonds.

“Ummph! Wummf!” Marta cried to Trish as she pulled herself over to the struggling woman.

Trish was ignoring her though, laser focused on cutting her wrists free. Finally Marta stopped next to Trish and laid on her side with her naked ass and bound hands towards the other woman.

“Ummm hmmph!” She shook her bound hands at Trish so she would get the message, but Trish didn’t react.

Marta looked over her shoulder and saw Trish still using the keys to cut through her ropes, and didn’t seem to acknowledge that Marta was there.

“Hrry! Umm hmmph!” She shook her hands again and lightly brushed her feet against Trish’s.

“Mmmph mmooo!” Trish spat into her gag and kicked Marta in the shin.

“Ummmph!” Marta cried, surprised by Trish’s outburst, and lightly kicked her in the foot.

“Grrrmmph bbmmph!” Marta cried, and rammed her muscular, thonged ass into Marta’s.

“Bbbmmph!” Marta’s eyes went wide in shock, and she slammed her considerably large ass against Trish’s, rocking the other girl forward and causing her to drop the set of keys.

“Urrgg gggmmph!” Trish suddenly retorted, and slammed her full weight into Marta’s back.

“Grrrrmm!” Marta cried, rolling onto her front.

What the hell is this bitch’s problem? Marta sighed, she just wanted to cut herself free too.

Then it dawned on her, Trish had no intention of freeing her or the other girls. Trish was going to free herself and run off, leaving the others high and dry.

Once a selfish bitch, always a selfish bitch.

Marta didn’t have much more time to contemplate this, as Trish rolled onto her back and kicked Marta with her bound feet.

“Mmmph!” Marta cried, and rolled away. She rolled onto her side, facing Trish, and saw Trish rolling onto her back, cupping the keys in her hands and glaring at Marta.

“Mmmggg gggmmph!” Trish grumbled.

Marta glared back at her.

Fuck this bitch! She was a fool to think that she and Trish could work together. Trish only cared about Trish. First this woman destroyed her marriage, and now was going to leave her here with these criminals.

Fuck it! Marta decided. If Trish was going to leave her here to rot, then she was going to do just that to Trish.

Trish went back to working away at her bonds, and Marta rolled into a sitting position, and then started scooting towards Trish.

“Urrggh! Mmpph gggllummph!” Trish moaned, wriggling on the floor while working away at her bonds.

Marta though, was scooting herself along the floor towards Trish’s head.

“Mmmph! Ummm mmmp!” Trish moaned, no doubt trying to quickly cut through her ropes and leave Marta behind.

Then Marta was there, sitting right next to Trish’s head. Trish bit down on the black cloth gagging her and looked up at the bound and gagged woman sitting over her.

“Ummm…” Trish mumbled, lying still.

Then Marta lifted herself, grunting into her gag as she exerted herself, her tired and sore muscles screaming at her, and hovered her giant ass over Trish’s face.

“Ullup…” Trish sighed, and then Marta sat down, planting her giant ass over Trish’s face.

“Bbblllumm! Bmmmph bbbmm!” Trish moaned into Marta’s ass, kicking her bound feet like a fish out of water and squirming as Marta exerted all of her force onto Trish.

That’s right, take this you bitch! Marta grunted into her gag as she forced her weight onto Trish.

“Ulllumm! Bbbbmm! Gggllubb!” Trish continued to wiggle and blubber as Marta sat calmly on her face.

Trish’s bound feet kept kicking, and Trish felt the other woman using every muscle in her considerable physique to try and kick Marta off of her, but whatever Brad had used to knock her out earlier must have tired her out, and her protests were weak and futile.

“Ufff!” Marta exerted herself, planting her ass onto Trish’s face with all of her remaining strength.

“Grrrm! Ummbbb bbbmm!” Trish cried, and increased her kicking, but her struggling was wearing her out, and using up precious oxygen that was being denied to her by Marta’s ass.

“Ubbb…” She cried, her muscles starting to go limp. Trish’s kicks were weak now, slowing.

“Huubb bbmm…” Trish moaned, her muscles growing heavy. Marta continued to put pressure on Trish’s face with her ass.

“Hufff…” Trish sighed, and went still. Marta continued putting pressure on her face though, not putting it past Trish to play possum in an attempt to escape.

Trish didn’t move though, and a moment later Marta rolled off of her and turned her head to face the other woman. Her large, bare breasts rose and fell steadily, but other than that, Trish was completely still, her eyes closed.

And lying next to her prone form was the set of keys.

***

Marta quickly cut through the rope binding her hands with the keys, and then undid the ropes around her ankles and removed her gag. She stood in the cell, naked, among the still unconscious, bound and gagged women, and held the keys in her hand, wondering if they opened the cell door.

My luck can’t be that good, can it?

Still, it was worth shot. She looked at the cell door and saw a keyhole above the handle. It was only a matter of time before that goon came back to the cell to look for his keys, so she had to act fast. Marta hurried towards the door and started trying the keys on the lock. After a few failed attempts, one of the keys opened the door, and her heart leapt in her chest.

Oh my god, it worked! She had to stifle a squeal of delight, not wanting to alert any guards that may be outside, or wake any of the unconscious girls. Marta turned and looked at the other captives, all laying in a row, and debated on waking them up and untying them.

Trish would not be receptive towards her, especially after she just used her ass to smother her, and she knew Tammy was loyal to Trish. Marta didn’t know much about Autumn other than she seemed like every other spoiled, entitled social media princess. Still, she couldn’t just leave them here. Even though moments earlier, blinded by anger, she swore that she would leave Trish behind, now she had calmed a bit, and knew she wouldn’t be able to live with herself if she did.

Fuck it, leave them. They would have left you!

Marta ignored that voice telling her to leave them, though. Trish and Tammy were fellow agents, and Autumn was a young, innocent girl. Still, untying them and waking them would take time.

If only I had back up… Marta bit her lip. Now there was an idea! She was free now, so she could find a way to call for help, freeing the other girls and taking down these kidnappers with one fell swoop. There was also the matter of clothes, she was still stark naked, but Marta decided that she would have to find something to cover up with along the way.

She gripped the door, steeling herself for whatever waited on the other side, and pulled it open just a crack in order to see if there was a guard outside. The coast seemed clear, and Marta opened the door enough to slip through, and then closed it behind her. A long, dimly lit hallway was waiting for her on the other side.

There was a port hole against one of the walls, and looking out it she saw the black waves of the ocean. So they were on a boat.

That wasn’t good.

Marta looked around, and then hurried down the hallway. Despite her situation, she still put a hand between her legs and the other across her breasts. Being naked made her feel ten times as vulnerable and exposed.

God, I hope we’re still docked. She thought as she hurried down the hallway. It didn’t feel like the ship was moving, which was good. Though if the kidnappers had the girls on a boat, where were they intending on transporting them?

Nowhere good. Marta bit her lip and kept moving. First priority was calling help, and also finding out where she was, and second was finding clothing somewhere.

One thing that struck Marta as she hurried down the hallway was how empty and quiet everything was. Where was the crew, or anyone for that matter? It was possible they were on the upper deck, but if so, then that would certainly hamper her plans of escape and calling for help.

I’ll just have to deal with that as it comes. Marta thought as she rounded a corner and saw a metal staircase at the end of the hall leading up. Her heart fluttered at this avenue of potential escape, but then she stopped for moment and held her breath, listening for voices or any sign of activity on the ship.

It was quiet… too quiet.

Marta let out a breath and inched forward, muscles tensed, ready to run if she saw any sign of someone coming down the staircase, but as she got closer, the only sound, or sign of life, that she heard was her own heavy breathing and footfalls on the cold, metal floor. Finally she stopped at the bottom of the staircase and looked up, seeing pale blue light filtering in above her. The sound of the waves lapping against the side of the boat was louder too, telling her that it must be the bridge above her.

She tensed, knowing that if stairs lead to the bridge then there must be people up there, but heard nothing… no footfalls, no breathing… nothing. Marta took another breath and coiled every muscle in her body, and then lifted her leg and placed the very tip of her toes on the bottom stair in order not to make a sound, and then gently placed her other foot down, and the other…

Holding the handrails for support, Marta tip-toed up the metal staircase, taking short, shallow breaths so that she wouldn’t alert anyone above her… if there was anyone above her. Once she was high enough on the staircase, she stood on her tip-toes and craned her neck to peer up and into the room above her, bracing herself to run if she saw anyone. She had no idea where she would run to if there was someone above her since she was trapped on the boat, but right now it was the only plan she had.

Her head peeked up into the room above her and she turned, taking everything in. It was a dark room, with windows on all sides and panels filled with various buttons, controls, and lights, as well as the helm. So it was the bridge, and it was completely empty.

Well, that’s a good sign… Marta let out a breath, but knew she didn’t have much time. Given that it was the bridge, someone would be by sooner or later. Then her heart fluttered when she realized another thing: no one on the bridge meant that they were still docked! Yes! Now she had a very good chance at escape, or calling for help at least.

I just need to find out where I am! Quickly, the naked FBI agent pulled herself up the rest of the stairs and into the dimly lit bridge, stopping low so no one could see through the window. Marta crouched down and turned her head, scanning the windows surrounding the room, but didn’t see anyone on deck. She stayed low for a moment, waiting for someone to walk by, but nothing happened.

She furrowed her brow. There was something fishy about this. It was too easy.

Staying low, she scurried across the bridge, now able to see over the deck and at the pitch black waters of the ocean beyond. She turned to face the other window, giving her a view of looming, dark, decaying buildings, several police vehicles, and a small group of people. At first she almost jumped for joy, instinctively at seeing the police cars, but then tensed, remembering that it was police that kidnapped her. Instead, Marta shuffled forward, stooped down to her knees, and peered out over the edge of the window.

They were docked in a dimly lit area, where there only seemed to be a few streetlights, and every rotting building was shrouded in darkness. Then it dawned on Marta where they were docked…

The abandoned warehouse district!

Nothing more than a collection of rotting buildings on the edge of Marston’s Pointe, she had read about it in the case file pertaining to Ace. This was where Trish, Tammy, and Maria botched their raid and lost several women to traffickers. After that raid, Maria transferred and Trish and Tammy gave up on the case.

Now here they were. Life has a way of coming full circle.

Marta breathed a sigh of relief that she didn’t reveal herself earlier, now seeing that the police car and police van outside were Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department vehicles. Standing next to the vehicles were Brad, Randy, and their muscular friend Vera.

Marta felt something red hot boiling up inside her at the sight of the trio that had kidnapped her. She wanted to slap the cuffs on all three of them, throttle them, and toss them in jail for the rest of their lives…

Except she was naked, tired, and unarmed, and they weren’t.

There was another group of people outside too, standing in front of the boat. It was group of armed men, with a squat, burly man with close cropped red hair in the lead. Things seemed tense between this group of armed men and Brad and his gang. Marta didn’t know what they were discussing, but it didn’t seem like it was a good conversation.

She turned away from the window and huddled below, biting her lip. She had to get out of here and fast, before things escalate.

There’s gotta be a radio right? She turned towards the helm and saw the mouth piece for a radio lying on the console next to it. Her eyes lit up and she hurried towards it and took the mouthpiece in her hand.

The radio was on, but the volume was low. She listened for a moment and realized it was tuned to a coast guard channel.

Makes sense… Figures that criminals at sea would want to keep track of the coast guard. She considered calling them for help, but knew it would take too much time for them to get to her. Instead she tuned the dial to a frequency she was well familiar with…

The California State Police.

Once she was tuned, she adjusted the volume slightly, and waited, on edge, every muscle in her body tensed, for the normal police radio chatter to die down on the frequency. When she got an opening, Marta pressed the talk button on the mouth piece and held it up.

“Mayday, mayday! This Agent Marta Vargas of the FBI requesting immediate back up. Myself, two other agents, and a civilian have been kidnapped and are being held on a boat docked by an abandoned warehouse district at the edge of the town of Marston’s Pointe. Local P.D. is dirty, abducting myself earlier this night, and then several women from a party on a beach house owned by Autumn Beam. Please, requesting immediate back up ASAP, my badge number is…”

Marta trailed off as she stood slightly to look out the windows to see if anyone was coming. Outside, she could see Brad and his accomplices along with the armed men, all of them staring directly at her, slack jawed…

***

As Red ranted and raved about Ace, Brad, their “lack of respect” and so one, Brad couldn’t help but roll his eyes.

I should have let Ace go to war with this guy! More than anything, Brad wanted this moment to end, go home, call Gina, and fuck her one last time before calling Vera and Randy to come collect her as well. That was part of the deal he worked with Ace, they would give Autumn and the FBI agents to Red, and they would keep Gina for themselves to add to their growing collection.

It was kinda brilliant actually. If anyone came looking for Autumn or the agents, Brad would slyly point them towards Red, letting him take all the heat.

That is, if Red ever decided to get in his boat and leave. Right now, he was still playing the blustery tough guy.

“I lost a lot of good men that night, and some prime ladies, and now here you are, some snot nosed punk, thinking you can make that go away!” Red’s face still matched his hair color.

“Look, this is our offer, and seeing how you already have the ladies squirreled away on your boat, I expect that you’re taking it.” Brad shrugged.

Red glared at him.

“Oh I am,” He continued. “But don’t think this is the beginning of some business relationship. Hopefully I won’t be in this backwater again, and if I do, Ace better stay out of my business!”

Brad rubbed the bridge of his nose. Red just wasn’t getting it.

“No Red, here’s the deal.” Brad stepped close, towering over the shorter man. “You may say that Ace is a big fish in a small pond, but make no mistake, this is Ace’s town, and here you play by Ace’s rules. The only reason you are docked here is because Ace allowed it. So if you do end up back here, it will be through Ace’s good graces. So, to reiterate, you don’t come back to this town unless Ace wants you to, and if you do, you stay out of our business or show us the proper respect.”

Red huffed and glared at Brad, and Brad glared right back. He had tried diplomacy, and now it was time for a show of strength.

Then he heard the radio in Randy’s cruiser squawk to life. Generally, as a rule during times like these, Brad or Randy kept their radios tuned to the state police channels just to know their movements. All night the radio had been filled with the usual chatter, but now a voice came over the radio, a familiar, female voice…

Red opened his mouth to rip into Brad but Brad held up his finger, causing the man’s eyes to bug out in rage, and motioned to Randy.

“Randy, turn that up.” Brad said.

“What are you-” Red interjected, but Brad held up a dismissive finger again.

“… Local P.D. is dirty, abducting myself earlier this night, and then several women from a party on a beach house…” Marta’s voice called over the radio.

Brad’s blood ran cold and his eyes shot towards the boat.

“One of the girls got free!” He barked to Red. Red spun around, following Brad’s gaze, along with all of his men.

There, on the bridge of the boat, shrouded in darkness, was the shapely silhouette of a woman with large, naked breasts crouched over the radio, then she stood and turned to face them.

“Get her!” Red called to his men, who stormed onto the ship.

***

Gina’s nightly patrol brought her back, as it often did, to the spot where things had changed all those months ago: the old warehouse district. The dark buildings loomed on the beach ahead like sleeping giants. Often times during her night shift she walk the streets and allies between those buildings, feeling like she was walking the streets of an abandoned city.

Now she stood on the beach, looking at the buildings looming before her, and wondering she was going to walk that abandoned city again. Her hair blew in the warm ocean breeze, and she felt her hand instinctively rest on her holster on her hip. Sometimes she brought a jacket along because the breeze could get chilly, but not tonight, and she walked the lonely stretch of beach in her black, police issue thong bikini.

Every night since that botched raid she had thought about it, and what happened to the girls after they disappeared on that boat. Obviously, and sadly, she knew all too well what was becoming of Felicia. Brad still assured her every night that she would see the girls again. Every time he said it there had been something so sincere and genuine in his voice that she couldn’t help but believe him.

A wave of guilt washed over Gina as she looked at the looming, rotting buildings in the distance.

Brad…

She was happy with Brad, too happy. Working with him was a joy, and the nights after work were… even better. Still, she couldn’t help but feel bad, thinking that she could be doing more to help find Felicia, or Caitlyn, Eva, and Janet, but instead, every night she was going to Brad’s place, or her place.

Most of the time she preferred her place. There was something ghoulish about Brad’s place. He was living in Shelly’s old house, and Gina never felt comfortable there. Brad didn’t seem to understand why she didn’t like spending the night in the house of a woman who had kidnapped her, and was now responsible for her friends going missing, not to mention that Shelly herself was now missing.

Brad also didn’t seem concerned about Shelly’s whereabouts either. It was one of several red flags Gina was now noticing. The other was that after months, Brad didn’t want to define their relationship. In his words, since they were colleagues, it be unprofessional, so they should just keep things vague.

As time wore on, Gina found that she didn’t want to keep things vague. Plus, she still saw how Trish, that FBI agent, threw herself at Brad, and how Brad seemed to enjoy it.

At some point, in the future, Brad and I are going to have a serious talk about things. She told herself for the hundredth time and continued trudging towards the abandoned warehouse district. A voice in her head told her that if she tried to make things serious with Brad, it would scare him off, and she still needed his help.

Plus, the sex was still great. Gina didn’t realize how long it had been since she had a good lay. Brad knew how to treat a woman, at least physically, she would give him that.

Emotionally, Brad was still somewhat distant. Like tonight, where he asked her to work a night shift because he had “personal business”. Gina had tried to ask Brad if there was something wrong or if he needed to talk, but he wouldn’t say anything more. Brad was still a mystery to her, and there would be days and evenings where he would seemingly disappear. Strangely though, over these past few months he and Randy had become quite close. It seemed they were inseparable these days.

As Gina grew closer to the abandoned warehouse district, she found herself wondering why she ended every night patrol here. She was sure that part of it came from a desire to replay that night again, but better. Maybe she was hoping that one night she would find that boat docked there again and would get a chance to bring the traffickers to justice and find out what happened to the other girls.

But she knew that was wishful thinking on her part. Nothing but a vain attempt to wish she could change the past. Gina stopped, suddenly feeling very tired. She was tired of walking that lonely district every night, tired of worrying about her friends and wondering if she would ever find them. The weight of the past few months washed over her, and she squatted down on the beach and sat, looking out over the moonlit ocean and the black waves crashing over the beach in front of her.

Absentmindedly she pulled her phone from her belt and opened the home screen, going to the internet browser. The browser brought up her favorites and she tapped on one of the icons, realizing that it was probably unhealthy that this particular website was on her favorites now.

“Welcome to the official website of Felicia Fetish! America’s hottest fetish model!” The image of a bikini clad, bound and gagged Felicia filled her phone screen, and Gina tapped the “enter” button. Gina checked Felicia’s website multiple times a day. It was updated weekly with new videos to stream or download, and even though she found it revolting, Gina still watched every video, multiple times, looking for a clue or detail, something that could maybe tell her where Felicia was.

Jessica too…

Christ… Gina shook her head. So many people she knew were missing that she forgot that Jessica was also part of this. Like Felicia, Jessica seemed to be doing fetish modeling against her will. Jessica appeared in quite few of Felicia’s videos along side her in bondage.

Gina tapped the “New arrivals” tab on Felicia’s website and brought up her newest videos. The top one was called “Felicia Fetish and big-breasted friend tied and vibed!”

The blood ran cold in Gina’s veins when she saw the thumbnail for the video. It was a side shot of Felicia, topless and in a thong, tied back to back with a dark haired woman with giant breasts.

No…

It couldn’t be, could it? There was no way…

But Gina kept staring at the big breasted woman’s muscles, and the red highlights in her dark hair…

No, there’s plenty of big breasted women in the porn world.

Still, Gina had to be sure, and she clicked on the video. The video opened with a shot of Felicia, head slumped, seemingly asleep, or unconscious….

The camera pulled back, revealing that Felicia was clad only in a small, black thong, and tied back to back with someone, though Gina couldn’t see their face yet. Felicia and the woman she was tied to seemed to be sitting on a bench of some sort, with their hands shackled behind them and their ankles shackled to the bottom of the bench. As the camera pulled back, Gina could see the large, white vibrator taped the bench and wedged tightly between Felicia’s legs.

Then the camera panned around to the woman behind Felicia. Like Felicia, her head was slumped, unconscious as well. Her tangle of dark, highlighted hair obscured her face, but her gigantic, bare breasts rose and fell with each breath she took. This woman wore tiny, aqua blue thong panties and also had a vibrator between her legs. Gina’s heart continued to pound as the camera pulled back to a two shot of both women tied back to back, and then a hand came from off screen with a hose. There was no handle on the hose and clear water lazily poured out of it’s open end.

The camera zoomed in as the female hand holding the hose held it over Felicia’s slumped head. Felicia jumped, spitting and coughing as consciousness returned to her.

“Ugg… what… where?” She stammered, tossing her wet hair back and taking in her surroundings.

Then the camera panned to the woman behind her as the hose was held over her head. Like Felicia, this woman woke with a start, tossing her head back and tugging on her bonds.

“What is this? Hey! Get that thing out of my face!” Lisa barked at the camera, glared at it.

Gina gasped and almost dropped her phone, but kept watching. It was Lisa, captive alongside Felicia.

Both Felicia and Lisa struggled against their restraints and barked threats at the camera person.

“Let us go now!” Felicia cried.

“What do you think you’re doing! Just wait until I get out of here!” Lisa grunted.

A woman strolled forward. Gina recognized her, she was in most of the videos with Felicia, she called herself The Queen. She wore a tight fitting leather corset, a black bra, and black leather thong, with thigh high boots and elbow length gloves, and carried two thick, white cloths in her gloved hand. After all the times she had been tied up, and witnessed Felicia being tied up in her videos, Gina knew what those cloths were for.

“Listen, if you’re watching this,” Felicia looked directly at the camera with a pleading look. “We’re being held against our will, we’re-UMMMPH!” She was cut off by The Queen shoving a small wad of cloth into her mouth.

Before Felicia could spit out the wad, The Queen pressed the larger, thick white cloth over her mouth and tied it at the back of her head, all the while Felicia moaned and struggled.

“Ummph! Mmph! Urrggmm!” She twisted her head and strained against the gag, but The Queen had secured it tightly, and moved onto Lisa.

“When I get out of this you will be in so much-GRRRMMPH!” Like Felicia, Lisa was cut off by The Queen shoving a wad of cloth into her mouth and pressing a wider, thicker cloth over it and tying it at the back of her head.

“Urggg ggmmm bbmm! Mmmmph!” Lisa struggled as valiantly as Felicia, tugging on her restraints, straining every muscle in her impressive physique while doing so.

The Queen stepped back and admired her struggling captives. Both Lisa and Felicia struggled and moaned into their gags and tugged on their restraints, but to no avail. Their captor watched in amusement and paced around her captives.

“Oh, how does it feel girls?” The Queen laughed.

“Uggg ggmmmph!”

“Mmmmph! Mmmmggmm!”

“I have one more surprise for you,” The Queen lifted a small, white remote in her hand. “Something to keep you two… busy… while you struggle.” With another laugh, she pressed a button on the remote and both of the vibrators wedged between Lisa and Felicia’s legs roared to life.

“UMMMPH”

“GGGGMMMMPH!”

The roaring of the vibrators between their legs seemed deafening, and moaning of the gagged women became louder and more intense. Lisa’s giant breasts vibrated in tune with the sex toy between her legs, and Felicia’s whole body seemed to quake. Then the camera zoomed in on Felicia’s anguished face as she fought against the constant stimulation between her legs.

“Umm… mm… ggmmmph…” Her whole body was slick with sweat and she wriggled back and forth against the bench.

Then the camera panned around to Lisa, who was also working up a sweat. Her veins bulged as she tried to force her way out of her restraints.

“Urgggh… mmmphh… ggggrmmm…” She huffed into her gag.

Gina closed the video and shoved her phone back into the pouch on her belt. Her heart was now pounding against her chest, and she had broken out into a cold sweat. She turned and stared out at the black waves lapping against the beach and tried to calm herself.

How could Lisa be in that video? They had arrested Lisa? Gina realized that she hadn’t seen Lisa since that night that she kidnapped her and Brad. Brad had told her that Lisa had been moved to a high security facility upstate. Was someone at that facility working with Ace and The Queen and had smuggled Lisa out to them?

Then Gina felt her heart drop into her stomach, knowing full well that wasn’t the truth. She had last seen Lisa with Brad…

Brad!

No, it couldn’t be him… could it?

The more Gina turned it over in her mind, the more it made sense though, and she found herself shivering despite the warm summer air.

Brad had insisted that she go home that night, saying that he would take care of Lisa, then she had disappeared. When Gina had asked him about interrogating Lisa, Brad had said that Lisa didn’t know anything. Then there was the fact that Lisa had kidnapped them to find out if they knew about Shelly…

Lisa wasn’t stupid, she wouldn’t risk exposing herself like that if she didn’t think Brad knew something…

Brad… who had appeared out of nowhere and was living in his missing step-mother’s house, and he didn’t seem concerned about finding her…

Brad, who had told her they would find the missing girls but so far hadn’t had any breaks in that case…

Then there was how secretive he was… how he kept disappearing…

Gina stood up and paced back and forth, running her hands through her hair… No! It couldn’t be Brad!

But a voice in her head was telling her that she was right, and the more she turned it over in her head, the more sense it made.

Gina started to shake, not from cold, but from white hot anger welling up inside of her. She had been sleeping with Brad for months, letting him into her home and her body. Brad had been lying to her and manipulating her from day one, using her and stringing her along.

Her hand wrapped around the butt of her gun in her holster. She couldn’t believe that she had been played like that! All this time and the answer was right under her nose!

Then she let out a long breath and relaxed, letting go of her weapon. She needed to think this through and not rush into anything.

Think Gina… think!

As her mind wandered, she listened to the chatter on her police radio hanging from her hip. It had been a slow night so she had switched to the state police frequency. It had been something that she got in the habit of doing when she was bored, mostly just for entertainment purposes, but also there was a small, remote hope that maybe she might hear something on the state police channel that could be a key in her search for the others.

It was wishful thinking on her part and she knew it. The odds were astronomical that she would just randomly hear something on the state police channel about Felicia, Caitlyn, or the others.

Then a female voice cut through the radio chatter. It was a frenzied, scared, yet professional voice.

“Mayday, mayday! This Agent Marta Vargas of the FBI requesting immediate back up. Myself, two other agents, and a civilian have been kidnapped and are being held on a boat docked by an abandoned warehouse district at the edge of the town of Marston’s Pointe. Local P.D. is dirty, abducting myself earlier this night, and then several women from a party on a beach house owned by Autumn Beam. Please, requesting immediate back up ASAP, my badge number is…”

The transmission ended and Gina heard several patrol officers and the dispatcher attempting to reach the woman who had just sent the distress call, but Gina herself stood there frozen, now realizing that her hand was once again clutching the butt of her pistol. Her blood ran cold and then immediately started to boil in her veins.

The warehouse district…

Local PD is dirty…

The FBI agents! The ones that hadn’t done anything for months, had been abducted!

Worse off, it confirmed her suspicions. Brad was working with Ace. He had kidnapped the agents and someone else.

They were on a boat in the warehouse district!

Gina listened to the radio as several units were dispatched to the warehouse district and a few more to the beach house.

A boat at the warehouse district, could it be the same boat from that night all those months ago?

Only one way to find out.

Gina’s heart was racing, her blood flowing from the adrenaline and anger coursing through her body, and she started sprinting towards the looming, dark buildings of the warehouse district. With any luck, she could make it there and hold the perps until the state police show up.

What if Brad was there?

Gina found herself hoping he was so she could put a bullet in him.

No, he might have information, she would need him alive.

Maybe just a bullet in the foot or leg then.

Gina quickened her pace, watching as the looming, cyclopean buildings grew closer and closer, and drew her pistol and pulled back the hammer. She had no idea how many men to expect, but last time it seemed like an army.

She also knew that she had to be fast. That woman’s broadcast had been cut off, meaning that she either had to run or had been discovered, either way, it could mean that Brad and his men could be hurrying to get out of dodge.

Every moment that passed seemed like an eternity. The sand itself seemed to be rising up from the beach and trying to drag her back and slow her down. Gina’s long legs carried her across the beach and screamed in protest as she pushed herself more and more. With every passing step the buildings grew closer and closer.

Then she was off the beach and running along the cracked and overgrown paved road, and could now see the dim lights from the few working street lights in the abandoned district. Gina had come to suspect, after all of her experiences here, that this area was being used for all sorts of illicit activity, and promised herself that after tonight she would see to it that this whole district was bulldozed.

It felt like an eternity, but after a few minutes Gina was off of the overgrown path and running along the crooked cobblestone streets of the warehouse district. She raised her gun and slowed as she reached the edge of an abandoned building, listening for voices or signs of people.

Then she heard them, and they were close. Voices, lots of them, mostly, male, and frenzied, angry, panicked. There was a female voice too, and she sounded as equally panicked. It must have been the woman who called for help.

Gina slid to the corner and pressed herself against the side of the building and peeked out with her gun ready.

There was a boat at the dock, it looked like the very same boat that the other girls disappeared on all those months ago, and there was a flurry of activity on the deck. Gina took a breath and tried to take in everything, but there was so much happening. She saw a Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department van and cruiser parked by the dock, and Brad and Randy standing by.

Randy! Gina was overcome with fresh rage, and disappointment.

Randy had never been the most useful officer, and he was a bit of a creep, but she never took him as one to throw in with Ace and his gang, especially since he had come to her rescue once.

But then she remembered how Brad and Randy had seemingly become so close over these past few months, and how Randy had gone along with what Shelly and Tanya told him about the girls. Randy was malleable and easily influenced, a guy who never questioned authority, so it must have been easy for Brad to corrupt him.

On the deck of the boat, Gina saw a flurry of men chasing a naked, dark skinned and dark haired woman with large breasts and an equally large ass.

“Don’t let her jump!” Someone cried.

Gina watched as the woman sprinted for the side of the boat in an attempt to jump overboard, but in seconds two men cut her off. She turned to run but was cut off by two more men. The woman screamed as they descended on her.

Gina turned her attention back to the police vehicles to see Brad in a very heated debate with a squat man with red hair cut in a military style. For a moment she debated on taking action since she didn’t know how long it would be until the state troopers got here, but then heard the woman on the boat scream again. Turning her attention back to the boat, she saw the big breasted woman struggling as the men twisted her arms behind her back, and Gina knew that she had to act now.

Raising her gun, Gina coiled all of her muscles and prepared herself. She knew that despite her personal feelings for Brad, she had to remain calm and professional, there were other lives in danger here. Plus, she didn’t want to lose more people, she wasn’t sure if her conscious could handle it.

No, this would not be a repeat of what happened months ago. Gina would rectify her mistake, she would fix things, starting tonight.

Gun at the ready, Gina jumped out from her cover at leveled it at Brad, Randy, and the red-haired man. Narrowing her eyes she strolled forward, standing tall and imposing.

“Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department, put your hands where I can see them!” Gina barked.

“Help! Help us-ummph!” The woman on the deck called, before one of the man clamped a gloved hand over her mouth.

“Ummmph! Mmph! Mmm!” She cried to Gina as her captors restrained her.

Brad, Randy, and the red-head all turned and stared at Gina with wide-eyes.

“Hands up, now!” Gina ordered again.

“What the hell is this?” The red-haired man grumbled.

“I won’t ask again!” Gina leveled the gun at him and the man’s eyes bulged.

“The bikini patrol?” He seemed puzzled, but Gina pulling back the hammer on her gun convinced him and he threw his hands up.

“Shit! The fucking cops!” He grumbled and turned to Brad, who kept staring.

“Gina…” He muttered.

“You know her?” The red haired man asked, flustered, and then spat. “So this was a set-up!”

“Gina, listen…” Brad held out his hands and took a step forward, but Gina aimed her weapon at him.

“Don’t take another step!” She ordered.

On the deck of the boat, the men had gone still but still kept a tight hold on the woman and their hand clamped over her mouth. All of them watched her.

“Gina, I can explain…” Brad’s tone was calm and reassuring.

“I shouldn’t have trusted you!” Red screamed.

“All of you are under arrest, show me your hands and let the girl go!” Gina spun her gun in a wide arc from the boat to the three men on the ground.

“Gina, this isn’t what it looks like…” Brad took a small step towards her.

“Oh it’s exactly what it looks like,” Gina grunted. “And I can’t believe it took me so long to see it.”

Then she heard the sounds of sirens in the distance, and coming closer.

“Eeep!” The naked woman squeaked through the muffling hand.

“Shit, I was gonna wait until later to do this,” Brad lowered his hands. “Get her!”

Gina noticed a shadow out of the corner of her vision and turned, but she was too slow. A powerful hand grabbed her arm and pulled it down, simultaneously twisting her wrist. She cried out in pain and dropped her weapon as she looked up at her attacker. It was a woman, much younger than Gina, with a thickly muscled body and pale skin decorated with tattoos. Her eyes were striking pale blue, offset by vibrant red hair.

“Nmmmph!” The woman on the boat cried as her captors twisted her arms behind her back.

Gina reached out with her free hand but felt someone grab it – Randy! He was twisting it behind her back.

“Randy, how could you!” She said through gritted teeth.

“Sorry babe,” Brad strolled forward, grinning at her. “I offered him a generous benefits package that he couldn’t refuse.”

Her captors pulled her up straight and she felt the cold steel of handcuffs slapped on her wrists.

“You won’t get away with this, the state police will be down on your heads any minute now.”

“Ummmph mmmph!” On the boat, Gina saw that the men were tying the naked woman hand and foot while still keeping their hands over her mouth.

“What the fuck is this?” The red-haired man asked.

“Look,” Brad turned to him. “I think it’s time for you to go. You have what you wanted, now leave.”

The red-haired man glared at Brad.

“I swear, if this is a set-up-” He began, but Brad cut him off.

“Look, it’s not a fucking set-up, Jesus Christ!” Brad blurted, losing his cool. “But if you stay here hemming and hawing then we’ll both end up in jail, now get the fuck out of here!”

“Heell-uuullp!” The man holding his hand over the naked woman’s mouth moved it, allowing her a moment to call out before a white cloth was wadded and shoved into her gaping maw. The men pulled another thick cloth and pressed it over her mouth and tied it at the back of her head.

“Mmmp! Mmmuuummph! Mmmph!” She cried, struggling valiantly as they gagged her.

Red glared at Brad, then Gina, and Randy and the red-haired woman.

“If you think this is over, you have-”

“Will you just go!” Brad shouted again.

Red gave him a glare and stormed back towards the boat, where his men were dragging the kicking and struggling naked bound and gagged woman below decks.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph! Hlllp!” Her muffled cries faded out as she was carried into the bridge and down a flight on stairs.

Brad turned to Gina.

“Now you…” He smiled and stepped forward. She glared him, staying defiant.

Then he grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, and she struggled to pull away.

“Ugh! Get off of me!” She barked, and felt his hands fumbling with her gun belt.

“Let me go!” She screamed, and then felt him unclasp her belt and it fall to the uneven cobblestones on the ground.

“Let’s get her out of here.” Brad motioned to the waiting police cars.

Then the muscular red-haired woman was dragging Gina towards the police cruiser.

“Hey! You can’t do this! Do you really think you’ll-Mmmmph!” Randy came from behind her and pulled a black cloth tightly through her lips, cutting her off.

“Ullggg! Umm bbbmm!” Gina bit down on her gag as it was tightened.

Brad stooped to collect her gun belt and then continued his walk towards the police vehicles.

“Let’s hurry everyone, don’t want to be caught out here.” He motioned to the sirens in the distance, growing ever closer.

“Mmmph! Umm!” Gina grunted and struggled, but the red-haired woman continued to effortlessly drag her along.

Who was this woman? Why was she working with Brad?

Gina turned and looked at her and her eyes widened as she realized she recognized her…

She was in several of the Felicia Fetish videos! This woman would often work along side The Queen, torturing Felicia in some kinky way.

Gina’s blood ran cold as she suddenly realized what was in store for her.

“Mmmo! Mmmph! Ummm gggmmph!” She tried planting her feet and struggling, but Randy grabbed her other arm and helped the red-head drag her towards the car.

Brad ran ahead and opened the rear door for them. Gina’s eyes widened and she increased her struggles.

“Umm ggmmb! Bbmmmm!” She moaned, fighting with all of her strength, but to no avail.

Meanwhile, the boat was pulling away from the dock.

“Ufff! Bbmmmm mmph!” Gina cried, they were at the car now.

Randy pushed her head down and the red-head roughly shoved her inside. Gina tumbled onto the backseat of the patrol car and sat up in time to see the door being slammed shut.

“Mmmooh! Ummm ggmm!” She cried and kicked the door, but it held firm.

She turned and looked through the cage that separated the front and back of the patrol car to see the boat drifting further and further out into the dark ocean, taking the FBI agents with it.

Then Brad got into the front seat and turned and smiled at Gina. She glared at him.

“Why are you so upset?” He asked.

“Ummmph! Mmmuumm grrrm!” She replied and kicked the cage. Brad was unfazed.

“The fun is just beginning.” He laughed and started the car.

“Mmmoo!” Gina moaned and thrashed and kicked in the back seat, but Brad ignored her as he pulled away, followed by the van with Randy and the red-haired girl inside.

Gina took a final look at the boat, now a spec in the darkness.

She had failed, again, and now more women had disappeared. Not only that, she was a hostage again.

As they drove off into the night, Gina had a feeling that she would be seeing Felicia and Jessica again real soon.

2.

The sounds of the party above were drowned out by the moans of Shana’s “dolls” and the flurry of activity that was occurring with them. Somehow, Shana found herself enjoying the thrill of knowing that there was a vibrate, lively party happening just above her head while she was down here enjoying her own party with three captive women. The videos of Felicia Fetish continued to have a mesmerizing effect on Autumn’s mother as she watched the former police women struggle and moan in bondage, but she found herself more interested in the effect Felicia’s videos were having on her dolls.

Janet in particular seemed to be particularly affected by the videos, and increased her struggles ten fold, which was fine with Shana. She liked it when they were fierce and struggling. Eva too was affected by the videos, but in a far different way. Watching Felicia Fetish get bound, gagged, and humiliated seemed to arouse the lusty Latina in a way that Shana had never seen before.

“Urrfffmm…” Eva moaned, her half naked body still pressed against Shana’s.

Both of their bodies were slick with sweat and they trembled with arousal, both from feeling their bodies pressed against each other and the events of the video on the laptop. Shana had one hand clamped over Eva’s muzzled mouth. The Latina's discarded leather bra lay on the floor and Shana’s other hand massaged one of Eva’s breasts.

Caitlyn and Janet kneeled a few feet away, now shackled back to back, and still tethered to the loop on the floor. Both women struggled against their bonds valiantly, and quite alluringly, only adding to Shana and Eva’s arousal.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” Janet twisted and strained, her eyes occasionally glancing to the laptop screen, which only seemed to get her more worked up.

“Mmmeemmph! Ummmph!” Caitlyn whined, flexing her muscles against her manacles, to no avail.

“Mumm…” Eva cooed, rubbing her luscious ass against Shana’s pelvis.

Shana responded by moving her hand from Eva’s breast, grabbing the back of her leather thong, and pulling it tight up the Latina’s ass.

“Urrrmmm!” Eva moaned as a fresh wave of arousal washed over her body.

Shana figured it was only natural to wedgie her doll, seeing how they were watching a wedgie video now.

On the laptop screen, Felicia Fetish was tied with her arms above her head, and her feet tied to a spreader bar, keeping her legs splayed. Felicia wore a white thong bikini, soaked with sweat, as was her whole body, and her mouth was filled with a big, red, ball-gag. Next to her was Jessica Lannon, another model turned fetish stare. Jessica wore a pink thong bikini and was bound and suspended the same way Felicia was, and next to Jessica was a newer model, a muscle bound woman with giant breasts named Lisa, wearing a black thong bikini. All three women moaned into their ball-gags as they tugged and pulled on their suspended arms. Several hooks hung from the ceiling just behind the captive women.

“Mmmph! Hlllp!” Felicia pleaded at the camera.

“Urrggh! Mmmph! Mmm!” Jessica moaned, twisting and pulling on her bound hands.

“Urrgggmm! Ummm gggmmph!” Lisa finished, her giant breasts slick with sweat.

The camera panned over the three bound women, and then The Queen, the domme who produced all of these videos, strolled out from off screen and paced behind her captives, eying up their backsides as she did. As The Queen strutted up and down, the camera panned to behind the suspended women, showcasing their thonged asses as they wiggled back and forth.

“Urrgg ggmmm…” Eva cooed, and Shana tugged harder on the Latina’s thong, causing a fresh moan of pleasure from Eva.

Shana clutched her doll harder, her breathing ragged. Her panties were soaked from her arousal and Eva could tell. The Latina’s hands slid down and grabbed the waist band of Shana’s panties, prompting a fresh sigh from Shana.

On the video, The Queen grabbed the back of Felicia’s thong and yanked it up, prompting a muffled cry of protest from the ball-gagged woman.

“URRRGGH!” Felicia’s eyes bugged out of her head as The Queen pulled her thong bikini high up her exquisite ass. The fetish model had an amazing backside, and her choice of swimsuit always accentuated it, but to Shana, the thong wedgie did something to elevate Felicia’s ass even more. Her backside became a work of art with her bikini yanked up it as high as it would go.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoo! Grrrmmoo!” Felicia moaned, wiggling and struggling. The Queen was giving her such a wedgie that Felicia’s feet were leaving the ground and wiggling helplessly in the air.

Somehow, seeing this aroused Shana even more and she let go of Eva’s panties and pushed down her own panties. Eva took the hint and slid her manacled hands between Shana’s legs while Shana slid her own finger inside of herself and let out a sharp cry of pleasure.

“Umm…” Eva moaned in pleasure, her fingers finding that perfect spot on Shana, prompting another moan from the woman.

Their bodies started to rock in unison, Shana’s moans of pleasure overlapping with Eva’s muffled cries. Eva’s slender fingers traced delicate circles between Shana’s legs, rocking her body with electric tingles of pleasure. On the video, The Queen wrapped Felicia’s thong around the hook, keeping her suspended from the ground while continuing the long, painful wedgie.

“Grrrmm mmph! Mmmoo! Urggghmm!” Felicia struggled, her legs kicking feebly in the air.

“Mmmrggmm!” Janet moaned, eyes wide and glued to the laptop screen, and then to Shana with a pleading look, but Shana was too engrossed in the video and Eva to notice.

Shana moaned again, her body rocked with a wave of arousal, and moved her fingers back and forth inside her, convulsing madly with each movement. Eva was using two fingers now, each alternating and spinning gentle circles, keeping constant pressure and arousal on Shana.

“Ohhmm… ummm hmm…” Eva cooed.

Shana moved her hand from Eva’s muzzle to her buttocks, grabbing a handful of the bound woman’s ass cheeks. There was so much ass cheek, Eva’s backside was so bountiful, and Shana wanted it all. She gripped it tight and squeezed, her arousal growing when she realized this ass was hers, she owned it, and could do whatever she wanted with it.

“Ugggh…” Eva cried, arching her body, her fingers pressing harder against Shana’s clit, prompting a loud cry from her captor.

On the video, The Queen was now giving Jessica a large, painful wedgie while the older woman blubbered into her ball-gag. The Queen giggled and laughed gleefully as she yanked the thong high up Jessica’s muscular ass.

Shana felt the orgasm coming, a sea of energy building up inside of her ready to discharge. Her breathing was heavier and ragged and she could feel a deep burning in her chest. Eva felt it and continued to stroke Shana while Shana’s finger pushed back and forth.

On the video, The Queen suspended Jessica’s thong from the hook, letting her dangle, struggle, and moan like Felicia as she moved to the next subject.

Shana moved her hand to Eva’s thong, already bunched and hiked around the top of the Latina’s ass crack, and rammed it high up the Latina's backside.

“Urrrmmm!” Eva sighed, her fingers pressing hard on Shana’s clit. At the same time, Shana felt the orgasm hit and cried out, her whole body releasing a hot blast of sexual energy and arousal.

For a moment she was worried about the partiers above her hearing, but realized that with the music and voices so loud that she could be as loud as she wanted. Shana pulled Eva tight, their bodies melting against each other, and sighed and moaned as the orgasm washed over her, relaxing her tensed muscles and filling her with a tingling, joyful sensation.

On the screen, The Queen yanked up Lisa’s thong in a wedgie and slapped the woman’s slick, sweaty ass cheeks, and Shana kept a tight grip on Eva, sighing loudly as the orgasm faded in a dull ebb deep inside her. Eva was huffing through her gag, breathing obviously a strain due to her arousal and proximity to Shana. Unconsciously, Shana found one of her hands rising, reaching for the muzzle.

Somehow Shana knew that Eva would behave if she took off her gag. Plus, she suddenly wanted to feel her lips press against Eva’s, to kiss her, to taste her…

She knew that Eva wanted that too, she could feel it, sense it…

Shana’s hands clasped the back of the muzzle and Eva cooed…

Just then, Shana got a feeling, like something was wrong. Her hands paused around the back of the muzzle and Shana sat frozen, listening, on edge. She told herself there was nothing wrong, it was just her imagination, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was… off…

Keeping Eva gagged, Shana leaned forward and closed the laptop. On the video, all three women was moaning into their gags while struggling to relieve the pressure of their wedgies. Shana closed the laptop right on a nice close shot of all three women’s shapely backsides wiggling back and forth. At that moment, Caitlyn and Janet ceased their struggling too, suddenly sensing that something was up with their master. In that moment of silence, Shana realized what was wrong.

The blaring, blasting music from above had stopped. There was no familiar deep base rumble from the speakers, and no dancing, just silence. Then, Shana heard a stampede of feet, but not the rhythmic shuffling of dancing feet, but of running feet, and all in one direction…

Out…

She pushed Eva off of her and pulled up her panties, and then pulled on her robe and hastily fastened it.

“I’ll be right back.” She said to Eva, but her eyes were on the ceiling above her.

“Umm hm…” Eva cooed back.

With that, Shana hurried for the stairs, hearing Caitlyn and Janet resuming their gagged protests, no doubt trying to implore Eva for help. Shana knew their cries were in vain though, Eva had accepted her life as a slave, and Shana as her master. It felt good, and still sent a tingle through Shana even though she still had a bad feeling about what was happening upstairs.

Clutching her robe closed, not wanting to bare a breast to any of the drunk, horny partiers upstairs, Shana hurried up the steps to the locked door, unlocked it, and hurried out in the kitchen.

The kitchen was dimly lit, with a few exceptionally drunk partiers hanging in corners, but there was a steady stream of people hurrying through the kitchen and out. It was a mass exodus to escape from the beach house. Shana watched slack jawed, wondering what sparked the mass rush, and then heard the sirens in the distance, but growing steadily louder and closer…

She pushed through the stampeding crowd of young people rushing for the door. They were like a group of terrified animals rushing through anything and anyone to get away from a pursuing predator. Shana pushed and shoved, knocking a few charging partiers to the ground, but didn’t care. Her heart was fluttering in her chest, beating a thousand times per second, and she felt cold perspiration collecting on her body under the robe. Finally, she pushed into the next room and ran to a window, and saw the flashing red and blue lights approaching in the darkness.

Who called the cops? Had it been a noise complaint? She didn’t have any neighbors, so that didn’t make sense? Still, the police cars continued their approach, growing brighter and louder by the second.

Shana looked at the fleeing crowd around her and realized that most likely a good many of these people were underage…

Shit!

Not only that, but there was most likely drug use happening at the party as well.

Shit!

She ran through the scenario in her mind, realizing that the cops would detain anyone they could when they arrived at the house, and then would probably do a search to round up anyone hiding. They would want to check the basement, and would be suspicious if they found a locked door that Shana refused to open.

Shit!

This was bad.

No doubt the cops would forget about the underage partiers if they found several half naked women being held against their will in the basement. Eva would most likely play along with whatever Shana said, but Caitlyn and Janet certainly would not. Her heart was jackhammering now, thinking about the cops setting her dolls free while slapping cuffs on her.

Much like the fleeing young people around her, Shana was suddenly overcome with the instinct to run, to get as far away as possible.

What about Autumn?

Autumn was most likely already gone. She had plenty of friends. They had most likely packed in a car and were far away by now. If not, then, well Shana could bail her out or something later. Her daughter was big girl, and could handle herself, but right now Shana knew that she had to save herself and her dolls. After all, she would be no good to Autumn if she went to jail for kidnapping.

Still clutching her robe tight, she turned and sprinted for the kitchen, barreling through another line of fleeing partiers and knocking them to the ground. She heard them call after her but didn’t stop to listen or apologize. This was every one for themselves now. The sirens were growing louder with every passing moment as Shana ran back into the kitchen, unlocked the door leading down, and dove inside, locking it behind her.

Shana took the stairs two at a time and burst into the room to find her dolls still waiting, wide eyed.

“Ummmph!” Caitlyn cried, startled.

“Umm…” Eva sighed.

“Okay everyone, we’re gonna take a little trip.” Shana huffed.

“Ummmph?” Janet and Caitlyn met each other’s gaze, confused.

Shana ran over to Eva and grabbed the Latina’s discarded bra, but then stopped, realizing she didn’t have time for that. Instead, she grabbed Eva’s leash and with trembling hands fastened it to the Latina’s collar. Eva moaned enthusiastically, and Shana wished that she had more time to savor and enjoy her moans, but they had to move.

I can enjoy that when we get somewhere safe!

Once she had Eva hooked, she dragged the willing slave over to where Caitlyn and Janet were tethered to the floor and unhooked their collars from the metal ring on the ground. Shana wrapped all three leashes around her fist and gave a hard yanked, causing all three dolls to stumble forward.

“Mmmoo!”

“Ummm ggmmph!”

Caitlyn and Janet were protesting, yanking and pulling back on their chains, and Shana strained and pulled with all of her strength. Both women were feisty, especially Caitlyn, whose strength gave her an advantage in this tug-of-war. They must have realized that something had Shana spooked and were struggling with all of their might, and soon she had to drag them with both hands.

“Nmmppp!”

“Mmoooh!”

The dolls stumbled after Shana, their half naked bodies covered in sweat from their struggles. Eva continued to follow Shana obediently, stopping to stare at the struggles of her fellow dolls in annoyance. Shana grunted and tugged, causing the three women to stumble behind her across the room. Though she couldn’t hear the sirens, Shana seemed to feel them growing closer and closer with each passing minute. A vision played through her head of the door being kicked in and several police officers rushing down the stairs to find her and her three dolls.

The vision caused her heart to flutter like a mad hummingbird and Shana gritted her teeth and channeled all of her strength into dragging the three women across the room to a door. Once there, she held onto the leashes with one hand and opened the door with the other. As she entered the room, she slammed a control on the wall next to the door, simultaneously causing a light to go on and a garage door to lift at the far end of the room.

“Mmmpph!”

“Hllpp!”

Both Caitlyn and Janet moaned at the door lifting on the far side of the room, but Shana dragged them over towards the white sports car waiting in the center of the garage.

“Ummph! Mmmm gmmm!”

“Cmmm mmnn! Ummph!”

They continued to struggle and pull on their leashes like untrained dogs, and like an impatient master, Shana pulled the leashes tighter and yanked them forward. She promised herself that once they got out of here that she was really going to begin training these two and teach them that disobedience was to be punished. This was what she got for being too lenient with her dolls, and now they were misbehaving.

Shana pulled open one of the rear passenger doors to the car and motioned with her head.

“In!” She barked, but Caitlyn and Janet continued to pull.

Eva though, sighed into her gag and ducked inside the car, prompting a smile from Shana.

“Umm! Grrmmph!”

“Gllummbb! Mmm!”

The other two were still pulling and straining. Shana tugged with both hands, causing both women to stumble forward, and then stepped behind them and firmly started kicking at their shins.

“Get in! In!”

“Oooffm! Sttpp!”

“Gggmmph! Mmmph!”

Both of the other dolls struggled and pulled, doing their best to not get in the vehicle. Shana was seeing red, burning hot frustration and anger clouding her vision and her reason. How dare her dolls misbehave her like this?

They should be grateful! I could have left them to be bought by some sweaty, overweight guy! Her dolls didn’t know how great they had it, and now they were acting like this?

Gritting her teeth and grunting in anger and frustration, she planted her foot between Caitlyn’s firm butt cheeks and pushed. Caitlyn let out a whine and stumbled into the vehicle, and then Shana grabbed Janet and shoved her into the car after the larger girl.

“Ummmph!” Janet whined, collapsing into the seat next to Caitlyn.

“Grrrmmph!” Caitlyn whined.

Shana didn’t stop to hear any more of their muffled complaints, and slammed the rear door and hurried around to the front of the vehicle. She practically ripped the driver’s side door open, jumped in, and pulled down the top visor where the keys were, all the while the dolls continued to struggle in the back.

“Mmmmph mmmm!”

“Urrrgg ggmmmph!”

“Offfmmm gggmmm!”

Shana paid them no mind as she started the vehicle and backed out of the garage, hitting the automatic garage door control on the top visor as she did. The car wasn’t even halfway out of the garage when the door started to pull closed. Outside, the evening was lit up by the blue and red flashing lights, which were only a few blocks away now. Panicking partiers ran to their vehicles or along the road, creating mass pandemonium outside of the beach house.

Her heart was fluttering in her chest as Shana tried to back out of the driveway around the panicking young people bobbing and weaving around the car. Instinct told her to blare the wheel, but the cautious voice in her head told her not to for fear of drawing attention to the car and the three bound and gagged women in the back seat.

Speaking of the three bound and gagged women, two of them had noticed the red and blue lights, sirens, and rush of fleeing bodies around them and were acting accordingly.

“Hllllp! Hhhllpp mss!”

“Mmmmph! Urgggm! Mmmph”

Both Caitlyn and Janet moaned out the windows, pleading with the fleeing young people, but the partiers weren’t stopping to pay attention. Then, as Shana pulled around, a young man fell on top of the hood of the car. Shana slammed the breaks and stared at him, and he gawked right back.

“Ummmph! Hhrrry!” Janet moaned, leaning forward.

“Urrgg mmmph! Mmmph!” Caitlyn followed suit.

Shana froze, every muscle in her body tensing, her hands practically twisting the steering wheel into knots. One part of her just said to drive off and let the young man roll off of the hood, and the other part of her was just frozen in terror. Her eyes met the young man’s, and he stared wide eyed back at her. Time seemed to stand still around them.

Then the sirens seemed almost deafening, coming from seemingly every direction, and the young man rolled off of the hood of the car and ran off into the night. Shana didn’t waste any more time and hit the gas pedal.

“Mmmooo!” Janet moaned after the young man.

“Ummm mmmmph!” Caitlyn responded.

Shana sped off down the road in the opposite direction of the approaching police cruisers. Young people dove off of the road and away from the speeding car. In the rearview mirror, she saw as the police vehicles all came to a halt outside her beach house. All three of her dolls turned to look out the back window at the cars and house growing more and more distant behind them. Other vehicles, those belonging to the partiers, were also pulling away from the house as fast as they could.

Her foot was planted on the gas pedal and her car darted through the night, leaving everything far behind them. In a few moments, the flashing lights of the police cars were distant specs of light. Shana didn’t slow down though, determined to keep going until those specs of light had completely vanished behind her.

She realized that she was shaking all over, and her half naked body under the robe was soaked with cold perspiration. Behind her, both Caitlyn and Janet let out whines of disappointment into their gags.

Good! She thought, let them be disappointed. Once she got them back to her place, they would be in for a world of punishment.

She pulled onto the highway and realized she was going over eighty miles per hour, and let off the gas, realizing that she didn’t want to have escaped from the beach house only to get pulled over. Now that the house was behind her and she was on her way to the airfield, Shana took a long breath and gave herself time to think. She knew that she wasn’t in the clear, no doubt she would be getting a call from Autumn soon, or the police.

No officer, I let my daughter and her friends stay at the house. I didn’t know they would be drinking! She would play the clueless parent, and smile and apologize to the police, doing whatever she could to smooth this over and put it all behind them.

Shana wondered how Autumn was doing now. Was she looking for her now, wondering where her mother was? A wave of guilt washed over Shana, realizing that she should have stopped and helped her daughter.

No, she had to look out for herself. If anything happened to her, it would affect Autumn too. Shana helped build Autumn’s empire, and she had to help maintain it. Autumn was fine, and would be fine. The best thing Shana could do was get to the airfield and escape without further trouble.

She looked in the rearview mirror at her dolls, all staring out the windows, occasionally whimpering into their gags. They were probably just as scared as her right now, and they should be.

An all new world of trouble was in store for Caitlyn and Janet. They would be taught that they had to behave for their master. Eva though, had proven that Shana was right to trust her, and she would be rewarded nicely for her behavior.

3.

“Hrrmmm, gmmm…” Eva turned and flashed her juicy, thonged ass at Janet, tearing the other woman’s attention away from the rear view window.

“Grrmrm!” Janet grunted at Eva, not in the mood. The vehicle had slowed to a reasonable speed, no doubt Shana didn’t want to draw attention, and Janet was hoping that she could signal for help from a passing vehicle or pedestrian.

So far though, the road had been relatively empty, but Janet stayed on edge and sat straight up in the backseat.

“Hurrrm cmmm mmm…” Eva sighed again, and wiggled her ass at Janet.

Janet sighed again and turned to face the bound and gagged Latina. Eva picked at her thong with her manacled hands and then batted her eyes at Janet.

“Hrrrmm…” Janet huffed. Eva’s tight leather thong was bunched high up her ass crack in what looked to be a very uncomfortable way. Earlier that night, Shana had been giving Eva a wedgie, and though Eva seemed to be enjoying it at that moment, now it apparently wasn’t so enjoyable.

The gag made it impossible for Eva to voice her intentions, but Janet understood her just fine: Eva wanted her to pull her thong out of her ass.

“Grrm…” Janet sighed and turned away. Next to her, Caitlyn too had her attention glued to outside, no doubt having the same thought as Janet.

“Mmmm…” Eva rubbed her ass against Janet’s bare thigh, causing Janet to grumble into her gag.

She considered ignoring Eva, but the Latina had a way of being persistent, and Janet realized that she could trust Caitlyn to keep an eye on things outside.

Trust Caitlyn… It was strange that Janet even thought that, seeing how when she first met Caitlyn and Eva they had kidnapped her.

How long ago was that? Janet realized that she had no idea how long she had been a prisoner. At some point, Caitlyn and Eva had gone from captors to captives alongside Janet and Felicia, along with Gina. Then that other woman, Lisa had joined them briefly as a prisoner before being rescued by Shelly, who then sold the other women.

At least, that was the plan. Janet didn’t know what happened that night on the docks, but something had gone wrong. All she knew was that she found herself on a boat with Caitlyn and Eva, and no sign of Gina or Felicia. She didn’t know how long they had been captives of the traffickers, but then they had been sold to this woman, Shana.

Who was now spiriting them off to who-knows-where.

There was one thing Janet did know though: tonight was the night she got free.

Whatever had happened at the house spooked Shana, Janet could see that. There must have been some sort of party or something going on, but then the cops showed up. Shana’s actions since then had been frantic, and Janet knew that their captor was liable to make a mistake in her panicked state, and when she did, Janet would capitalize.

“Cmmm mmnn…” Eva sighed, still wiggling her ass against Janet’s thigh.

“Hrrgg ffmm!” Janet moaned, and turned on her side and reached out with her bound hands.

Eva moaned in pleasure and pressed herself against Janet, her luscious ass cheeks pressing against Janet’s thonged butt. Janet’s fingers found the top of Eva’s thong and moved down to the thin strip of fabric that was bunched up the Latina’s ass.

“Ohhmm mmm…” Eva sighed.

Janet grumbled and tugged on Eva’s thong, pulling it free from the Latina’s large ass.

“Ohhmmm…” Eva continued.

Then Janet let go, and the thong snapped in place back between Eva’s butt cheeks.

“Hmmm gmmm…” She thanked Janet and batted her eyes.

“Hurrmmm…” Janet grumbled and sat straight again.

“Hllp!” Caitlyn whined out the window at a passing car. Janet perked up and turned towards the window as well.

“Hmmmph!” She cried, but the car kept going, giving no sign that the driver noticed the bound and gagged women in the back seat.

“Ullmmph…” Caitlyn turned to whine at Janet, who nodded in agreement.

Once again, Janet was reminded at how strange it was that she now trusted this woman, but they were in this situation together. It was reasonable to put aside differences in this case. Eva though was a different situation. Janet still wasn’t sure if she could trust the Latina, who seemed to be enjoying being a captive a little too much. It made Janet wonder what Eva would do if they attempted to escape.

Not if they attempted to escape, when.

Janet turned to watch Shana, whose eyes kept shifting from the road to her “dolls” as she called them in the back seat. Shana’s robe had shifted in the confusion, exposing plenty of her impressive cleavage. Their captor had calmed somewhat but still seemed frazzled by what happened earlier, which was good, it meant she could still make a mistake.

Janet steeled herself, promising herself that she would escape tonight. Felicia needed her.

The image of Felicia, Jessica, and that Lisa in that video kept dancing through Janet’s head. She tried to imagine the series of events that lead to Felicia starring in those videos, but every time she did, it sent a shudder through her. One thing she was sure of was that none of those women were participating in those videos of their own volition.

What about Gina? She too had been separated from them that night at the docks. Had Gina gotten away? Or had another dark fate befell her.

Once Janet got free she would find out, but her first priority was getting free, and then her second priority was finding Felicia. Jessica’s presence in those videos was a shock to Janet too. Her and Jessica had known each other years ago when they were both starting out as models, they had been… close. Janet left the modeling industry, while Jessica had a much more tumultuous journey. She had gained weight, and then put herself through a rigorous fitness regimen and marketed herself as an inspiring success story, which skyrocketed her career.

How did she get involved in those videos though? Had she been kidnapped too?

Janet would find out, she supposed. That was what rocked her the most when she saw the video, not that Felicia had been forced to participate in these videos, but that like Janet, Felicia too was a prisoner. One thing that helped get Janet through her captivity was the fantasy that Felicia was out there, looking for her. She had a vision of one day Felicia kicking down the door, arresting Shana, and freeing Janet from her life as a prisoner. Now, Janet knew that was nothing but an empty fantasy, and that Felicia wasn’t coming for her.

Then the vehicle slowed, and Janet looked up to see Shana steering towards an exit ramp.

“Mmeep!” Janet perked up, as did Caitlyn next to her.

“Urrggh!” The muscular girl squealed next to her.

Both Janet and Caitlyn looked out the windows, hoping to see people or cars, but the sports car seemed to be the only vehicle out that night. Janet guessed that it must be late in the evening if no one was out on the road, which certainly didn’t bode well for Janet’s flimsy plan of getting someone’s attention.

I’ll just have to improvise a new plan as I go. She thought, turning to look out the front window. It was obvious that Shana was struggling to keep going at the speed limit, but their captor also knew enough to be cautious.

The car made several other turns along dark, winding roads, and eventually down a long drive. Ahead, Janet saw lights, the trees thinning out, and looming structures in the darkness. As they continued down the dark, winding drive, Janet realized where they were…

An airfield!

A small airfield, most likely for private air travel. The car was headed straight for a large hangar, and Janet perked up, thinking that there must be employees or something around the area.

“Hurrmm…” She peered out of every window. The landing strip was lit up, as well as the control towers, but she didn’t see any employees anywhere.

Shana pulled the car up outside a large hangar and idled there for a moment, turned to look at her prisoners in the backseat, and then to the hangar, and back to her prisoners.

“Ullmm mmph…” Janet leaned forward, peering out the window.

“Gummm…” Caitlyn moaned, doing the same.

Shana seemed to be having some sort of internal debate, but then put the car in park, took her keys, and opened the door.

“I’ll be right back.” Her voice was stern, and she glared at them for another moment and then stepped out of the vehicle, slamming the door behind her and hurrying towards the building.

“Umm hmm!” Janet leaned forward, watching Shana disappear into the darkness, and then turned to Caitlyn.

“Grrmm hmm!” Caitlyn nodded.

This was their moment! Janet knew it! She also knew they couldn’t waste any more time. Every second wasted was a moment that Shana could be returning. Still, how to get free? Janet’s eyes scanned the car for something, anything she could use to get off the manacles.

“Urrmmpphh…” Caitlyn turned to look out the window, and Janet’s eyes followed, and went down, focusing on Caitlyn’s manacles wrists, hovering around her thonged ass.

That’s it! Janet’s eyes lit up and she turned around and pressed her back against Caitlyn’s.

“Mmmph!” Caitlyn squealed in surprise.

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” Janet vocalized through the gag, her hands fumbling for the manacles around Caitlyn’s wrists.

“Wummf?” Caitlyn whined and shied away, not understanding Janet’s intent.

“Hurrmmpph…” Janet sighed through her gag. Caitlyn wasn’t the brightest lightbulb, and trying to make her understand while being gagged was proving to be a chore.

“Urrmmm hmm!” Janet moaned, her fingers fumbling at the buckle of Caitlyn’s manacles.

“Grrrmm hmm mmmph!” Caitlyn whined and tried to pull away, apparently under the impression that a spell of horniness or something had come over Janet.

“Urrrmm mmph!” Janet moaned, finally finding the clasp on the manacles and working at it with her fingers.

“Mmmm!” Caitlyn’s eyes widened as she figured out what Janet was doing.

“Ummm hmmm!” Janet nodded and continued to work at undoing the buckle that secured the manacles around Caitlyn’s wrist. Caitlyn, now enthusiastically on board with the plan, pressed her back against Janet’s and stared to work away at Janet’s manacles with her own hands.

“Wmmm mmm?” Eva mumbled from her end of the back seat, craning her neck to see what her fellow prisoners were up to.

Janet ignored her and kept working away at Caitlyn’s restraints.

“Hummph! Grrmm mmph!” Eva whined, apparently not enjoying being left out.

Janet ignored her and felt the buckle on Caitlyn’s restraints loosen and then started using her fingers to pull the small leather strap that tightened the buckle free.

“Ummp… mmmph!” Caitlyn moaned in excitement, no doubt feeling the manacles loosen.

“Hrry… cmmm mmnn!” Eva moaned and kicked Janet in the shin, but Janet ignored her as she worked on Caitlyn’s manacles. As she worked on freeing the other girl’s wrists, she felt her own manacles loosening.

Janet’s fingers worked fast over Caitlyn’s manacles but she made sure they were steady and firm too. She knew they had to be fast but careful because every wasted moment was a moment that Shana could be returning.

Then she felt the leather strip fall free from the buckle on Caitlyn’s manacles and they loosened around the larger girl’s wrist.

“Eeemp!” Caitlyn’s squealed, and pulled her wrist free.

“Ufff mm! Mmp!” Janet nodded, feeling Caitlyn’s hands move from her own manacles. Like the other girl, she slipped her wrist out of the loose manacle and started to unfasten the other one.

“Wummmf! Mmmoo!” Eva whined next to them, watching with wide eyes as they removed the manacles and tossed them to the ground.

Once their wrists were free, Caitlyn and Janet removed the manacles from their ankles, and then reached up and removed the muzzles from their mouths, tossing them to the ground along with their other discarded bonds. Both women let out gasps, thankful for their mouths to be free, and stretched their jaws.

“Urrrmm hmmmph! Ggmmm!” Eva whined, still glaring at them with wide eyes.

Janet ignored the still manacled Latina and twisted around in the back seat to scan out the windows. The coast still looked clear, with no sign of Shana.

“We have to go.” Janet put a hand on Caitlyn’s shoulder and the larger girl nodded.

“What about Eva?” Caitlyn motioned to the still bound and gagged Latina.

“Umm hmm…” Eva glared at them.

“She… doesn’t look very happy that we got free.”

“Umm hmm…” Eva continued to glare.

“But… we can’t leave her.” Caitlyn whined.

Janet sighed. Given all that she had suffered at the hands of Eva, she wouldn’t mind leaving her, plus it looked Eva wanted to be left behind.

“Does it look like she would want to go free?” Janet motioned to Eva.

Janet thought that it may seem like she was coming off cruel, but she was worried that Eva would come off as a liability in their escape attempt, and didn’t want anything compromising her freedom, again.

“Not really…” Caitlyn furrowed her brow and eyed up Eva.

“MMMMMPPH!” Eva suddenly cried out and started thrashing around.

Oh no… Janet backed away, watching as the Latina started kicking, screaming into her gag, and whipping her hair in a frenzy.

“MMMMPH! GGRRRRMMMM MMMMPH! NNNMMMPH!” Eva’s bound feet started slamming into the front seat as hard as they could.

“Oh God, we got to leave.” Janet pushed Caitlyn towards the door.

“But, Eva…” Caitlyn stuttered.

“Go!” Janet pushed open the door and shoved Caitlyn out.

“GRRRRMMPH! UMMMM GGGM! MMMMPH!” Eva continued to toss, kick, and throw a tantrum in the back seat.

Janet didn’t need to read Eva’s mind to know what the Latina was doing, she was trying to make as much noise as possible to draw Shana over to them. It wasn’t enough for Eva to remain Shana’s prisoner, she wanted the others as well.

Janet followed Caitlyn out and slammed the door, which only slightly muffled Eva’s gagged cries.

“GRRRRMMM MMPH! UMMPH!” She seemed deafening despite the gag and closed doors. Eva started kicking the doors and windows, causing the car to rock slightly. Janet didn’t know if the car had an alarm, but didn’t want to hang around to find out.

“Come on!” She grabbed Caitlyn’s arm and pulled her towards one of the large buildings.

Both thong clad women ran across the landing strip, not stopping to look back. Right now Janet’s vague plan was to maybe find a phone or radio and call for help, or maybe find a car?

She doubted there was just a car waiting around, but didn’t pilots and passengers leave their cars around the air field when they went up? It was a possibility. One thing she certainly knew was that she had no idea how to fly a plane so that was definitely out.

“Hey!” She heard a voice cry out. Turning her head, she saw Shana stepping out of the large, open doors of one of the hangars. Inside was brightly lit, revealing a small, private plan behind her. Shana’s fists were balled, and her robe billowed in the wind behind her.

“Run!” Janet pulled on Caitlyn and they charged in the opposite direction.

Instead of chasing after them, Shana started running towards the parked car.

Oh no…

Janet picked up speed, Caitlyn running a few paces ahead. The other girl was younger and more in shape, and was no doubt used to cardio, and as they ran, Caitlyn gained more and more distance from Janet.

“Caitlyn… wait…” Janet huffed, feeling a burning in her chest. Her time as being a prisoner was not good for her physical well being, and she wasn’t used to such activity.

Then she heard the car engine start behind them and quickened her pace. Ahead of her, Caitlyn too started to run faster, her muscular ass cheeks jiggling up and down around her thong.

Headlights fell on the half naked women and Janet heard the car barreling down on them. Both of them split off, Janet running in one direction and Caitlyn the other. Janet didn’t even stop to think about the other girl and just ran, the only thought in her mind was getting away from the pursuing vehicle.

Janet heard the car skid to a halt as Shana debated on which woman to pursue, and Janet used that opportunity to sprint off of the landing strip and into the shadows between several of the large hangars. She pressed herself against the side of one of the large, metal structures and peered out onto the landing strip to see what was happening. Shana’s car sat there, idling, but she never stepped out.

What about Caitlyn? Janet wondered. Was Caitlyn doing like her and cowering in the shadows, waiting on Shana’s next move? Or had Shana somehow recaptured the larger girl? What about Eva? Was she still bound and gagged in the backseat?

Most likely… Janet realized. Shana would no doubt reward Eva for her loyalty.

Not loyalty… obedience

The car sat there for another moment, and then started to turn. Janet stiffened and shrunk back into the darkness more. Turning her head, she saw a large fence topped with barbed wire behind her. She was trapped in this alley, but still she kept retreating and pulling back. On the landing strip, Shana’s car pulled ahead and out of sight, but Janet didn’t relax. Just because she didn’t see it, didn’t mean she was out of danger.

She turned to eye up the large metal hangars on either side of her. Right now she was trapped between these two buildings, and Shana could very well just be lying in wait, knowing that Janet had no way out. Then she saw the round, protruding end of a door knob further down the alley leading into one of the hangars.

Yes!

A side door! Perfect! Janet scurried back towards the door, keeping her eyes out on landing strip in case Shana decided to pop up and surprise her. Once again, she found herself wondering about Caitlyn and what became of her, but Janet knew that she couldn’t waste time or energy looking for the other girl. Every moment spent was a moment that Shana could get her. With any luck, Caitlyn had slipped away and was well on her way to safety.

And hopefully Janet would be too.

She finished backing towards the door and gripped the knob. It turned easily in her hand and Janet’s heart fluttered

It’s open!

She really didn’t have a plan for once she got into the hangar, but Janet figured she would improvise somehow. Maybe she could find a phone or a radio or something.

Still facing the air strip Janet pulled the door open wide enough to fit her body through and slipped in, gently closing the door behind her. She turned to find herself facing Shana’s private plane, still facing the open hangar doors and the evening beyond. Her blood froze and she stiffened, expecting Shana to jump out and snatch her…

But nothing happened. The night was still. There wasn’t even a sign of the sports car outside the hangar doors. Was Shana driving around looking for them? Or had she panicked and drove off, deciding to cut her losses.

Janet eyed the plane. Don’t airplanes have radios? Could she call for help inside the plane?

Then she saw an enclosed area with a door and large windows looking out into the hangar at the front near the large bay doors. An office!

Her heart leapt There was bound to be a phone in the office!

Janet took another quick scan of the hangar and, still staying crouched, scurried towards the office. Hopefully her luck would keep up and the door would be unlocked too. Her eyes kept scanning the hangar and air strip beyond as she ran, looking not only for Shana, but for Caitlyn as well. She also kept her eyes out for something she could use as a weapon if need be. If she successfully called for help, then she might have to defend herself until it came.

She passed a tool chest and paused for a moment to grab a hammer from the top.

Yes!

Now that she did have a weapon, let Shana, who was clad in nothing but a bathrobe and panties, try to mess with her now.

Shana continued on to the office, feeling the weight of the hammer in her grip, and felt bolder and bolder with every step she took. There was no way Shana would mess with her now. Shana might have felt big and tough when they were all tied up, but now Janet was free, and no one was stopping her.

She reached the office and reached out to grab the door knob and froze.

Parked on the other side of the hangar, tucked against the wall, was the white sports car.

Janet’s heart started pounding like a jackhammer as she stared the parked vehicle. The plane had obscured it from her view when she first snuck into the hangar, but there it was now, plain as day.

Janet tightened her grip on the hammer and raised it up, looking around for any sign of movement. Everything was still and quiet.

She turned towards the office and braced herself, hammer at the ready, and twisted the door knob. It was unlocked. Janet swallowed, took a breath, and pulled the door open.

Shana waited on the other side of the office, sitting in a chair with her legs crossed, facing the door. She glared at Janet with harsh, angry eyes, and Janet met her gaze with cold intensity and then looked at the desk behind Shana, where a phone sat waiting.

“I’m getting to that phone,” Janet tried to keep her voice even, calm, and a little threatening. “You can get out of my way now, or I can move you.” She raised the hammer higher to accentuate her point.

“Oh, I wouldn’t do that, chicka.” An accented voice called from the other side of the hangar.

Janet felt her blood run cold.

Oh no…

Her jaw dropped, and with the hammer still raised, she turned towards the voice.

Eva was stepping out from behind the plane, pushing Caitlyn in front of her. It looked like Caitlyn had her hands secured behind her back, but Eva kept her hand clamped over the larger girl’s mouth to keep her quiet. Caitlyn’s eyes were wide and pleading.

“Why don’t you put that down.” Eva smiled, keeping her grip tight on Caitlyn’s mouth.

Caitlyn didn’t make any sounds but her wide eyes and the rapid rise and fall of her large breasts told Janet everything she needed to know. Janet turned back to Shana to see her smile and hold up a cut phone line.

Then Janet turned back to Eva and her hostage, Caitlyn. Eva had her large, shark like grin on her face and watched Janet intently, waiting for her next move.

Janet lowered the hammer and tossed it away. They had her.

Again...

4.

They were thousands of feet in the air, with Marston’s Pointe well behind them, and Shana was thankful for the clear skies ahead because she could not take her eyes off of the thong clad Latina in the co-pilot’s seat. Eva was a goddess, a once in a lifetime woman, and not only did she belong to Shana, but she wanted to belong to Shana.

Once again, Shana’s eyes strayed from the sky ahead to Eva, who was right now leaning over to look out the side of the window, baring her beautiful, thonged behind to Shana. Just the sight of Eva’s ass got Shana’s blood pumping. It was firm and plump, and perfectly spank-able. Eva must have sensed Shana’s eyes on her, because she shifted slightly in her seat, baring more of her ass to Shana, and turning her head to batt her eyes at the woman flying the plane.

“Shouldn’t you be looking ahead?” Eva asked, flashing her brilliant smile.

“Oh, I am.” Shana smiled back and turned to look out the front window.

Shana’s original plan was to slowly give Eva more freedom to see how much she could trust her, but Eva had earned her trust in a single night. She didn’t know what she would have done if her dolls had escaped. Most likely she would have gotten on her plane and headed to Mexico, but Eva, Eva was loyal. Eva had tried to warn Shana through her gag that the other two were escaping, and in desperation, Shana let the Latina loose, hoping that she could trust her.

Oh she could trust Eva. Eva easily overcome the big one, Caitlyn, and used her to make Janet surrender. Now both of the dolls were tied up in the back, and Eva was here, riding in the co-pilot’s seat while Shana flew.

“Eva, what you did back there,” Shana began, and Eva turned to meet her gaze. “I want to reward you for it.”

“Oh, I think I know how you can reward me.” She licked her lips and Shana smiled.

“Still, you had the chance to escape.” Shana pressed. She was grateful for Eva’s help, but was curious to know more. This was a woman that she had seen every day for months but barely knew.

“Yes?” Eva looked confused.

“Didn’t you… have a life before this?” Shana asked. It was a subject that she hated to think about. Every time the thought crossed her mind as to what her dolls had been before she bought them, she got a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach.

There was something else too. Was Eva hoping to earn her freedom by helping Shana? As much as she hated to have this serious conversation, she knew they had to have it. If Eva thought that Shana was going to let her go free… that was out of the question.

Besides, Eva had the chance to escape at the air field and didn’t. Shana told herself, but Eva seemed more… cunning than the other two, and possibly thought she could go free with no resistance on Shana’s part.

“I did,” Eva began. “But… I prefer this life. To be owned, and own… it’s… invigorating.” A shudder went through Eva as she spoke.

“So you want to stay with me?” Shana asked.

“Oh, I want to stay,” Eva leaned forward, giving Shana a view of her bountiful, mocha breasts. “I want you to dominate me, I want to dominate you, and I want to dominate those two in the back. It’s the only life I want.”

Now it was Shana’s turn to shiver in excitement. Not only did she have a doll in Eva, but a partner. Then there was that bit about dominating Shana. She had never let anyone dominate her before. Could she let Eva do it to her?

Of course she could. Another shudder ran through her body and she felt her skin rise at the thought. She could have a life with Eva and their two dolls.

What about Autumn? The thought flashed through her mind, bringing her mood down. She still hadn’t heard anything from Autumn since she escaped Marston’s Pointe.

Autumn was fine, and would be fine. She would contact Shana when she was ready, and she would cross that bridge when she got there.

Shana reached out and stroked Eva’s chin.

“I think we’re going to enjoy each other.” She smiled.

“We already have.” Eva smiled back.

“We’re going to be landing soon. Why don’t you go back and make sure our passengers won’t draw any attention when we do.” Shana turned her attention back to the front window.

Eva stood up and ran a finger along Shana’s neck, sending another shiver down her spine.

“With pleasure.” Eva purred, and slunk towards the door leading to the passenger area. Shana turned her head to watch Eva go, mesmerized by the sensuous way her ass cheeks shifted up and down around her thong when she watched.

Shana felt herself getting wet again. She could barely wait until they landed and she and Eva could have time together.

Outside the front window, Shana could see the dawn peeking over the horizon, and the new possibilities it brought.

***

Janet tugged on her manacles for what felt like the thousandth time, but they held firm.

At least we’re not gagged. She thought, but then again, this high up, who was there to call to for help? In the aisle next to her, Caitlyn grunted and strained against her manacles as well, but she was secured just as tightly.

Out the window, Janet could see the darkness starting to lift around them. It was a new day, and a new imprisonment awaited them. She tried to shift in her seat to see if she could get a view of the topography below them, but her captors had used the seatbelts to strap her to the seat tightly. Shana had learned from their escape attempt at the airfield, and had Caitlyn secured to a seat on the other side of the aisle from Janet. Both prisoners had their hands and feet secured with manacles again, and the seat belts kept them firm in their seats.

“Caitlyn,” Janet huffed. “Can you see out your window?”

Caitlyn strained against her seat belt to try and peer out her window. Like Janet, Caitlyn was secured in the aisle seat. The muscular girl strained and pulled, heaving against the constricting seat belt, but then leaned back, gasping.

“I can’t…” She sighed, her large breasts heaving up and down from the exertion. “Where do you think they’re taking us?” Caitlyn asked.

“I don’t know… It can’t be far…” Janet answered. She didn’t know much about planes, but this was a small one. Weren’t they called puddle jumpers? Either way, Janet didn’t think it was a plane meant for long trips.

“Eva… I can’t believe it.” Caitlyn shook her head.

“It’s okay.” Janet tried to reassure her.

Caitlyn’s face was filled with deep regret, and anger.

“I’m sorry, I can’t believe they caught me.” Caitlyn turned to stare at the lifting darkness out her window.

“It wasn’t your fault.” Janet said in her most comforting voice.

Not that long ago, Janet hated this woman and resented her for playing a part in kidnapping her and Felicia, now here she was trying to console her.

Things certainly had changed a lot.

Caitlyn turned to face her now.

“I’m sorry, for what we did to you and Felicia.” Caitlyn looked her in the eye when she apologized. Her eyes were filled with deep sorrow, and her voice was low and trembling.

“It’s okay, it’s behind us now.” Janet turned to look out the window.

“Gina was going to let you guys go…” Caitlyn continued, and Janet’s head snapped back around to face her.

“What?” Janet furrowed her brow.

“Gina told me. She felt bad and was going to let you guys go… but then Tanya and Shelly got us.” Caitlyn hung her head.

Janet only nodded. So Gina felt remorse too? Not only that, but they would be walking free right now if not for Shelly and Tanya.

Janet felt fresh anger welling up at those two women. She had no idea where they were now but she hoped they were paying for what they did.

Maybe when I rescue Felicia I’ll leave Lisa to stay as a captive. Janet smiled at the thought. That trio of women, Shelly, Tanya, and Lisa deserved a lifetime of punishment for what they did.

In a way, so did Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva, but it seemed like Caitlyn had learned from her punishments and wanted to make things better. Janet wasn’t sure about Gina, but she could only hope she did too. As for Eva, well…

“Hey, look at me…” Janet leaned forward and Caitlyn perked up.

“When we land, make as much noise and trouble as you can. We’re gonna bring so much trouble down on these two’s heads.”

Caitlyn nodded.

“We’re getting out of this and I am finding Felicia.” Janet sat up, looking as defiant as she could.

Caitlyn smiled, sat up, and nodded back.

Just at that moment, the door to the pilot’s cabin opened and Eva emerged. She was still clad in the leather thong and bra like the ones Caitlyn and Janet wore too, and in her hand she held two thick, black cloths.

She smiled at the prisoners and strode forward, raising her hand so they could see the black clothes that would no doubt be used to gag them, and Janet leaned back, dreading what was coming next…

5.

Shana was invigorated! They had landed and were now escorting their gagged prisoners to her car!

We made it! She thought, after all that she had been through this night, they were almost there.

Don’t get cocky though! Shana warned herself. She had almost made a big mistake earlier that night, one that almost lost her two of her dolls, but she wouldn’t do that again. Plus, now she had help.

The rising sun cast everything in a purple hue as the plane landed on the private airfield. Eva had done her job well and gagged both Janet and Caitlyn tightly with thick, black cloths.

“Urrrmm ggrrfff…” Janet moaned as Eva pulled on her and Caitlyn’s leashes, gathering them by the door.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmph!” Caitlyn whined.

Shana stepped over to Eva, took one of the leashes, and met the Latina’s eye. Eva winked and Shana winked back. She had done a brief survey of the airfield when they landed and it looked empty, but she still felt on edge about dragging two bound and gagged women out in the open to her parked car. It would feel like an eternity leading the two dolls through the open like that.

But there was something… invigorating about it too. Shana felt a thousand butterflies in her stomach at the thought, and her nipples were erect against her flimsy robe. She could tell Eva was excited at the prospect too, judging by how her nipples poked against her leather bra.

Then she reached out, pushed open the door, lowered the stairs leading from the plane, and they were off.

Eva took the lead, holding Caitlyn’s leash, dragging the struggling and whining girl behind her.

“Umrrrm! Grrrmm mmph! Mmmp!” Caitlyn whined as she stumbled after Eva, her beautiful, muscle bound ass cheeks flexing around her tight leather thong as Eva dragged her.

Janet was being feisty, pulling against the leash in an attempt to run in the opposite direction, but Shana wrapped the leash and pulled the struggling, big-breasted woman after her.

“Mmoo! Mmmmph!” Janet moaned, stumbling after Shana.

A morning breeze blew across the airfield as they ushered their prisoners to the car. Shana’s eyes kept scanning from side to side for any early morning fliers or employees, but right now the coast was clear.

And her eyes kept falling on Eva’s perfect ass in her thong as she dragged Caitlyn behind her, and then she shifted her focus to Caitlyn’s ass in her thong.

God, she couldn’t wait to get back to her place.

In another few minutes they were off the airfield and past the hangars. Shana’s car was parked just beyond them, and was the only car there this early. This particular car of hers was jet black, with tinted windows, which made it perfect for transporting gagged prisoners.

Good.. She smiled. After all that had happened, at least this was working out for them.

Still… anything could happen. Janet was still tugging and pulling.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph ggmm!” She moaned, pulling as hard as she could, and Shana gave another sharp tug of the leash. Janet’s large breasts heaved under the tight bra as she stumbled forward.

Normally this would be exhausting for Shana, and somewhere, deep inside, she was aware that she was exhausted, but there was an inner fire in her, a longing… a lust.

She wouldn’t have been able to do this alone for sure, but now she had help, a partner…

… a lover.

They reached the car without incident and tossed their struggling, moaning captives in the back seat, and then Eva got in the front passenger seat and Shana drove off towards home as Caitlyn and Janet moaned helplessly in the back.

As Shana drove her eyes kept flitting to the rearview mirror and the way both Caitlyn and Janet were struggling, arching their backs while they strained against their ropes and pushing out their large breasts. Both women kept moaning into the black clothes pulled tight between their teeth. Eva couldn’t resist either, staring back at them and then at Shana.

Then her eyes met Eva’s. The Latina’s eyes were filled with a deep, primal hunger, something that Shana knew could never be sated.

Lord knows I’ll try.

A shiver ran from Shana’s leg all the way up to her chest, and she looked down to see Eva brushing aside the robe and stroking her bare thigh.

“Better keep your eyes on the road.” Eva batted her eyes at Shana.

Shana swallowed and turned to the road ahead, deciding that she was going to take the long way filled with back roads home. Despite the tinted windows, she didn’t want to risk being stuck in traffic with two kidnapped women in the back seat.

“Mmurrghh! Mmmpph!” Caitlyn moaned and turned so that her back was against Janet’s.

“Mmmph!” Janet turned and bared her thonged ass towards Caitlyn, and Shana knew that they were trying to undo each other’s manacles like they had before.

Eva saw this too, and reached out, grabbed Janet’s leash, and pulled.

“Ullumm!” Janet moaned, being yanked back..

Shana watched, mesmerized, eyes drifting from the rearview mirror to the road ahead. Eva held Janet’s leash in one hand and used the other to undo the sash on Shana’s robe.

In the backseat, Caitlyn shuffled forward.

“Mmpph mm!” She moaned, shuffling towards Janet.

Shana felt her robe fall open, exposing her bare breasts and hard, erect nipples.

“Oh, I may have to go back there and make sure they behave.” Eva’s finger danced over Shana’s nipple, provoking a sigh from her.

Shana kept one hand on the wheel and used the other to push down her panties.

“Go…” She sighed, almost overwhelmed with arousal. It took all of her concentration to focus on the road ahead.

Then she was rewarded with the sight of Eva’s curved, thonged buttocks as she scurried over the front seat and into the back. Shana had to turn her attention to the road ahead and saw that a sharp, steep turn was approaching.

“Mmmph! Mmmo!”

“Grrllmm! Gllmummph!” The girl’s moaned from the back seat, but Shana couldn’t turn to see what was happening, she had to keep her eyes on the road ahead.

She gripped the wheel with both hands but her body cried out for relief. It took all of her concentration to focus on the road.

“Mmmph!”

“Mmmoo!”

Shana was wiggling back and forth on the seat, the low rumble of the car barely enough to satiate her. Just the sounds! The sounds were music to her ears!

“Urrg ggmm mmph!”

“Ummm oohmm! Mmmlltt gmmmp!”

Shana sighed again, shifting back and forth. She wanted nothing more than stick her hand between her legs and go to town, to release everything built up in her…

Then she was past the curve and onto straight road, and looked in the rearview.

Eva was seated between the two captives, one hand over Janet’s clenched mouth, and the other clutching one of Caitlyn’s bare breasts. The Latina must have pulled both women’s large breasts free from their restrictive bras. Janet’s large, natural, and a dark tan was accented with a fading tan line, and her breasts heaved and bounced with every move the car made. Caitlyn’s breasts were rounder and lighter, obviously surgically enhanced but never the less still very appealing to the eye.

Shana couldn’t contain herself anymore, and lowered one hand between her legs while the other stayed on the wheel.

“Eyes on the road.” Eva giggled, tightening her hold on Janet’s gagged mouth.

“Mmmph!” Janet protested.

“Mmmgggmm!” Caitlyn moaned as Eva massaged her giant breast.

Waves of pleasure sprouted up through Shana’s body like a geyser as she pleasured herself to the sight. It was all… too much… Eva and the girls in the backseat, and then the added thrill of driving…

Shana moaned and shuddered, struggling to keep her grip on the wheel and her eyes on the road. Her body was rebelling against her, demanding all of her attention. She hunched forward, feeling the beads of sweat running down her mostly naked body and more convulsions as the geysers of hot arousal welled up inside of her.

“Ummm ggmm!” Caitlyn cried as Eva let go of Janet and pressed against Caitlyn from behind and grasped both of her giant breasts.

“Ugggmmm… mmmph!” Caitlyn wiggled and bit hard on her gag.

“Mmmmo!” Janet nudged Eva with her shoulder, trying to force the Latina off of the bigger woman. Eva shifted so that Caitlyn was between her and Janet.

Shana was going faster now, her foot pressing hard on the gas and her fingers dancing vibrantly between her legs, each movement bringing a new fountain of sensation.

Another turn. She took it wide, crying out as she had to move her hand from between her legs to the steering wheel.

“Careful, if we were still cops we would arrest you for reckless driving.” Eva giggled and pulled Caitlyn tighter against it.

What? They were cops? It passed through Shana’s head briefly before she was distracted again by the pulsing between her legs, crying out for release.

Her foot went hard on the pedal and her hand went back between her legs. She was moaning now, crying out and heaving forward with every movement her hand made.

Eva shuffled across the backseat towards Janet, who shrank back.

“Mmooo! Mmmmph!” Janet tossed her head back and forth, but Eva was an unstoppable force that could not be contained. She pressed herself against Janet and her greedy hands clutched the woman’s bare breasts.

“Remember when you were mine? I miss those days?” Eva sighed.

“Umm hmmph!” Janet shook her head, and Eva bent over and wrapped her lips around one of her nipples.

That was it, Shana couldn’t restrain herself. She felt herself come and slammed back in her seat, her fingers still racing around between her legs as the orgasm welled up from deep inside and spread to every muscle in her body.

The vehicle swerved and Shana shot up, gripping the wheel with both hands, gasping as the orgasm continued to ebb and flow through her. She righted the vehicle and continued on, still shaking as she drove on.

Eva pulled away from Janet and smiled as Shana took several breaths and continued on the road home.

***

“Here we are, home sweat home.” Shana pulled up in the circle outside the mansion and put the car in park. Part of her wondered what the girls would think when they saw her home, but then again, after the beach house, they shouldn’t be surprised.

“Ohh…” Eva leaned past Janet in the backseat and looked out the window. “Nice.”

Even Janet and Caitlyn both looked at it with wonder.

They should be, Shana smiled. Prisoners could do a lot worse.

Her mansion made the beach house look modest by comparison. She and Eva could lose each other for hours in it if they wanted to… and she intended to.

After parking, Shana hiked up her panties. Her home was secluded in the hills, but she still felt strange stepping outside in practically nothing. She left the robe open though, and stepped out of her car to face the brilliant morning sun and breeze which caused her robe to billow out behind her, exposing her almost full nudity.

“Ummfff mmp!” Janet stumbled out of the back seat, with Eva nudging her along. Eva held Janet’s leash in one hand and Caitlyn’s in the other.

“Urrggg ggmm!” Caitlyn stumbled out after the Latina.

Shana stepped over towards the Latina and reach out to take one of the leashes. Eva’s eyes widened at the sight of Shana’s body as the robe blew in the breeze around her.

“I hope you didn’t tire yourself out in the car.” Eva smiled.

“Of course not.” Shana stepped forward. Their bodies were so close, and she was mesmerized by the steady heaving up and down of Eva’s breasts.

Then Shana found herself leaning forward, lowering her head towards Eva’s. Eva stepped forward to meet her..

Their lips met, locking around each other’s. Eva tasted sweet, like candy. Then their tongues intertwined. Shana felt another flush of moisture between her legs and grabbed Caitlyn’s leash.

“Let me show you the place.” Shana started towards the house, dragging Caitlyn behind her.

Eva kept pace, and both of them kept straying looks at each other. In a few paces they were at the door, and Shana unlocked it and ushered them inside the large foyer.

Eva’s eyes almost bugged out of her head at the spacious, wide interior. Even the gagged prisoners’ eyes widened in surprise.

“Urrmmm…” Janet moaned.

“Grrmmm…” Caitlyn added.

“Why don’t we start in the bedroom?” Shana asked.

Eva perked up but motioned to the dolls.

“Where shall we put them?” She cocked a head at Janet.

“Mmmumm mmmp?” Janet shifted her gaze between them.

Shana bit her lip, considering for a moment…

Then her eyes fell on large, ornamental brass hooks hanging from a wall, meant to be coat hooks.

“Here, help me…” Shana started dragging Caitlyn over towards the hooks.

Eva, sensing Shana’s intent, wrapped Janet’s leash around a nearby pillar and stepped forward to help the other woman.

“Mmooo! Mmmph! Grrmm” Caitlyn pulled and struggled, but Eva came over and pulled the bigger girl along with Shana.

“Ummmph! Mmmm gggmm!” Caitlyn whined as they positioned her under one of the hooks, and then they each took a grip under one of Caitlyn’s arms and lifted her.

“Ummm ggmmoo!” She cried as they held her up, and then Eva kept a grip on Caitlyn as Shana grabbed the back of the prisoner’s thong and pulled up.

“Ummmm!” She moaned, and Shana wrapped the slack from the thong around the hook.

Then Eva let go, and Caitlyn fell, the slack from her thong pulling taunt, yanking the undergarment high and giving the captive girl quite the wedgie.

“UMMMPH! GGGRMMM MMPH!” Caitlyn blubbered, her feet kicking helplessly in the air as she wiggled on the hook.

It was quite the appealing sight.

Then Eva and Shana turned towards Janet.

“Ummm mmoo!” Janet shook her head and turned to run, but the leash stopped her from getting far.

Being smaller and not as muscle bound as Caitlyn, Janet was easier to lift and carry over towards the hooks after they removed her leash.

“Grrmmmo! Ummm ggmmph! Mmmp!” Janet whined as she was carried, slung over Eva’s shoulder towards the hooks.

They picked a spot a few hooks down from the dangling Caitlyn, and as Eva held onto Janet, Shana grabbed the back of the captive woman’s thong and pulled.

“Ummmmph!” Janet whined.

Like Caitlyn, Shana secured the back of the thong around the hook and Eva let go. Also, like Caitlyn, Janet fell forward, causing the thong to ride high up her backside, giving her an equally uncomfortable wedgie.

“Urrrgg! Urrrff! Mmpph!” Janet moaned, wiggling and kicking helplessly in the air.

Shana and Eva stepped back and watched the two woman kick and struggle helplessly, their asses clenching around the painful wedgies, and Shana felt Eva’s hand slip into hers.

They turned, locking eyes with each other, and Shana pressed forward, planting another kiss on Eva’s lips

They didn’t even make it to the bedroom.

To be continued...
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