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The story so far…

The ladies of the Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department have a new enemy: Anya the bikini thief! A well known international criminal, Anya’s calling card is that she robs her victims of their swimsuits as well as their valuables! Having already fallen victim to Anya once, Sheriff Gina vows to bring this sexy criminal to justice.

Felicia Fetters, former Sheriff of Marston’s Pointe, had retired from law enforcement to run a bar alongside her lover, busty bartender Janet Rossi, but after Felicia and Janet cross paths with Anya, Felicia rejoins the police force in order to bring the bikini thief to justice.

Meanwhile, while relaxing on the beach in a bikini stolen from Felicia, Anya overhears several of Ace’s men discussing a major heist that was just pulled off and that a plane filled with hundreds of millions of dollars of stolen money will be landing in Marston’s Pointe. Before she can act, Anya is jumped by Ace’s men and left bound and gagged to be washed away by an incoming storm. The bikini thief escapes this predicament, but in the aftermath of the violent storm finds soggy hundred dollar bills washing up on the beach…

1.

The drive to Caitlyn's apartment seemed like an eternity, and entire time visions of Caitlyn bound and gagged raced through Gina's mind. Part of her knew that she was probably just worrying, her imagination running away with her after the events of the past few days, but she still couldn't shake the mental image of Caitlyn's nude body wrapped in thick coils of rope, her large muscles straining against them while she moaned into a thick, white gag.

Relax Gina, she probably slept in, that's all.

Caitlyn was habitually late, to the point where Gina wondered if she even knew how to tell time, but today was Caitlyn's first day on the street and out of dispatch, and she hadn't shown up to the station. Gina cut her some slack, telling herself that being a few minutes late wasn't a big deal, but then the calls came in from the beach about wads of money washing up on the ocean. After that, Gina tried calling, texting, and even radioing Caitlyn, all to no avail. After all these years, Gina knew Caitlyn and knew how her lifestyle was, but given all that had happened, she still worried.

Just relax, she probably slept in, or is in the shower...

Gina repeated this mantra to herself over and over, but still couldn't shake the worry from her mind. First there was this bikini thief, Anya, attacking her and Eva, but then things escalated when Anya left Felicia and Janet in those washing machines. Thank God Janet had snuck a text to Gina about Anya being at the laundromat because she shuddered to think about what would have happened if she hadn't gotten there in time.

Then there was that storm. Gina had expected a lot of calls after the storm, and was secretly relieve that Felicia had decided to come back to the Sheriff's Department because they could use the manpower, if only it had been under better circumstances.

A massive, violent storm at sea, and now hundred dollar bills washing up on the beach. Something told Gina they were connected. She hoped that Anya, the bikini thief, wasn't involved in this either but experience told her that most likely wasn't the case.

And now Caitlyn not answering. So far, she was the only member of the Sheriff's Department that hadn't been hit by Anya, but had Anya maybe decided to pay her a visit at her home?

Gina hated to admit that it fit Anya's MO. Caitlyn lived in an apartment along the beach, and spent a lot of time in bikinis. Anya could have broke in, robbed Caitlyn blind, and then left while Caitlyn squirmed, helpless, naked, and bound and gagged.

Don't think like that.

Gina hated to admit that Anya was in her head.

Caitlyn had size on the bikini thief, but was also naïve. Anya could have easily broken in and caught the female bodybuilder by surprise.

The Sheriff's sweaty hands gripped the wheel of her squad car as she pulled into the parking lot of Caitlyn's apartment building. It was late morning, and the sun hovered high over the ocean behind the building. In the parking lot, a group of young people were loading up a car, no doubt preparing for another day at the beach. The beach goers froze when the police car turned into the parking lot, and then started exchanging nervous looks.

Gina didn't pay them any mind, from their perspective, she probably looked like a normal cop, complete with the large, aviator sunglasses, but when she got out of the car, they would be in for quite a show.

Once she parked, the group of young people went back to loading the car with coolers, bags, and boogie boards, but they kept throwing nervous glances her way. Gina allowed herself a small smile, knowing that they would be staring again in about a second.

Then she shook her head, knowing that this was no time for vanity.

She opened up the driver's side door of her squad car and extended a long, slender leg, bare with the exception of her black boot. Then her other leg emerged from the vehicle and Gina rose to her full height.

Anya had stolen her only standard issue police bikini, so Gina had to make do with one of her many other bikinis. Thankfully, she had a plain black thong bikini, though it was one of the ones that was held up by being tied at either hip.

She wore her gun belt around her waist, with her standard issue glock strapped to her thigh. A black hoodie with “Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department” emblazoned on the back covered Gina's upper body, though the hoodie was zipped up only a little past her navel, showing off her large, ample cleavage and the black bikini top with her gold Sheriff's badge pinned over her right breast.

Gina glanced over at the beach goers, men and women alike, and saw that they were all slack jawed. She didn't pay them any heed as she turned to close the car door, giving them a brief view of her thonged ass cheeks before she turned and walked towards the apartment complex. The entire time she walked across the parking lot she could feel their eyes on her.

Caitlyn lived on the third level, the top floor of this complex, and Gina was thankful for her long legs and even longer days spent at the gym, and took the stairs two at a time. She reached the exterior walkway that linked the apartments on the top floor and hurried towards Caitlyn's. All the while below her, Gina could still hear the beach goers in the parking lot speaking to each other in hushed tones while loading the car, no doubt still casting glances at her. Seeing how she was now above them, she was sure they had an amazing view of her ass.

Gina stopped outside Caitlyn's apartment and spread her legs, instinctively placing on hand on her side arm.

Calm down Gina, it's probably nothing. She'll answer the door and apologize, saying how she lost track of time and was just getting ready.

Gina hoped and prayed that was the case and not the alternative. She took a breath and knocked on the front door. After a few knocks, the door drifted back, revealing a sliver of the dark apartment within. Her heart leaped into overdrive, and Gina broke out into a cold sweat under the hoodie. She waited a moment, expecting the door to drift open even more to reveal Caitlyn on the other side, but nothing happened.

No...Nononono....

Gina unclipped her holster and grabbed the butt of her pistol with one hand while slowly pushing the door open with the other. She took one step into the apartment and was greeted with only silence.

“Caitlyn...” Gina drew her weapon as she spoke, listening for any sounds of movement, or muffled speaking, if Caitlyn was indeed bound and gagged.

Nothing.

Gina continued in, surveying the apartment around her. It would be hard to tell if Caitlyn had been robbed since her place was... well... a mess.

She was in a small entry way with shoes stacked up on her right, and a closet hung open, with coats and hoodies all hanging eschew on bent or broken hangers. Once Gina was fully in she shut the door behind her and continued into the apartment. The remnants of last nights dinner, Chinese, sat on a table to her left. DVDs and video games lay stacked around a tv just beyond, and bodybuilding and beauty magazines covered a coffee table in front of it.

The sheriff pressed on, past a small kitchen, the sink filled with dishes and counters cluttered with water bottles and containers of protein powder. Ahead, Gina could see the bedroom door wide open...

And a prone form lying on the bed. Her blood turned to ice and her clammy hands tightened on the grip of her weapon.

Oh no...

She willed herself not to go flying into the bed room, gun drawn, and instead took one slow, steady, controlled step after another. Adrenaline fought against her every action, wanting to override all reason and thought.

Stay cool Gina, stay cool.

Gina fought to hold her gun steady in her shaking hands as she approached the open door and the prone form beyond. She wanted nothing more than to burst into the bedroom and end this suspense, to see what really waited for her beyond, but she allowed her police training to guide her.

She stopped just at the threshold and peeked in, gun at the ready, every muscle in her body coiled like an animal ready to strike.

Two forms lie next to each other, both completely still. Gina's heart leaped up into her throat...

No, they were moving. She waited and saw the steady rise and fall of the blanket that signified breathing. Gina took another step inside and her boot hit something that went rolling across the bedroom floor. Looking down, she saw that it was an empty beer bottle.

Gina took off her sunglasses and looked in at the bedroom. The blinds were halfway closed, sunlight filtering in and showing that the floor was covered with discarded articles of clothing and empty bottles.

Everything Gina had been building up, the adrenaline, the anxiety, the coiled muscles, all vanished. She let it all out in a long, heavy sigh of relief and annoyance, followed by an eye roll for the ages. Gina holstered her weapon and made her way to the far side of the bed and the tangled mob of black hair that signified Caitlyn. On the other side of the bed, the side closest to the door, was a large, powerfully built man with a close cropped hair cut. A bodybuilder, just Caitlyn's type. Both of them seemed to be in a deep, stuporous sleep, no doubt after a long night of drinking and sex.

On Caitlyn's side of the bed, Gina looked down at the cell phone lying on the bedside table and touched the home button, illuminating a screen filled with missed calls and frantic text messages, all from Gina.

Okay, enough of playing nice.

Her patience having run out, Gina grabbed the edge of the blanket and and with a flourish threw it off the bed, exposing the nude, sleeping bodies of both Caitlyn and her companion.

“Whoa, hey!” the man cried, hands rushing to his waist to cover a penis small and shriveled from years of steroid abuse.

“What!” Caitlyn cried, crossing her legs and hands covering her large breasts. She blinked up at Gina through red, hazy eyes.

“Good morning.” Gina grumbled, and looked over at the man, who was pulling the blankets up over his waist.

“Hey, who...” He stammered, staring at Gina in both confusion and awe. His eyes traced the long outline of her legs and settling on her bountiful cleavage. She watched as his gaze shifted from confusion to lust and back to confusion at the badge on Gina's breast and gun at her hip.

Then she noticed the stirring under the blankets covering his crotch.

“Out.” Gina commanded.

“Hey, what's this-” He stammered before Gina cut him off.

“Out now!” She commanded, hand going to the gun on her hip.

He got the messaged and stumbled to his feet, dragging the blanket with him and giving her a look at his thick, muscular ass. The man stopped to grope at the articles of clothing on the ground.

“I said get out!” Gina screamed.

“Alright, alright!” He grumbled, grabbing a pair of pants off the ground and hurrying outside, still completely naked. Once he had closed the door behind them, Gina turned and sighed down at Caitlyn, who's legs were still crossed and hands covered her bare breasts.

“Get dressed.” Gina sighed and stepped away.

“What's going on?” Caitlyn grumbled.

“Work, remember?”

“Sheesh, alright, well you could have called.” Caitlyn spat, sitting up. She lowered her hands, exposing her large, round breasts for Gina to see.

Gina felt a pang of jealousy for Caitlyn's breasts. While they were enhanced, much like Gina's, Caitlyn always had naturally large breasts, and her implants only gave them a little more shape and volume. While Gina was proud of her own large breasts, she felt that Caitlyn's breasts always looked more natural.

“I did call, several times.” Gina retorted.

Caitlyn looked at her phone, shrugged, and rose off the bed, once again covering her breasts and nothing else. Gina watched Caitlyn's nude, muscle bound ass cheeks clench and unclench with each movement as she crossed the room and bent over a pile of clothes.

“So who was he?” Gina asked, trying to avert her eyes, but they kept straying to Caitlyn's excellent, round back side. While Gina was all slender, lean muscle, Caitlyn was hard, rock solid muscle, and her cheeks looked like they were chiseled from stone.

“Oh just some guy I met at the bar last night. You didn't have to be so mean to him.” She said without looking as she dug through the clothes.

Gina felt a pang of sympathy for Caitlyn. After all they had been through, the girl deserved to have a life of some kind, but then she banished the thought from her head. Caitlyn did deserve to have a life, but it needed balance with work.

“Put on your bikini, we're going out on the water.” Gina advised.

Caitlyn lifted a black, thong bikini bottom from the pile and slipped into it. The black thong somehow made her ass look ever more magnificent.

Thongs were like contouring. They could make an okay looking ass seem great, and make a great ass look stunning.

Caitlyn continued to search through the pile of clothes, paying no mind that she was giving her boss a great view of her ass. Gina always admired Caitlyn's strange lack of shame, and sometimes wished she had a little bit of it. While Gina liked showing off her body out of a sense of vanity, Caitlyn showed off her body because she just didn't care what people thought.

“Caitlyn, come on. There's a situation.” Gina sighed. Several situations, in fact.

“Yeah alright, alright, hold your horses.” Caitlyn responded, and then stood back up with a white t-shirt in hand.

She threw the t-shirt over her head and pulled it down, and then pulled the bottom of it tight and knotted it just over her navel. The tight, plain shirt perfectly framed Caitlyn's large breasts just underneath the thin cotton, and they looked great even without a bra.

“Is that it?” Gina sighed as Caitlyn stood facing her.

“What? I can't find my bikini top.” Caitlyn shrugged.

“Fine,” Gina shook her head. “Let's go.”

***

“Wooo!” Caitlyn exclaimed, arms up in the air, wind whipping at her long black hair as the boat soared across the ocean. Gina looked over at her partner and couldn't help but smile at the joy in her face, and her large breasts, bouncing under the thin shirt that barely contained them. Her buoyant breasts seemed to be a metaphor the mood she was in as they heaved up and down with the movements of the small speedboat.

“You know this is official police business right?” Gina asked, trying her best to fight off Caitlyn's infectious enthusiasm. Caitlyn just smiled and leaned back, letting the wind whip against her face.

Despite her attempt at a tough demeanor, Gina did feel good being out on the open ocean, and she was also more than a little excited to take one of the police boats out for the first time. She had blown most of their yearly budget on several police issue speedboats, complete with lights, sirens, and MARSTON'S POINTE SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT emblazoned on the sides. Given that they were a beachfront town, and that Ace and his men used their town's many ports and docks to ship drugs and weapons, Gina thought it would be a good investment. Gina was a bit disappointed that this was the first time they got to use the boats, but at least they had them for when they needed them.

As she drove the boat, Gina's eyes scanned the ocean around her for the clumps of floating hundred dollar bills that had been reported.

“There!” Caitlyn pointed to a large, white mass bobbing up and down on the waves. Gina quickly turned the boat in the direction the Deputy was pointing while also slowing down.

Fun and games were over.

The boat continued to slow and eventually started to bob up and down on the waves as they drew nearer to the large mass floating on the waves. Gina's suspicions were confirmed as they got closer: it was a large cluster of hundred dollar bills. It was almost like a small island made of money, gently rolling and cresting with the waves.

Gina pulled the boat up alongside the island of cash and killed the engine. Once the engine died, the only sound was the roar of the ocean around them and the cry of the gulls above them. She took a moment to look out over the ocean, though Gina realized that she wasn't sure what she was expecting to see.

Time to do some police work and find out.

Gina lowered the anchor, and then turned to see Caitlyn's thonged ass sticking straight out as she leaned over the side of the boat. A moment later Caitlyn emerged with handfuls of wet hundred dollar bills and started shoving them down the front of her bikini bottoms.

“What are you doing?” Gina placed her hands on her hips as she spoke. Caitlyn jumped and flashed Gina a sheepish grin.

“I mean, come on?” She shrugged and shoved more bills down the front of her bikini bottoms.

“We don't know where this came from, it could be counterfeit for all we know.” Gina kept her voice stern as she spoke.

Caitlyn only shrugged.

“I'm collecting... evidence.”

Gina only raised an eyebrow and then pointed to a large crate sitting at the back of the boat.

“Fine, then you dive first.”

Caitlyn's eyes went wide.

“We're... we're diving?”

“Oh yes.” Gina smiled, unzipping her hoodie and tossing it aside. Next, she unpinned her badge from her bikini top and set it on top of her hoodie.

She approached the metal crate and flipped the top open, revealing that it was filled with scuba gear. Other than the boats, Gina had spent a good deal of her budget getting scuba lessons for her and the girls, figuring that too would come in handy.

“Suit up.” Gina stepped aside and motioned to the gear inside. Caitlyn stared at it wide eyed and then back at Gina.

***

Gina and Caitlyn had only been submerged a few minutes when Gina started to regret that she had forgotten to pack wet suits in with the scuba gear. Mostly because after the storm, it was frigid under the water, but even more distracting than the cold was Caitlyn's breasts under the thin white t-shirt. The muscular woman's nipples looked like they were ready to burst free from the thin, constricting fabric. Even though Gina had seen Caitlyn naked before, the wet garment now left almost nothing to the imagination.

The sheriff attempted to keep her eye on the objective, and see if there was anything on the ocean floor that could give her answers to why there was a large wad of cash floating just above her head, but her eyes kept straying to Caitlyn, who was swimming just a few yards next to her. Caitlyn's breasts, which already defied gravity, bobbed and heaved with each movement she made. Gina turned away from her distracting deputy and focused on the ocean floor around her. It was crystal clear under the water, and schools of fish scattered in the wake of the busty, thong bikini clad sheriff.

Everything seemed undisturbed under the water, and once again it occurred to Gina that she had no idea what she was looking for.

Something out of place, as out of place as large wads of money washing up on the beach.

But Gina swam on, wishing that she could fully take in the beauty of the ocean floor and the sea life, but she was on duty, and couldn't delay.

She turned her head, looking to see if Caitlyn had found anything but saw that her partner was gone. Gina's heart skipped a beat.

No.

She stopped, treading water as her eyes scanned the ocean around her. Caitlyn was gone, missing. Gina was alone on the ocean floor.

Had Caitlyn surfaced?

Or had she been snatched?

Don't be silly! Gina shook her head. They would have noticed if someone was out here with them.

A second later, Caitlyn swam up from behind a large reef, her large breasts heaving up majestically as she rose, looking like a goddess out of greek mythology. She took one look at Gina and then swam on. Gina shook her head and followed.

See, she was doing her job. Relax Gina.

Gina couldn't believe how she had panicked in that moment. The events of the past few days must have gotten to her more than she thought.

They swam on, but then Gina felt a large shadow eclipse them from above, plunging the ocean around them into darkness. At first Gina thought that maybe it was a cloud passing over the sun, but she waited and the shadow stayed. She looked over at Caitlyn to see her treading water, looking at Gina in confusion. Gina looked up and saw a large vessel pulling up next to the police boat above them. This new boat was much, much larger than theirs.

It gave Gina a bad feeling.

She watched as it sat there on the surface right next to their boat. Gina half expected someone else to dive under water, but nothing happened, the boat just sat there.

It could be a pleasure craft, maybe inspecting their boat to see if they needed any help. It occurred to Gina that their boat was just anchored there, sitting empty in the middle of the ocean.

But she also realized that their boat was anchored next to a large island of floating money, which would be cause for suspicion.

Maybe this person was collecting the money too. Gina realized that a lot of people were probably out on the water trying to get the strange, magical money coming in from the ocean.

Either way, Gina realized that they should probably surface and tell whoever was on the boat that this was police business and to move on. Gina almost chuckled at imagining the boat captain's surprise at two beautiful, thong clad women emerging from under water, claiming to be police officers.

She looked over at Caitlyn and pointed a finger up, signaling to surface. Caitlyn nodded and started to swim up. Gina followed, kicking her long, slender legs behind her.

A few moments later, both women surface a few yards from their police boat. Gina raised her goggles and took out her mouth piece and stared at the new boat next to theirs. It was massive, a large, luxury yacht of some kind, and it had killed it's engines and had dropped anchor right next to their boat.

Gina couldn't see anyone moving on deck. In fact, the only movement on the boat was when it gently bobbed up and down with the waves. Everything else was still, and quiet. She looked over at Caitlyn, who had her goggles up and mouth piece out as well. Caitlyn's face told Gina that she didn't like the looks of this either.

Both of them swam over to their boat, climbed aboard, and quickly discarded of the heavy scuba tanks and other gear. Then Gina strapped back on her gun and belt looked over at Caitlyn, her wet hair plastered around her face, and wet t-shirt clinging to her large breasts like a second skin. In that moment, Gina was too distracted by Caitlyn's breasts visible through the shirt to remember that Caitlyn didn't have a weapon.

“I don't suppose you have a spare.” Caitlyn said, motioning to Gina's gun. Gina snapped her eyes away from Caitlyn's breasts and sighed.

“You're supposed to bring your service weapon with you at all times.” Gina chided.

“Maybe I would have remembered to grab it if someone hadn't rushed me out the door.” Caitlyn sassed.

“Just stick close to me.” Gina said and turned, not wanting to be distracted by Caitlyn's breasts more than she already was.

If whoever was on this boat was bad news then hopefully Caitlyn's breasts would prove to be a distraction for them.

The yacht was anchored right next to their boat, and Gina only had to reach out to grab a ladder on the side of the neighboring boat and climb aboard, followed by Caitlyn. Gina stood on the side walkway of the yacht and waited a moment to see if anyone would come greet them.

Nothing.

“Sheriff's Department!” Gina yelled in her sternest voice. The roar of the ocean was the only response.

Gina and Caitlyn shared a cautious look, and then Gina drew her weapon.

“Stay behind me.” She ordered, and started forward.

They came around the front deck of the yacht, where a lone beach chair was set, a bottle of tanning oil and sunglasses sitting on a table next to it, but not a soul in sight. Gina turned and saw the bridge to the yacht was behind them, windows letting her peer in and see the helm sitting empty.

“I remember a story about a boat being found at sea, completely empty, but like, tables had been set for dinner and stuff... it was like the people on it just vanished.” Caitlyn said, and Gina turned to stare at her companion.

“I'm just saying...” Caitlyn shrugged. Gina sighed and turned back to the bridge, doubting that whoever was on this boat had just magically disappeared.

Most likely they were hiding.

Gina made her way towards the bridge, telling herself to relax. Maybe they were in a cabin below deck, changing or something. Most likely it was just some rich person out having a day at the ocean.

Still, something told Gina to be cautious.

“Sheriff's Department, anyone here?” Gina announced as they stepped inside to the bridge. Everything was quiet.

Too quiet.

Gina saw a small stairwell behind the bridge that lead below deck and took it down, Caitlyn following close behind.

Below deck was a long hallway with ornate light sconces lining either side. Cabins lined the hallway as well, though all the doors were closed. This yacht was massive, and meant for entertaining a large crowd.

So where is everyone? Gina wondered, and walked over to the cabin door closest to her. She gripped the handle and turned. It opened.

She raised her gun and opened the door slightly. The room beyond was dark.

“Sheriff's Department.” Gina said softly but firmly, not wanting to alarm anyone. Only silence.

She pushed the door open, the only light in the room coming from a port hole to Gina's right, but it was still too dark to see anything. Gina pointed her gun straight ahead with one hand and took on step inside, her other hand fumbling on the wall next to her for a light switch.

She found it and flicked it. The room lit up. Gina blinked against the suddenly brightly lit room and gripped her gun with both hands.

Directly in front of her was a professionally lit wall, bikinis of all shapes and sizes hanging from hooks from top to bottom.

Gina turned to her right to see that wall was also lined with bikinis. The wall to her left was the same, covered with bikinis of all shapes, sizes, and colors.

It took Gina a moment to comprehend them all. She looked at the shelf ahead, and then focused on two very specific thong bikinis. They were black, with gold police badges embroidered over the right breasts.

Marston's Pointe police bikinis. More specifically, her and Eva's bikinis.

Gina's blood ran cold as it dawned on her exactly where they were.

“Caitlyn!” She cried and turned, gun still held out.

But she was too late.

Anya stood pressed up against Caitlyn from behind, one hand clamped over her mouth, and in the other hand a gun, pressed against Caitlyn's head.

“Urrrfffm mmmpplll...” Caitlyn whimpered into Anya's hand, her eyes wide and terrified, pleading at Gina for help.

Gina stood frozen, gun trained at Anya, who smiled at her.

“Oh Sheriff, I must say that this is a surprise.” Anya chuckled.

“Let her go.” Gina pulled back the hammer on her gun.

Anya responded by pressing the gun harder against Caitlyn's temple.

“Offf mmmoo!” Caitlyn moaned, her wet chest heaving up and down.

“Drop it.” Anya ordered.

“Let her go and put your hands up!” Gina shouted, both hands tightening on her weapon.

“Oh no, you drop it!” Anya smiled, not wavering, voice calm.

“Mmmeenna pffff!” Caitlyn moaned, begging Gina with her eyes.

“How much resolve do you have Sheriff? You can catch me now, but you would lose a deputy.” Anya smiled.

Gina narrowed her eyes, training her gun on Anya.

“It would be a shame, since I haven't had fun with this one yet.”

“Mmmmoo!”

Gina looked into Anya's eyes, and saw that they were cold and hard.

She wasn't bluffing.

“Three seconds Sheriff.”

“Fine!” Gina blurted, and pushed the hammer on her gun forward and raised her hands, gun still held in one.

“Hfff...” Caitlyn huffed in relief. Anya aimed the gun at Gina now.

“Good, now put it down. Slowly and gently.”

Gina complied, slowing squatting down and placing her gun on the floor in front of her.

“Good, now kick it away.” Anya ordered.

Again, Gina complied, and kicked the gun away. She heard it clatter on the wall on the other side of the room.

Anya smiled and pushed Caitlyn forward. The bodybuilder stumbled forward and then stood next to Gina, and then turned to face their captor, hands up.

Anya stood on the other side of the room, gun trained on both of them. Her eyes fell to Caitlyn's crotch. Gina followed her gaze and saw the wads of wet money sticking out from the front of Caitlyn's thong.

“Whatcha got there?” Anya chuckled.

“Why don't you come over and find out.” Caitlyn dared.

Anya chuckled. “I think I'll take that.” She said, and aimed the gun at Caitlyn's crotch.

Caitlyn gasped and looked at Gina.

“Give it to her Caitlyn.” Gina said and turned to face Anya.

“You're just digging your own grave here.” Gina said firmly.

Anya ignored her and just leered at Caitlyn, who started to reach into the front of her bikini bottoms.

“Oh no, all of it.” Anya laughed. Caitlyn stopped and stared at her, dumbfounded.

“You can't mean-”

“Oh yes.” Anya cut her off.

“Come on, haven't you had enough!” Gina cut in.

“Oh hush.” Anya chided, and turned back to Caitlyn.

Caitlyn flashed a nervous look at Anya and then to Gina.

“Don't listen to her.” Gina reassured.

“Oh you better listen to me, or else it's overboard for both of you.” Anya interjected.

Gina turned and glared at the blond bikini thief.

“This is harassment of a police officer, and when we catch you, I intend to see this through. You will be locked away for a long time.” Gina's voice was harsh and steady as she faced Anya.

Anya though, was unfazed, and unintimidated.

“Who says you'll catch me?”

“People know we're here. They'll come looking.”

Anya only smiled.

“Then I'll deal with them too. Now, off with the bottoms.” She shook the gun at Caitlyn's waist as she spoke and stepped back.

Caitlyn gave Gina another worried look, but Gina had no words of reassurance or comfort, so she only nodded at Caitlyn, who turned back to Anya, gripped the waist band of her bikini bottoms, and slid them down. Wads of wet, soggy cash fell to the floor as Caitlyn took off the soaked bikini bottoms and stepped out of them.

“Hand them over, the money too.” Anya smiled. Caitlyn bent over and started scooping up the cash, lifting her head to look up at the leering blond.

“There's some behind you.” Anya chuckled.

Caitlyn swallowed and tried to reach between her legs to grab a stray bill that had tumbled behind her.

“Oh no, I think you'll have to turn around to get it.” Anya said with amusement.

Gina, who had been humiliated and bound and gagged multiple times before, felt completely helpless and could only sneer at their captor in defiance.

Caitlyn stood and then turned and bent over to retrieve the fallen money. Anya stood back and cocked her head, admiring Caitlyn's bare, muscle bound ass. Gina practically gagged at the sight.

The bottomless bodybuilder retrieved the money and then stood back up.

“Okay, now hand it over, all of it.” Anya ordered.

Caitlyn picked up her bottoms and the wet money and then held the bundle out in her hand. Anya stepped over, gun still trained on Caitlyn, and took the wad from her hand and set it on a nearby table.

“Okay, now the shirt.” Anya motioned to the wet t-shirt clinging to Caitlyn's large breasts.

“What?” Both Caitlyn and Gina exclaimed.

“I need to see if you're hiding anything in there. Those breasts of yours could conceal quite a bit.”

“That's enough!” Gina shouted. Anya turned to face the Sheriff, her eyes turning to ice. Then she grabbed Caitlyn's bikini bottoms from the table and approached Gina.

“Okay that's enough out of you. Open up.”

“Wait...” Gina stammered, seeing what was about to happen.

“No, open up, now!” Anya warned, stepping up on the sheriff.

“Please, wait I'll-MMMMPH!” Gina was cut off by Anya shoving Caitlyn's bikini bottoms in her gaping mouth with one hand while keeping the gun on her with the other. The sheriff's mouth was filled with the salty tang of seawater.

“Now,” Anya began, clamping her hand over Gina's stuffed mouth. “Don't think about spitting these out, am I clear.”

“Mmmmph!” Gina spat, her angry eyes defiant.

“Am I clear?” Anya asked again, her hand still clamped over Gina's mouth.

Gina glared for a moment, and then nodded.

“Ummm hmmm...”

“Good!” Anya smiled and stepped back, gun waving between the two of them. “If you behave, I”ll let you spit those out soon.”

“Offfmmm...” Gina sighed.

Anya once again trained the gun on Caitlyn.

“Okay, now take it off.”

Caitlyn shared a look with Gina, who nodded at her. Then Caitlyn grabbed the bottom of the wet shirt and started to lift, exposing her rock hard six pack abs as she lifted. The wet shirt clung to her muscles like a second skin and exposed Caitlyn's built, goddess like body as it peeled away from her body. Anya's eyes lit up as the shirt came up and revealed the bottoms of Caitlyn's large, round breasts. Then the shirt peeled away from her wet flesh even higher, exposing her large, pink nipples.

Caitlyn lifted the shirt off over her head, wadded it, and tossed it on the floor in front of Anya, who's large eyes leered at the now nude bodybuilder. The hungry look in the thief's eyes told Gina that this was never about seeing if Caitlyn was smuggling money under her shirt.

Then Anya turned the gun on Gina.

“I'll let you spit those out if you behave.” She said in a mocking tone.

Gina's eyes narrowed.

“Well?” Anya raised her eyebrows.

“Urmmm hrrmmm..” Gina nodded.

“Good, go ahead.”

Gina spat out the bikini bottoms with a flourish.

“Kick them over.” Anya ordered, and Gina complied, kicking Caitlyn's bikini bottoms over to their captor.

“Okay, now you're turn. I need to see if you're hiding anything under that bikini.” Anya smiled and traced the outline of Gina's body with the gun.

“What?” Gina spat, eyes turning to fire.

“Ah ah ah! Get sassy with me and I'll stick something worse than your partner's worn bottoms in your mouth this time.” Anya warned.

Meanwhile, next to Gina, Caitlyn was instinctively crossing her legs while covering her breasts with her hands. Anya noticed and turned the gun on her.

“Oh no, hands up, legs spread.”

In a flurry, Caitlyn spread her legs and put her hands up, exposing her fit, immaculate nude body for their captor. Anya smiled and nodded and turned to Gina.

“Your turn, bottoms first.”

Gina glared at Anya, and then at the gun aimed at her, and remembered pulling the half drowned Felicia and Janet from the laundromat. Anya was dangerous, despite her fun loving exterior.

The Sheriff reached down and started to undo one of the knots that held up her bikini bottoms. In seconds it was undone and Gina let the strings fall, exposing her bare hip and the sharp V-line running down it. After that she shifted to the other hip and quickly untied that knot, and then pulled the tiny, thong bikini bottom out from between her legs and tossed it at Anya's feet. Instinctively, Gina wanted to cover her now bare crotch with her hands, but didn't want to give Anya the satisfaction, so she stood, hands on her hips and legs spread.

Anya's eyes immediately fell on Gina's bare, waxed vagina, and then down along her legs, and then up, along her waist, past her navel, to her large breasts, still being held in the small bikini top.

“Now the top.” She ordered.

Gina kept her eyes hard and angry as she reached up to the back of her neck and started to undo the first knot. It came undone quickly but instead of letting the strings that held the top up fall, Gina let them rest on her shoulders and then reached around to the clasp on her back that held the bikini top on. She undid the clasp and felt the bikini top relax the hold it had on her large breasts.

Gina shrugged out of the bikini top and tossed in on the floor next to her bikini bottoms. Once again she fought the urge to cover up with one of her hands, but instead placed her hands on her hips and stood straight, her large breasts completely exposed. Anya's hungry eyes ate up the sight of Gina's nude body, especially the sight of her bare, small nipples.

“There, now what?” Gina dared, hands still on her hips in defiance.

Anya smiled and looked over her nude captives.

“I have some business to attend to, but I think I know how to store you two until I'm done.” She stepped to the side and motioned to the open door.

“Out, now.”

Gina went first, raising her hands above her head, and stalked out of the room. Caitlyn followed, hands above her head as well.

What did Anya have planned for them?

***

Felicia Fetters stood in front of the full body mirror, taking a long, hard look at herself in the police uniform/bikini.

Leave it to Gina to make bikinis a police uniform! Felicia thought, knowing that her buxom boss would never turn down the opportunity to show herself off in a skimpy bikini.

Still, Felicia did look damn good in this new uniform.

She turned and looked over her shoulder at her tanned ass and the black thong that disappeared between her cheeks.

“You look fine.” Janet said, rising up from the bed behind her.

“You think so?” Felicia asked, turning back around. A gold police emblem was embroidered over her right breast, but she also pinned a gold badge on the waist band of the bikini bottoms just above her thigh.

Originally, Gina had offered Felicia her position as Sheriff again, but Felicia opted for just a Deputy position. She told herself that it was just temporary, until they caught this Anya, and then she was back to bartending full time.

Felicia took a long, hard look at the badge on her hip, and something about it felt natural to her. Her eyes rose to Janet's reflection as her lover came up behind her. Janet wore a white, frilly top that clung to her every curve, leaving plenty of Janet's lovely cleavage for Felicia to see. On her bottom she wore nothing but a pair of small, white thong panties.

Janet came up behind her, gun belt in hand, and pressed up against Felicia from behind. Felicia sighed and felt a tingle of electricity as Janet's breasts pressed against her back. After all this time, Janet still got her blood pumping. The bikini clad Deputy leaned back against her lover, feeling the warmth of Janet's body against hers.

“Can I put the cuffs on you when you get home?” Janet whispered in Felicia's ear as she reached around from behind Felicia and clasped the belt around her waist.

“Oh you can do more than that...” Felicia whispered, reaching up and running her hand through Janet's hair. Janet finished clasping the belt around Felicia's waist and then ran her fingers down along Felicia's thighs. Wherever her hands went, spouts of electricity followed, just under Felicia's skin.

Janet's hands moved to Felicia's right thigh, where her holster rested, her service weapon resting comfortably inside. Behind Felicia, Janet squatted down and kissed the back of Felicia's thigh while buckling the holster around the deputy's thigh.

Felicia sighed again and closed her eyes, feeling herself get wet.

“Feeling nervous?” Janet asked, running her hands up along Felicia's bare ass cheeks.

“Yeah... a little...” Felicia said, getting flushed.

“We'll see if we can do something about that.” Janet said, and kissed Felicia's right ass cheek. As she did, her hands reached up and grabbed the waist band of Felicia's bikini bottoms.

Felicia knew that she should stop Janet, after all, this was technically her first day on the new job, she should be leaving, getting there early to show that she was serious.

But Janet's hands, her lips, her touch, it was intoxicating. Felicia's hands rose up to her chest and her fingers slipped under her bikini top to her hard, raised nipples.

Then Janet pulled down Felicia's bikini bottoms, and Felicia felt Janet's tongue start to work it's way down her ass crack. Another sigh...

She could afford to be a little late for work.

Another sigh as Janet's tongue slid inside her.

***

“Ow! Geez! Relax lady!” The Frat Boy cried as Felicia twisted his arm behind his back, but Felicia was far past any relaxation at this point.

She had only been on the job for a few hours, but her morning with Janet, and the wonderful things Janet had done to her with her tongue, seemed like ages ago. The good mood, optimism, and relaxation that Felicia felt as she stepped on the beach to begin her first day as a Deputy had evaporated like a puddle in the desert.

Felicia used one hand to keep the Frat Boy's arm twisted behind his back and used the other to pull her cuffs from her belt. This wasn't just any Frat Boy, it was the blond one from the bar the other day. Somehow, that too felt like decades ago. So much had happened since then.

The Frat Boy's eyes widened when he felt the cuffs click on his wrist.

“Come on Lady, it was just a bit of fun!” He protested.

“Harassing an officer, is that fun to you?” She growled in his ear.

It had all been so idyllic at first. Felicia, wandering the beach in her bikini, taking in the sun, talking to people, feeling their eyes on her. She hated to admit that she liked the stares she got.

Then a young kid, college aged, came running up, out of breath, frenzied, telling her that his friend needed help, that he thought he drank too much. Felicia went running, telling the kid to lead the way.

The kid lead her to Blondie as she called him, lying on a towel, not moving, not breathing, surrounded by others. Felicia knelt over him and leaned in, preparing to give him mouth to mouth, when he leaned up, grabbed her head, and planted a long, wet kiss on her. Thankfully, Felicia was able to force him off her before he could force his tongue in her mouth.

Even now, the taste of beer from his mouth clung to her lips as she cuffed him.

“Don't you have a sense of humor lady?” He stammered.

“No.” She said, and reached for her radio on her belt. Just then, one of his buddies came up behind her and smacked her ass, loud and hard. The sound of his palm on her ass cheek seemed louder than the sound of the ocean.

Felicia spun around, ignoring the stinging on her ass cheek, and shot out a foot to kick at the ass-smacker. As she did so, she kept on hand on the cuffs around blondie's wrist, spinning him with her. The ass-smacker had backed up beyond the reach of Felicia's kick, but the group of Frat Boys had formed a semi-circle around her, and after she spun another one ran up behind and smacked her on the ass cheek several times, a loud TWAP TWAP TWAP of skin on skin echoing throughout the beach.

She spun again, dragging Blondie with her, who was giggling and laughing at his friend's antics.

Another Frat-Boy ran up behind her, grasped her ass cheeks with both hands, bent over, placed his lips on her right cheek and gave her a long, loud raspberry.

Felicia flushed and went red. She felt the rage rise up, a deep hot, sweltering anger rising up from the pit of her stomach. Before she could stop and think, she reached into her holster, unclipped her gun, and drew the weapon while spinning around.

The Frat-Boy, on his knees behind her, stumbled back raising his hands. Every other Frat-boy froze, eyes wide while throwing their hands up.

“Jesus, relax la-” Blondie started.

“Shut up!” Felicia hissed and then pushed him to his knees. “Don’t' move!”

He obeyed. All of his friends stood frozen, staring at Felicia, who was shaking from the anger and humiliation.

“All of you, on your knees! Now!” She gripped the gun with both hands now. They all obeyed, falling to their knees.

“Hands behind your head!” Once again, they obeyed.

Felicia took a look at the kneeling group of Frat Boys, and then drew her radio with one hand while keeping the gun extended with the other. The whole time she was circling, making sure they all behaved.

“Deputy Fetters to Dispatch. I'm gonna need back up and a wagon down here at the beach.” She said into the radio.

“Hola Felicia!” Eva exclaimed excitedly into the radio.

“Dispatch, I need a wagon and back up here pronto!” She barked.

“Ah, see that may be a problem. You're the only one out there.” Eva said calmly over the radio.

What?

Felicia stopped and blinked a moment, and then replied into the radio.

“What about Gina or Caitlyn? I'm gonna need an extra hand here.”

“I've been trying to reach them both but they haven't been responding.” Eva replied apologetically.

Felicia's blood went cold and she felt her skin raise. They weren't responding?

That couldn't be a good sign.

“What... what do you mean?” Felicia asked.

“They went out on a call this morning, and I haven't been able to reach them since.” Eva seemed rather unconcerned at that.

“Okay, do you have a uniform? Can you meet me here?” Felicia asked.

“See, I would but Gina told me that I was off the street, and we need someone to man dispatch.” Eva replied.

Felicia gritted her teeth. Given all that had happened, Gina and Caitlyn not responding meant they were most likely in trouble.

“I don't care. Get suited up and get down here!” Felicia barked.

“Si!” Eva exclaimed.

Felicia put her radio back on her belt and looked down at the kneeling Frat Boys. Then she leaned over, took out her key, and un-cuffed Blondie. He rubbed his wrists and looked up at her, confused. She still had her gun out and circled, waving the gun between him and his buddies.

“Leave, all of you, now. Don't let me catch you in this town again. Are we clear?”

A flurry of head nods answered.

“Go!” To drive the point home, she shot her gun in the air. They all jumped at the report and started running, headed for the walkway leading off the beach.

Felicia didn't even turn to watch them go. Normally, she would be feeling satisfaction at that, but she had a bad feeling...

A really bad feeling...

***

As much as Felicia hated to admit it, watching Eva's thonged ass gyrate and jiggle to the beat of the latin music blasting was mesmerizing and hypnotic. The mocha skinned Latina stood at the helm, clad in a beach patrol uniform bikini, bouncing and shaking her rear end to the lively beat of the tune while occasionally turning and flashing Felicia her brilliant white teeth with an luminous smile.

Felicia kept her distance though, sitting at the back of the boat and scanning the ocean around them for any signs of the other, missing police boat.

Don't look at her ass, don't look at her ass. Felicia repeated the mantra over and over to herself in her head as they sped out over the ocean.

Movement caught Felicia's eye and she turned to face the helm. Eva had whipped her hair back and was now squatted, her ass cheeks bouncing up and down in rapid succession like a jack hammer while she gripped the helm. Once again, Eva turned and flashed Felicia her brilliant smile while she twerked.

Felicia frowned and turned away, embarrassed at being caught staring yet again. She knew this was Eva's game, a game of chicken that Eva was consistently winning.

“How can you be so relaxed at a time like this?” Felicia asked, looking out over the water.

“Oh but it's a beautiful day, we're out on the ocean, and I'm here with you.” Eva replied, swaying from side to side.

Felicia didn't look at her. She hated having to resort to working with Eva, but there was no one left, Eva knew how to captain the boat and Felicia didn't.

Please Gina, be okay.

Felicia hoped that maybe it was just Gina and Caitlyn were out of radio range, or maybe their boat had mechanical problems, leaving them stranded. If it was something more serious then that meant more time spent with Eva, sadly.

Felicia knew that Gina was hard up for manpower, but Felicia didn't trust Eva at all, not since she and Janet had spent a month as Eva's playthings and prisoners in the jail cells.

More had happened since then, but somehow, for some reason, Gina kept the Latina around despite every time a situation was bad, Eva seemed to actively make it worse.

Now here she was, shaking her ass to music while the Sheriff and only other Deputy were missing. Eva had filled Felicia in when they met on the dock. Apparently calls had come in about large sums of money washing up on the beach, so Gina and Caitlyn took a boat out to see if they could find anything suspicious and never came back.

Everything about that caused alarm bells to Felicia. Especially since this happened at the same time Anya the Bikini Thief had turned up in Marston's Pointe. Felicia's instincts told her these were connected in some way

Just please let Gina and Caitlyn be okay, I don't want the only cops left to be Eva and myself. Felicia couldn't believe that it had come to her being worried about Gina and wishing for her well being!

She supposed that she did owe Gina her life, and Janet's life after the laundromat incident, but there were still a lot of unresolved issues between the two of them.

Including Gina continuing to employ Eva, first and foremost.

Maybe I'll speak to Gina about that after we find her.

If we find her...

Felicia tried to shake the thought from her mind and hope for the best, but then something in the distance captured her attention.

A white speck on the horizon. A boat.

“Eva!” Felicia cried, but the Latina either didn't hear her or ignored her, continuing to dance and shake her head to the music.

“Eva!” Felicia was louder this time, but Eva still ignored her.

Felicia got up, determined to get the Latina's attention, but stopped. This whole time she was deliberately keeping the distance between her and Eva, and even now didn't want to get closer than she had to.

“Eva look!” Felicia pointed to the boat, off to her right in the distance. Eva still didn't turn.

Fuck! Felicia would have to get Eva's attention another way.

She started across the deck towards Eva when she saw a white towel lying on a seat. Felicia stopped, a sly smile spreading across her face, and grabbed the towel, twirling it in her hands as she approached Eva from behind. A voice at the back of Felicia's head told her that it was a bad idea, but she ignored it, a different, louder, hungrier voice in her head edging it out.

The towel sufficiently twirled up, Felicia stood back and whipped it out, the tapered end of it connecting with Eva's right ass cheek, which rippled like a pond after a leaf touched the surface. Eva froze, stood straight, and sent a hand to sooth her freshly slapped and stinging cheek. She turned to face Felicia, but instead of a look of shock, anger, and pain, her face had a look of pure, animal lust. Her eyes were filled with deep, hungry longing, and the look she gave Felicia made her instantly regret her previous action.

Felicia immediately clutched the towel in one hand and then pointed to starboard.

“Look!”

Eva licked her lips and followed Felicia's finger, seeing the boat in the distance.

“Si...” She nodded and turned back to Felicia.

“Well, go!” Felicia pointed again.

“Si senorita.” Eva smiled and steered towards the boat in the distance. As she did, Felicia walked over the radio and switched it off. The Latina pouted.

“It's time for work.” Felicia said, heading aft.

“Play later?” Eva sighed, licking her lips again. Felicia rolled her eyes and sat back down in the rear of the boat.

As they crossed the ocean towards the other boat, Felicia could see as it grew closer that it was a yacht, a huge, luxury yacht of some sort, and it looked to be anchored.

Probably just some rich guy soaking up the sun. Felicia thought, but maybe they could ask him if he had at least seen any sign of the other police boat.

Then, as they got closer, Felicia noticed something else. Tied off to the side of the boat facing them was a much smaller craft, with MARSTON'S POINTE SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT emblazoned on the side.

The missing police boat.

Felicia came up behind Eva and pointed.

“Look!”

Eva leaned back against Felicia, pressing her bare ass cheeks against the other woman's waist while leaning her head back against Felicia's shoulder. A spark of electricity ran from Felicia's crotch up to her heart and she pulled back from the Latina, who giggled.

Felicia wrapped her arms around her chest and avoided Eva's gaze.

“Just get us over there.”

“What do you think happened to them?” Eva asked, sounding a little too excited, as she steered the boat towards the large yacht.

“I don't know...” Felicia scanned the yacht and didn't see any signs of movement on deck.

“Maybe they got them all tied up below.” An excited shiver ran through Eva as she said this. A different shiver ran through Felicia.

Felicia kept her eyes on the yacht as they got closer, growing more and more in awe of it's size. As much as she hated to admit it, Eva could be right and Gina and Caitlyn could be hidden somewhere on it, and it could take them quite some time to locate them.

And there was still no movement, which also gave Felicia cause for alarm. She reached to her thigh and unbuttoned her holster, expecting the worst. Eva though, seemed unconcerned, almost... relaxed.

Are those...goosebumps? Felicia thought, eying up Eva's immaculately sculpted body. Indeed, the Latina's brown skin was standing on edge. She was excited.

Please Gina be okay. I don't want this crazy bitch being the only officer left for me to work with!

Eva pulled the boat up next to the yacht and behind the other police boat. Felicia picked up a line of rope and tossed it to Eva.

“Hurry up and tie us up.” She said, and then spotted how Eva's eyes lit up at the phrase “tie up”.

Felicia instantly regretted her word usage and grabbed the rope from Eva.

“You know what, I'll do it.” Felicia took the line over to a metal railing on the side of the yacht and started to secure it. The entire time she could feel Eva's hungry eyes on her.

Don't turn around, don't do it!

Too late. Felicia glanced over her shoulder to see Eva's hungry brown eyes zeroed in on the black thong running through Felicia's ass cheeks. To make it worse, Eva didn't seem to care that Felicia knew.

“Hey, why don't you climb up on deck and start checking it out, I'll be right up behind you.”

Eva's eyes met Felicia's.

“Ohh are you sure, you may need a hand securing that?”

“Yes, I'm fine Eva. I'll be right behind you.” Felicia sighed. Eva flashed her a pouty look and turned to climb up onto the yacht.

Once she was done tying off the police boat, Felicia turned and looked up at the yacht, looming over her. It was quiet, all she could hear was the lapping of the waves.

“Eva?” She called out. Silence. Felicia stiffened, a cold feeling growing in the pit of her stomach.

“Eva?” She called again, and still no response.

Felicia gritted her teeth and started to climb the railing onto the deck of the yacht. The climb felt like ages, the cold feeling in her stomach growing. If someone was going to catch her off guard, this was the time to do it.

She pulled herself over the railing and stood on the deck of the yacht. Everything was still quiet, and she seemed completely alone.

“Eva?” She called out again to no response.

Felicia pulled her gun from it's holster and gripped it with both hands.

“Sheriff's Department! Come out with your hands up!” She called, holding her gun out.

No one responded. Felicia swallowed and moved forward.

Remember your training! Stay cool!

If there was someone on this boat that had somehow taken Gina, Caitlyn, and now Eva by surprise, then that meant Felicia was their last resort, and that meant that she had to keep her cool.

Felicia moved towards the center of the yacht, where a door hung open leading to the bridge. Had Eva gone down there? Had someone been lurking and caught her off guard.

Felicia aimed her weapon at the open door and peered inside. She could see the wheel of the helm and large windows looking out over the front deck, but nothing more.

“I'm armed, come out now with your hands up.” Felicia cried, aiming at the open door. Silence greeted her.

Felicia moved towards the open door, gun at the ready. Once she reached it, she pressed herself against the wall next to it. Her heart was pounding in her chest, every muscle in her body on edge, ready for whatever came next.

“Last chance, come out with your hands up!” Felicia's voice was hard and firm. She pulled back the hammer on her gun as she spoke.

Then she felt it. The cold metal of a gun barrel pressed up against her head from behind, just below her ear. Felicia flushed, her blood turning to ice, and her nipples went hard against her bikini top.

She was caught. Plain and simple. Her fear turned to anger, which turned to embarrassment. Her first day back on the force and here she was, caught, just like her first day as sheriff all that time ago.

At least it appeared that the other girls were caught too.

With no other recourse, Felicia raised her hands above her head. Lightly holding her gun up with her right hand. Almost instantly her weapon was snatched from her hand. A moment later, the gun was pulled away from her head.

“Look, others will be looking for us. You can't win.” Felicia tried to reason with her silent captor.

Then a warm body pressed against hers from behind. Felicia felt her captor's perspiration against her back, the small breasts against her shoulder blades.

A hand came from behind and slipped under her bikini top, rubbing against her still erect nipple. Looking down, Felicia saw a brown hand slipping down the front of her bikini bottoms.

White hot rage bellowed up inside of Felicia.

Eva!

Felicia clutched at the groping hands and pulled them away, spinning around as she did and coming face to face with the grinning Latina

“Ohh, yes. Angry. I like it.” Eva cooed.

Felicia felt like there was steam coming out of her ears as she clutched at Eva's wrists and forced her back against the wall. Her body was pressed flat against Eva's body. Their lips were just inches apart. Eva noticed this and took advantage, planting a kiss on Felicia while grinding her crotch against hers.

“Mmmm!” Felicia cried, eyes wide, and pulled away as Eva sighed and cooed.

“Ohh mama!” Eva moaned.

Felicia glared at the Latina, and before she could stop and think, she was on her. Her blood was pumping, skin raised in excitement.

Good lord, what am I doing?

Felicia gripped Eva's hands again and raised them above her head, slamming them against the wall. Eva let out a sigh and gyrated against Felicia. Before Felicia could stop herself, she planted a kiss on the Latina

Eva returned it, planting her lips against Felicia's, slipping her tongue in and exploring her mouth. The Latina's breasts pressed against Felicia's, poking at her through the bikini top. All thoughts of Gina and Caitlyn vanished, as did thoughts of Janet, of Anya, of the money washing up.

Eva's hands pushed aside Felicia's bikini top and her fingers rubbed against her hard nipples. They never broke off their kiss during this time. Felicia wrapped her hands around Eva's full, luscious ass and pulled her against her, their hips rubbing against each others. Their bodies ached for each other, to be interlocked.

The Latina's hands moved down to Felicia's belt and started fumbling at the buckle. Felicia's hands moved down and helped, unclasping her holster from her thigh. Once that was done, she moved to Eva's belt, unclasping it from the Latina's dancing hips.

They were moving away from the wall, their lips still interlocking, their tongues dancing over each other's. As they moved across the deck, Felicia felt her bikini bottoms fall down across her legs. She stepped out of them as she moved, her hands moving to take down Eva's thong. All rational thought had been banished from Felicia's brain. Instinct and lust ruled her now. The only thing she knew was that she wanted Eva's body, wanted to pin her down, wanted to control her, wanted to use her.

Eva's thong fell and the Latina stepped out of it as they moved. Their bare waists pressed against each other's, wet from perspiration and arousal. Their hands moved to each other's bikini tops as they moved, working and fumbling over the clasps and knots that held them up. Felicia's top fell away, followed by Eva's. Their bare breasts touched, skin on skin as their lips interlocked. Their shaking, hungry hands clutched each other's bare ass cheeks.

Eva fell back on a beach chair, Felicia falling on top of her. Felicia's hands clutched at Eva's breasts as their lips embraced. Eva's legs wrapped around Felicia's waist and their bodies intertwined.

Then Felicia' felt the cold metal of a gun barrel against the back of her head, again.

Before she could react, she felt a hand grab a handful of her hair and pull her head back. Felicia cried out and clutched at her captor as they pulled her off of the Latina

“Noo!” Eva cried, more out of disappointment than anything, clutching at Felicia.

“As much as I hate to break up the show, I have other things to do, and I can't have you girls running around my boat.” An accented voice said from behind Felicia. Anya.

Felicia clutched at the hand holding her hair, but the gun pressed harder against her skull, causing her to stop.

“Hey, get off of me!” Felicia screamed.

“Punta! Come on, give us just another minute!” Eva pouted, crossing her legs.

For Felicia though, all arousal was gone. All she felt was shame now. Shame for letting Eva pull her under her spell, and shame for getting caught.

Again...

2.

The ropes tightened around Felicia's wrists and their bikini clad captor stepped around from behind them to admire the nude and bound captives. Eva had sighed and wriggled the entire time Anya had secured her hands behind her back, and even now was shifting back and forth, rubbing her thighs together. The Latina's brown nipples stood completely erect, and her perspiring skin was still raised in goosebumps.

My God, she's still turned on. Felicia thought, mouth agape.

Felicia's wet vagina had dried up the instant they had been captured, but having a gun to her head tended to have that effect on her. Not Eva though, who was still evidently in a heavy state of arousal. After that, all Felicia felt was shame and self loathing. How had she allowed this woman, who had previously used and humiliated her, to manipulate and seduce her like that.

All she could do was glare at Eva in resentment as Anya tied her hands behind her back. Eva was manipulative, and possessed a raw sexual energy that seemed to infect all within her radius.

At least that's what Felicia told herself.

Anya, clad in a black two piece thong, stood in front of them, gun still trained on her naked captives. In her other hand she held their bikinis which they had left strewn across the yacht deck.

“I must say, I'm starting my own mini collection of these.” Anya smiled and held up the bikinis.

“Where are Gina and Caitlyn.” Felicia asked, trying to sound defiant despite being nude and helpless.

Anya smiled and stepped aside, motioning to a staircase that lead below deck.

“Down, now.” She waved her gun towards the stair case and Felicia obeyed, followed by Eva.

They descended the stairs and found themselves in a brightly lit, ornate hallway. Anya took up the rear and jabbed both women forward by poking them with her pistol. Once Eva and Felicia were moving, she walked a few paces behind them.

“So you do have something to do with the money floating up on the beach?” Felicia asked, hoping that if she kept Anya talking she could maybe stall until she came up with a plan.

She was so stupid. Her and Eva could have easily overpowered Anya by themselves if they had their heads in the game. Instead, they practically gave themselves to her gift wrapped.

“Oh no, I'm just taking advantage of an opportunity.” Anya responded.

“How so?” Felicia asked.

“Let's just say that several gentlemen were waiting for a plane to land, but things didn't go as planned.”

The storm! It all came together now.

“A plane full of money crashed in the storm and now you want to find it.” Felicia answered.

“Very good. Yes, there's several hundred million dollars sitting at the bottom of the ocean somewhere, and I'm going to get it before other interested parties.”

Felicia was tempted to ask who, but she had a good guess that it was Ace and his crew. She had to give to Anya, who was either very brave or very stupid to try and steal several hundred million out from under Ace's nose.

“Stop.” Anya ordered. Both captives obeyed.

Anya stepped in front of them, still keeping the gun aimed on them, and opened a nearby door revealing a small but spacious store room. Empty shelves were mounted on the wall, and on the floor, naked, bound, and gagged with white clothes wrapped around their mouths, were Gina and Caitlyn.

Both women were seated against the wall, their heads turned towards each other like they were engaged in a muffled conversation of some kind, but then turned, wide eyed, at the opening of the door. Eva cooed at the sight of the nude, bound women.

“Mmmph!” Gina cried.

“In, both of you.”

With no other choice, Eva and Felicia both stepped into the store room. Anya stepped in behind them, gun still on them.

“Take a seat next to your friends.”

Felicia looked down at the bound and gagged Gina and Caitlyn, and then slid down next to them, Eva following. Once they were sitting next to the other captives, Felicia looked over at Eva to see her staring up at their captor and licking her lips.

“Don't tell me you're excited about this?” Felicia huffed. Eva replied with a smile.

“Urrrmm mmmrmm!”

“Gllubbmmm blbllmm!”

Felicia felt something tighten around her ankles and looked down to see Anya tying them together with a length of rope.

“What are you going to do with us?” Felicia asked.

“Oh I have some errands to run out here, and then I'll figure out what to do with you ladies. Until then you'll have to sit tight down here.” Anya finished tying Felicia's ankles together and moved onto Eva.

The Latina sighed and cooed as the rope was wrapped around her ankles, causing the bound and gagged Gina and Caitlyn to look upon her with alarm.

“Uffff...” Gina sighed and tried to wriggle away from her. Caitlyn looked at Gina and then followed her lead.

“Mmmm!”

“Do you really think you'll find that plane out here? It's like looking for a needle in a haystack.” Felicia thought that maybe her best plan was to keep Anya talking, stall her until she could come up with something better.

Anya finished tying Eva's feet and then rose and smiled at Felicia, and then grabbed a long, thick white cloth off of a shelf. Felicia's eyes widened, knowing exactly what that cloth was for, it was a gag.

“I'm gonna need some peace and quiet down here while I look.” Anya stooped over her, gag held out towards Felicia.

“Hey! You don't need to gag us! Who's gonna hear us all the way out-HRRRRMMMPH!” Felicia's protests were cut off by Anya pulling the white cloth over her mouth. She kicked her bound feet in protest as the thief secured the gag at the back of her head.

“Mmmooo! Mmmph! Ullluffflll ggllumpph!” Felicia moaned. Next to her, Eva sighed. The bound and gagged woman looked over to see Eva squirming and rubbing her thighs together, her skin on edge, nipples hard and erect.

She's still turned on! In fact, if anything she was more turned on now.

“Mmmpph! Ulllugggllmm mmmm!” Felicia spat and kicked Eva's' feet, but the Latina paid her no mind.

Anya finished tying Felicia's gag and then grabbed another one off a shelf and approached Eva. The Latina sat back and opened her mouth in a faux shocked expression.

“Oh no...” She sighed, and then leaned forward as Anya pressed the white cloth over her lips.

“Ummm...hhmmm....” She sighed into the gag as it was secured around her mouth.

Anya finished gagging Eva and then stood up, looking over her four naked, bound and gagged captives.

“There, now you four stay nice and quiet. I'll be back down later to figure out what to do with you.”

“Mmmp!”

“Llllmmmph mmmmfff mmmoo!”

“Urggll mmmllbbl bbllff!”

“Mmmfff... ufffmmm... mmmooo...”

Anya flashed them a brilliant smile and then turned and walked out of the room, closing the door behind her. A second later Felicia heard a CLICK as it locked.

Damn. Felicia glared at the door. Even if they got free, they would be locked inside.

“Mmmm.... ummm...” Eva nuzzled Felicia with her gagged mouth.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph!” Felicia shuffled away from her and kicked at her with her bound feet.

“Hfff.... mmffff...” Gina, meanwhile, was rolling her nude body across the room towards the locked door.

What is she doing? Felicia watched, fascinated at the buxom, naked woman rolling herself across the floor.

“Mmmm...” Eva rubbed her nude body against Felicia's, her bare breasts brushing her arms.

She hated to admit that it sent a spark of electricity through her body.

No! She had to stay focused and escape. Anya had already tried to kill Felicia once, and now had her and the rest of the police force bound, gagged, and helpless in the middle of the ocean. If she wanted, she could just throw the lot of them overboard and that would be it.

“Uhhmm hmm...” Eva continued to rub her body against Felicia's. Felicia felt her nipples going erect and the moisture in her vagina.

No!

“Mmmmmmo!” She moaned and pushed her body against Eva's, knocking the bound and gagged Latina against Caitlyn, who was watching Gina.

“Mmmph!” Caitlyn turned, shocked at the bound and gagged Eva knocking into her.

Eva was unfazed, and started rubbing herself against Caitlyn.

“Mmmmurrrm urrrmm!” Caitlyn whined, and tried to wriggle away from Eva.

Gina meanwhile, was lying against the door with her ear pressed against it, eyes wide and alert. Felicia watched her, trying to determine Gina's game.

“Mmmmoo! Sttttpp!” Caitlyn pushed against Eva and turned away. Eva responded by grinding her nude body against Caitlyn's bare buttock.

Gina pulled away from the door and started to roll back over to where the others were tied.

“Ufff...hfff...” Gina huffed into her gag as she rolled back over.

She stopped just in front of the bound others and sat up, making eye contact with Felicia.

“Urrrmm hrrrm! Mmrrrgglle gglrrmm bbfff!” She moaned.

“Whfff? Mmmpph?” Felicia shrugged.

Did she forget that she's gagged? The whole point is so that we can't talk!

“Mmmff!” Gina moaned, and then turned and showed Felicia her bound hands.

“Mmmmm mmmo!” Felicia sighed and showed Gina her bound hands as well.

Gina rolled her eyes.

“Mmmo! Mmmmurrrm hurrmm!” She showed her hands to Felicia again.

“Wttfff?” Felicia shrugged.

“Hhffff hrrr!” Gina motioned to Caitlyn, who was still trying to push the bound Eva away.

Felicia cocked her head, still confused.

“Urrrrm mmmrrrhh...”

“Grrrfff...”Gina sighed, and then rolled back towards the door.

“Grrrfff offf!” Caitlyn turned and pushed Eva away with her feet, which didn't seem to deter the horny Latina all that much.

Gina reached the door and once again placed her head against it, listening.

“Mmmm....mmrrww!” She nodded towards Caitlyn. Felicia looked at Caitlyn and then Gina.

“Hrrrm?” She shrugged.

“Mmmrrrm!” Gina kicked her feet in frustration and shook her bound hands at Felicia. Suddenly it dawned on Felicia and her eyes lit up.

“Ohhmm hmm!” She nodded.

“Urrrmm hrrrm!” Gina nodded back.

Felicia started using her feet to pull herself across the floor towards Eva and Caitlyn. Eva was still rubbing her nude body against Caitlyn, much to the bodybuilder's chagrin.

“Mmmo! Gffff offff!” Caitlyn tried to squirm away from Eva.

Eva's nude, beautiful ass was to Felicia as she rubbed her front against Caitlyn, and she seemed oblivious to Felicia's approach. Felicia scurried up next to Eva, turned, and pressed her bare ass against Eva's.

“Ullp!” Eva cried out in pleasure. She turned her head to find Felicia grinding her bare backside against hers.

“Mmmm... ummmm...” Felicia moaned, massaging Eva's ass with hers.

“Wfff? Mmmo!” Gina moaned. Felicia looked up to see her looking at her from the door, eyes wide with confusion and frustration.

“Hlllp mmrrr!” Felicia moaned into her gag and motioned with her head to Caitlyn, who had retreated as far from Eva as possible.

“Hurrrm?” Gina cocked her head.

Felicia reached out with her bound hands and starting rubbing them up and down Eva's slick backside.

“Hlllp hrrr!” Felicia motioned again.

“Offf!” Gina nodded, and started rolling over to Caitlyn. Felicia watched as she rubbed herself against Eva's ass.

Gina reached Caitlyn and then turned so her ass was to Caitlyn and pressed herself against the nude bodybuilder.

“Cmmm mmm!”

“Wfff! Mmmo!” Caitlyn moaned and shied away from Gina.

“Mmmo! Hfff!” Gina shook her bound hands at Caitlyn, who stared at her in confusion.

“Mmmpph!” Gina stamped her feet in frustration and shook her hands again at Caitlyn.

“Mmmpph!” The bodybuilder's eyes lit up, and she turned so that her back was to Gina. Their bound, nude bodies pressed against each other's and their bound hands went to work on the knots that secured them.

Felicia did the same. Her fingers reached out, grasping for the rope around Eva's wrists. She worked slowly, delicately, knowing that Eva liked being tied up and might shy away when she realized that Felicia was trying to untie her.

Her fingers found the knot that bound Eva's wrists together and started to work away at it, but surprisingly, Eva didn't react. Instead, she continued to rub her bare ass against Felicia's while moaning into her gag with pleasure.

“Ummm...hmmm...” Felicia moaned, hoping the ruse would keep Eva happy.

But Felicia knew it wasn't a ruse, she was slightly turned on. Her skin was slightly flushed and she hoped that Gina and Caitlyn would think that it was from the frustration and adrenaline from being captured. She hated that she was still turned on, and hated that Eva had that effect on her.

But there was a part of her, a deep, dark portion of her soul that sought to control and dominate the Latina like she had dominated her, and this part filled Felicia with a burning lust and passion.

Maybe you can deal with that after you get free! Felicia told herself. Yes, right now her priority was escaping the murderous bikini thief, and then she would deal with her unresolved issues with Eva.

The rope came away from Eva's wrists. Felicia sighed into her gag and slid away. She looked over her should to see that Eva was leaning over and untying her feet.

Good! Felicia thought, watching. Maybe Eva got the idea that they were in danger and decided to control herself.

Felicia breathed easy, realizing that Eva was a person and a police officer too, not some sex crazed fiend like they thought she was.

All of those thoughts went away though when Eva, still gagged, untied her feet and then turned and pounced on Felicia.

“Mmoo!” Felicia cried as the gagged Latina mounted her and groped her breasts with both hands.

“Ummm... hmmm...” Felicia sighed as Eva massaged her bare breasts, sending sharp tingles of pleasure throughout her body.

A shadow loomed over them. Felicia looked up to see Caitlyn, completely free, step up behind Eva. She grabbed the naked Latina by the arms and roughly pulled her off of Felicia.

“Mmmpph! Mmmoo! Mmmo!” Eva moaned and struggled as Caitlyn held her by the arms.

“Mmmmm!” Felicia sat up, crying out in frustration and arousal.

Then Gina was standing over her. Felicia stopped and looked up as Gina bent over and pulled down her gag.

“Shh!” Gina put a finger to her lips, and then leaned over to untie Felicia's ankles. Felicia couldn't help but look down at Gina's bare breasts, moving and swaying as she hurriedly untied Felicia's feet.

“Okay, so when that bitch comes back, we're all going to gang up on her at once. We'll tie her up, toss her on a boat, and get the hell off of here.” Gina said, looking up at Felicia.

Felicia snapped her eyes away from Gina's bare breasts and nodded.

Then the door CLICKED behind her as it was unlocked. Gina looked down at Felicia and her eyes lit up.

“I'm sorry, but you'll need to distract her.” She said, reaching up to Felicia's face.

“Wh-ummph!” Felicia moaned as Gina pulled her gag up over her mouth.

“Mmmo! Ullumm mmm!” She protested, and then watched as Gina picked a discarded gag off the floor and stood behind the door.

It all dawned on Felicia. Though her feet were still bound, the knot was looser. She kept her feet pressed together to put up the illusion.

“Mmmmp! Ummm!” Eva cried into her gag as Caitlyn restrained her.

The door opened and Anya walked in, her eyes falling immediately on the bound and gagged Felicia.

“Why hello...” She started, and then trailed off, noticing that she was the only bound hostage.

Gina came from behind, throwing the gag over Anya's head from behind and pulling it tight over her mouth.

“Mmmoo!” Anya protested, her hands clutching at the gag, trying to pull it off.

“How does it feel, bitch!” Gina hissed into Anya's ear, tying the gag at the back of her neck.

Anya's hands flailed for a bit, and then she reached behind her and grabbed a handful of Gina's hair. Gina cried out in pain and then Anya threw herself back, pulling both herself and Gina out of the room.

Felicia watched helplessly as the two women struggled, Gina holding tight onto the gag around Anya's mouth as the thief attempted to wrestle free.

“Hmmm! Mmmph!” Anya moaned, fighting against Gina, who screamed as the thief pulled on her hair.

“Hrryy! Mmmmo! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned, wishing that she was untied to help.

“Urrrfff.... mmmrfff..” Eva moaned into her own gag as Caitlyn held onto her.

“Caitlyn! Cait.... help me!” Gina cried. Her hands shifted from holding onto Anya's gag to grabbing at the blond woman's clutching hands.

“But... I'm...” Caitlyn gasped, holding onto the struggling Eva.

“I don't care! Help me!”

Felicia meanwhile, had pulled her legs apart, causing the loosely tied rope to fall away.

Caitlyn let go of the writhing Eva, who pushed the larger woman back and scurried out into the hallway.

Anya, meanwhile, managed to slip one of her arms out of Gina's grasp and elbowed the larger woman in the gut. Gina cried out and let go of the thief, who scurried away down the hall. Caitlyn rushed over to Gina, who was clutching at her abdomen.

“No, I'll go after her, help Felicia!” She pointed at the still bound and gagged Felicia and then stormed down the hallway after Anya.

Caitlyn rushed in and pulled off Felicia's gag. Felicia turned her body so that Caitlyn could untie her hands. Finally untied, Felicia stood, rubbing at her wrists where the rope had been. She was grateful to finally be untied but was still naked.

At least we all have that in common. She thought, looking at the equally nude Caitlyn.

“Come on.” Felicia motioned to the open door with her head and rushed out of the store room and into the hallway.

She looked in both directions but there was no sign of Gina, Anya, or Eva, and then turned to Caitlyn.

“Did you see where they went?”

Caitlyn shrugged in response. Felicia sighed and looked up and down the seemingly endless hallway. She picked right and then started moving in that direction, Caitlyn following. Without thinking, Felicia placed one hand over her bare breasts and another over her vagina, but looked back to see Caitlyn calmly following, not bothering to cover up.

I guess there's no one here to ogle us. Felicia thought, and briefly moved her hands away, but then all she felt was exposure and vulnerability, and immediately covered up.

This won't do. I'm gonna need to find something to cover up with!

It was strange, being loose on a boat with a woman who had kidnapped them and previously tried to kill her, but all she could think about was her own modesty. In the back of her mind, she wondered if Gina was having the same thoughts, or if she was too busy pursuing Anya to think about it.

***

Gina stormed down the hallway after Anya, too intent on catching the blond woman to worry about her own nudity, or finding something to cover up with for that matter.

This ends here! Gina thought, feeling her naked breasts bounce up and down against her chest as the hallway ahead of her branched off into two separate directions.

How big is this yacht?

She skidded to a stop, looked to her left, then right, and chose left. After a few yard, the hallway came to a “T”, continuing straight, and to both directions. Gina chose right on pure intuition alone.

This had to end here, there was no other choice. There were four of them, and even though they were naked and unarmed, they could easily overpower Anya, tie her up, and take her ashore to answer for her crimes.

Wait, where are the others?

Gina assumed they were right behind her, but stopped and looked over her shoulder to see that she was alone in the hallway.

Not alone. She thought she saw movement, like someone darting behind a corner behind her. Gina stopped, waiting.

It was quiet, too quiet. She considered calling out, but if Anya was hiding that meant Gina would be giving away her position, and she wanted to catch the thief off guard. As Gina waited and listened, she suddenly became aware of her own nudity, and how vulnerable she truly was. All she had was herself and nothing else against Anya, who knew her way around the boat.

Gina took a few steps towards where she had seen the movement and briefly pressed an arm over her naked breasts.

No! You'll need your hands to fight off Anya if that's her!

Gina lowered her hands and balled her fists, every muscle in her lean body ready for a fight. Maybe Anya had circled behind her and was hoping to catch her off guard?

Well, too bad. Anya wasn't getting the drop again on her so easily.

Gina continued towards the corner, waiting and listening for the others. Where were they? Shouldn't they be right behind her? It was quite possible that they had gotten lost as well in the labyrinth of corridors, and if that happened, it would be all to easy for Anya to easily pick them off one by one.

No, that can't happen, not again!

Gina had to have faith in her team, they couldn't get caught again.

Could they?

The naked Sheriff reached the corner where she had seen the movement and pressed herself flat against the wall, holding her breath, listening, waiting...

She didn't hear anything, and no one came out.

I have to make the first move! If someone was waiting on the other side of the corridor, then both of them could be waiting all day.

Gina took a deep breath, prepared herself for a fight, and jumped around the corner, hands out, crouched low in a fighting position-

-Nothing. Just an empty hallway. Gina waited there, crouched low, arms out, breathing heavy. She had broken out in a cold sweat too in her anticipation.

After another moment, Gina stood, relaxing. It must have been her imagination. Adrenaline getting her worked up over nothing.

I should find the others and regroup.

Good idea. Her taking off after Anya by herself was a recipe for disaster. Find the others and formulate a plan together. Hell, they could just head up to the bridge and take the yacht back to shore, knowing full well that Anya had nowhere to hide. They held all the cards here.

Gina, relaxed, head clear, took a few steps down the hallway, confident in her new plan to take Anya down as a team.

Behind her, she heard one of the doors, presumably leading to a cabin or closet, burst open. Before Gina could react, a hand clamped over her mouth.

“Offfff!” She moaned, feeling a nude, sweated covered body press up against her from behind, and a soft hand reach from behind her and wrap around her bare breast. Gina reached up and tried to pull the hand away but it was clamped over her mouth like a vice.

“Oooh mamacita...” Eva cooed in her ear from behind.

Eva! What the hell was she doing!?

Then Gina remembered how turned on Eva had been just moments before in the storeroom, and a previous time, when they both were bound and gagged in the back of a van, and the things an aroused Eva had done to her. Her eyes went wide at the thought of what the Latina had in store for her.

No! She can't ruin this for us!

“Mmmoph! Urrrrff!” Gina resisted, trying to pull away, but Eva had her tight, and started to pull her back into the open door she had burst out of.

“Mmmo! Hllp! Mmmph!” Gina moaned and resisted, kicking and planting her feet as Eva dragged her way.

Where the hell were Caitlyn and Felicia?

***

Felicia stopped and peered into an open cabin door, jaw agape. Caitlyn came up behind her.

“What is it?” The bodybuilder asked.

Inside was a room decked floor to ceiling in bikinis of all shapes and sizes. Bikinis hung from hooks on the wall, backlit like trophies, while others were neatly arranged on tables.

Felicia stepped inside, staring at them in awe.

I guess this is Anya's collection.

Then it hit her that this probably wasn't even the tip of the iceberg. Hell, every room on this boat might be filled with bikinis as lovingly arranged as these.

Without even thinking, Felicia started browsing, looking for ones that had once belonged to her, or ones that fit her, though part of her knew that she was looking for a needle in a haystack.

“What are you doing? We have to find Gina.” Caitlyn whined from the doorway.

“I'm not going to keep running around this boat naked.” Felicia sighed, and grabbed a pink slingshot bikini from a hook and tossed it to Caitlyn.

“That looks to be about your size, throw it on.”

Caitlyn caught it and looked at it in confusion and then up at Felicia.

“What do I need this for?”

“Just put it on so I'll be less distracted by your massive tits bouncing up and down.” Felicia sighed and grabbed an orange, two piece thong bikini from another hook.

“Jeez, don't give me shit because you aren't comfortable in your own skin.” Caitlyn sighed as she stepped into the skimpy one piece.

“Will you just shut up and get dressed so that we can go back to finding Gina?” Felicia hissed, stepping into the orange bikini bottom, which fit her perfectly.

“Fine, whatever.” Caitlyn sounded like a petulant teenager as she finished getting into the skimpy bikini Felicia had picked out for her.

As Felicia was adjusting her bikini top, she looked over at Caitlyn and rolled her eyes. She was already regretting the choice of swimsuit she had handed to the buxom woman. It was a thin, pink, slingshot bikini with a small string that ran between Caitlyn's buttocks. The front consisted of two straps that ran up her abdomen, exposing her entire midsection from below her navel to her neck. The straps expanded out to barely cover her nipples with the bottoms and sides of Caitlyn's boobs exposed.

Caitlyn looked down at her barely contained cleavage, and then ran her hands over her also practically bare buttocks and smiled.

“You know, I kinda like this.”

Felicia sighed and finished putting on the bikini top, which fit her just as perfectly as the thong bottom.

“Okay, let's go find Gina and Eva.” She said and lead the way out of the room.

***

“Mmmph! Ulluggrrmm! Ummmph! Hlllp!” Gina moaned and kicked as Eva carried her over her shoulder down one of the endless hallways.

Gina didn't know if things had gone from bad to worse, but it was close. She had forgotten how strong Eva was, and despite her best efforts to fight back, Eva had successfully gagged her by tying a white cloth over her mouth, and then bound her arms behind her back and tied her feet together.

Damn her! And damn Felicia for bringing her along!

The rational part of Gina couldn't blame Felicia for wanting back up for what Gina presumed was an attempt to rescue her and Caitlyn, but these days Eva proved more a liability than a help.

“Hrrrry! Sttttp! Efffaa!” But the Latina ignored the naked Sheriff's protests as she continued to make her way down the hallway.

After Eva had successfully bound and gagged Gina, she effortlessly threw her over her shoulder and started to carry her to who knows where.

Was she trying to find an empty cabin where she could have her way with Gina uninterrupted?

“Hllp! Mmmph!” Gina kicked and fought, hoping that Felicia and Caitlyn would come running down the hallway and save her.

Gina truly was desperate if she was relying on Caitlyn and Felicia to rescue her, but at this point she would even take Anya coming down after them. At least Anya and Eva could distract each other while Gina hopped away or found a way to get free.

“Ccccmmm mmmooon! Efffa! Mmmo!” Gina moaned and kicked, but the Latina continued on like a woman on a mission.

Gina kicked her bound feet and pulled at the rope around her wrists. Her heart skipped a beat when she felt the rope that secured her wrists loosen ever so slightly! It felt like they loosened just a hair but it was enough for Gina.

“Eeep!” She moaned, but then caught herself, eyes wide, heart pounding, anxious that Eva would notice and re-secure the rope.

But she didn't, she just kept walking.

Gina had put up a fight while Eva tied her up, and maybe because of that she hadn't tied Gina as tightly as she wanted to.

Yes! This gave her something to work with. Gina slowly started wriggling her hands inside the bonds, taking her time, not wanting to alert Eva.

Once I'm free, she's definitely off the force!

Gina felt sunlight hit her bare buttocks. They were ascending a set of stairs up to the deck. She turned her head looked up at the sun in the blue, cloudless sky as Eva carried her up.

Why was she taking her outside?

Then she realized that Eva had no intention of playing with her on the boat. She was taking her to the police boat, which Gina still presumed was secured to the side of the yacht. Then she would take Gina somewhere ashore where she could have all the time in the world to have her way with her.

No! That isn't happening!

“Mmmph! Ullummph! Glllluub!” Gina moaned, kicking and thrashing to distract Eva from her working her hands loose. The rope was loosening, ever so slowly.

Then they were up, the warm sea air blasting the two naked women, and Gina looked over her should again to see that Eva was carrying her across the deck to where they had secured their boat earlier. Gina's hands were nowhere near free either.

God, she hoped that Felicia and Caitlyn emerged on the deck and saw this before Eva got her on that boat.

***

Felicia lead Caitlyn down one of the yacht's seemingly endless hallways, not sure what she was looking for, and she thought that Caitlyn sensed that too.

“What are you looking for exactly?”

“I... a way up to deck.” Felicia stammered.

“What about Gina and Eva?”

“Them too!” Felicia rolled her eyes, deciding that she liked Caitlyn better when she was bound and gagged.

Truth was, she had no idea where Gina and Eva were, but if she found a way up on deck, then she could find the boat's radio and call for help.

Plus things were too quiet down here, that made her uneasy.

“I'm just saying, we shouldn't leave them alone down here with that woman.” Caitlyn added.

Felicia stopped, rolled her eyes, and turned around to face the muscle bound woman. Immediately she was distracted by her obnoxious cleavage in the barely there sling bikini.

“Look, I know that, I'm just trying to...” Felicia started, but then trailed off.

Her eyes fell to the corridor behind Caitlyn, and a head of bright blond hair coming around the corner. Anya, with something metallic, black, and shiny in her hand.

A handgun, and it was aimed right at them.

“What?” Caitlyn asked, oblivious.

Felicia grabbed Caitlyn by the arm and pulled her down the hallway. Caitlyn planted her feet and resisted, causing Felicia to stumble.

“What?” She asked again.

“Freeze!” Anya cried from down the hall.

Hearing the thief's voice gave Caitlyn the push she needed, and she turned her head to see the Anya aiming the gun at them.

“Come on!” Felicia cried, her hands wrapped around Caitlyn's bicep, pulling at her.

Caitlyn got the message and started to run down the hallway along side Felicia.

“Stop!” Anya warned, but they ignored her, their bare feet padding on the carpeted floor as they ran.

A shot rang out from behind them, and then one of the ornate glass sconces lining the hallway exploded in a brilliant haze of light and glass.

Shit! She's actually shooting at us!

Caitlyn screamed, and Felicia grabbed her and made a sharp right. Another shot and the bullet struck a door ahead of them.

They were warning shots, but they wouldn't be for long.

“She's shooting at us!” Caitlyn screamed.

“I know!” Felicia cried.

Another shot, this one buried itself in the carpet in front of them. Felicia grabbed Caitlyn and made another sharp right.

“Stop now!” Anya warned.

Felicia skidded to a stop. Ahead of them was a staircase leading up, the bright afternoon sunlight shining down inside, almost glowing. Still gripping Caitlyn, Felicia ran towards the staircase, and hopefully salvation.

Another gun shot. Felicia felt this one just barely whiz by her arm.

Shit!

Then they were topside, and Felicia didn't slow down, dragging Caitlyn towards the railing and where she had tied off the boat.

“What about Gina and Eva?” Caitlyn asked.

In response, they heard a boat motor. Both women stopped and watched as a police boat pulled away from the yacht. They could tell that it was Eva driving from the head of shiny black hair at the helm.

Where's Gina? Felicia wondered.

As the boat sped away, Felicia thought she saw another head of black hair towards the back. Gina? It looked like maybe she was sitting down.

“That's just great!” Felicia screamed, throwing her hands up.

Then another gun shot came from behind, and she grabbed Caitlyn and dragged her towards the railing. She would be angry later about Gina and Eva leaving them behind.

Felicia climbed over the railing and down into the other police boat, followed by Caitlyn. She stood over the helm and stared at it, dumbfounded. Caitlyn came running up behind her.

“Let's get out of here!” She cried. Felicia spun around to face her.

“Do you know how to work this thing?” She grabbed the straps of her bikini as she spoke, screaming into Caitlyn's face.

“I... Gina made us all take lessons, but-” Caitlyn stammered.

“Good! Get us out of here!” Felicia shoved her towards the helm and ran over the rope that secured them to the yacht.

Another gun shot, followed by a splash as the bullet struck the water.

Felicia grabbed the rope and started to undo the knot, grateful that she had hastily and poorly secured it earlier. As she untied the boat she heard the engine roar to life.

“Stop!” Felicia looked up to see Anya, gun leveled right at Felicia's face. She froze.

The line that secured them to the yacht fell out of her hands, and then the boat pulled away from the large craft. Anya's face darkened and she aimed at Felicia and fired.

Felicia ducked, and the bullet went through the glass of the window at the helm, causing Caitlyn to jump and scream.

“Keep going!” Felicia screamed, and Caitlyn obliged, driving the speedboat away from the large craft.

Felicia's heart pounded against her ribs as the yacht grew smaller in the distance, Anya watching, her face dark and contorted with anger.

Once the yacht was a speck on the horizon, Felicia relaxed and sat back, hoping that Caitlyn knew her way back to shore.

To be continued...
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