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1.

Jacqueline felt her nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her barely there bikini as she opened the door and saw the two buxom women standing there waiting outside. After weeks of online messaging and scheduling conflicts, finally, it all culminated in this moment.

“Hi Jacqueline!” Nadia beamed her brilliant smile at her.

She was just as beautiful as her online profile pic was. Her blond hair fell in waves around her shoulders, and a strong, film jawline offset by soft, welcoming hazel eyes, and full, red, pouty lips. She wore a long waist coat that stopped mid-thigh, which made Jacqueline wonder what the blond woman wore underneath it. The top few buttons of the coat were open, revealing Nadia’s beautiful, tanned, heaving breasts under what looked like a black leather top or bra, and she wore matching black knee high boots with a wicked heel.

“We’re so excited! Thank you again!” Her sister, Jaimie, smiled as well.

Jaimie was shorter, and while Nadia was all muscles, firm yet feminine and coiled like a cheetah, her sister was softer, rounder with curves that made Jacqueline want to caress and lick her. Like Nadia, Jaimie had warm and inviting brown eyes, and her smile was no less brilliant, but her hair was bright auburn in opposition to her sister’s striking blond, and she had it back in a loose ponytail instead of flowing freely.

“Oh, wow… you actually came.” Jacqueline smiled, pulling her robe tight over her cleavage.

She had spent so long fantasizing about this exact moment, part of her thought it would never happen. Then when Gino told her that he would be out of town on business for a few days, Jacqueline realized it was the perfect opportunity.

“May we come in?” Nadia asked, and pulled her coat tight across her breasts.

“Oh please.” Jacqueline stepped to the side and let the two sisters in.

“Oh what a beautiful house you have.” Jaimie smiled, admiring the expansive interior.

“Thank you, thank you, may I… may I take your coats,” She asked, though she wasn’t quite sure if normal decorum was appropriate in this situation. “And… your bag?”

Jacqueline now noticed the duffle bag in Nadia’s hand. She had been so focused on the blond’s cleavage that she had completely overlooked it. Immediately her imagination ran wild at the thought of what they might have in there, and what they had in store for her. The sisters must have noticed the older woman flush because they shared a look and giggled.

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Jacqueline shook her head.

Why am I acting like a giggling school girl?

“Actually…” The sisters shared a look. “Is there a place we could change?”

“Oh, absolutely, of course.” Jacqueline smiled and shuffled over to a doorway next to the grand, winding staircase.

Opening the door, she motioned inside to a wide, expansive room with floor to ceiling shelves, a desk, and an old fashioned globe.

“You can change in the study.”

“Wonderful,” Nadia shared a look with her sister. “Give us a few minutes and then we can begin.”

“I can’t wait.” Jacqueline smiled, and watched as the two sisters stepped into the study, turned, gave her a wink, and then closed the door behind them.

Jacqueline stood wringing her hands outside the door, a million different scenarios running through her mind as she did. What would they wear? What would they do to her? What would they let her do to them?

She had found them one restless night while browsing online on tiemedown.com, a kinky social media site. Jacqueline had made an account years ago on the site, but barely maintained it. Every now and then she logged into the site to see if anyone piqued her interest. The images she had posted on it were mild and tasteful, even though she had taken spicier ones in private, she was always scared of someone who knew Gino finding them and alerting her husband.

Not that Gino had a leg to stand on, she knew what he did during those many late nights and business trips, but Gino was a powerful and dangerous man, and not one to anger. He hoped that keeping Jacqueline happy with a large house and nice things would be enough to keep her satisfied, but… it wasn’t, and the nights Gino did sleep with her, it was over rather quickly.

They had been married twenty years, when she met him, she was a young cocktail waitress and he was up and coming in “The Family” as he called it. He had wined and dined her, given her the moon, and anything else she wanted. Jacqueline was swept completely off her feet.

Now, at 45, she still had a better body than when she met Gino all those years ago. Part of being a housewife meant she had plenty of free time, and she spent most of that working out. Everything on her was tight and firm, and her abs would make most women in their 20s jealous. Her breasts were firm and full, and the only thing on her that was fake, but she was fine with that. At her age, her hair color kept it’s natural dark color without even a hint of gray.

As time went, she became a decoration, just another thing that Gino wanted to keep as a possession, like the collection of cars in the garage that he never drove. She still remembered the first time she asked him to tie her up.

“What?” He grumbled.

“Tie me up, come on.” She crossed her arms and smiled at him.

“Oh, I dunno, I never was a boy scout, my knots ain’t so great.”

And he rolled over and went to bed.

BDSM was something Jacqueline had always been interested in, but unfortunately, couldn’t find a partner willing to go the lengths she had wanted to.

Until Nadia and Jaime Bonadyke had reached out to her online. She still remembered vividly, lying there in bed as Gino snored away next to her, feeling the arousal rush through her body as the sisters told her how they would love to make her fantasies come true, how they would love to keep her tied up in her home for days.

They spent hours each day describing what they would do to each other, sending pics, videos, etc. Once Gino told her he had to leave town for a bit, she knew exactly how she was going to spend the time while he was away. She had even paid for the Bonadyke sister’s hotel and airfare despite their protests.

I’ve waited this long, there’s nothing that will stop me now.

Then she heard shuffling in the room and her skin raised under her robe. Realizing that the Bonadyke’s would most likely be emerging from the room wearing something very skimpy and revealing, Jacqueline decided that she should best match them, and undid the sash on her robe, removed it, and draped it over the banister.

Suddenly she felt very exposed and naked, standing there in her home in a tiny, tiny, barely there bikini. Her top consisted of thin, see through pink mesh, and her erect nipples were doing their best to escape the restrictive fabric. Her bottom was a small g-string, but held together at the small of her back with a series of rhinestones arranged in an upside down triangle pattern. It was without a doubt the smallest, and skimpiest swimsuit she ever owned, but something about it made her feel sexy. When she first put it on for Gino, he made her take it off, insisting she could never wear it in public.

Now she felt a little ridiculous standing in the middle of her large mansion practically naked, but she had the house to herself. No one would see her except for the Bonadykes.

A moment later she heard the library door handle twist, and then it opened to reveal the sisters. Jacqueline had to stifle a gasp as they came strutting out, their heels tapping on the marble floors.

“Ow ow, look at you!” Nadia salivated at the sight of Jacqueline.

“Ohh, I feel overdressed.” Jaime purred.

Both sisters were clad in black leather from head to toe. Nadia had her black boots, with a very, very small, and very tight black skirt, which rode up along her hips exposing the black panties underneath. Her large, tanned breasts were heaving against a black leather bra, and she had black leather elbow length gloves and a black bunny mask. Jaime was dressed more skimpy, wearing similar boots and gloves, but instead of a skirt had a black leather thong and matching bra, along with a bunny mask like her sister.

“Oooh someone’s excited.” Jaime giggled, and Jacqueline looked down at her nipples pressing against the see through mesh of her top.

“Oh, my…” Jacqueline giggled.

“You’ll have to tell me where you got these,” Nadia strutted over and caressed one of Jacqueline’s breasts. “They look lovely. I’m thinking of going up a few sizes myself.”

Nadia gestured to her own swelling cleavage, and Jacqueline couldn’t help but blush, prompting a giggle from the girls. She had no idea why she should feel self conscious, after all, a quick look at Nadia told her that the blond woman had way more cosmetic surgery than Jacqueline. Despite her beauty, and being younger than Jacqueline, Nadia obviously had lip filler and possibly a nose job.

“I think we know just how to make you relax.” Nadia noticed Jacqueline becoming self conscious and took the other woman by the arm and led her into the library.

Jacqueline felt her skin flush when she saw the desk in the library. The sisters had opened the duffel bag and arranged the contents carefully, and there was a variety of ropes, restraints, ball gags, tape, handkerchiefs, nipple clamps, and vibrators waiting for her.

“Why don’t you have a seat.” Nadia placed her hands on Jacqueline’s shoulders and guided her to a nearby chair. The blond woman’s touch was firm but not aggressive, but Jacqueline didn’t need to be forced into a chair, she was practically putty in their hands.

Jaime had her back to the other woman, giving Jacqueline a perfect view of the black thong disappearing between her deeply tanned, soft buttocks, then the brunette turned, holding a thick, white cloth between her gloved hands.

“How are we thinking about this.” She giggled, holding the gag out for Jacqueline to see.

“I think it looks perfect.” Jacqueline licked her lips.

“Hmm, I don’t know if you want it hard enough.” Jaime pouted.

As the brunette sister talked, Jacqueline felt her hands pulled behind her and crossed at the wrists by Nadia, and then a moment later felt the blond securing them with tape.

“Oh I want it.” Jacqueline sighed, imagining that thick, white cloth filling her mouth. She was already getting wet from Nadia taping her wrists.

“Oh how bad do you want it?” Jaimie took a step forward, still smiling.

“I’ll scream, I’ll scream so loud the entire block will hear me.” Jacqueline pressed her legs together to quell the arousal she was feeling.

Jaimie bent over, giving Jacqueline a wonderful view of her breasts under the leather top, pressed the gag between her legs, and moved it back and forth against her thong in a flossing motion. It drove Jacqueline wild, and she pressed forward, wanting to taste the gag, to have it pressed between her lips. As she did, Nadia got up and retrieved the vibrator from the desk.

“How loud will you scream?” Jacqueline asked.

“As loud as I can get, just you wait-UGGG!” Jacqueline was cut off by Jaimie shoving the gag between her lips.

The moment was pure ecstasy, and Jacqueline moaned and sighed as the woman tied the gag at the back of her neck.

“Mmmm… ulllmmm…” Jacqueline cooed, and then looked up at the leather clad woman.

Standing next to Jaimie was Nadia, vibrator in one hand and tape in the other. Jacqueline cooed into the gag and spread her legs. The blond sister pressed the vibrator up against the front of Jacqueline’s bikini bottoms, and even though the toy wasn’t even on, Jacqueline felt a rush of excitement between her legs. Then, keeping the vibrator pressed against her bikini bottoms, Nadia began to tape the sex toy to Jacqueline’s thigh.

“Hmm…mmmm… mgggg…” Jacqueline moaned, watching as tape was secured around her thigh, and then the vibrator.

This might be the most turned on I’ve ever been. She thought, moaning and gyrating in the chair. Part of her wanted the sisters to turn on the vibrator and release her from the hold that her arousal had on her, and the other part of her wanted to live in this ecstasy forever.

“Umm hmm gmm…” Jacqueline moaned and pressed her legs together, begging Nadia with her eyes to continue her lustful torment.

“Hmm… I think she’s still too noisy.” Nadia smiled at Jacqueline.

“Whttt?” Jacqueline asked.

“Yep, too noisy.” Nadia nodded to Jaimie, who came forward with a roll of white tape.

“Oh I agree, she has such a big mouth.” The brunette sister smiled.

“Umm hmm…” Jacqueline nodded and stuck out her chin.

“We’ll just have to tape that mouth up good and tight.” Jaime pressed the tape over Jacqueline’s gagged mouth and began wrapping layer and after layer over it.

“Hmmm… mmm…” Jacqueline moaned, feeling the sticky substance adhering to her face, sealing her lips around the cloth.

She was helpless, at their mercy, putty in their hands, and she loved it.

As Jaimie taped Jacqueline’s mouth shut, Nadia pressed the woman’s legs together and wrapped tape around her ankles, calves, and thighs, pressing the vibrator further against Jacqueline. She moaned and sighed, quivering in anticipation of the sisters turning the sex toy on.

“Oh I think she’s wrapped up good and tight.” Jaimie giggled and stepped back, twirling the tape on one finger while admiring the helpless Jacqueline.

“Oh she definitely is, she isn’t going anywhere.” Nadia smiled.

“Umm hmm!” Jacqueline nodded, squirming in her seat.

The tape was so tight, she could barely move, and the layers over her mouth effectively silenced her.

“Let’s go for a little trip.” Nadia stepped over, grabbed Jacqueline by one arm and lifted her to her feet.

“Mmmffff?” Jacqueline muttered, feeling Jaimie lift her by the other arm.

The bikini clad woman struggled to stand, hopping on her bound feet as the sisters held her up.

“Where’s a good spot to stash our host?” Nadia asked, glancing around the room.

“Whhht?”

“Hmm, good question,” Jaimie surveyed the room as well. “What about that closet?”

She pointed to a closet door on the far side of the room.

“Hmmmph?” Jacqueline asked again.

She was genuinely confused by this part of the game. Surely they weren’t just going to stash her in a closet and that was it?

“Let’s go, over to the closet.” Nadia carried Jacqueline forward, helped by her sister.

Jacqueline her best to hop along with the sisters.

“Oh this is such a wonderful home, we really do thank you for inviting us in.” Jaimie patted Jacqueline on her thonged ass cheek.

“Now you just make yourself nice and comfortable in here while we help ourselves out to it.” Nadia opened the closet door.

“Hmmph? Whhht?” Jacqueline shifted her gaze between the two sisters.

“Ohh, I think she’s figuring it out.” Jaimie giggled.

“I think she is.” Nadia laughed back.

“Hmmph! Mmmmph!” Jacqueline protested, but was helpless as the two sister shoved her into the closet and forced her into a sitting position.

“Oh you can yell all you want, remember how we made sure you would stay nice and quiet.” Jaime stood back, smiling down at the bound and gagged woman.

“Nnnnoooh! Lllhttt mmmhhh gghhh!” Jacqueline screamed through the layers of tape silencing her.

“That’s the thing with you rich housewives, you never think twice about inviting two strange women you met off the internet into your home.” Nadia giggled.

“And one more thing, just to keep you occupied while we help ourselves to your valuables…” With that, Nadia bent over and switched on the vibrator to its highest setting.

“Hmmmph!” Jacqueline cried, taken off guard by the surge of power between her legs.

Her arousal had all but dissipated when the sisters revealed their true intentions, and now the vibrator pressed against her vagina came to life like an angry animal. She cried out and felt the overwhelming sensation surge out from between her legs. It was at the same moment pleasurable and equally like being zapped with a thousand volts of electricity.

“Ummmm… hhmm… mmm…” She curled up, trying to ease the overstimulation between her legs, but the vibrator held firm.

“There, the batteries in that should run out in a few hours.” Jaimie put her hands on her hips, watching as Jacquline curled on the floor.

Her body convulsed with the vibrator, the sex toy working her like a steering wheel. Any rational thought she had was wiped out by the tingling sensation running through her body.

“In a way, I almost envy you.” Nadia smiled, looking down at the convulsing woman.

“Hmmm… urgg…” She tried to protest, but immediately felt another pang of arousal wash over her like a tidal wave.

“Well, ta-ta Jacqueline, I hope you have fun!” Jaimie smiled and blue a kiss, then Nadia closed the closet door, plunging Jacqueline into darkness. Her only company were her own muffled grunts and the buzzing of the vibrator.

2.

“Hot new Damsels coming at you, villain nation!” Read the caption next below Eden’s newest photo. The muscular, heavily tattooed woman stood wearing a leather bra that seemed to be struggling to hold up her giant breasts, and a matching leather thong. To complete the outfit, she wore thigh high black boots, elbow length black gloves, and a black leather bunny mask. Though Eden typically had her multicolored hair cut short, in this pic she wore a blond wig.

Taneth swiped to the next pic, and Eden was clad in the same leather outfit, but this time wore a brunette wig.

Hmm, two targets this time, both women, one blond and one brunette. Taneth set her phone down and reclined in her beach chair.

A tan always looked good before she accepted a new assignment, not that she needed much help from the sun. Her skin was a deep bronze mostly due to her mixed heritage, though her Nicaraguan side  was her most prominent. Beauty was her greatest asset though. Nobody would expect that the beautiful, half Latina woman was in fact one of the most formidable bounty hunters in America.

She had started her career in modeling, with talent scouts and agents noticing her exotic beauty and wanting to capitalize. In addition to her dark skin, she had a dazzling smile, and striking, blue grey eyes, and a rock solid, lithe but fit physique. Taneth had always been physical, and competitive, and took to combat sports first as a way of staying in shape, and then later as a way of blowing off steam. Modeling was a tough business, and frustrating, and she had to fight and claw for every gig she could get.

“Have you ever tried pro-wrestling?” One agent asked her, during a particularly bad dry spell without a modeling gig.

The agent argued that with Taneth’s interest in combat sports and her fit physique, she would be a natural at wrestling. At first she balked, not wanting to roll around half naked in front of slobbering male fans, but the agent convinced her, claiming that it was just like acting and stage fighting.

Taneth still remembered when she showed up for her first match. It was at a secluded warehouse on the outskirts of Phoenix, and a sweaty, overweight man greeted her, showing her to a locker room and her costume which consisted of a lime green sling bikini.

“How am I supposed to wrestle in this? I’ll fall out.” She cried, motioning to the skimpy garment.

“That’s the point.” He snorted.

Taneth was incensed. There was no way she was performing in front of anyone in a costume like that, and stormed out, firing her agent soon after.

She floundered for a few years after that, taking modeling gigs when she could get them, and eventually opened her own self defense school outside of LA. It was there when she first heard of bounty hunting as a potential job. One of her clients was a beautiful, strikingly fit women with raven dark hair named Kara. As they worked together, Taneth couldn’t believe how fast Kara caught on to many of the techniques she was taught, and eventually Taneth asked Kara what she did for a living.

“Well, it’s not exactly… legal…” Kara played coy.

Taneth smiled, knowing that she could be patient. As time went, Taneth and Kara got to know each other better, and eventually, after a night of grabbing drinks, they went to bed together. Men, women, if there was one thing Taneth had learned, it was that the fastest way to get what you want from someone is through sex.

Eventually, the other woman confessed that she worked as a bounty hunter, but she wasn’t like the ones on TV that chased down people who skipped out on bail.

“The people I work for are not… nice people, and the people I track down are worse.”

She revealed that she worked under the name Lustra, and her clients were some of the worst of the worst. Lustra made her money chasing down those who had prices on their heads for pissing off the wrong people. It was dangerous work but it paid incredibly well.

“How do I get into it?” Taneth asked.

Her self defense school was keeping her afloat, but barely, and with her skills, chasing down criminals sounded like the perfect occupation for her.

When they weren’t in bed together, Lustra began taking Taneth with her to chase down bounties, and soon Taneth began working on her own. Her and Lustra would keep in touch, and still grab drinks, work out, and sleep together between jobs. Then one day Lustra said she was going out on a job and Taneth never heard from her again. Days turned into weeks, and Taneth called the other woman, emailed her, and even went to her house, a beautiful ranch in the desert, but there were no signs of Lustra.

Taneth had no illusions, she knew how dangerous of a job bounty hunting could be, but she had to know. Eventually, she tracked down a man who ran a biker gang that Lustra used to ride with named Rook and asked him if he knew anything.

“She had been taking jobs for Ace, that was her mistake.” Rook explained.

He was an older man, maybe late 50s, with long, salt and pepper hair and a short cut beard. For his age, he was still good looking, and probably was very handsome when he was young. He still had a twinkle in his eye and a charisma about him. Taneth in the same time could see why he was a gang leader, people gravitated towards him, and how that made the man dangerous.

Rook explained that Lustra had begun taking bounty hunting jobs from a woman known as The Queen, a high ranking member in a criminal syndicate ran by someone called Ace. The biker claimed that he had warned Lustra about working with them, but she ignored him, the bounties were too high to ignore.

“Those people, they run guns, drugs… and girls. Like, what we do, we trade people, but not like them. They’re dangerous, nothing is beneath them, and they’ll turn on you in a heartbeat.”

“How are they any different than us,” Taneth asked. “Haven’t you ever thought about what the clients do to the targets after we deliver them?”

“Man, that ain’t none of my business,” Rook dismissed her. “Plus, everyone I’ve caught had it coming. These people, they don’t care who you are. After we turn over our bounties, the clients may hurt them a little, maybe torture them for a while, but eventually they put them out of their misery. These folks, the syndicates, they’re slavers. They sell you into servitude for the rest of your life.”

Rook explained that the kidnapping syndicates were bad news all around and most criminals tended to avoid working with them unless they absolutely had to. The syndicates were very insular, and typically had their own people to take care of problems, but occasionally needed to hire outside help. According to Rook, female bounty hunters were the ones who typically would befall some sort of misfortune if they worked with the syndicates, males didn’t seen to run into any problems.

“I told her, I said “Man, if you’re a woman, especially a hot one, these people can’t help themselves,” but she didn’t listen. She thought she was invincible or something.” Rook went on.

Apparently, The Queen hired Lustra to hunt down a woman who had escaped her “dungeon” as Rook described it. Lustra had gone out looking for this woman, and never came back.

“I don’t know much about Ace, but I do know that they run that town Marston’s Pointe, and a lot people go into that place, and most of them don’t ever come out especially the women.” Rook finished.

Before she left, Rook warned Taneth about picking up Lustra’s trail, insisting nothing good could come from it.

“If she’s still alive, she’s halfway around the world right now as part of some guy’s harem or something, and if you go sniffing around, the same thing will happen to you, or worse.”

Despite his warnings, Taneth did attempt to find her former lover and mentor, but it was as if Lustra had disappeared into thin air. She had spent a few nights in Marston’s Pointe trying to get answers, but had a strange feeling the entire time, like she was being watched. Eventually, her instincts won out and she left the town.

She found out some time later that apparently there had been a coup or a bust in the Ace organization, and The Queen herself had disappeared too. Though hearing the news of Ace’s downfall didn’t give Taneth any more answers, it did give her more of an idea of what happened. Maybe Lustra had just been an innocent casualty, someone who got caught up in something bigger than herself and paid the price.

Taneth learned though that she couldn’t spend too much time or energy on Lustra’s disappearance anymore. She very well may never know what happened to her former mentor, but that was how it goes. In her business, you only look out for one person: yourself.

So far that philosophy had worked out for Taneth, who laid back in her beach chair, reclining by her in-ground pool outside of her sprawling, Beverly Hills mansion. To the outside world, she was a successful model and business owner but in reality, it was bounty hunting that put the roof over her head. She still taught self defense as a day job on occasion, and had also learned from Lustra’s mistake and didn’t get mixed up with high maintenance clients.

The sun felt wonderful on Taneth’s bikini clad body, and her plan was to waste her afternoon by the pool until she heard a sound coming from somewhere inside the house. She lifted one eye and peeked at the open patio doors, but didn’t see anything inside. Still, the sound had set her on edge, and her skin raised in goosebumps.

Taneth stood up and stretched, putting up a carefree appearance if there was a prowler in her home. Though if there was someone lurking inside her house, they would have a great view of her solid buttocks in her tan thong bikini bottoms. She even pretended to yawn, and then turned and strolled towards the house. Her heart skipped a beat when she got inside and saw that the front door was open, and then a smile spread across her face.

Taneth closed and locked the patio door behind her, and padded across her expansive kitchen into her foyer. As she closed and locked the front door, she heard footsteps above, and whirled around to look up the stairs, barely catching sight of a shadow darting by. With her heart still thudding against her chest, she cracked her neck and took the stairs slowly, deliberately, stretching out her arms as she did.

When she reached the second floor, Taneth noticed immediately that the bedroom door was open. With her muscles coiled, she stepped into the room, immediately peeking behind the open door to see if anyone was lurking, but there was no one there. Then she stepped further in and eyed up her sliding closet doors, and then turned her bed, trying to decide which spot to check first.

But she hesitated too long, and heard someone rush into the room from the hallway. Before she could react, a powerful hand wrapped around her waist while another clamped over her mouth.

“Too slow.” A female voice chuckled in her ear.

“Ummm hmm!” Taneth shook her head, and swept out with her leg, causing her attacker to lose her balance.

Taneth took advantage of that moment to spin around, wrap her arms around her opponent, and try to slam them onto the bed.

Her beautiful attacked instead planted her feet and smiled at Taneth.

“Nice try.” Fuscia smiled back at the other woman.

Then Fuscia wrapped her arms around Taneth in a bear hug and lifted her off her feet. Taneth did her best to struggle free, but Fuscia’s grip was rock solid. She slammed the Latina woman onto the bed face up, and then crawled on top of her, using her knees to pin Taneth’s arms down while flexing her own, impressive biceps.

“You’re getting slow.” Fuscia smiled down at the struggling Taneth.

“You’re getting sloppy.” Taneth smiled up at the other woman.

Fuscia was built like if a comic book character had stepped off the page. Her physique was sculpted from granite itself with every muscle giving loving attention. Her long, white hair flowed past her shoulders, with the exception of two viking style braids in the front, and she wore a long, black bandanna on the top of her head.  

Her facial features were high and regal, as if she was a warrior queen in a past life, and her lovely, black skin was coated in a fine sheen of sweat after the small tussle with Taneth. Other than the bandanna, the only clothing Fuscia wore was a pair of black, lacy thong panties and a black bra over her perky, small but full breasts.

“Watch that mouth of yours.” Fuscia scolded Taneth.

“Or what?”

Fuscia leaned over and clamped a hand over Taneth’s mouth, sending a jolt of arousal through the other woman’s body.

“Or I’ll shut it for you.” Fuscia rubbed her pelvis against Taneth’s.

“Ummm…” Taneth moaned.

“You know, I have you all to myself,” Fuscia continued to grind on Taneth. “I can do whatever I want.”

“Psssfff…” Taneth begged.

Then she felt Fuscia’s hand slid under her bikini bottoms, and Taneth let out a small moan of arousal.

“Do you like this? Am I your goddess?” Fuscia continued to grind while stroking Taneth between her legs.

“Ummm hmmm…” Taneth nodded, her thighs quivering while Fuscia’s fingers worked her effortlessly.

“I said, am I your goddess? Do you worship me?” Fuscia’s fingers worked faster now.

“Yhhsss! Yhhhss!”

“Show me how!” Then Fuscia flipped Taneth onto her side, pressed her body against the other woman from behind with her hand still over Taneth’s mouth.

“Hmm!” Taneth moaned, Fuscia’s fingers still dancing delicately along her clitoris.

“Worship your goddess.” Fuscia whispered, and Taneth’s fingers slipped under the muscular woman’s panties, finding her completely soaked.

“Oh my… oh my, my, my…” Fuscia sighed.

“Hmmm…” Taneth sighed.

Both women moaned and sigh in unison, their half naked bodies twisting and writhing against each other’s.

“Umm… hm….”  Taneth cried, feeling the coming orgasm.

Fuscia sighed too, her body quivering with every movement. Then they both came simultaneously, Taneth moaning into Fuscia’s hand as they both shuddered with ecstasy. Then they both laid there, their bodies pressed against each others, basking in the aftershocks of their rapture, until Taneth stirred.

“Oh no…” Fuscia held the other woman firm.

“Eden has a new damsel.” Taneth sighed.

Fuscia sighed, sat up, and then pulled her bandanna from her head, unraveling it to it’s full length.

“Okay then.” Fuscia clicked her tongue and began wrapping the bandanna around Taneth’s wrists.

“Hey, what are you doing?” Taneth giggled.

“You came before I could tie you up.” Fuscia said matter of factly.

“So did you.” Taneth also giggled.

“That’s your fault, you got me too turned on.” Fuscia finished securing Taneth’s wrists, and then crossed the other woman’s ankles, grabbed a scarf from a nearby mantle, and began to bind those as well.

“Hey come on, we can have rope practice later.” Taneth whined, testing her wrists.

They were bound securely.  Both women had been practicing their knots and escapes on each other recently. There had been rumors for some time about increased tensions between many of the slaver syndicates. Word had it that many of them had been getting bold, infringing on each other’s territory, even kidnapping celebrities. There were rumors of a few other female bounty hunters falling prey to the syndicates after Lustra.

“What was that you told me about discipline?” Fuscia pulled the scarf tight around Taneth’s ankles and then wrapped it around the bound woman’s wrists, hogtying her.

“Only if I get to tie you up next.” Taneth smiled.

“Oh that mouth of yours.” Fuscia stepped over to Taneth’s dresser, opened a drawer, and removed a pair of panties, then took another scarf from the dresser.

“Hey now, panties! Come on-ummph!” Taneth was cut off by Fuscia shoving the panties into her mouth, and then tying the scarf over her lips and securing it at the back of her neck.

“Finally, some quiet.” Fuscia smiled and reclined on the bed next to the bound and gagged Latina.

“Ummm hmm! Mmmph!” Taneth twisted and writhed, trying to find some slack in the bindings to get free.

“Now,” Fuscia retrieved her phone from the night stand next to the bed. “Let’s see what Ms. Eden has to say.”

“Ummm cmmnn hnnmm!” Taneth whined, still fighting against her bonds.

Fuscia smiled, clearly enjoying the other woman’s struggles, and opened up a podcasting app on her phone. A moment later, Taneth’s muffled groans were drowned out by Eden’s dulcet tones.

“Hey all you dastardly villains out there, I have a new batch of damsels just waiting to get bound and gagged by you fiends.” Eden purred.

Not much was known about Eden except that she was a former bounty hunter who left the life behind, but now served as something of a job board for the bounty hunting community. Many times when someone wanted someone caught, they would tell Eden who would spread the word via her podcast. To the outside world, she was nothing more than an erotica narrator spinning kinky yarns, but to those in the bounty hunting community, she was sending coded messages.

“This is the story of a bored, lonely housewife. Her husband is a very powerful man, but he leaves his wife all alone and unsatisfied in his castle all day. Eventually, this lady can’t take being pent up any more, so she dons her skimpiest g-string and see through bikini top, and invites some friends over.” Eden continued.

As she talked, Fuscia gave Taneth an intrigued look, and Taneth ceased her struggling.

Did the wife cheat on the husband and now he wanted revenge?

“She was all dolled up, her tight little body and her large breasts barely contained in this little dental floss number, and she invites these two kinky sisters over. Ohh, she quivered when she saw them, one of them blond hair, big boobs, super tight body, definitely had some work done, and the other completely natural all soft and curvy. They promised her they would do anything she wanted to the little lady..”

Taneth raised her eyebrows. This was getting interested.

“They tied this half naked, sex crazed woman up and locked her in a closet while they ransacked her house. Her unsuspecting husband came home a few days later and found his wife half naked and hopping around the house, a big, thick, white handkerchief stuffed in her mouth, and all of their valuables gone.”

Taneth and Fuscia perked up.

“Now this husband dreams of finding these two ladies who made a damsel out of his wife and tying them to the train tracks himself…”

“Hmmph!” Taneth squealed and looked at Fuscia, who sat up.

“He has the rope all ready, 3 big, thick lengths of cord for each girl, and those big, thick gags just begging to be stuff in a mouth!”

“Hmm!” Taneth perked up.

3 million each!                

“This woman though wasn’t the first to get hit by these kinky sisters, they’ve been running from town to town, leaving a trail of bound and gagged ladies in their wake. Be careful of who you meet online…” Eden cooed.

Online…

Taneth chewed on her gag, that was how the sisters picked their targets, through social media!

But Fuscia had apparently heard enough and closed the app.

“Hmm, three million each…” She chewed her lip.

“I’ll tell you what,” The muscular black woman got to her feet. “Why don’t you sit there and squirm, and I’m gonna go get a head start on these two.” She smiled at Taneth as she started to head out of the room, giving Taneth a lovely view of her sculpted ass cheeks as she did.

“Whhhttt whhhht!” Taneth sat up.

She isn’t going to be leaving me here like this?

“Oh please, like this partnership was going to last forever? You’re old news, I’m the future!” Fuscia flexed, looking over her shoulder and winking at Taneth.

“Nnnmm! Shhhttp!” Taneth moaned.               

She had met Fuscia at her self defense school and saw potential in the woman. At the time, Fuscia was finding success in the bodybuilding world, and Taneth decided to bring her under her wing, show her the bounty hunter life. Fuscia was an experiment, and if she proved successful, Taneth hoped to have a whole group of female bounty hunters working under her.

The fact that her and Fuscia had become lovers was an added bonus, but in this case, Taneth didn’t think there was harm in mixing business with pleasure.

“I was gonna wait a few months to do this, but that 3 million paycheck is just too nice to pass up.” Fuscia smiled.

“Whhhrrryy yyhhh… ggghhhttt bbbccckk hrrr! Llhhhtt mhh gghh!” Taneth tugged on her bonds, but Fuscia had tied them too tightly.

“Good luck Taneth, it really was fun, but I think I’ve learned all I can from you.” Fuscia waved over her shoulder as she strolled out of the room.

“Nnnnmmoh! Shhhtttp!” Taneth cried, and then resumed her struggling.

Dammit, why is it so tight! She cursed, twisting and writhing half naked on the bed.

There was no way she was letting her student rip this one out from under her. She would get free, find these sisters, and then make Fuscia pay.

“Mmmph!” She cried in frustration, but first, she had to get free.

3.

“So good to see you again Taneth! Welcome to Eros Island, where all of your desires will come true!” Viola St. John greeted Taneth as she stepped off her boat and onto the dock.

“Thank you, I'm delighted to finally be here.” Taneth smiled and took the other woman’s hand.

The island certainly looked like it lived up to it’s name. Even though the two women were acquainted with each other, Taneth was still always taken aback by Viola’s exotic beauty. Viola was a tall, very athletic looking woman, with dazzling bright red hair that obviously came out of a bottle. Her large, enhanced breasts were covered by a silver bikini top, and the top of a high waisted thong jutted out above a thin sarong. The woman’s abs looked rock solid, and the way her muscles and sinews coiled every time she moved told Taneth that she spent a lot of time working out. Her skin was a deep tan, but it was Viola’s sheer beauty that was the most striking. She had the looks of a classic movie star, more specifically, the kind of woman men would kill over in a crime film, with sharp cheek bones and full lips that were currently a deep crimson thanks to her lipstick.

The way Viola’s brown eyes penetrated Taneth made it seem like the other woman was studying her, trying to pick out what would give her newest guest the most pleasure. Taneth imagined that even the most hardened of travelers would melt under that gaze. The island owner owed her exotic beauty to her Latina background, and she carried herself with poise and grace, but there was also something dangerous about her, like a serpent ready to strike.

“I don’t always greet every new guest personally,” Viola smiled. “But it’s been so long, and well, this event was your idea.”

“Well thank you, and without you, this never would have come together.” Taneth smiled back.

“Please, let the girls get your things.” Viola motioned behind her to a group of four women, all incredibly beautiful with perfect… endowments.

Each woman was also dressed in a skimpy maid outfit that consisted of a black crop top with white trim, cut low to accentuate their deep cleavage. They wore white lace elbow length gloves, white lace stockings, and heels. To finish the outfit, they wore black aprons with white trim around their waist, and black thongs underneath, as well as white lace headpieces which sat high on their foreheads.

On Viola’s cue, the beautiful women boarded Taneth’s boat and began to unload the luggage cases sitting near the rear of the craft.

“I see you travel light.” Viola smiled and gestured for Taneth to follow her along the dock.

“I’m an over-packer.” Taneth laughed, looking back at two of the maids having to lift one of her massive cases onto the dock.

“I see now why you wanted to take your own boat.” Viola acknowledged.

“I like to travel by my own terms.” Taneth responded.

In truth, she was coming to Eros Island to capture two beautiful women and transport them back to the mainland for a bounty, and that would be far easier to manage with her own boat. Her large luggage cases were not to carry clothes, but to transport her bound and gagged quarry once she caught them.

“Well, I appreciate a traveler who likes to pack for any occasion, but I think that you’ll find that you may be… overdressed here.” Viola smiled.

Taneth smiled back and looked down at her own, modest outfit. She was clad similarly to Viola, with a beige bikini top, and a white skirt over a matching beige thong.

“To be truthful, I didn’t know what to expect,” Taneth continued. “Maybe I just want to see the lay of the land first.” Taneth dodged.

“Oh I completely understand, and we here at Eros want our guests to feel comfortable first and foremost.” Viola reassured her.

They continued to talk along the beach, and despite Taneth’s obstinance, Viola continued to find ways to poke and prod, subtly trying to break the other woman’s walls down find a hint of her secret desires. As they walked, Taneth began to take note that beach was becoming more and more crowded with very beautiful people wearing very little clothing. While she spotted a fair amount of men, most of them were women.

They were all young, all fit, and all wearing very little bikinis, and some nothing at all.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” Viola noticed Taneth watching.

“I’m sure that’s just the type you want here on your little island.”

“Oh please,” Viola laughed. “We accept anyone, young, old, beautiful or not. Everyone deserves to experience our pleasure.”

Then the two made their way off the beach and onto the resort itself. A large hotel sat just at the edge of the beach, with two smaller wings to the side. Laid out in front of the hotel was a sprawling, crystal blue pool with two bars set at either end of the pool.

“Welcome to Eros Resort,” Viola gestured to the hotel. “Where all that you desire is but a step away.”

Like the beach, the outside area was filled with men and women in various states of skimpy swimwear, lounging or swimming. A few of the scantily clad maids strolled around the outside area, and Taneth made note of waitresses wearing similar attire but with out the while frills walking around with drinks as well.

“Behind the hotel is a recreation area, tennis courts, a walking trail, and a green area for relaxing,” Viola began leading Taneth across the pool area. “And inside we have a full functional gym, several ball and banquet rooms, themed rooms, and any sort of… “equipment” you may need. We also have a fully functioning spa.”

“It certainly is impressive.” Taneth smiled, looking over the beautiful, half naked people enjoying the island sun.

“Do your guests have full access to the entire island?” Taneth asked.

“While I do own the island, most guests only have access to select areas. Most of the island is off limits except to our VIP guest.”

“ViP guests?” Taneth raised an eyebrow.

“The select few who can afford to pay top dollar to indulge themselves. It’s sort of a private club.” Viola smiled.

Though Viola talked a big game, it seemed like her resort didn’t really offer much more than what would be found on a standard swingers cruise, she was just rich enough to offer them a private island to play on. Viola had made a name for herself in the beauty and make-up industry after a few successful years in modeling, and funneled all that money into opening a private resort that catered her rich clients most hedonistic desires. At one point, Viola had enlisted Taneth as a private, self defense tutor. During that time, Taneth found that Viola was a quick study and took easily to the techniques, but there was something else about Viola, the way she pressed her body on Taneth during their sessions, or how she always pressed Taneth to use the shower in her home after a lesson…

Viola had pinkish hair then, and while she was friendly and agreeable, the way she looked at Taneth, and the way she asked about the two of them getting drinks together, set off alarm bells in the other woman. Taneth was always able to politely turn down Viola’s advances, thinking that having a friend like her would eventually prove useful.

Now, Viola might play a role in catching the Bonadyke sisters.

It had taken Taneth a few hours to get free of the bonds Fuscia had secured her with, by that time, the muscular black woman was long gone, no doubt out to chase some leads on the bounty. As much as Taneth wanted revenge on her former protege for turning on her, that would have to wait until after she secured the bounty on the two sisters.

Taneth had a few contacts in law enforcement who had taken classes at her self defense school, and when she gave a description of her newest target they immediately knew who she was after.

“Sounds like the Bonadyke sisters.” Her contact said.

Soon Taneth had a complete file on the sisters and their exploits, as well as mug shots. Nadia was a square jawed, fit blond, with massive, full breasts and an intensity about her, while Jaimie was shorter, curvier, with brown hair and a dazzling smile. Both of them were career criminals, who came from a family of criminals. Despite both sisters showing promise in school, they were also delinquents. Nadia was the older one, and Jaimie it seemed always followed her  big sister’s lead. After a few stints in and out of prison, it seemed that they settled on a new gimmick where they would gain access to a rich target’s house posing as sex workers, tie the target up, and make off with most of their valuables.

It seemed that the Bonadykes had a type, and usually targeted a bored,middle-aged housewife, gained their trust, and then once the client initiated contact, the sisters would overpower them. The two of them had been hitting targets sporadically all over the country, usually spacing them out by a few months.

Once she had intel on her targets, Taneth made accounts on a few “alternate” dating and fetish websites, positioning herself as newly single woman looking to experiment. Unfortunately, neither of the sisters seemed to take her bait, and despite hours of browsing, Taneth couldn’t find social media accounts for either of them. It seemed that after a hit, they would delete their accounts and no doubt lie low for a while, which was smart.

Taneth spent a few days thinking up a new plan, and while browsing her socials, came across Viola’s page posting about Eros Island. Suddenly, inspiration struck, and Taneth reached out to her former client with an idea.

Her idea was an exclusive “Kink event” at Eros island where clients could explore their most secret, innermost desires with some of the best, most exclusive, and discreet, kink workers in America. There would be workshops, private rooms, meet and greets, everything to cater to the experienced kinksters and novices of any age.

Taneth just hoped her hunch was right and that the sisters wouldn’t miss it. The island appealed to The Bonadykes upper class, repressed female target that The Bonadykes loved, and the idea of discretion and privacy would give them the freedom to choose their targets carefully.

As it turned out, Viola loved the idea, saying that the “Kink Week” would line up perfectly with another event that she was throwing on the island for some exclusive clients. Taneth pressed for more info, but Viola played coy.

Now as she got the tour of the island, Taneth realized that the VIP clients who had exclusive access to the rest of the island must be the ones Viola was referring to. Maybe it was a party or something? Either way, as long as it didn’t interfere with her catching the Bonadykes, it didn’t both Taneth.

They steppeed into the lobby and a beautiful receptionist gave them a smile as the flame haired woman stepped over to the desk, grabbed a room card, and then lead Taneth to an elevator.

“I think I’ll get settled first and then see how the fetish activities are going.” Taneth answered.

“That’s a lovely plan, we have most of it set up in our grand ball room.” Viola smiled as they stepped on the elevator.

Once they reached the floor, Viola lead Taneth down a hallway to one of the rooms.

“I think you’ll find that your things have already been delivered, and if the room isn’t to your satisfaction, don’t hesitate to reach out to me personally.” Viola slid the keycard and opened the door.

“Why thank you.” Taneth’s smile hid her annoyance. Though most probably enjoyed Viola’s personal attention, Taneth found it overbearing.

If she was going to be hunting the Bonadykes, she couldn’t do it with Viola looking over her shoulders the entire time.

They stepped into her room, and true to Viola’s word, her luggage had already been brought up and was stacked neatly by the bed.

“Do you need anything else? A snack, a drink?” Viola asked.

“I think I’m just going to unpack and shower, then I’ll see how things are going.” Taneth hoped the red haired woman got the message.

“Well that’s a lovely idea, and if you need anything else, my maids are specially trained to give you that extra, personal attention.” Viola winked at Taneth.

“I’m fine, thank you.” Taneth kept her tone firm.

“Ah, I see. Maybe you’ll find someone more like minded down at the –”

“Viola, I apologize but it was a long boat ride and I just want to unwind.” Taneth took a step towards the woman.

“Oh of course,” Viola seemed somewhat taken aback but backed towards the door. “Please reach out if you need anything.”

“Of course, and thank you.” With Viola out in the hall, Taneth closed and bolted the room door.

She hasn’t changed a bit. Taneth sighed. Viola was still pushy, still oblivious of boundaries. Part of Taneth understood the other woman’s behavior, with beauty like Viola’s, she probably didn’t hear the word “no” a lot.

Maybe after I catch the Bonadykes I’ll come here for a proper getaway. Taneth thought as she stepped over to her luggage. She opened one of the large cases meant for transporting people and removed several sets of manacles, tape, handcuffs, and muzzles. Though Taneth didn’t consider herself a kinky person, sometimes instruments of restraint became the tools of her trade.

Then she opened the second human sized case and removed even more restraints. With both cases empty, she stored them next to the bed and placed the restraints in one of the dresser drawers. Then Taneth finished unpacking her regular luggage. Once she was settled in, Taneth finally stepped into the bathroom for a long, relaxing shower.

***

Once she was showered, Taneth changed into something a little more… appropriate, and made her way down to the lobby towards the ballroom. She expected her outfit to turn heads and draw attention, but as she began to navigate the hotel’s wide corridors, the bounty hunter realized that if anything, she should have worn less.

As she got closer to the ballroom, a couple walked past her pulling a ball gagged woman wearing a g-string by a leash, and as far as Taneth could tell, the ball-gagged woman loved every minute of it. As for Taneth, she wore the old sling-shot bikini from her failed wrestling days. Her breasts were small, almost nonexistent, so she wouldn’t have to worry about them falling out, and the thong back showed off her bronze, and firm buttocks. Around her waist she wore a police issue utility belt with handcuffs dangling from the back directly above her firm ass cheeks. To add to the ensemble, she wore a fake police badge over her right breast, and a fake police hat, both bought from a costume store. Originally, Taneth wasn’t sure what to wear that would be “kink” but then remembered hearing a rumor that the female cops in Marston’s Pointe wore thong bikinis, and decided to work that into her outfit.

As she walked through the hotel, she noticed that many people were dressed way skimpier than she was. Despite this, Taneth couldn’t help but feel exposed as she walked through the hotel in the revealing swimsuit.

All around the ball room, people were galloping about the hotel in all sorts of skimpy attire. At a nearby bar, people drinking and laughing, and a large window gave them an excellent view of the pool area where more kinksters were enjoying the sun and water equally.

Then Taneth stepped into the ballroom, where vendor tables had been set up. There were dommes of various sexes selling their services, people selling clothing and equipment, and many more things that Taneth didn’t even understand. The bounty hunter walked slowly through the room, smiling politely at people when they looked at her, but doing her best not to stop and engage anyone. One thing that she found that worked in her favor was that her relatively modest outfit meant that she was blending in with the crowd, people didn’t really pay her much mind.

She wasn’t sure how much time passed as she walked the ballroom and then out into the hotel itself. There was no sign of the Bonadykes, but that didn’t’ mean they weren’t on the island, and Taneth began to strike up conversations with people around the hotel in the hopes of gaining any information. One thing that surprised her was how talkative and open people were at this event, and it became very easy to get complete strangers to spill their secrets to her. Unfortunately, though she had come away with very intimate details on many people’s lives, none of them had crossed paths with the Bonadykes or anyone matching their descriptions.

After a few hours of meeting people and searching, Taneth decided to head to the bar by the pool and order a drink while she planned her next move. As she sat sipping on a margarita, Taneth began to question the Bonadykes were even at the island, or if this had all been for nothing.

I was so sure they would take the bait. She grumbled and took another sip.

Then she found herself wondering how Fuscia’s search for the siblings was going. She had warned her professional contacts about working with the muscular young woman, and as far as she knew, Fuscia had no resources of her own.

Still, the image of the goddess like woman dragging the Bonadykes in to collect the bounty danced through Taneth’s head. There was no way she could let her former protege steal this out from under her.

“Oh there you are! Enjoying our bar!” Taneth heard someone slur, and turned to see Viola stumbling towards her, drink in hand.

The exotic, red-haired Latina had lost her sarong, and did a twirl as she approached Taneth. Viola’s ass was as rock solid as the rest of her.

“Just enjoying a quiet drink.” Taneth smiled and sipped.

“How do you like our island?” Viola stumbled into the chair next to the bounty hunter.

“It’s lovely.” Taneth responded.

“Have you met anyone yet? There’s so many fun, interesting people here.” Viola exclaimed.

“I’m more here to relax, not meet anyone.” Taneth smiled as she spoke.

Jesus, she’s obsessed with me hooking up with someone. Taneth grumbled, but then again this was an island made specifically for having sex, and no doubt Viola wanted every guest to go home and tell wild stories about a sordid affair they had on an island getaway so that their friends would want to come.

“Come, I want you to meet someone.” Viola got off her stool and wrapped an arm around Taneth’s shoulder.

“I’m fine, really, I think I’ll just finish my drink and maybe go for a swim.”

“No, I insist, come!” With that, Viola pulled Taneth off her stool and out the doors to the pool.

Does she always get this drunk? Taneth wondered as they stepped out into the heat of the island afternoon. Viola was the owner of the resort, it made sense that she would mingle with the guests, but getting drunk in the middle of the day seemed unprofessional.

But then again maybe that was part of the appeal, partying with the beautiful former model who owned a sex island.

Viola led Taneth out onto the pool area and towards a wide area filled with beach chairs. People in all manner of swimwear were reclining or milling about the area. As they made their way to one of the chairs, a stocky blond haired woman was stepping out of the pool with a towel around her neck.

She was short but well built, with rock solid, six-pack abs and the fabric of her swimsuit clung to her perfectly shaped, large breasts quite seductively. Her swimsuit was a revealing orange one-piece,  completely open in the mid-section, and curved around the hips. The woman’s ass was small, tight, and firm, and she had a strong, square jawline that made Taneth think of a valkyrie from mythology.

Taneth also recognized her immediately, Nadia Bonadyke. She looked different than the mugshot she had seen in the file, and as she studied the other woman, Taneth realized that Nadia had a fair amount of cosmetic work done.

“Hey Viola!” Nadia smiled and made her way over to the red haired woman and Taneth.

Viola smiled and embraced the blond haired woman and then turned to Taneth.

“Taneth, I want you to meet Nadia, Nadia, this is Taneth.”

“Nice to meet you.” Taneth gave Nadia her warmest smile and extended her hand.

“Pleasure.” Nadia’s eyes went from the handcuffs on Taneth’s belt to her police hat.

“I thought it would fit with the theme, admittedly, I’m new to all of this.” Taneth blushed somewhat, playing the part of clueless newcomer.

“Oh she’s being humble, this was all Taneth’s idea!” Viola hugged the bounty hunter.

Taneth did her best not to wince. Though she hoped to meet the Bonadykes here, she didn’t want them to know that the kink event was her idea.

“Oh wow, so I have you to thank for such a wonderful getaway.” Nadia smiled.

“Well, I’ve always been curious about…” Taneth gestured to her somewhat “safe” kink outfit. “And I decided to organize a little event to meet more people.”

“Ohh, a novice.” Nadia licked her lips and stepped forward.

Taneth did her best not to be distracted by the woman’s massive breasts which were dangerously close to pushing against her.

“Nadia and her sister are… dom… dommie's? Dominants?” Viola stuttered.

“Dominatrixes.” Nadia smiled and batted her eyes.

“Oh, you have a sister?” Taneth asked.

“Oh yes, come…” Nadia patted Taneth on the shoulder and gestured for her to follow.

“Isn’t she great?” Viola fell in beside Taneth as they followed the blond woman. “I met her last night at one of our parties, you’re going to love Jaimie, her sister.”

“I can’t wait.”  Taneth smiled at the Latina.

Is Viola their mark? Taneth wondered. Going after the owner of the island seemed like a risky venture, unless the Bonadykes didn’t know that Viola was the owner. Or, the sisters were using Viola to meet people and that’s how they would find their next victim.

In that case, I better make myself as attractive to them as I can. Taneth lifted her chin as she walked, realizing she would have to play the part of lonely, desperate, single rich woman in order to entice the sisters. From there, it was only a matter of somehow separating them and subduing them.

Taneth knew that she had to play this cool and keep her head. The Bonadykes would no doubt try to overwhelm her and lay on the charm in an effort to get her alone. It was a tightrope walk, she had to keep them at bay without making them suspicious.

“If you don’t mind my asking, why aren’t you dressed more… leathery?” Taneth asked Nadia as they made their way to her beach chair.

“Well, my sister and I wanted to go a little incognito, this is a vacation for us,” Nadia turned and smiled. “Not that we’re adverse to mixing business and pleasure.”

Reclining in a beach chair next to Nadia, clad in a tan, low cut one piece swimsuit was Jaimie. The younger Bonadyke sister had a much deeper tan than her sister, with light brunette hair, and while her sister was stocky and fit, Jaimie was all curves in all the best places. As Taneth stepped over, Jaimie sat up and revealed a mouth full of dazzling white teeth as she smiled at Taneth.

“Oh who is this?” Jaimie’s brown eyes looked the bounty hunter up and down.

“Jaimie, this is our new friend Taneth.” Nadia gestured to the bounty hunter.

“Charmed.” Jaimie held out a hand and Taneth took it.

There was something about the younger Bonadyke sister’s smile, it was less inviting and more like a shark eying up its prey.

“Taneth is new to our… lifestyle.” Nadia sat back in her beach chair and took a sip from her drink.

“Oooh, I like fresh meat.” Jaimie sat up, pushing her breasts together in quite an inviting manner. They weren’t as large as her sisters, but they were full, inviting, and very natural.

Shark indeed. Taneth thought, realizing how these two were able to overwhelm so many women.

“But this whole weekend was also her idea, according to our host.” Nadia nodded at Viola.

“Ohh, even more intriguing.” Jaimie cooed.

“Just you all wait, the best is yet to come.” Viola took a seat at the edge of the beach chair where Nadia was. The blond sister sat up and began to rub Viola’s shoulders.

“Oh?” Taneth asked.

“Yes, even I’m intrigued.” Nadia pressed.

“Oh just a little surprise for later, I think you’ll approve.” Viola met Taneth’s gaze and winked.

“Will we meet these mysterious VIPs you keep telling us about?” Jaimie leaned forward seductively.

“Oh let’s just say that I’m looking for a few good ladies for an exclusive event.” Viola winked back.

Both of the Bonadykes giggled while Taneth also flashed a smile.

Interesting. She thought, maybe that was how Viola operated, scout out a few beautiful ladies that she could parade around to her VIP clients.

“So Taneth, what do you do?” Jaimie rolled to her side in a playful manner, like a cat.

“I’m a self defense instructor.” Taneth leaned back.

Jaimie and Nadia perked up.

“Oh?” Both sisters asked.

“She taught me a few moves.” Viola beamed.

“I’d love for you to show me a few moves of yours.” Nadia smiled.

The blond sister was still massaging Viola’s shoulders, and the red haired woman had her head lulled back in ecstasy. Taneth was still trying to figure out if the owner of the island was their intended victim or not, but had a strong feeling she was.

“Only if you show me a few of yours.” Taneth smiled at Nadia.

“Ohhh… I like this one.” Jaime smiled.

Viola leaned her head forward and smiled.

“See, I told you.” She beamed.

“What was that?” Nadia asked.

“Oh nothing.” Taneth shrugged and made eye contact with Nadia. “But whenever you want a private lesson, just say so.”

“What about me?” Jaimie perked up.

“Oh one at a time.” Taneth winked.

“Oh, she’s playing hard to get.” Jaimie giggled.

“That’s fine, I like a challenge.” Nadia stepped away from Viola and leaned forward, her arms pressing her large breasts together.

“Ohhh I have an idea,” Viola shot up. “Grab your drinks ladies!”

“Where are we going?” Taneth asked.               

“Let’s continue this party in private, the Bonadyke’s have a nice suite that will suit nicely.” Viola took a sip of her drink and swayed her hips.

“I was actually looking forward to a dip in the pool myself.” Taneth leaned back, doing her best to stall.

She wanted the Bonadykes alone, but separate. The four of them in the Bonadykes room would spell disaster.

“Oh come on, it’s such a lovely suite.” Jaimie purred and stepped off of her beach chair, wagging her thonged behind at Taneth as she did.

“What about the ballroom? There’s still so much to see in there?” Taneth pointed behind her.

“Oh it’s nothing like what we got,” Nadia stood and extended her hand. “Come on.”

“That’s what I’m talking about ladies!” Viola stepped between the sisters and locked arms with each of them.

Taneth sat there and hesitated. Going off with the two sisters and Viola could be a disaster, but if she let the red haired woman go alone, that might be playing into their hands, plus if she bowed out now, she might lose her chance with them.

No, it was better to play along, maybe use Viola as a pawn to keep one sister busy while securing the other.

“Sure, I came here to have fun!” Taneth smiled and stood up.

“Lovely!” Viola exclaimed, and turned around with both sisters.

With their arms still locked and all three of their thonged asses facing Taneth, they began strolling towards the hotel, with Taneth taking up the rear.

4.

After Fuscia’s betrayal, one thing Taneth realized she would miss would be looking at the muscular bounty hunter’s chiseled buttocks. Though Taneth thought that all of Fuscia’s body was a work of art, something created by a master sculptor, she loved admiring those rock solid ass cheeks, especially when Fuscia wore a thong.

She never expected to see that wonderful back side again, but much to her surprise, she found herself looking at it again as the Bonadykes led her and Viola to the private balcony of their suite. The sisters were not lying about how beautiful the suite was. It was two floors, with the bottom floor having a jacuzzi and full bar, and a wide, spacious balcony with a breathtaking view of the island beyond and the pool just below.

“Wow, this is incredible.” Taneth gasped when they led her and Viola inside.

“What can I say, tying people up pays well.” Nadia winked at her again.

Taneth cracked a smile, realizing the double meaning of the blond woman’s statement.

“Just wait until you see the view.” Viola winked at Taneth and the quartet made their way outside.

On the balcony, Taneth was greeted with the sight of a beautiful, chiseled backside facing her as one of the maids set up a set of beach chairs outside. While at first she admired the sight of the scantily clad maid’s rear end, Taneth then realized that she recognized the pair of buttocks before her. A moment later, the maid stood up, revealing a long mane of silver hair.

Fuscia!

Taneth froze as they stepped outside, and the muscular black woman turned to greet them as they stepped onto the balcony. Fuscia was clad the same revealing outfit as the other maids, with the halter top perfectly accentuating her chiseled abs.

Fuscia froze at the same moment Taneth did, and both woman stood staring at each other for what felt like hours. Taneth’s mind raced, a thousand scenarios running through her head as she stared down her former protege.

“Oh I see you’ve noticed Taneth, quite fetching, isn’t she?” Viola walked over to the muscular woman and caressed one of her biceps.

“She… she certainly is.” Taneth swallowed.

Come on, act natural or they’ll get suspicious! Taneth told herself, but Fuscia was just as surprised as she was.

“We love her!” Jaimie giggled, ran by Fuscia, and slapped her rear end.

Fuscia tried to laugh off the slap but kept her eyes on Taneth.

“My VIPs get one of our maids for… personal service. Fuscia here has been very in demand since she started a few weeks ago.” Viola beamed at Fuscia.

“Well I can certainly see why.” Taneth managed a smile.

Fuscia managed a weak smile back.

“She has the hands of a goddess, you should let her give you a massage.” Nadia sat on one of the beach chairs.

“It would be my pleasure.” Fuscia smiled.

“I think I’m okay for now.” Taneth made her way over to one of the chairs, but never taking her eyes off of Fusica..

“You have to! They’re heavenly!” Viola exclaimed.

“I’m fine, really.” Taneth sat, doing her best to seem relaxed.

“You seem a little on edge.” Viola sat on the chair next to Taneth.

“I’m just a little nervous,” Taneth giggled. “I really haven’t done anything like this before.”

“There’s nothing to worry about,” Nadia reached over and patted Taneth’s thigh. “Just relax.”

“I think…” Taneth chewed her lip. “I just thought we were going to be alone, private, you know?” She motioned to Fuscia with her eyes.

Fuscia glared back at her.

“Oh Fuscia? She can be very discreet.” Viola shrugged.

“You won’t even know I’m here.” Fuscia folded her arms.

“Still, I… would rather it was just us.” Taneth pretended to be shy.

“Hey,” Taneth jumped as she felt a pair of hands dig into her shoulder, but saw that it was only Nadia. “Just relax.”

“Sorry, it’s so so new to me.” Taneth stiffened.

“So tight, so tight…” Nadia continued rubbing Taneth’s shoulders. “I know just what you need.”

“Maybe we just have a drink out here?” Taneth asked.

“Here, just lie down on the chair here.” Nadia steered Taneth with her hands while Jaimie extended the chair.

“You know, maybe I should just get -” Taneth protested.

“Oh come on, have some fun.” Viola giggled.

Taneth turned to see that every woman on the balcony, Fuscia, Jaimie, Viola, and Nadia was surrounding her. With no other choice, she rolled onto her stomach and stretched out on the beach chair.

“See, that wasn’t so bad?” Jaimie encouraged as Nadia continued to massage Taneth’s shoulders.

“Uhh sure.” Taneth turned her head, trying to keep an eye on Fuscia as Nadia continued to massage her.

The black woman was nowhere to be seen, but Viola was relaxing on the beach chair next to her, reclining and rubbing tanning lotion over her chest.

“You see, being tied up can be the most liberating, relaxing thing one can experience.” Nadia’s voice softened as she gently rubbed Taneth’s shoulders.

“Oh, have you tried it?” Taneth asked, trying to salvage the situation.

“I don’t do anything to my clients that I wouldn’t do on myself.” Nadia replied.

Taneth felt a pair of hands reach under her and unclasp her belt.

“You won’t be needing this.” Jaimie pulled the belt off of the reclining bounty hunter.

Taneth lifted her head but Nadia pushed her back down.

“Shh, just relax.” The blond sister cooed.

“Can you try me next?” Viola asked, watching with rapt attention.

Taneth felt another pair of hands rubbing oil over her bare buttocks, and did her best to seem relaxed and poised.

“Just listen to my voice, relax…” Nadia continued to sooth Taneth.

Hands ran over her thighs, then shins, rubbing the sweet smelling oil over her bare skin. Against Taneth’s better judgement, she began to relax as the massage loosened her tense muscles.

The Bonadykes won’t jump me here, now, while Viola and Fuscia are around? She questioned, but still realized that Fuscia was nowhere in sight.

Nadia took her hands and pulled them above her head, gently rubbing her forearms and biceps. Taneth’s coiled muscles cried out in relief as the sisters worked her over.

“Oh… oh I love it!” Viola exclaimed.

Taneth turned her head to see Jaimie cuffing Viola’s wrists to the beach chair.

Wait, if Jaimie is there, and Nadia is massaging my arms, then who…

She turned her head to see Fuscia behind her, gently rubbing her shoulders. Taneth’s heart skipped a beat in her chest, and she instinctively pushed herself up.

“Shhh, just relax, it will be fine.” Fuscia pushed her back down on the beach chair.

“I… I uhh think I need to run to my room.” Taneth tried to push herself back up again.

“I think you have everything you need right here.” Fuscia pressed harder, forcing Fuscia flat onto the chair.

Fuscia looked over at Viola to see that she had cucumbers over her eyes and Jaimie was rubbing white lotion over the Latina woman's’ face.

Then Taneth heard a “click” and felt something cold and metallic lock around her wrist. She looked up and saw Nadia cuffing one of her hands to the top of the beach chair.

“Hey, wait!” Taneth tried to move her other wrist but Nadia was too fast, and locked another cuff around it, securing to the other top corner of the beach chair.

“Hey, come on, let me out!” Taneth tugged on the cuffs keeping her arms secured above her head to the chair.

“This is all part of the relaxation experience, you’ll love it!” Nadia grinned.

Fuscia stepped off of Taneth, who made to get off of the beach chair but realized her ankles were cuffed to the bottom of the chair!

They must have done that when she was massaging my legs! Taneth gasped.

“I… I don’t think I want to relax like this anymore!” Taneth tugged on her bonds.

She twisted her head, but Fuscia had stepped off of her and backed away. Looking over at Viola, the red haired woman looked to be in complete relaxation as Jaimie was mounted on her lap with a roll of white tape in her hands.

“Okay Viola, are you ready for your kiss?” Jaimie peeled a strip from the roll.

“A kiss? Okay?” Viola giggled.

“Purse your lips.” Jaimie pressed her lips to the end of the tape.

Viola pressed her lips together and out, and the strip of tape, now with a red lip stick stain on it from Jaimie, was pressed over her mouth.

“Umm hmmm…” Viola cooed with delight.

Jaimie pressed the tape flat against Viola’s mouth, and then planted a kiss on it. She pulled back, revealing another lip stick imprint on the tape.

“Come let me out!” Taneth tugged on the handcuffs.

“Hmm, you still aren’t relaxing.” Nadia stepped over with a roll of tape of her own.

“You better let me go right now!” Taneth dropped the act and glared at Nadia.

Nadia didn’t seem to listen as she peeled the end of the tape.

“I mean it, let me go right now or else I’ll-ummmmph!” Her threat was cut off by Nadia pressing the tape over her lips.

“Hmmmph! Nnnnoh!” Taneth cried as Nadia wrapped a layer of tape over her mouth.

“I think you’ll need extra relaxing time, so we got to make sure you’re extra quiet.” Nadia smiled, and wrapped another layer over Taneth’s mouth.

“Hhmmmph! Ggrrmmmhpph!” Taneth protested as another layer of tape sealed her lips.

After several layers had been wrapped around her mouth, Nadia broke off the roll of tape and stood, admiring the thong clad bound woman before her.

“There, now just relax and catch some rays,” Nadia reclined in the chair next to Taneth. “It’s all you can do right now anyway.”

“Mmmmph! Mmmmm! Llhhttt mmmhhh gghhhh!” Taneth grunted and twisted against her bonds.

“Ohh yes…” Nadia sighed and caressed the sides of her breasts.

Taneth could see the blond woman’s nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her swimsuit.

“Hmmmph! Nnnooo!” Taneth turned and looked at Viola, who seemed to be completely relaxed, sitting back in her beach chair while bound and gagged.

Fuscia was nowhere to be seen, but that didn’t even matter. Taneth had played directly into the sister’s hands and was completely helpless.

“Hrrggg ghmmmph!”  She grunted and pulled on the handcuffs keeping her secure.

“You know, I think you’re gonna be a hard case, I hope you don’t mind if I make myself comfortable.” Nadia began to pull down the straps of her swimsuit.

“Urrgghh ggmmmf!” Taneth twisted and protested.

Nadia pushed down the top of her swimsuit, exposing her completely symmetrical, large breasts, which were considerably paler than the rest of her skin.

“I thought I might do something about these tan lines.” Nadia smiled, pushed down the rest of her swimsuit, and leaned back in the chair, completely naked.

Only then did Taneth realized that Jaimie was also nowhere to be seen. She twisted her head, trying to spot the second Bonadyke sister, but it seemed that it was only her, Viola, and Nadia on the balcony.

Had Fuscia grabbed Jaimie already?

***

As Fuscia marched down the hotel hallway, cognizant of the many eyes on her chiseled body as she did, she reflected that this was the second time she had left Taneth bound, gagged, and writhing for her freedom while she stalked off in search of a bounty. This time though, she had left her former mentor at the hands of the Bonadyke Sisters.

It’s not personal, just business. She smirked at a passer by as she attempted to appear calm and collected on the way to the now helpless bounty hunter’s room. Being a maid at the hotel afforded her certain privileges, in this case being able to discover Taneth’s room number and gain access to it.

Fuscia wasn’t stupid, she liked to think that her mind was as solid as her muscular body, and she knew that after she left Taneth bound and gagged in her home that the Latina bounty hunter would continue her pursuit of the Bonadykes, but nonetheless the silver haired goddess was still surprised to see the other woman walk into the Bonadyke’s suite alongside Viola.

But Taneth had clearly bitten off more than she could chew, and seeing Fuscia there had clearly thrown her off her game enough for the sisters – and Fuscia – to tie her up. Fuscia wasn’t sure what the sisters had in mind for the currently helpless bounty hunter, but she knew that she had to take advantage of this distraction while she could and snuck away while the two wanted women were distracted with Taneth and Viola.

Hopefully by the time she scoped out Taneth’s room and came back, the sisters wouldn’t even notice she was gone. One thing she had learned about Taneth during her time with the older bounty hunter was that she always had a plan, and Fuscia hoped that she could find enough clues around the other woman’s hotel room to figure out what that plan was.

Fuscia didn’t harbor any ill will towards Taneth, the woman had taught her much about the life of a bounty hunter, and was a firecracker in bed, but Fuscia had always planned on turning on Taneth and striking out on her own once an opportunity presented itself. The muscular black woman was honestly surprised that Taneth didn’t expect her protege to eventually betray her, after all, Taneth had always lectured her on how competitive the bounty hunting world was.

When Fuscia heard on Eden’s podcast about the large sums on the heads of both of the Bonadykes, she couldn’t resist, and she already had Taneth at a disadvantage with her being tied up. It was almost too easy. She knew that Taneth would eventually get out of the binds, the two had worked together on several escape challenges, but Fuscia would already have a head start.

But the Bonadykes proved to be slippery. Fuscia attempted posing as a lonely rich housewife online while also hitting up several sources of her own, but it seemed that the sisters had gone to ground, then she stumbled on a social media page for Eros Island, and an event called “Kink Week” aimed at older woman exploring their kinks. For Fuscia, it seemed like a perfect spot to draw out the Bonadykes. Then she realized that the perfect way to keep an eye on the guests, and move easily around the resort, would be to get a job there. Looking over the job application, Fuscia saw that the island was actually looking for models that they would then train to work as hotel staff. It was perfect, and Fuscia knew her looks and physique would make it almost impossible for the island management to pass her up.

A week later she was on her way to begin her new job as a “Full Service Maid” at Eros Island, and now that she had a lock on the Bonadykes, she couldn’t wait to get off the damn island. As a job, it was easy, and she knew the risks and downsides going in, but there were things about Eros Island that made her… uncomfortable, which was not a feeling Fuscia was used to. She was used to being stared at, but the way that Viola, the owner, looked at the muscular woman like she was a piece of prime rib made her shiver. Then there was the way Viola mentioned her “high profile clients” that had access to the VIP area of the island, and how these mysterious people would just “love” Fuscia.

Fuscia still had no idea what happened in the off limits sections of the island, and from what she could gather, none of the staff did. The VIP section had its own staff that seemingly never mingled with the others. Word had it that if Viola liked and trusted an employee, then they got picked to work the VIP section. Many of Fuscia’s coworkers told that it seemed like Viola was grooming the muscular woman to eventually work in the VIP area, but Fuscia wanted to make sure she wasn’t around long enough for that.

There were other things too. Guests would disappear. It wasn’t a large number of guests, but during her few weeks on the island, Fuscia began to notice how one or two guests would quietly just… vanish. Even though no one saw them leave, they would be entered in the system as having checked out late in the night or early in the morning, then the maids would be ordered to clean their rooms, which always had luggage and personal effects still in it. Viola or one of the hotel managers would just tell the cleaners to throw away any items left behind, but Fuscia had seen a lot of the maids keep any items that they liked and discard the rest.

What unsettled Fuscia the most was that the guests who went missing were almost always women, always beautiful, and always alone. They were people who would not be missed. Worse off, there were a few maids who began to ask questions and then a day later would be gone, with management or Viola saying that the particular maid “hadn’t worked out” and had been flown back to the mainland.

Fuscia didn’t know what was happening on the island, but she knew enough to keep her head down and not ask questions. She had told herself that if the Bonadykes didn’t show at Kink Week then she would just slip away one night on a boat back to the mainland. Now that she knew the sisters were on the island, she didn’t plan on being there any longer than absolutely necessary.

Making her way across the hotel to Taneth’s room, Fuscia chided herself for not expecting that the other bounty hunter would have the same idea as her that the sisters might find the island and its clientele an attractive prospect, but at least Taneth was sidelined, hopefully long enough for Fuscia to subdue both sisters and slip away. She had a feeling that the longer she stayed on the island, the closer she was to being one of the people who just disappeared without a trace.

Fuscia was thankful that the hallway outside of Taneth’s room was empty, and she gave another look around to make sure she was alone before sliding her employee key card, slipping inside, and closing the door behind her.

Oh Taneth, didn’t even spring for one of the nice rooms. Fuscia shook her head as she stepped into the sparse, single room. Taneth’s luggage was stacked neatly by the bed, including two very large cases… large enough for each to store a human being…

Smart… Fuscia chuckled, unstacked some of the luggage, and pulled the larger cases aside, realizing that she could probably use them for her own benefit. Then she sifted through the rest of Taneth’s luggage and the dresser in the room, finding several sexy outfits and sets of swimwear, as well as rope, manacles, tape, gags, and chloroform. The other bounty hunter had come prepared.

Looking around the room, she also noticed that Taneth had left her phone sitting on one of the bedside tables. Fuscia lifted the phone, it’s background was a selfie of Taneth smiling on a beach, and then cracked a smile and unlocked it, knowing that her former mentor didn’t have a passcode. Pulling up some files on the phone, Fuscia found a full dossier and photos on each of the Bonadyke sisters.

Damn… She had to given Taneth props, each file on Nadia and Jaimie was comprehensive, and she was impressed on how Taneth had come by them. This wasn’t something that Taneth had compiled herself, these were actual, official police files on each sister. No doubt Taneth had sources in law enforcement that slipped the files to her. As she read through the dossiers, Fuscia did have to give her rival bounty hunter credit for being well prepared.

Maybe I’ll have to make some contacts in law enforcement. Fuscia made a mental note as she looked over the dossier on the sisters. They both had quite the rap sheet, but didn’t seem like anything she couldn’t handle.

Then Fuscia’s heart skipped a beat when she heard a beep as the room door unlocked, and then opened. Fuscia quickly set the phone down and turned, expecting Taneth to be walking in, having somehow gotten free from the Bonadykes. Instead, she was greeted by the sight of the curvier of the two sisters, Jaimie, entering the room. She gasped when she saw Fuscia, seeming just as surprised to find the bounty hunter there as Fuscia was at Jaimie walking in.

“Ohh, Fuscia…” Jaimie stammered.

Fuscia had been around the sisters for a few days now, observing and getting to know them. Jaimie had always seemed fun and playful. This was the first time she had seemed genuinely confused.

“Oh Ms. Jaimie, are you lost?” Fuscia giggled.

Had Jaimie followed her? She had been careful to make sure no one was around when she entered Taneth’s room. Or had Jaimie snuck off on her own?

“I… are you getting kinky with us?” Jaimie smiled, and motioned to the bed where Fuscia had laid out some of Taneth’s restraints.

“Oh this,” Fuscia motioned to the bed, and then a smile spread across her face. “Yes, yes I am.”

This was perfect. She had one of the sisters, alone. The bounty hunter knew she could easily over power Jaimie, tie her up, and then take out her sister. From there, she could leave Taneth tied up and by the time her former mentor had gotten loose, Fuscia would be long gone with both Bonadykes in tow.

“Would you like to play?” Fuscia turned around, stuck her ass out, and giggled.

“You know I would.” Jaimie giggled back.

“Why don’t you come over here?” Fuscia leaned back onto the bed, grabbed a pair of manacles, and twirled them around her finger.

Jaimie giggled and padded over, biting her lip in an oh so innocent way. Then she ran her fingers down the deep cut of her one-piece, stroking the inside of her breasts.

“I’m actually nervous, I’ve never let someone tie me up before.” She pouted.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle.” Fuscia reassured her.

“You look like you could rip up little old me.” Jaimie folded her arms over her chest like a bashful school girl.

Fuscia knew she had to play this smart, she didn’t want to scare off her mark, so she turned, sticking her ass out to the curvy brunette. She heard Jaimie giggle, and to help make the woman lower her guard even more, Fuscia pushed the restraints and gags off of the bed, then crawled up onto it. Crouched on all fours, she turned and eyed up her prey like the predator she was.

“Come on then.” She purred.

Jaimie was eying her up like a piece of meat, and stepped forward and grasped Fuscia’s rock solid ass cheeks with both hands.

“Ohh it’s so firm.” She leaned forward and then her hands moved to the top of Fuscia’s thong.

Fuscia stayed on all fours while Jaimie grabbed the top of her thong and pulled it down, then leaned forward with her tongue extended. A moment later, Fuscia felt Jaimie’s tongue at the top of her ass crack, and then slowly move its way down.

Involuntarily, Fuscia felt a wave of liquid electricity rock her body as Jaimie’s tongue explored her backside, and felt her arms quake under her.

What was that? She gasped.

“I bet you never had someone do something like that.” Jaimie reached out and slapped one of Fuscia’s bare cheeks.

“Oh… no…” Fuscia gasped. Against her better judgement, she found herself turned on!

Once again, she felt Jaimie’s tongue probe the recesses of her backside, and a shudder of elation went through Fuscia’s body. At the same time, one of the woman’s fingers reached inside of her and flicked the edge of her clit.

Fuscia moaned and fell face first onto the bed. She had to give it to Jaimie, she knew what she was doing.

“I thought you would like that.” Jaimie smirked.

“Oh… oh my…” Fuscia gasped.

Jaimie reached from behind her and turned the bounty hunter over so that she lay on her back. Then Jaimie mounted Fuscia, and reached up to the strap of her swimsuit, lowering it to reveal one of her lovely breasts. Unlike her sister, Jaimie’s breasts were completely natural and looked full and inviting. Still giggling, Jaimie lowered the opposite strap, exposing her other breast. Fuscia’s hands came over and clasped the woman’s thick, thonged behind, causing Jaimie to let out a gasp. Then she reached behind her, grabbed Fuscia’s wrists, and pushed them over the bounty hunter’s head.

Fuscia let out a cry of excitement. She knew that she could overpower Jaimie easily, but she let the curvy woman have the power for now. Then Jaimie leaned forward, pressing her breasts against Fuscia’s face, and rubbed her waist against Fuscia’s bare mound. Even through her swimsuit, Fuscia could feel how turned on Jaimie was.

“You have such a lovely body.” Jaimie gasped, still rubbing on Fuscia.

Each movement of the other woman sent tremors of pleasure through the bounty hunter. Fuscia wanted the ecstasy to continue almost as much as she wanted release from it.

Then Jaimie pulled back, sliding along the bed, and grabbed the top of Fuscia’s thong and apron, both of which were around her thighs, and pulled, bringing them down and off of the muscular bounty hunter’s body completely. Jaimie disappeared off of the edge of the bed, and Fuscia sat up, ripping off her head piece, and then pulled off her bra.

By the time Jaimie stood up, Fuscia was lying on the bed, completely naked and waiting for her. Jaimie smiled and held up her hands, revealing that she held several restraints.

“Now you’re talking.” Fuscia raised an eyebrow.                

Just because she was working, doesn’t mean she couldn’t play.

Jaimie set the restraints down, then pushed down the rest of her bathing suit. Now completely naked like Fuscia, she crawled back into bed on all fours and their lips met halfway.

Fuscia and Jaimie kissed deeply and passionately, their tongues probing the deepest recesses of each other’s mouths. As they kissed, their nude bodies pressed against each others, Jaimie was soft and warm as opposed to Fuscia’s rock solid physique. The nude bounty hunter laid back, feeling the naked criminal climb on top of her, their lips still embracing.

Then Fuscia felt something lock around her wrist. Opening her eyes, she saw Jaimie wrapping one of the manacles in place, one end around her wrist, the other already attached to the bed post.

“Hey, wait a minute.” Fuscia sat up.

How had Jaimie gotten the manacle in place so fast?

“Shh, it’s okay.” Jaimie pressed a finger to Fuscia’s lips.

“Oh no, we said I’m the one doing the tying.” Fuscia shook her head, still trying to sound playful. After all, she didn’t want to blow her cover.

Then she felt the other manacle lock around her other wrist. Turning her head, she saw that Jaimie had already secured the manacle to the opposite bed post.

“Hey, come on now, we didn’t even talk about this.” Fuscia sat up, both of her wrists now cuffed to the bed post.

“Oh just relax, don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.” Jaimie smiled, then dismounted Fuscia and grabbed another one of the manacles.

“I’m really more of the dominant type, this isn’t my style.” Fuscia explained, but Jaimie wrapped the manacle around one of her ankles and then secured the other side to the post at the end of the mattress.

“Oh and you will, I just want to give you a taste of how I work first.” Jaimie leaned over, kissed Fuscia’s calf, and moved to her other side.

“Shouldn’t we talk first, lay ground rules?” Fuscia continued as Jaimie secured another manacle around her free ankle.

“Don’t worry, I’m soft and sensual.” Jaimie blew her a kiss, and looped the manacle around the other bedpost.

Fuscia tugged at her restraints. She was now spreadeagled, her legs and arms stretched wide in an “X” pattern.

“Come on girl, let me free and I’ll show you just how good of a dominant I can be.” Fuscia tugged at the restraints, but they held firm.

“And you haven’t experienced anything until you’ve been tied up by me.” Jaimie lifted one of her hands revealing a thick white cloth meant to be a gag.

“Oh now, wait… we didn’t mention a gag, we didn’t even set out a safe word, let’s-ugghh ggmmmm hhhmmff!” Fuscia was cut off as Jaimie climbed on top of her again and pressed the gag between her lips, then tied it tightly at the back of her neck.

“Uggg! Ufff! Lhhhtt mhh  gghh!” Fuscia grunted, trying to use her tongue to push out the gag, but it was tied too tightly.

“Ufff hgg!” She grunted.

“See? You’re so cute gagged.” Jaimie giggled, still mounted on Fuscia.

“Llhhtt mmhhh ghhhh! Uhhhmmff” Fuscia grumbled, once again pulling on her bonds.

“Maybe if you’re a good little girl, I’ll let you tie me up.” Jaimie bent over and licked one of Fuscia’s nipples.

“Ummmf!” Fuscia shuddered involuntarily.

Part of Fuscia hoped that she could take Jaimie at her word, but the rational side of her told her not to trust a career criminal. She had to get free, and fast.

But Jaimie’s tongue continued its journey down Fuscia’s body, and was tracing the outline of her abs.

“Hmmm mmmph!” Fuscia twisted and writhed in pleasure.

In that moment, Fuscia realized how the sisters had managed to rope so many bored and frustrated housewives into their web. Just Jaimie alone was a master at teasing, roping her mark in and then keeping baited, of making them want more and playing with them.

“Ugggg ghmm!” Fuscia grunted as Jaimie’s tongue traced one of the sharp v-lines along the muscular woman’s  hips.

Jaimie knew that Fuscia wanted to be worshipped, and was giving the tied up bounty hunter exactly what she wanted. Then Jaimie’s tongue moved closer to the epicenter of Fuscia’s pleasure, that part of her screaming to be released from the sweet, tingling pleasure that the curvy criminal was giving her.

Then Fuscia felt it, an electric jolt of sweet sensation as Jaimie’s tongue tasted Fuscia delicious center. The muscular woman rocked against her bonds as her body exploded in comets of ecstasy. Jaimie giggled and continued working her tongue between Fuscia’s legs. Fuscia was somehow both being worshipped by the other woman and at her mercy, twisting and writhing against her bonds while feeling Jaimie serve her like a goddess.

“Hmmmfff mmmph mm!” Fuscia felt every muscle in her body flex to its limit, but Jaimie’s tongue didn’t cease the wonders it was working between her legs.

Fuscia was transcending, achieving the godhood she so rightfully deserved. Her orgasmic convulsions were shaking the bed so hard she noticed Taneth’s phone fall off of the side table, but in her rapture Fuscia didn’t care. Finally, the orgasm came in a spasmodic, rippling wave. The bounty hunter tore at her restraints, thinking that she might rip the bed apart she was shaking so hard.

“Hrrrmm… mmmmm…. Ggmm…” She grunted, her naked body now covered in sweat.

Jaimie sat up, licked her lips, and smiled down at the bound woman.

“See? Wasn’t that wonderful.”

“Umm hmm…” Fuscia nodded in agreement.

“Now it’s my turn!” Jaimie hopped off the bed and began making her way over to the post where Fuscia’s wrist was secured.

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” Fuscia nodded enthusiastically.

Fuscia leaned her head back and did her best to smile despite the gag in her mouth. It was going to work out perfectly, she had a great orgasm, then would tie up the unsuspecting Jaimie, knock her out, pack her up, and then go get her sister.

Jaimie’s foot hit something, and the naked woman looked down to see Taneth’s phone lying on the ground.

“Oh whoops!” Jaimie giggled and picked the phone up.

“Nnnoh! Ummm uhhh!” Fuscia protested and shook her head.

Knowing that Taneth didn’t have a lock code on the phone, if Jaimie unlocked it and saw something that would set off alarm bells…

Jaimie stared at the phone for a moment and then Fuscia heard a click as the phone unlocked.

“Nnnno! Nnnmph!” Fuscia shook her head even more furiously.

Jaimie furrowed her brow and stared at the phone, and Fuscia realized that when it locked, the first thing the wanted woman saw was the dossier’s of her and her sister…

“Urrggghh gggghmmm…” Fuscia grunted and flexed, trying to break the restraints that held her.

Jaimie continued looking at the phone, her face growing more and more alarmed.

“Hrrgggh ghmmm!” Fuscia grunted and flexed again.

“Did you know about this?” Jaimie held the phone out to Fuscia.

“Ummm uhhh! Umm uhh!” Fuscia shook her head.

Jaimie clearly wasn’t convinced, and set the phone down, then stepped around the bed to the various restraints on the floor.

“Nnnooo! Nnnnnoh!” Fuscia pleaded and once again pulled at her restraints.

Jaimie looked at the ridiculously large suitcases and a realization dawned on her face.

“Ummm hmm! Mmmmph!” Fusica continued to plead.

Jaimie looked over at Fuscia.

“You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you?” Her face was stern, like a disappointed parent.

“Nnnnmmo! Pssfff lsssnn!” Fuscia pleaded through the gag.

“I think you have, and bad girls get punished.” Jaimie wagged a finger at Fuscia.

“Ummm cnnhhmm oohnnn! Nnnph!” Fuscia pulled at her restraints again.

“Very, very naughty…” Jaimie crawled up onto the bed and towards Fuscia.

“Hmmmpph! Nnnp!” Fuscia cried as Jaimie stalked towards her.

The roles had reversed, now Jaime was the predator, and Fuscia was the prey. Jaimie stopped, looming over Fuscia as the gagged bounty hunter still attempted to free herself.

“Ummm hmmph! Nnno!” Fuscia pleaded through her gag.

“Many people used to beg me to punish them like this, but for you, it will be a little different.” Jaimie had lost the playful, carefree expression on her face, and now looked deathly serious.

“Nnnoh! Uggg ghmm!” Fuscia continued to plead.

Then Jaimie stood and turned around so that her bare, thick bottom hovered directly over Fuscia’s face. The bounty hunter’s eyes went wide. Whatever the other woman had in store, it couldn’t be good.

“Hllmmph! Hhhllpp! Hhllmmmph mhh!” Fuscia cried, not caring that she had been reduced to utter helplessness and crying for help like a damsel in distress.

Then Jaimie sat down, burying Fuscia’s face in the crack of her behind.

“Hhhhhllp! Hlll-bbbmm!” Fuscia’s muffled cries were reduced to low blubbers as Jaimie’s ass eclipsed the bounty hunter's face.

“Hfffmmbbbb mmmbbbb!” Fuscia cried, twisting and writhing as Jaimie exerted the full weight of her behind onto Fuscia.

“Hmbbbbb mmmbbb bbbmmm…” Fuscia continued to struggle.

“hgggg ghhm…” Her blubbers turned to gasps as Jaimie’s rear end cut off the bounty hunter’s air.

Fuscia’s struggles became more desperate as she tried to gasp for air, but Jaimie only pressed harder.

“Hrrrggg bbbmm…” Fuscia grunted, her lungs burning, crying for air.

Her struggles were slowing, and Fuscia could feel her arms growing weak, and her legs tiring.

“Hmmm bbmm…” Fuscia moaned.

Then the darkness took her.

5.

Have I graduated from robbery to kidnapping? Jaimie wondered as she pulled the large luggage bag containing the bound and gagged Fuscia down the hotel hallway.

Granted, she had tied up plenty of people during her criminal career, but always in their own home. Then she began to wonder if moving a tied up person from one location to another counted as kidnapping? She had never really bothered to look up the legal definition of the term, but she had also never picked up a law book in her life.

This is definitely kidnapping though. She realized as she made her way back to her suite. Several men and women clad in swimsuits gave her polite smiles as she walked past, and Jaimie returned them with a bubbly smile of her own. After all, she was just a regular hotel guest wheeling her extra large luggage case through a hotel lobby, nothing out of the ordinary about that. The fact that the luggage case held an unconscious, bound and gagged woman with muscles like an Amazon warrior was another thing entirely.

After smothering out Fuscia with her ass, Jaimie did a quick search of the room and found a bottle of chloroform, which probably would have been easier to knock the muscular woman out with, but it was too little too late for that. She had considered just leaving Fusica tied and gagged on the bed, but had no idea how long Fuscia would be unconscious for, or if anyone else was working with her and Taneth, or if Fuscia would figure out how to get free. Then she noticed the two large luggage cases…

Those are for me and Nadia… Jaimie’s nipples went hard, and not in the good way, at the thought of being tied up and stuffed in one of those cases. She quickly bundled up Fuscia and stuffed her into a case, figuring that her and Nadia could figure out what to do with the bound woman later.

After tying and gagged Taneth on their balcony, Jaimie lifted the woman’s room key and snuck off to see if she had anything worth stealing. Her and Nadia’s plan would be that they would keep Taneth tied up in their suite, maybe rob a few more rich, unsuspecting folks throughout the day, and then sneak off in the night with their winnings. And if Taneth didn’t have anything… well they would play dumb, apologize, let her go, and look for a new mark.

When Jaimie found Fuscia in Taneth’s room, the muscular maid looked just as surprised to see Jaimie there as the thief was, but she had been fantasizing about being alone with Fuscia ever since she saw the chiseled goddess, and couldn’t resist the opportunity to have some fun with her.

Then when she saw the contents of Taneth’s phone, and Fuscia’s reaction to it, Jaimie realized that she and Nadia were in big, big, trouble.

We should have lied low for a little longer, dammit Nadia! Jaimie cursed mentally as she made her way back to the suite. She should have known that sooner or later it would come to this, that people would be after them.

The whole plan started simple enough, Jaimie wasn’t even sure who came up with the idea of gaining access to rich, bored housewives by posing as dominatrixes, but their first few scores went off so well that both sisters decided to stick with it. Eventually, Nadia used some of the money she had saved from their robberies to get a boob job, which Jaimie didn’t think anything of at the time. After all, she had used her half of the loot to buy expensive clothes and jewelry, what was the point of all the stealing if they couldn’t treat themselves?

Then Nadia got her lips done, and then a nose job, and then her chin. When they heard about Kink Week at Eros Island, Nadia suggested they go. Jaimie was nervous, after all, they had just pulled off a score and usually spaced them out, but Nadia convinced her that there would be too many high profile marks to pass up on this event.

“We hit a couple of these bored ladies on vacation and I’ll have enough to go up another size, and maybe get my butt done too!” Nadia squealed and felt up her own breasts.

Growing up, Jaimie always got the sense that Nadia was jealous of her naturally larger, heaving chest, now that jealousy had seemingly turned into an obsession. Nadia’s ass was always small and tighter than Jaimie’s as well, and she knew that her sister was insecure about that as well, but this was the first time Nadia had brought up butt implants.

How do those even work? Jaimie wondered as she continued down the hall.

Just focus on getting off the island, and then worry about your sister’s plastic surgery problem. Jaimie told herself, doing her best to look calm and relaxed as she pulled the case down the hallway, after all, she was just another guest of Eros Island in a skimpy swimsuit. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of wheeling the case across the hotel, she made it to her suite, unlocked the door, and pulled the massive case inside.

Nadia was on the balcony, her naked body glistening from tanning oil as she bent over the still bound and gagged Taneth, who’s skimpy swimsuit lay in tatters on the ground next to her. Much like Nadia, Taneth was completely naked, and struggling furiously as Nadia rubbed tanning oil over her bare backside. Meanwhile, Viola was still laying back in her beach chair, bound, gagged, lotion rubbed over her face and cucumbers still in place.

“Oh you’re back.” Nadia stepped away from the nude Taneth, her massive breasts bouncing as she did.

Jaimie was used to the sight of her sister’s nude body, but her gigantic breasts were still always a distraction, and if Nadia got her way and went bigger, they would be twice the distraction.

“I was just making sure our friend doesn’t burn.” Nadia patted Taneth on the bum.

“Hhmmph! Hhrrr gggghhmmph!” Taneth protested and tugged on her bonds.

“Get into anything fun?” Nadia picked up a nail file from a table and sat back on her beach chair.

“Hmmmph! Whttt!” Taneth turned her attention to Jaimie and her eyes widened in recognition of the large suitcase.

“I… umm… something has come up.” Jaimie bit her lip, and eyed Taneth, and then Viola, trying to figure out if the red haired woman was sleeping or just very relaxed.

“Yes?” Nadia furrowed her brow.

“I… I think we should talk in private.” Jaimie’s eyes shifted to Viola.

“Oohh okay…” Nadia bit her lip, set down her nail file, and stepped over to Jaimie.

Jaimie was hesitant to let go of the massive luggage case, but realized that Fuscia was tied up in it and not going anywhere, and let go of it. Nadia and Jaimie stepped over to the far side of the large balcony.

“Umm first, could you put something on?” Jaimie looked over her sister’s nude body.

“What? All of a sudden you’re a prude?” Nadia crossed her arms.

“No it’s just… I’m trying to have a serious conversation and your… everything is hanging out.” Jaimie rolled her eyes.

Nadia placed her hands on her hips and stuck her chest out to mock her sister.

“Just get on with it.” Nadia sighed.

“Fiiinne…” Jaimie sighed back.

Just then, as if on cue, the massive suitcase shifted. Both sister’s eyes darted towards it.               

“Hmmph!” A muffled cry emanated from within.

“Jaimie… what did you do?” Nadia scolded her.

“It’s… uh… Fuscia…” Jaimie wringed her hands.

“You have Fuscia tied up in there!” Nadia blurted.

“Whhhhtt!” Taneth cried from her beach chair.

“Hmmmph!” Viola sat up, the cucumbers falling from her eyes.

Well that settles that. Jaimie realized.

“Shhh! Shh!” Jaimie put a finger to her sister’s lips.

“Hhrrggg ghmmph! Hhmmp!” The suitcase shook as Fuscia struggled inside.

“Ummm whhht?” Viola nodded at the luggage case and then the sister.

“What’s going on with you?” Nadia back away.

“They…” Jaimie began, and then lowered her voice. “They… Fuscia and Taneth, they’re working together or something.”

“What do you mean?” Nadia asked, still confused.

“They’re here for us, they’re looking for us.” Jaimie said in a hushed tone.

“You mean like cops or something?” It was starting to dawn on Nadia.

“If they aren't cops, they sure are something. There’s a phone in Taneth’s room with files on both of us, everything. Fuscia is in on it too.”

Nadia rubbed her chin and stepped away from her sister, thinking. Meanwhile, the suit case continued to shake as Fuscia struggled inside.

“Ummmm hhhyy…” Viola mumbled, trying to get the sister’s attention.

Jaimie hurried over to Nadia, who was looking at the bound and gagged trio.

“There’s another case like that in the room. They were going to use it to transport us.” Jaimie motioned to the shaking case.

“Well, well, well, you have been a bad girl after all.” Nadia stepped over to Taneth, whose ass was glistening from the tanning oil, and delivered a good, firm, slap to the Latina woman’s backside.

“Hmmmph!” Taneth moaned and glared at Nadia.

“What do we do?” Jaimie asked.

“Ummm whhht! Hhhyy! Llhht mmgghh ghhh!” Viola cried again, twisting in her beach chair.

Nadia stepped over to the still bound woman and rubbed her chin thoughtfully.

“Well Viola, I’m sorry about all of this. You have been such a wonderful host to us.” Nadia rubbed her chin while speaking to the other helpless Latina.

“Whhhtt?” Viola squeaked, and pulled at her bonds.

“Go back to the room and get the other case, we’ll stuff Taneth in there.” Nadia gestured to the woman bound face down on one of the beach chairs.

“Her,” Nadia pointed at Viola. “We’ll stuff in one of the closets to be found by the maids.”

“Heeeep!” Nadia squeaked again.

“What about the other two?” Jaimie gestured to the box, still shaking as Fuscia struggled inside, and Taneth.

“We get them on our boat, once we’re out on the open ocean, we toss them overboard.” Nadia shrugged.

“What?” Jaimie gasped.

“Whhhtt!” Taneth cried, squirming on her chair.

“You heard me, we gotta get rid of them.” Nadia explained matter of factly.

“But,” Jaimie grabbed her sister by the arm and pulled her away from their trio of prisoner. “That’s… we’ve never done anything like that before.”

“What would you have me do? You said it yourself, they’re after us.” Nadia explained.

“Yeah but… can’t we just leave them tied up here?”

“And then what? Once they get free they’ll still come after us.” Nadia was so calm while explaining her plan, Jaimie didn’t understand it.

“Yeah but this… this isn’t us.”

“Look,” Nadia grasped her sister on the shoulder. “I need you to stand by me on this.”

The way she looked into Jaimie’s eyes, and how hard she was gripping her shoulder, scared Jaimie, not to mention how cold and matter of fact Nadia was being about everything. All the brunette sister could do was nod her head.

“Good,” Nadia put her arm around Jaimie’s shoulder and pulled her tight. “Now go back to that room and get that other case while I stay here and keep an eye on them.”

Jaimie nodded, trying to wrap her head around everything that was happening. As she considered what her sister had just said, she looked up to see Taneth, sitting up in her beach chair, working away at one of the cuffs around her ankles.

Wait but… As Jaimie tried to wrap her head around this new development, she saw that the Latina woman was working away at the lock with the nail file that Nadia had just set down! Jaimie’s sister turned around at the moment, gasped, and rushed towards the other naked woman.

But Nadia was too slow, and the cuffs fell away from Taneth’s ankle. At the same time, the massive luggage case burst open, causing every other woman to gasp in surprise. A moment later, Fuscia, naked as the day she was born and covered in sweat, emerged from the now destroyed case and glared at the sisters.

Jaimie gasped, the muscular white haired woman must have figured out a way out of the manacles, and then broke the luggage case open with brute strength!

Then all hell broke lose.

Fuscia advanced on Nadia, but Jaimie rushed the muscular woman and jumped on her back, wrapping her arms around Fuscia’s neck in a headlock. Fuscia spun around, trying to shake Jaimie free. Meanwhile, Taneth ran over to Nadia and grappled her from behind as well. Both women struggled with each other but their bodies were slick with tanning oil, and it was difficult for either to get a grip.

Fuscia succeeded in tossing Jaimie off her back, then reached down, grabbed the back of Jaimie’s swimsuit, and pulled it straight up Jaimie’s crack. Jaimie cried out, grabbing at her butt trying to pull the other of all wedgie’s out of her ass, but Fuscia lifted with both hands, pulling the swimsuit further up Jaimie’s sizable rear end. Then Fuscia set Jaimie down and yanked down the straps of her swimsuit, pinning her arms to her sides while completely exposing her breasts. The younger Bonadyke sister cried out and flailed, trying to free her arms, as Fuscia, no doubt considering Jaimie incapacitated, turned her attention to Nadia and Taneth.

Both naked, oiled women were rolling around on the patio ground together, looking like something out of a seedy oil wrestling promotion. Neither woman could get a good grip on the other, but then Taneth wrapped her arm around Nadia’s neck, and then wrapped her legs around Nadia’s waist in a chokehold. But Fuscia was there, pulling the Latina woman off of Nadia and securing her in a headlock of her own.

As Jaimie struggled, she noticed Taneth’s naked body writhing against Fuscia’s and wondered what exactly was happening. She had thought both women were working together, or could they be rivals? But Jaimie knew that now wasn’t the time to worry about that, and struggled to figure out a way free from her now constrictive swimsuit. Her arms flailed uselessly at her sides, trying trying to grab the edge of her suit and pull it down slightly to give her more room.

“Nadia!” Jaimie cried, but her sister jumped on the two other women who were wrestling, kicking Taneth off of Fuscia.

Then Nadia grabbed Fuscia and buried the black woman’s face between her own large breasts.

“Ugbbbb bbbbb mmm! Bbbhhh mmbb!” Fuscia blubbered, trying to pull her face free from the blond woman’s massive chest.

Jaimie struggled more with her swimsuit, and then noticed the nail file lying on the ground next to the pile of writhing, naked women. She jumped over the still wrestling Fuscia and Nadia and stooped to grab the file…

Then Taneth tackled her, knocking her back onto the beach chair. Jaimie spun around as the naked Latina clambered up towards her. Getting a rush of inspiration, Jaimie closed her legs, catching Taneth’s head between her thighs. The other woman gasped and kicked as Jaimie used all of her strength to squeeze her beautiful head between her thighs.

Taneth gasped and choked, clawing at Jaimie, and then grabbed the end of the other woman’s swimsuit and pulled. Feeling her suit shift lower down her body, Jaimie let go of Taneth and shimmied back, out of her swimsuit, and fell completely naked onto the balcony floor.

Meanwhile, Fuscia and Nadia were still rolling around on the ground together. Some of the tanning oil from Nadia had rubbed off on the muscular woman, who looked even more like a goddess shimmering in the afternoon light.

Then Jaimie gasped as Taneth came up behind her and wrapped her in a headlock! The brunette sister stood and then threw her weight back, causing Taneth to stumble back as well. Both women teetered, and then stumbled onto both Nadia and Fuscia. All four women fell back to the ground, but give themselves any time to catch their breath. Fuscia got to her feet first, followed by Taneth, but Fuscia delivered a swift kick to Taneth’s gut, knocking the other woman back.

Jaimie rushed at Fuscia, aiming to tackle the big woman, but Fuscia bent, caught Jaimie, and slung the curvy woman over her shoulder like she was nothing. The younger Bonadyke sister screamed and pounded her fists into Fuscia’s back, but the muscular woman didn’t seem to feel it. Then Nadia rushed at the muscle bound goddess, and Fuscia caught her with one hand and slung the blond Bonadyke over her other shoulder.

Jaimie couldn’t help but marvel at Fuscia’s strength as she turned and made her way towards the inside of the suite, carrying a Bonadyke over each shoulder. Both women kicked, screamed, and fought, but it didn’t seem to faze Fuscia. Even Nadia, who worked out regularly and was in very good shape, didn’t stack up compared to Fuscia.

As Jaimie struggled and kicked, she looked up to see Taneth stand up and charge at them, her face full of fury. Jaimie’s instinct was to cry out, but before she could do anything, Taneth hit Fuscia in the lower back. The muscular woman teetered and stumbled to the side, but still held onto each Bonadyke as she careened towards…

The balcony railing! Both sisters cried out, but Fuscia held onto them for dear life as she stumbled over the railing with Taneth’s arms wrapped around her waist! Then all four naked women, intertwined, fell over the railing and out into thin air! They screamed in unison as they fell, but instead of pavement rushing up to meet them it was the cool, inviting waters of the main pool!

They hit the water and finally Fuscia released her grip on the two sisters. Jaimie immediately pulled away, turning around to see Fuscia and Taneth still locked together as they floated towards the bottom. Then Jaimie’s head broke the surface, and she took a breath and turned to see Nadia surface next to her. People around them screamed and rushed to get out of the pool, while others looked on from the patio.

Both Nadia and Jaimie shared and look and then swam for the wall. They didn’t have to talk to let each other know what the plan was. Get out of the pool, grab a towel and hurry away, blending in with the crowd. Just as Jaimie reached the edge of the pool, powerful hands reached down, grabbed her, and pulled her up.

“Oh, thank but I…” Jaimie garbled as she was hoisted out of the pool by two of the maids.

Their grips were hard and firm, and Jaimie tried to pull away but they held her tight.

“Hey I’m fine, really!” Nadia protested as two more maids lifted her out of the water.

“Well thank you girls, but I think that I’m gonna…” Jaimie began, but realized that a maid was gripping each of her arms.

She tried to pull but they held her with vice like grips. These women were gorgeous, stunning, but also insanely strong.

“Hey let me go! I’m alright!” Nadia tried to twist out of their grips as well, but the maids held her in their iron grips as well.

“Hey get off of me! Come on! I’m on of you guys!” Looking down, Jaimie saw several of the maids dragging Fuscia away from the pool.  It took four of the women to hold the powerful woman.

“Hey come on! I can explain!” Taneth pleaded as maids dragged her alongside Fuscia.

“Hey,” Jaimie smiled at the maids. “We’re friends of Viola’s, come on!” She giggled, doing her best to lay on the charm.

But the maids remained absolutely stone faced, and dragged the naked, struggling quartet away from the pool and towards the hotel.

6.

“Ugggghh…” Nadia grunted as she strained against her bonds.

Well this is new. She sighed, once again testing the restraints holding her down. She was used to being the one doing the tying, not being tied up. The fact that she didn’t know what was worse, the fact that she was still completely naked, or the fact that the room she was in felt so cold and clinical, like a doctor’s office.

After dragging her, Jaimie, Taneth, and Fuscia from the pool, the maids brought the naked and protesting women into the hotel. Nadia figured that they would be detained in a security office and be given a stern talking to before being told they were being banned from the island and sent off on the next boat to the mainland. At least, Nadia figured that would be the best case scenario. She knew that her and Jaimie could charm their way into a slap on the wrist and play the innocent victims.

No it was all a big misunderstanding! We’re just as confused as you are! Please believe us.

Instead, they were each separated, and some of the maids dragged Nadia into a wide, brightly lit room that resembled an examination room, brought her over to what looked like a dentist’s examination chair, and strapped her down.

Once again, Nadia grunted and strained, flexing every muscle in her fit body. Her giant breasts heaved as she pulled, but she was secured tightly.

“Hey!” She cried, pulling at her bonds again.

“Hey you can’t keep me in here! Hey!” She screamed.

Her instinct was to ask for a lawyer, but she wasn’t under arrest, and they also didn’t know she was a wanted criminal.

“Hey! Hello!” Nadia screamed again.

Then she heard a door open, and Nadia twisted her head to see Viola walk in. The red haired woman was wearing a blue thong bikini with white trim, and gave the naked woman a stern look when she walked in.

“Oh, Viola! Thank God! We really have to talk about your people! Can you believe what they did to me?” Nadia played the victim.

“Hello Nadia.” Viola smiled, stepping over to a table.

“Viola, come on, you aren’t mad about us tying you up like that? That was just some fun!” Nadia smiled at the fit Latina.

Viola just smiled at Nadia and looked over some items on a table.

“Hey Viola come on, this whole thing, it’s just a misunderstanding.” Nadia smiled, but Viola turned her back to the bound, naked woman, giving Nadia a nice view of Viola’s muscular ass in the thong.

“Viola, talk to me! You can’t treat a paying guest like this!”

“Oh but I thought you liked the kinky stuff?” Viola turned back to her, and began wheeling over a cart.

“Yeah but I like to be the more dominant type.” Nadia laughed, trying to get a view of the cart Viola was wheeling over, but the other woman positioned it behind Nadia’s head.

Viola stepped away again over to a wheeled stool, and dragged it over to the still struggling Nadia.

“Viola, what is this? A check-up?” Nadia was sweating now.

Viola sat on the stool, peering over at the bound woman, and then reached out and caressed one of Nadia’s bare breasts.

“Hey!” Nadia tried to shy away, but the restraints in the chair made it impossible.

“These must have been expensive, how much did you pay for them?” Viola looked over one of Nadia’s breasts, and then gripped the other one.

“Hey come on! What is this?” Nadia gasped, still trying to shift away.

“How many CC’s?” Viola asked, inspecting Nadia’s breasts like a doctor would.

“That’s none of your business, what’s the meaning of this?” Nadia once again struggled against her restraints.

“Still, I think you can go bigger.” Viola stood up and stepped over to the wheeled cart.

“What?” Nadia stammered.

How did Viola know that? Nadia hadn’t said anything to her about wanting to get her implants expanded. Or had she guessed?

Viola stepped back into view holding a small, clear, oval object in her hand. Nadia didn’t even have to ask what it was: a breast implant.

Viola sat back down and held the silicon oval in front of Nadia’s face.

“You see, those boobs are nice, but you still get a lot of help from push-ups, I wonder if we can do something about that.”

“Viola, if you want to talk plastic surgery, can we do it when I’m not a captive audience.” Nadia joked, but Viola still seemed deathly serious.

“How many people did you have to rob to get the money for those?” Viola asked, her tone cold and ruthless.

Nadia’s heart lept into her throat and she felt her skin breakout in goosebumps.

“What? I don’t know what you’re-UGGGGGH HMMPH!” Her protests were cut off by Viola leaning forward and shoving the silicon breast implant into her gaping mouth.

“Ummph! Hmmph!” Nadia tried to spit out the implant, but Viola kept one hand clamped over the blond woman’s mouth while reaching for the rolling cart with another.

“Hmmm gglgmmpump!” Nadia protested.

Viola looked fit and in shape, but still Nadia couldn’t believe how strong the other woman was as she tried to shift out of her clutch. Then Viola lifted a long syringe filled with a viscous clear substance. Nadia’s eyes went wide as she looked at the long needle angled towards her.

“Nnnnooh! Stthhpp!”

Silica gel! The stuff they inject in breast implants to make them bigger!

“Now just hold still, and I’m gonna give you an idea of just how big you can go!” Viola leaned over Nadia, angling the needle towards her mouth.

“Nnnggggmm hmmph mmph! Mmmp!” Nadia tried to squirm away, but Viola stuck the needle into her open mouth, hitting the implant that was shoved in there.

Then the Latina woman pushed down on the plunger, and Nadia felt the implant inflating, growing larger as it filled with the gel.

“Hmmmph! Ummm ggmmph!” Nadia’s eyes widened as she felt the implant growing larger and large inside her mouth.

Viola continued to push on the plunger, filling the implant with more and more…

“Hrrgggh mmmph! Mmmp!” Nadia moaned.

Finally, the implant inflated enough to fill her entire mouth! Nadia’s jaw was forced open, unable to move from the inflated breast implant shoved in her mouth.

“Ummm ggmmph! Hmmmph!” Nadia shook head, trying to see if she could spit out the massive implant, but it was stuck, wedged between her lips.

Viola put down the syringe and smiled at Nadia.

“There, how’s that feel?” She stood up.

“Hmmmp mmph!” Nadia mumbled, unable to do much more.

“Don’t bite down, I imagined silica gel doesn’t taste too good.” Viola smiled.

“Ummm hhmmph!”

“You see,” Viola stepped over to Nadia and straddled her, pressing her own large breasts against Nadia’s. “This island is far more than a playground for lonely rich people.”

“Hmmph?” Nadia’s eyes went wide.

“And well, my VIP area offers a certain kind of entertainment.” She caressed Nadia’s bare breasts again.

“Ummm gmmmph!”

“You see, normally you would brought to the VIP area and sold like the cattle you are, but you four not only embarrassed me, but almost endangered everything!” Nadia hissed, reaching out with both hands and gripping Nadia’s breasts.

“Hhhggggg!”

“And as luck would have it, my little island is hosting a very exclusive event in a few days. So, I have something special planned for all of you.” With a smile Viola stood up.

“Nnnph! Ummm gmmmph!” Nadia cried, pulling on her bonds. The whole chair shook under her struggles, but it held firm.

“Now I’ll leave you to chew on that.” Viola stood up and smiled.

“Hmmph! Hmmpph! Nnnmmp!” Nadia strained again, shaking her bonds with all of her might, but it was no use.

Viola didn’t give her another look as she strolled out of the room.

***

As a child, Jaimie was a frequent visitor to the principal’s office. She was used to the feeling of waiting outside a closed door, knowing that discipline lurked on the other side. It was a feeling she had grown used to over her lifetime, but this time, that feeling was compounded all the more because she was completely naked.

She was in what felt like a waiting room, sitting under harsh, fluorescent lights, with her legs crossed and hands over her breasts as she stared at a door on the far side of the room.

At least they could have given me a blanket or something! She fumed as she sat there, her nudity adding to her feeling of helplessness. Was this how they treated everyone who caused trouble at the resort? Then she found herself wondering if Nadia was receiving the same treatment, or if her sister was currently trying to talk her way out things.

Jaimie was at least grateful that the chairs were comfortable, with soft cushions that felt nice on her bare bottom. Then she perked up as the door on the other side of the room opened, and Viola walked in, wheeling a carted table in front of her.

“Oh Viola, thank God! Those women just attacked us! It was horrible!” Jaime stood up, moving one hand between her legs while keeping the other over her breasts. “Could I maybe have a blanket?”

“Jaimie, it’s totally fine, your sister and I just talked it out.” Viola stayed behind her cart and opened a box.

“Oh?” Jaimie cocked her head.

“Yep, we worked out something.” Viola smiled at Jaimie.

Something about the other woman’s grin reminded Jaimie of a shark.

“You did?” Jaimie stammered.

“Yep, and I’m going to let you walk out of here.” Viola smiled again at the naked woman.

“Oh great! Could I maybe have something to cover up with?” Viola giggled.

“You can go out that door,” Viola gestured over her shoulder to the door. “With nothing but what you can fit into your mouth.”

“Umm…what?” Jaimie stammered.

Viola gestured to the rolling cart covered with the contents of the box she had dumped out. Jaimie stepped over and saw that it was nothing but undergarments and bikinis.

“Whatever you can fit into your mouth is yours.” Viola smiled.

“Is this… is this some kind of joke?” Jaimie giggled again.

“No,” Viola’s tone turned ice cold. “Now start stuffing things into your mouth.”

Something about the other woman’s tone made Jaimie’s blood turn to ice. She smiled at the Latina, stepped over to the cart, and picked up a pair of red, lacy panties.

“Into your mouth.” Viola prodded.

Jaimie gave her a weak smile, then lifted the panties, and stuffed them into her mouth.

“Ummmkkyy?” She asked.

“I think you can fit more, you’ll need a top, after all.” Viola grinned.

“Rgghht…” Jaimie nodded,  then reached into the pile and retrieved a sports bra.

“Go ahead…” Viola’s tone was cold as steel.

“Umm…” Jaimie grumbled, and stuffed the sports bra into her mouth.

“Urgggg ghhmmm…” She moaned, and then opened her mouth to show the bra stuffed in along with the panties.

“Now, you’ll need something else, don’t want to be running around in your panties and a bra.” Viola offered, and lifted a small pair of black athletic shorts.

“Whhhtt?” Jaimie’s eyes went wide.

“Come on, stuff it in.” Viola held out her hand with the shorts in it.

“Nnnmm! Cnmmm hnn!” Jaimie pointed to her already full mouth.

“Stuff… it… in…” Viola shoved the shorts at Jaimie’s face.

“Ffffnnn!” Jaimie grunted and snatched the shorts from Viola’s hand.

What is this, some sort of punishment? Jaimie wondered.

Then again, if this was what she had to do to get off this island, then she was fine with it. Jaimie lifted the shorts, opened her mouth, and stuffed them in.

“Ummmm ggmmm…” She moaned.

With the sports bra and panties, the shorts barely fit, and part of them stuck out between her lips. Her cheeks were bulging from the clothes stuff in her mouth, and she wondered if Nadia had to do something similar.

“Hrrrr!” She gestured to her stuffed mouth.

“Now, you’ll need a shirt.” Viola grabbed a shirt from the pile.

“Ummp! Nnnno!” Jaimie shook her head.

“Come on, I know you can get creative.” Viola held the shirt out.

“Umm hmm!” Jaimie shook her head.

“If you want out of here, this is the cost.” Viola gave Jaimie the icy glare again.

“Ummm…” Jaimie grumbled and took the shirt.

Instead of stuffing it into her mouth, she pressed it against her lips, then wrapped it around her head and tied it at the back of her neck.

“Hmmph?” Jaimie spread her hands to show Viola.

“Good, now come.” Viola put her arm around Jaimie’s shoulder and led her towards the door.

“Hmmm ggmmm…” Jaimie nodded, crossing her hands over her chest.

Something still didn’t feel right here, but she had to play along.

“You see,” Viola spoke as she turned the knob. “I was telling your sister, I have something special planned for you two.”

She opened the door, letting in a burst of sunlight.

“Mmmph!” Jaimie grunted and shielded her eyes as Viola guided her out.

“And well, for what I have planned for you four, I need you all in tip-top shape.” Viola continued.

“Whhht?” Jaimie questioned, and found herself standing on what looked like a large, track and field course.

Standing on one side of what looked like a starting line was a group of the scantily clad maids. They all looked very intense, very focus, and very in shape.

“There’s an event coming up called The Damsel Games, have you heard of it?” Viola asked.

“Ummm ohhh…” Jaimie shook her head, not liking the way the maids were looking at her.

“Well, you and your sister will be representing me at the games, and well, I mean to win, so I need you to start training.” With that, Viola pushed Jaimie onto the track.

“Whhht!” Jaimie cried.

“Now ladies,” Viola pointed to Jaimie. “There is your target.”

“Hrrrry!” Jaimie protested.

“And you,” Viola smiled and turned to Jaimie. “Your goal is to out run my maids without taking the clothes out of your mouth.”

“Hmmmph!” Jaimie cried, looking again at the maids who were eying her up like a prize turkey.

“I would be running if I were you, if you can beat them around the track, you can to put one of those items of clothing on. Beat them around a second time, and you can wear another article of clothing, and so on.”  

“Ummph!” Jaimie cried.

“On your mark!” Viola called out, and the maids took running positions.

“Whhhtt!” Jaimie held out her hands.

“Get set!”

“Nnnoooh!”

“Go!”

“Unnnmph! Nnnnooh!” Jaimie protested, but turned to see the maids already rushing her.

With no other choice, Jaimie took off running down the track, bare breasts bouncing and hands between her legs.

***

“I swear, if I ever get out of this, you’re dead.” Fuscia grumbled from the treadmill.

“I think right now our focus should be on both of us getting out of here.” Taneth grumbled.

Her position seemed much more uncomfortable than Fuscia’s, but both women were clearly in over their heads.

“Both of us?” Fuscia asked.

Taneth lifted her head to eye the naked bounty hunter. Fuscia stood a few feet way, pacing leisurely on the treadmill, her naked body breaking out in a light sweat.

“Right now, our best case for getting out of here is if we work together,” Taneth sighed. “Unless you have a better option.”

Fuscia grunted and looked down at her wrists, which were currently manacled to the handlebars of the treadmill. Taneth, meanwhile, was lying on a workout bench, her arms and legs secured below her to each support, and like Fuscia, she was completely nude. Above her hung the bar to a lat pull down machine.

“Well you worked here, what’s the deal with all of this?” Taneth grunted and tested her bonds again, but she was secured tightly.

“I don’t know… to be honest… people had a way of… disappearing around here.” For the first time Taneth detected… fear in Fuscia’s voice.

“Look, whatever differences we had, I think we should work together, get off this island, and then deal with our issues after that.” Taneth continued.

“Yeah… fine…” Fuscia huffed and tugged on the manacles keeping her to the treadmill. “What was the use of all that escape training if it isn’t working now?”

“That training could come in handy at the Damsel Games.” A voice answered, and both bound women turned to see Viola entering, clad in a bikini and carrying a jar of something in her hand as well as a roll of duct tape.

“Viola, I can explain.” Taneth began.

“Ma’am, that woman kidnapped me, I was merely trying to defend myself!” Fuscia cried.

“And they tried to kidnap me too!” Taneth added.

“See? We’re just victims!” Fuscia finished.

“Oh yes,” Viola stepped over to Fuscia. “I know of their reputation, the Bonadyke sisters, they lure rich, lonely women by pretending to be dominatrixes, and then rob them.”

“Oh my god….” Fuscia gasped, still playing the part.

“Wait, what? They seemed so nice.” Taneth played along.

“Ladies, don’t insult my intelligence,” Viola strolled over to the bound Taneth. “I know that you set up this whole thing to trap them.”

“What? What are you talking about?” Taneth asked.

Viola stood over the bound Taneth while reaching behind her back and untied her bikini top. The red haired Latina’s full, round breasts fell free as she removed her top and let it drop on the floor.

“Sorry, I like to work out in the nude.” Viola explained.

“Viola, I don’t know what you’re talking about, I just came here to have a good time, I didn’t -ummmmph!” As Taneth was talking, Viola removed her bikini bottoms, and then leaned over and shoved them in the helpless woman’s mouth.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!” Taneth tried to spit them out, but Viola used her bikini top to tie around Taneth’s mouth, keeping the bottoms secured secured.

“I wasn’t actually going to do this, I liked you Taneth, but when you came to my island under false pretenses and embarrassed me like that, well, here we are.” Viola said as she secured the gag around Taneth’s mouth.

“Hmmm mmmph! Nnnno! Mmmph!” Taneth moaned as the naked Viola stood up and walked over to Fuscia.

“And you, I liked you two, you would have been an excellent addition to my staff.” She said as she stood by the running treadmill.

“I still can be, I was just an innocent victim in all of this.” Fuscia shrugged.

“Ladies, please,” Taneth laughed. “Stop it, I know now that you’re bounty hunters.”

“Whhhht!” Taneth lifted her head.

“What? No!” Fuscia gasped.

Viola leaned against the treadmill, opened the jar, and dipped a finger in a white cream.

“Fuscia, stop lying to me.” Viola reached and spread the white substance over Fuscia’s mouth.

The other woman tried to pull away, but her options were limited since she was tied to the treadmill.

“Here, this is a lip moisturizer, keeps them looking young and pouty.” Viola stopped, and then peeled a large strip off of the white roll of duct tape.

“And to make sure it sticks…” She then pressed the tape over Fuscia’s lips, the white cream pushing out around the seams of the tape.

“Hmmmph! Hmmm!” Fuscia moaned.

“Now we’ll leave you like that for a few hours, and to make sure that you’re in tip-top shape…” Viola reached over to the control console of the treadmill, opened a compartment, and withdrew two small wires with what looked like clamps at the end.

“This is something I usually do on my workouts to keep me motivated and pushing myself.” Viola attached one of the clamps Fuscia’s nipple.

“Hrrggg! Hmmm mmph!” Fuscia grunted as the other clamp was applied.

“Good,” Viola pressed a button on the treadmill. “And let’s make this a challenge for you.”

The treadmill picked up speed, and Fuscia grunted into her gag, her feet slapping the moving track to keep up.

“Hffff… hffm.. hhhgg…” She huffed into her gag.

“You see, I told you the real kink event was coming later this week.” Viola loomed over the bound Taneth.

“Uuugggh!” Fuscia cried, she had temporarily slowed down, and the electrodes gave her nipples a short zap.

“Ufff…” Taneth grunted, looking up at Viola.

“And either one of you or the Bonadykes will win the event and earn your freedom, or you’ll be auctioned.” Viola smiled.

“Hmmph!” Taneth moaned. Auction? Win an event?

“Wmmmmmph!” Fuscia cried as the electrodes gave her nipples another jolt.

“Now,” Viola stepped over Taneth, her bare rear end hovering over the bound bounty hunter’s face as the naked woman reached up and grabbed the pull down bar.

“But I have to be in shape, too, and while you wait for your turn on the treadmill, you can spot me?” Viola smiled down at Taneth.

“Whhhht umm!” Taneth cried out as Viola sat down directly on the bounty hunter’s face.

“Hmmm bbbbmmm bbbhhmm!” Taneth cried into Viola’s bare pelvis area as the woman put all of her weight onto the bounty hunter’s face and began to do pull downs.

“Hbbb bhmmm bbbm…” Taneth continued to blubber, helpless as Viola did her workout on Taneth’s face.

The bound bounty hunter tugged on her restraints but they held firm. She was helpless, completely, and utterly helpless.

All Taneth knew was that somehow she had to get free, either with Fuscia’s help or not. Or she might become a denizen of this island for the rest of her days…

“Just wait,” Viola stood up, giving Taneth a momentary breath of fresh air. “Soon you’ll be meeting the other participants in the Damsel Games. They should be arriving any day now.”

Damsel Games? Taneth wondered.

But she didn’t have much time to think about what the Damsel Games were before Viola sat on her face again to continue her workout.

The End…

Taneth, Fuscia, Viola, Jaimie, and Nadia will return in Damsels Anonymous Volume 7: The Damsel Games!
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