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Introduction…

In Damsels Anonymous volume 1, readers were introduced to the town of Marston’s Pointe and Felicia Fetters, a former bikini model turned Sheriff. Discovering that her new home was hiding a seedy criminal underbelly overseen by the enigmatic crime-lord Ace, Felicia vowed to take down the sprawling empire. Felicia though was also a woman on the run from her past, having orchestrated a kidnapping attempt on fellow model and her former mentor Gina Dollson.

Little did Felicia know that Gina had followed her to Marston’s Pointe seeking revenge, and meanwhile Felicia was quickly becoming romantically entangled with bartender Janet Rossi, who’s business was under seige by Ace. At one point, Felicia gets caught snooping by Ace’s man Jack and is bound and gagged in the basement of Janet’s bar alongside a ticking time bomb. Janet saves Felicia at the last minute and the two make love that night.

But what if things went a little differently after Jack caught Felicia snooping...

1.

Jack could barely contain himself as he felt the Sheriff’s shapely thonged ass shifting against his pelvis as he kept his hand clamped over her mouth.

“Mmmfff! Hllppp bbbbmmmm!” Felicia cried, shifting and struggling in his grasp.

With every kick and struggle, he could feel himself getting more and more turned on. The way that perfect ass of hers rubbed against his already rock hard cock as she struggled was exquisite. If he could just hold her here like this all night then it would be perfect.

“Jesus hold still will ya…” Carl, one of Jack’s hired muscle grunted as he wrapped rope around Felicia’s slender ankle.

“Fmmfff mmmo! Urrggl ggmmm mmph!” Felicia cried, trying to kick the muscular bald man as he finished tying her up.

The Sheriff’s hands were already secured behind her back and were ineffectively swatting at Jack as he held her tight against his body, one hand wrapped around her waist and the other securely over her mouth.

“Umm gddd, sttppp!” Felicia whined as Carl secured the final knot around her ankles, leaving her mouth as the only thing that need tying.

Felicia must have known this, and saw Carl reaching for a thick, white towel on the seat next to him.

“Mmmmp! Mmmm nnnoo!”

“Oh relax honey, I’m sure that mouth of yours can fit something like that.” Jack smiled, pulled Felicia tight against him and moved his other hand up to cup her breast through the thin blue bikini top.

“Orrrgg grrroo mffffrrr…” She grumbled and tried to wriggle out of his grasp. Once again he felt her solid, thong clad ass rubbing against his waist.

She let out a small yelp, no doubt feeling how hard Jack was through his jeans since there really wasn’t much separating her ass from him other than the thin g-string she had on. Jack shifted his hand to her other breast and kept her held tight against him, wanting to savor every moment he could with her.

It was a shame they had to waste her.

“Carl why don’t you hold off on the gag for a minute.” Jack motioned with his chin to the white towel that Carl was now holding between both hands, ready to tie it tightly between Felicia’s lips.

“Uh…” The big bald man looked down at the gag in his hands. “You sure boss?”

“Yeah,” Jack turned his hand to the struggling Sheriff in his grasp. “I want to relish this skin on skin contact for a little bit.”

“Urrrmm mmrrfff… wwwnnn hhhyyy gmmmmfff mmmoo!” Felicia spat and glared up at her grinning captor.

Jack admired the curves of Felicia’s body as she struggled, at how her muscles rippled and the bikini covered so much yet so little, leaving all the important bits to the imagination.

Once again he regretted the fact that he would have to blow her up once they reached her destination, but orders were orders.

Felicia should have taken the chance that he gave her the previous night.

It was meant to be a routine weapons deal, but then this Sheriff shows up, looking all cute in her skin tight legging that had split in the back to expose her little white thong. When he saw her, Jack couldn’t resist having a little fun. If it had been any other of Ace’s people then they would have done away with Felicia Fetters right then and there. King no doubt would have had no patience for the interfering Sheriff and would have thrown some cement galoshes on her and dropped her in the ocean. Queen might have kept her around, but Queen did as she pleased and they all knew that.

Jack though was supposed to get rid of her, but he saw that body of hers, and the way her brown hair fell around her shoulders and just couldn’t. He decided to have some fun.

At gunpoint, Jack forced her to strip out of her uniform. Her body! That thong! Her ass! It was perfect! When he saw her, half naked, Jack knew he had made the right choice to not get rid of her. Instead, he taped her up, wrapping gratuitous amounts of the adhesive around her mouth, sealed her inside of a crate, and told her that he was sending her away and to never come back.

Unfortunately, they got interrupted by that idiotic Deputy Randy and Tanya Donnelly.

Tanya, there was another lady that Jack wouldn’t mind having tied up in front of him. She had magnificent tits. Plus he liked older women.

Apparently Tanya wasn’t a half bad photographer either, and snapped a photo of poor Sheriff Fetters all bound and gagged in her underwear and then published it on the front page of the town newspaper, causing a bit of a sensation. The cover was going viral, and every edition of the local newspaper sold out. Jack himself loved the photo, and had spent most of the morning looking at it. The photo was currently hanging on his refrigerator. He had to hand it to Tanya, if reporting didn’t work out for her then she could be a decent fetish photographer.

As he stared at that photograph on the front page of the paper, he regretted not being able to play with Felicia more. There were so many things he wanted to do that body of hers, so many things he wanted to touch…

He told himself that if she ever interfered again then he would have a lot more fun with her.

Then there was just a few moments ago, Jack and a few of his boys going over the plan to blow up Rossi’s bar that night. The local watering hole was one of the most popular dinner spots in town and one of the few businesses not under Ace’s control. Janet Rossi, the owner and another fine lady, had refused several generous offers from Ace to sell her business, and eventually they had resorted intimidation. Janet though seemed like she wasn’t going to budge, and had been spotted talking to the new Sheriff in town, Felicia. At that point Ace had enough and gave the order to destroy the bar.

So there they were, going over the plan, when Carl walks in holding the struggling Sheriff, one of his paw-like hands over her mouth. Apparently she had been there at the door, listening. Why she was in such a little bikini was unknown, but that was a detail that Jack didn’t mind.

Once they had dragged her out to the car, Jack took control of the feisty sheriff, keeping one hand over her mouth and calling Ace with the other while Carl tied her hands behind her back.

“Hey Ace, you wouldn’t believe who I caught again.” Jack said into the phone while Felicia struggled and squirmed on top of him.

“Mmmmm ggmm! Mmmmmph! Glllmbbb!” She cried into his hand as he spoke to his boss on the phone.

Ace though was not thrilled that Jack had essentially let Felicia off with a warning the last time, and gave clear orders.

Get rid of her.

The last Sheriff, Wilson, had also been a thorn in Ace’s side. Ace preferred to get rid of people “neatly” if it was possible, and after watching Wilson for less than a week they had discovered that he was carrying on an affair with Tanya. Since Wilson was a married man, it was all too easy to blackmail him with photos of him and Tanya together and force him out of town.

Jack partially suspected that Ace had no patience with Felicia because, little did she know, that Ace had pulled a lot of strings to get her the job as Sheriff. After Wilson left, Ace wanted someone in the police force that would be easy to control. When they looked at the applicants for the job, seeing that Felicia had been a former bikini model immediately caught their eye. Felicia’s record had been relatively clean, but not stellar. By all indications, she was an average officer that wasn’t dirty but never went above and beyond. She was just someone who wanted to dress up like a cop and nothing more, which was perfect. After that Ace called in every favor and used every connection to make sure Felicia got the job. The thinking was that Felicia would be someone that wanted to be appear to be the Sheriff and nothing else. She would strut around and look pretty but not take her job seriously. Eventually, Ace and Jack would test the waters and see how well she would take to certain “gifts” and collaborations. Though they certainly hoped that Felicia would be friendly, in the end they would settle for a Sheriff that wouldn’t look too deeply into their affairs.

Sadly, Felicia became a problem almost immediately. Jack knew that getting rid of a new Sheriff so soon would draw unwanted suspicion, but the snooping broad had left them no choice.

Ace’s plan was kinda ingenious as it was explained to Jack. They would tie Felicia up in the basement of Rossi’s bar and then blow it up. Other evidence would be planted to make it look like Janet was going to destroy her own bar to collect the insurance money but Felicia was onto her. In order to stop the Sheriff from spoiling her plans, Janet tied her up in the basement and blew her up. It would be perfect, as Janet would be blamed for Felicia’s demise and two obstacles would be out of their way.

Still... Jack thought, it was such a shame to waste Felicia like that.

“Urrff! Murrfff! Mmmoh!” Felicia continued to wiggle and struggle in his grasp.

Jack’s hand shifted from her breast down along her solid, six-pack abs. With every passing moment they got closer and closer to Rossi’s bar, and that meant that he had to savor the time he had with Felicia while he could.

“Ummm!” She squealed as his hands continued exploring her body, along her waist to her ass…

That ass! So perfect! After his first encounter with her, Jack had looked up Felicia’s modeling photos. They weren’t hard to find, as apparently she had been quite prolific until she no-showed at a bikini contest, which seemed to burn enough professional bridges to ruin her career. Still, the work she had done was stellar, and clearly the photographers that worked with her knew how great that ass was and how to accentuate it.

Jack’s hand shifted to that ass of hers, that round, firm, perfect backside…

“Ummmph!” She cried and swatted at him with her bound hands.

“Oh take it easy honey, believe me you won’t like it when this is-”

As if one cue, he felt the car slowing and Tony, driver, looked over his shoulder to address Jack.

“We’re here boss.”

“Wummmf!” Felicia cried.

Damn! Jack stiffened. He should have instructed them to take the long way.

He tightened his hand around Felicia’s mouth and moved his other hand from her ass to around her waist again and looked out the window at the darkened bar across the street. At this late of an hour, the whole street was black, every business closed up tight until morning and every resident fast asleep. Jack kept his gaze leveled at the bar, Felicia’s final destination for the night, and then turned to look out the front window. A black SUV containing more of his men had parked in front of their car, and now they were all getting out. Like him, they were dressed in all black in order to blend in.

“Mmmm! Uggg ggllbb!” Felicia cried and increased her struggling.

Jack watched as her eyes widened as one of his men opened up the back of the SUV revealing several black drums filled with gasoline. As some of them unloaded the drums, a few others headed over to his car, no doubt wanting the go-ahead from their boss to start.

He sighed. This was it, the end of the line for Felicia.

Then a smile crossed Jack’s face. It would still take his boys a few minutes to break into the bar and set up the drums of gasoline and the bomb, and what were they going to do with Felicia during all that? Just tie her up and let her squirm? That seemed like even more of a waste than blowing her up with the bar.

He might as well keep her in the car to spend more quality time with him.

A second later there was a finger tapping on his window and Jack lowered it, revealing the twisted, repeatedly broken nose of Ellwood, one of his lower level guys.

“We’re here boss, what’s next?” Ellwood wheezed.

“Break in and get everything set up. Once you’re done I’ll bring her in.” Jack clutched one of Felicia’s breasts for emphasis.

“Ummm hmm!” She growled and kicked at him.

“Uhh,” Ellwood looked at the struggling woman in Jack’s clutches.

“Well, go ahead.” Jack sighed and motioned to the bar.

“Sure thing.” Ellwood nodded and hurried off to the bar with the other men.

Jack raised the window and turned to the other two men sharing the car with him and Felicia.

“Why don’t you boys go give them a hand?” Jack jerked his head toward the bar.

“You sure you can handle her by yourself boss? She seems like a handful?”

“Mmmrroro bbff! Urrmm hummm ggmm!” Felicia nodded in agreement, trying once again to twist out of Jack’s grasp.

“Yeah I want to spend…quality time with our guest. You boys go help, let me know when they’re ready.”

Outside, Jack heard the sound of glass breaking.

“Hummmp!” Felicia turned towards the sound. Jack didn’t have to look to see that his men had forced their way into the bar.

“Right…” Carl nodded to Tony and both men exited the car, leaving Jack alone with his captive.

“Well,” Jack ran his hand along her mid-section again. “Where were we?”

“Ummmph! Mmm gmmf!” Felicia twisted in his grasp.

Jack’s hand clenched her buttock again.

“Ah, that’s where we were.” He smiled.

“Mmmph! Ummmg!”

His hand moved along her butt cheek to touch the top of the thin blue string running between her beautiful buns.

“What were you doing sneaking around in a little number like this?” Jack hissed in her ear.

“Grmmm mmmufff!”

“The only thing between me and you is this little string running between that tight ass of yours…” Jack continued, and to accentuate pulled back the top of her g-string.

“Ummm ummmfff ggmmmmfff mmo!” Felicia grumbled back at him through his hand cupped over her mouth.

Then Jack pulled her g-string down and grasped a handful of that full, supple backside of hers.

“Offffmmm ummm gddd!” She cried, once again trying to struggle out of his grasp.

He felt a fresh jolt of arousal and pressed his waist against her now bare ass, feeling as if he could barely contain himself. Suddenly he felt himself hoping that his men would take their good ol’time setting up the bomb. All Jack wanted was to spend the rest of the night here in the car with his hands all over Felicia Fetters’ tight body.

Then again why couldn’t he?

It occurred to him that he could just tell Ace that he blew up Felicia in the bar and keep her to himself. In fact, it was almost a perfect plan. No one would be looking for Felicia since they would think she was dead, and he would have her all to himself.

The idea of keeping her, of having Felicia as his own personal pet, sent a fresh jolt of arousal through his already rock hard cock. She must have felt it too, and let out a yelp into his palm.

“Eeep!”

It only prompted him to hold her closer. He lifted his hand from her ass and slipped it under her small bikini top and cupped her bare breast.

“Ummm mmmph! Mmmm!” Felicia cried.

Jack shifted himself so that now his waist was pressed square against her bare buttocks, his cock throbbing for her with just his jeans between him and her bare skin. God, he wanted her so bad.

Once again it occurred to him how easy it would be to keep her, to make her disappear.

But no, he couldn’t just disobey Ace like that. Jack was loyal, that was what got him this far. Plus, if Ace ever found out that Jack had disobeyed like that…

Not only disobeyed, lied…

It would be Jack’s ass. Jack had seen what happened to people that angered Ace. They would be covered in so much cement that it was impossible to tell that there was a person buried under all of that, and then tossed into the ocean. That was not a way Jack wanted to go.

Plus there was his men to worry about. They were more loyal to him than Ace since none of them had actually ever seen Ace. The crime lord’s constant paranoia meant that Jack was one of only four people to actually see Ace in person, so these men were in truth more of Jack’s men. Still, he knew that he couldn’t trust them all to keep their mouths shut.

Then suddenly there was a tapping at the window, and Jack felt like he was going to jump straight through the roof of the car. He was so startled that he almost lost his grip on Felicia Fetters, who sensed his astonishment and was able to briefly twist her head away from his mouth.

“HE-ummmph!” She cried before he once again cupped a hand over her mouth and secured his other arm around her waist.

Jack turned to the window, his heart jackhammering and opened his mouth to rip into whichever of his men had almost given him a heart attack.

Then he went pale when he looked through the tinted window and saw who was outside. If his heart was a jackhammer a second earlier, it was now a full on wrecking ball threatening to destroy his entire chest cavity.

Janet Rossi stood outside, taping at his window while peering through the heavily tinted glass.

“Hrrrrpp! Hhmmmfff mmmph!” Felicia cried, and Jack gripped her mouth so hard he thought he might break her jaw.

“Ummmph!” She cried in discomfort as Jack peered out the window at Janet.

She had her glasses on and hair tied back as usual, but wore a black, zip-up hoodie and tiny, black shorts. It looked like she had just woken up.

Shit! They were made!

Suddenly Jack regretted playing around with Felicia. They should have just dragged her down the basement, tied her up with the bomb, and left. Now here was Janet, catching them red-handed.

What was she even doing up at this hour anyway?

She must have had a security alarm, that was it. Jack knew that Janet’s apartment was close to the bar. His men must have triggered an alarm, which woke her up and she came to investigate.

Dammit!

A million scenarios raced through his men. He felt his gun in its shoulder holster against his side and debated on whipping it out and blasting Janet right there in the face, but that would be too sloppy, and would create more problems than it would solve. Jack considered grabbing her and pulling her into the car, but that would require letting go of Felicia, who would no doubt make enough noise to draw unwanted attention to them.

All this and more ran through his head in the space of a second as he stared at Janet, tapping on the glass and peering in.

Then Jack breathed a sigh of relief as Carl came up behind the bent over woman. Janet didn’t realize the hulking brute was behind her until it was too late, when he clamped his massive paw over her mouth and wrapped his other, trunk-like arm around her waist.

“Mmmmph!” Jack heard Janet cry through the glass.

“Urrggh! Mmmph! Mmm!” The bartender wiggled and struggled in Carl’s grasp as he clutched her close to him.

Jack didn’t waist another minute, and let go of Felicia’s waist for a moment to open the door for Carl.

“Mmmph! Ummm mmoo!” Felicia cried, seeing Janet wiggling in Carl’s grasp.

“Grrrmm! Mmmph!” Janet kept struggling.

“Hey boss, found this one snooping around.” Carl grunted.

“Shh! Quick, get her in here!” Jack hissed and moved down the seat, dragging Felicia with him.

Carl obliged, dragging the kicking Janet into the car and closing the door after him. Despite Janet’s valiant struggles, she was no match for the bear of a man who had her in her grasp.

“Where are the others?” Jack asked, looking out the window at the bar.

“They should be out in a minute, the bomb is all set to blow.” Carl motioned to the bar with his head.

“Wummfff! Mmnoo!” Janet cried, trying to twist out of Carl’s grasp.

Jack bit his lip, now they had two ladies to get rid of.

He turned his head to see the rest of his men filing out of the bar and heading for the other parked vehicle. They didn’t have much time, any minute now the bar would go up like the Fourth of July and they would have to be far away.

Then it hit him. Jack’s face lit up! It was perfect! A stroke of genius!

“Carl, can I trust you to keep your mouth shut?” Jack asked, leaning forward.

“Uh… what?” Carl stammered, Janet still wiggling in his grasp.

“Can you keep your mouth shut? What I’m about to say stays in this car and between us and our lovely captives here.” Jack motioned to Felicia for emphasis.

“Ummmph!” She grunted.

“Urggg ggmmmf!” Janet moaned.

“Sure boss.” Carl’s tone was hesitant, and he stared at Jack with a slack jaw.

“I’ve taken a liking to this one...” He gestured with his eyes to the wriggling hand-gagged Felicia.

“Ummm ggmm!” She moaned.

“We’re going to tie that one up in her place,” He gestured at Janet with his chin. “While keeping this one for some… fun.”

“Mmmph! Mmmm ggmm!” Janet moaned.

“Mmmph!” Both Janet and Felicia increased their struggles, trying to twist free from their captor’s grasp.

“Uh… what?” Carl blinked.

“Never mind,” Jack sighed. “Just get them out of their clothes”

Carl nodded enthusiastically, understanding that order perfectly.

Jack’s men hadn’t seen Janet outside the car, so Jack was going to have Carl put Felicia’s bikini on the other woman and then have him carry her inside the bar and tie her up next to the bomb. His men would only see Carl carrying a dark haired, bikini clad woman into the bar and assume it was Felicia, while Jack kept the real one.

The only ones who would know the truth were Carl, Jack, Felicia, and Janet, and Felicia would be his personal pet while Janet would get blown up in the bar. In his experience, the less people knew a secret, the better. He knew he could count on Carl to keep his mouth shut.

But they had to hurry, every minute wasted meant they were one closer to the bar going up.

“We’re going to tie Janet up in the bar and say she’s Felicia...” Jack explained as he slipped Felicia’s bikini bottoms off. She kicked, fought, and squealed the whole time.

“And then keep Felicia for ourselves, she’ll be our little secret.” Jack smiled.

Carl lowered the zipper on Janet’s hoodie and pulled it open, revealing her large, bare breasts. Felicia’s bikini wouldn’t fit her sizable chest, but it only needed to appear like she was Felicia for moment.

“Ummmph mmph! Gmm!” Janet moaned, kicking and struggling as Carl pushed down the tiny shorts, revealing small, black thong panties.

Meanwhile, Jack had Felicia’s bikini top off.

“Can you keep it a secret? She’ll be yours to play with as much as you want, you just have to keep her a secret.” Jack winked at Carl.

“Sure boss!” Carly looked at Felicia with excitement in his eyes, realization dawning on him.

Carl slipped the shorts and panties off the struggling Janet, and placed Janet’s panties into Jack’s outstretched hand.

“Open wide.” Jack smiled and moved his hand from Felicia’s mouth.

“No-MMMPH!” She cried, cut off by Jack shoving the panties into her mouth. He then grabbed a thick white cloth from the seat next to him and pulled it tight over Felicia’s mouth, securing the panties and gagging her.

Once the Sheriff was effectively gagged, Jack switched to helping Carl, tossing Felicia aside. She kicked at him futilely and he couldn’t help but marvel as how cute it was watching her try to chew through her gag.

Jack opened a console in the back seat, revealing more ropes and cloth. He always kept ropes and cloth on hand as a precaution just in case he did catch anyone did snooping around. The naked bartender kicked and struggled valiantly as Carl held her mouth while Jack tied her hands behind her back and then her feet together. Once that was done, they shoved a small white cloth in her mouth and tied another one over it.

“Ummff! Mmmmfff ufff!” Janet cried as they finished gagging her.

“Go,” Jack opened the door for Carl. “Dump her on the floor and then get out.”

Carl nodded, stepped out, tossed the struggling Janet over his shoulder, and headed to the bar. Jack closed the door and smiled at the bound and gagged Felicia sitting across from him.

“Ummph! Mmm gggmm!” She cried and watched with wide-eyed concern as Carl disappeared into the darkened bar with Janet and then emerged a second later empty handed.

“Now, where were we.” Jack slid up against the now naked, bound and gagged Sheriff.

“Mmmph! Mmmoo!”

Jack pulled her forward and bent her over his knee as Carl slid into the driver’s seat.

“Where to, boss?” He asked.

“Mmmph! Ulluggh ggmmm!” Felicia kicked her feet as Jack rubbed his hand over the curve of her backside.

“The club, its time for Ms. Fetters here to see her new home.” He smiled and dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her bare backside.

“Ummm! Mmmph!” She cried and tried to wiggle out of his grasp.

The car pulled away and drove down the street. Just as they turned a corner Jack felt the rumble and heard the boom as Rossi’s bar went up in a fireball.

2.

Felicia Fetters had hated the feeling of Jack’s hand clamped over her mouth. Not only did she abhor the feeling of helplessness that came from being silenced, but just the feeling of his skin on hers made her shiver. Unfortunately, it was no better now that she was gagged since that freed up both of Jack’s hands, which were now greedily clutching at her breasts.

“Mmmrrrmmm sttpp!” She cried, trying to wriggle out of his grasp as Jack pulled her back against him, hands still cupped over her bare chest.

The bikini she was originally wearing left little to the imagination, but now she was completely naked. Worse off, she could feel Jack’s throbbing, erect penis through his tight jeans pressing against her bare ass.

“Ummmff!” She cried, feeling a throb of pressure from between Jack’s legs as he held her tight against his sweaty, muscular body.

She was regretting following the lead given to her by Shelly Arnold, and regretting even more changing into that bikini.

Why would I do such a stupid thing! She cursed herself! Felicia had dropped her guard and was now being driven off to who-knows-where.

The naked, captive Sheriff turned and looked out the window, only seeing trees and fields on either side of the road. Though she still wasn’t familiar with the limits of Marston’s Pointe, it seemed like they were well out of town at this point.

Where is he taking me?

The thought made Felicia shudder. As much as she wanted this car ride to be over and Jack’s hands off of her, somehow she suspected that whatever he had waiting was worse.

Once I get out of this, Jack, Ace, all of them are going to pay!

She bit down onto her gag. Not only would they pay for what they did to her, but to Janet too.

Janet…

Felicia still couldn’t believe it. Part of her hoped that maybe Janet somehow got free right before the building blew up, but she couldn’t be sure. She also knew that she couldn’t spend that much time mourning, she had to get herself out of this ordeal, or Janet and her bar were blown up for nothing.

“Urrggg ffmm…” She grunted as Jack’s hands ran along her thighs.

“Don’t worry dear, we’re almost there. You’re gonna love your new home.”

“Ummmph mmph!” She cried and kicked her bound feet.

New home? She didn’t like the sound of that.

“Urrmmm ggmmmf!” Felicia cried again and tried to wriggle out of Jack’s grasp, but his powerful hands locked around her waist and pulled her tight against him.

“Where do you think you’re going?” He chuckled, moving his hands up her mid-section.

“Mmmrrrmm mmph!” She leaned forward. This time he clamped a hand over her already gagged mouth and pulled her head back.

“Mmmph!”

“Oh Felicia,” Jack’s hand ran over her bare breast again, sending another shiver through her. “You’re about to start a new life as my little toy. We’re gonna have so much fun together.”

“Urrrmm!”

His hand shifted to her other breast...

“No one will be looking for you, they think you blew up in the bar.”

“Mmuurrm! Gmmm mmmph!”

Then his hand slithered down...

“All mine…”

And between her legs...

“MMMMPH!”

Felicia kicked and heaved forward with all of her might, trying with one final effort to pull free from Jack’s grasp, but his hands locked around her waist once again and held her tight.

“Urrrmmmm mmrrroo mmph!” Felicia cried, kicking her bound feet.

Just then she felt the car slowing,

“Mmmph!” She cried, turning to look out the window, more out of curiosity than hope.

They were pulling into the parking lot of a lonely, roadside bar. It seemed to be the only establishment for miles, and was surrounded by pitch dark forest on either side. A pink neon sign above the door read “Smilin’ Jacks” alongside another neon sign of a man winking. There were no windows, but another neon sign hung next to the door reading “closed,” but despite this, there were plenty of cars parked in the lot.

“Ullmm…” Felicia whined and leaned forward to look out the window at the darkened building.

Things were definitely going to get worse.

They parked and she felt Jack’s grip loosen a bit on her.

“Well, home sweet home.” He accentuated by patting her on the ass.

“Ummm mnoo…” Felicia whimpered, staring at the looming bar through the window.

Jack’s driver, the big goon that had originally caught her snooping out the apartment, opened the rear passenger door and extended a hand towards her.

“Mmm gmmf!” Felicia kicked her bound feet at him, but he easily grasped her ankles with his massive hands and pulled while Jack pushed her by the shoulders.

“Mmmmoo! Ummmfff ggmm!” Felicia moaned.

Her captors stood her up outside of the car and the warm summer air on her naked body suddenly made her feel exposed and vulnerable, more-so than before. Previously, Jack had made her strip at gunpoint while he and his men leered at her body and then a picture of her bound and gagged in her underwear was published in the town paper but somehow this felt more humiliating than that.

Felicia turned her head to survey her surroundings but they were alone. There was no sign of a car coming up or down the lonely road but still she felt completely exposed.

“Mmmmurrmmm…” She shivered and pressed her bound legs together despite the warm summer night.

Jack stood behind her and clamped his hands on her shoulders, holding her in place while the driver knelt down at her feet and loosened the ropes around her ankles.

“Mmmmphh mmmp! Ullm!” Felicia cried as her feet were untied.

As soon as her legs were free she tried to kick at Jack’s large goon but he was already stepping away, unfazed by her bare feet shooting out at her.

“Alright missy, that’s enough.” Jack chuckled and pushed her forward.

“Glllbb!” Felicia cried as he pushed her forward. She resisted as best she could, pushing back as Jack shoved her forward.

Finally, Jack had enough and gripped her bicep while his goon grabbed her other one.

“Ulllb!” She cried as they dragged their naked captive across the parking lot towards the building.

“Hlllp! Hurrrmmmph mmmff!” She continued to moan into her gag. Felicia did her best to struggle and pull, but the combined strength of Jack and his gorilla-like goon were too much for her, and they continued to drag the struggling, naked captive towards the looming door.

Part of her didn’t know why she was trying to call for help. Not only was she gagged, but at this hour there was no one around to notice a naked, bound and gagged woman being dragged into a shady building in the middle of nowhere. The cars in the lot showed though that there was some people around, presumably in the building. Were her captors going to drag her around the building and bring her in through a rear door?

Instead, they stopped just outside the front door and Jack knocked on it in a rhythmic sequence that Felicia could only take as a password of some kind. A moment passed, and then a small slot opened near the top of the door and a set of suspicious looking eyes shifted from Jack, to her, and finally the goon.

“Hrrrmmp! Mmmph!” Felicia cried as the eyes shifted over her naked form like it was nothing.

“Hmmp!” She cried in frustration, mostly out of her bruised ego. She had lost count of how many men had told her they would kill to see her naked, or how many times as a model she had received offers to pose nude, and now this faceless person had just passed over her nude form like it was nothing.

The slot slammed shut and they waited a moment longer. For a minute Felicia thought that maybe they might be left standing there, like Jack had brought Felicia as an offering of some kind and whoever was on the other side of the door had appraised her and found her wanting.

“Grrmm mmurmm…” She grumbled at that though. It was one thing to get kidnapped, but another thing to be told that you weren’t a worthy hostage.

But then there was the sound of several locks clicking, and then the door, which Felicia saw was now built of heavy, solid metal, was pulled open, revealing a dimly lit interior blasting loud dance music. More-so, she could hear the raucous voices of male patrons yelling and cheering. From what she could see through the doorway, the place looked packed. Was it an after hours club of some kind?

Then Jack and the goon were shoving her forward, through the door and into the dimly lit club. As soon as she crossed the threshold, the smell of cigarette smoke and spilled drinks hit Felicia’s nostrils.

“Mmmurrrg…” She grumbled. Not only did the place smell like smoke, it was one of those places where the smell of cigarettes seemed baked into the very walls themselves.

They ushered the still struggling, naked captive past a large bouncer looking type, who didn’t give Felicia a second glance but gave Jack a nod of greetings.

“Mmmpph!” Felicia called to the bouncer type, who didn’t acknowledge her as he closed the heavy metal door.

Then they proceeded through a small entrance vestibule and into the club. It occurred to Felicia that they weren’t even trying to hide her, and were openly displaying a bound and gagged captive in front of dozens of witnesses.

“Mmmrrrggg! Urrrmm mmm! Glllbbb!” She cried through her gag, knowing that her muffled moans were drowned out by the loud music blasting from the speaker mounted in every corner.

She saw a DJ booth near the back with a someone stooped over a laptop, a large pair of headphones over their ears. Felicia perked up when she saw it was a female DJ.

“Hrrumm! Hrrr!” She called, but the DJ seemed too intent on her work, dancing and gyrating to the music as she focused on her computer.

There were other women around her, all seemingly working at the establishment, but they were vastly outnumbered by the male customers. Men crowded bars and were served drinks by female bartenders, while female servers brought drinks to men at tables scattered around the club. Platforms were scattered around the club with shapely women wearing very little writhing and dancing on poles.

“Mmrrrmm… mmmph!” Felicia cried at the women, men, anyone who would listen.

Her captors stopped in the center of the club, as if letting her get a good look at her surroundings.

“Mmmmm ggrrrm! Gllummph!” She moaned, imploring with her eyes at the filled room around her.

Much like the bouncer, no one paid her any mind. Their eyes would stop at her for a moment and then pass over her naked, bound form like it was a normal, every day sight.

“Hrrurrggllmm bbmmm! Mmm ggmm!” Felicia mumbled and turned her attention to the women of the club.

“Eerrrmmm…” She moaned, finally noticing what she had missed in the dim lighting earlier.

The female DJ lifted her head, bobbing along to the music. She had short, thick brown hair that stopped just below her ears, and was clad in a red bra and thong. Her hands were cuffed together and a short length of chain secured her to the DJ booth. Not only that, but Felicia now noticed manacles around the DJ’s ankles running to another ring in the ground. She was gagged by a leather muzzle which seemed to be secured by a padlock to a collar around her neck.

Every women in the club was similarly collared and gagged, not all of them had leather muzzles. Some had bits pulled tightly between their lips, others cloth, or ball gags. The bartenders and servers had their hands manacled in front of them and secured to belts around their waists. Their legs were manacled too but the chains were long enough that they could move around the floor. All were garbed similarly to the DJ in varying types of lingerie. The women dancing on the poles were gagged as well, though some had their hands free and others didn’t.

“Umm mnooo…” Felicia grumbled.

Was this what they had in store for her? Was this her future?

No way in hell… She decided. Felicia would kick and fight tooth and claw before she became a subservient, collared pet.

As if reading her thoughts, Jack chimed in.

“Take a good hard look. We aren’t so bad as long as you’re a good girl.” He pinched her cheek through the gag.

“Ummm mmmph!” She pulled away and glared at him.

Jack only laughed dismissively and they continued ushering her through the smoky bondage club. She looked ahead seeing that she was being angled towards a door marked “Staff only.” A burly guard clad in all black stood next to the door. When he saw Jack approaching with his naked captive, the guard pushed open the door and held it for them.

“Mnooo! Mmmm ggmmmf! Mmmph!” Felicia cried, kicking and struggling with all of her strength, but her captors continued to push her along with ease. Worse off, she could feel her body crying out in exertion from all the struggling it had done over the course of the night.

“Umm mnoo! Psss! Sttp! Mmnoo!” Felicia pleaded as the door grew closer inch by inch. With every step closer, her heart pounded harder, and she felt her bare skin raise from the cold sweat dripping down her body.

Then they passed through the door and into the rear of the club. As soon as all three were inside Felicia heard the door slam shut behind them.

“Urmmm! Mmmm ggmmm bmmm!” She turned and looked over her shoulder at the closed door as Jack and the goon lead her down a long, winding hallway.

The hallway was dimly lit by overhead lights, and doors lined either side. Though she was being ushered down the hallway quickly, Felicia could see that the doors had sliding view holes on the outside.

“Mmmrrooo….mmmph…” Felicia hated to hear herself whimpering like that, but the further they dragged her down this hole, the more on edge she got.

Finally they stopped by one of the nondescript doors and Jack’s goon gripped Felicia by both arms while Jack stepped towards it.

“Urrm!” She cried at the goon’s rough treatment.

Jack gripped the handle and then eyed up his naked captive.

“Ms. Fetters, say hello to your new home.” Jack smiled.

“Ummm hmm! Ummm mmm!” Felicia shook her head, which only prompted a chuckle from Jack, and then he gripped the handle and opened the heavy, metal door.

Then the goon roughly pushed Felicia forward into another dimly lit room. There was a mattress on the floor and what looked like restraints on the wall.

“Mmmph! Mmmm ggmm!” Felicia cried, pushing back against the henchman when she saw the barely furnished room and the bondage equipment.

Jack laughed and lifted a collar from a small table. It was identical to the collars the other girls were wearing.

“Well, let’s get her fitted.” He smiled and approached, holding the collar out towards her.

“Mmnnoo! Ummm mmph!” Felicia reared back and shook her head.

Behind her, the goon wrapped his massive arm around her waist and grabbed her thick, brown hair with the other and pulled her head back so that her neck jutted out.

“Ummmp mmmph! Mmmm!” Felicia continued to struggle as Jack approached with the collar.

“You see,” Jack went on as he approached. “This little establishment is all mine, not even Ace knows about it. It’s far enough outside the town limits that it doesn’t impede on Ace’s turf.”

“Urrrmm! Mnno!” Felicia twisted as Jack grew ever closer.

“I figured, why can’t I have a little piece for myself?” Then he stopped right in front of her, collar held out.

“Wrrry mrrroo drrryy…” Felicia grumbled into her gag.

“You’ll be our new star attraction.” He smiled, and with that leaned forward and clasped the collar around her neck.

“Ullbbbb ggllbb! Mmmbbb!” She cried and twisted as she felt the heavy, leather collar snap in place.

As she kicked and struggled, she realized that her legs were free and her eyes widened as she got an idea.

Why didn’t I think of this earlier!

She raised her knee and jutted it directly between Jack’s legs.

“Urrggh!” Her face twisted as she cried out.

Unfortunately, Jack sensed the move and stepped back just in time, Felicia’s knee hit nothing but air.

“Mmmmurrgh!” She cried in frustration.

Jack was chuckling.

“Oh you, you got spirit. I like that. Means that it will be fun breaking you.”

“Grrrff mmmbb!”

“Let’s get her tied down.” Jack motioned to the mattress.

Then the goon was shoving her towards the mattress on the ground in the center of the room. They spun her around and shoved her down so that she was lying on her back.

“Urrf!” Felicia landed roughly on the cot then felt the goon seize one of her ankles.

“Mmmrrro!” She sat up, but Jack grabbed her by the shoulders and held her in place.

“Uurrggg gglllb! Mmmpp!” She cried, trying to twist away, but soon the goon secured one of her feet to a restraint at the bottom corner of the mattress.

Felicia tried to kick and wriggle her other foot, but the goon easily secured that to another manacle, leaving her legs spread and secured at the bottom of the mattress. Once her feet were secured, the goon moved to the top of the mattress with Jack and she felt the rope being loosened around her wrists.

“Urrrgg gggmm! Mmmmp!” She cried and wriggled, thinking that maybe she could fight back once her hands were loose, but it was no use.

The ropes fell away from her hands and immediately Jack grasped one of her wrists while the goon grasped the other.

“Mrrrgh!” She grunted as her arms were spread to her sides. A moment later she felt the restraints lock around either wrist.

“Urrrmmmmm mmpph! Mmm!” Felicia grunted and strained, but the restraints held tight.

The goon stood up, looked down at the naked, spread eagled captive, and stepped off. Jack sat at the edge of the mattress and leered at the helpless Felicia.

“This is such a good look for you, you missed your calling with fetish modeling.” He smiled and stroked one of her breasts.

“Mmmph! Mmmm ggmm!” Felicia spat and strained again, but the restraints held firm.

Then the goon stepped back over, holding something long and white with a rounded end in his hand. Felicia knew immediately what it was – a vibrator wand.

“I think a few hours with this will do you some good.” Jack smiled.

“Ummm mmnoo…MMMPH!” She cried out, feeling as the wand was pressed hard between her legs.

Felicia looked down and saw Jack and the goon wrapping ropes around her waist and thighs to secure the wand in place.

“Mmmph! Urrmm mmmph! Mmrrrff!” She cried, feeling the length of rope snake between legs and out again. Of a night of nothing but violating sensations, this somehow felt the worst.

But she knew that the worst was yet to come.

Jack and his man stood and looked down at the bound captive with the wand now secured between her legs.

“Urrmmm mmmph! Urrrrgg! Mmmmrrmm!” Felicia grunted, raising and shaking her pelvis in an effort to work the wand free, but it was useless.

“It ought to be quite a show, and what good is a show without an audience.

“Wufff?” Felicia cried and raised her head.

Jack stepped over to what she had believed to be a far wall and pressed a control that she hadn’t noticed before. The top half of the wall lifted like a garage door, revealing a glass partition, behind which was a crowd of wide-eyed, salivating men, their eyes fixed on Felicia.

“Mnnno! Mmmmpph mmm!” She shook her head, resuming her struggling and straining with renewed vigor.

“Be sure to give them a good show, they paid good money to see this.” Jack laughed, standing over his victim with a small white remote in his hand.

“Urrgg ggmmm mmmph! Mmm!” She chewed on her gag and eyed him defiantly.

Without breaking off eye contact, Jack pressed the button on the remote and Felicia felt the wand spring to life between her legs.

“URRRFFF! GGGLLLBB MMM!” She moaned, startled at the sudden stimulation between her legs.

Behind the glass, she could hear the men cheer and whoop at her predicament. Still smiling, Jack turned a dial on the wand and she felt the vibrator increase in intensity.

“RRRRMMM! URRRM GGGMMM!” She cried, twisting and writhing.

The sensation between her legs… she had used vibrators before, but this was. It had increased in intensity so fast and so suddenly that it was already overstimulating. It was like she was being bitten between the legs by a million fire ants at once.

Jack leered over her, smiling as she writhed and twisted. The sound of the vibrator was almost deafening to her but she could faintly hear the men cheering on the other side of the glass.

“Well, I’ll be back in a few hours to check on you. Enjoy the ride.” Jack smiled and stepped over to the door where his henchman waited.

“Mmmrro...mmmmo…” She cried to call. Every muscle in her body was tensed again from the toy between her legs

Felicia gave up on trying to speak through her gag and instead bit down on the cloth in her mouth in an effort to deal with the stimulation between her legs.

It wasn’t working. She looked down and saw that her entire lower body was twitching and shaking involuntarily. Looking up she saw the eager eyes of the men behind the glass, watching…

Then she laid her head back on the mattress, helpless to do anything but twist under the vibrator’s control…

One Month later...

3.

Gina saw the guy’s eyes zero in on her breasts like a shark smelling blood and instinctively drew her legs up to her chest. Even though the college aged youth was wearing large, dark sunglasses, she could feel his eyes immediately dart to her cleavage like he had a built in sixth sense or something. He was much shorter than her, but then again a lot of guys were, and he had a messy mop of blond hair. Quite a few men were intimidated by her height, but not Blondie, who continued to stare at her, slack jawed, from across the beach. She tried to avoid eye contact, not wanting to encourage him any more, but part of her also wanted him to come over so she could rip into him.

She was in a sour mood, and the beach was doing nothing for it. It was Caitlyn’s suggestion, who thought that maybe a day at the beach would help relax and clear their minds. Try as she may, Gina couldn’t shake her foul mood, as opposed to Caitlyn, who lay on her chest on a towel next to her. The dark haired, buxom, thickly muscled woman was wearing a black, thong one piece but had pulled down the straps to tan her shoulder, and her thick buttocks glistened from sun-tan lotion.

“You’re blocking my sun.” Caitlyn grumbled.

“I’m sure you’ll be fine.” Gina grunted back.

“You know,” Caitlyn leaned up, revealing that one of her incredibly large, round breasts was heaving out of the swimsuit thanks to the lowered strap. “You need to-”

“Caitlyn, cover up!” Gina hissed, and leaned over so that Blondie wouldn’t see Caitlyn’s impressive side-boob, but she quickly regretted that action because it exposed her full ass to him.

Gina was wearing a pink g-string that left little of her backside to the imagination, and now Blondie was most likely seeing that as well as most of Caitlyn’s tit. She tossed a quick look over her shoulder and saw Blondie lowering his glasses to gawk at her. Quickly Gina grabbed her bag and moved it so that it obstructed his perfect view of her ass.

“What’s your problem?” Caitlyn pouted.

“That guy, either pull up your strap up or lay back down.” Gina said in a stern tone.

Caitlyn didn’t have to be told twice, and lay flat on her stomach. Behind her there was a chorus of male voices, and Gina gave another quick look over her shoulder to see that Blondie was gathering his posse of other college aged guys, no doubt getting read to circle them and pounce like a pack of wolves.

“You know, maybe taking a dick wouldn’t be the worst thing for you.” Caitlyn jabbed.

“What?” Gina gasped.

“You, you’ve been so uptight since we got here. Just saying…” Caitlyn shrugged.

“I… you know why!” Gina huffed and turned away.

“Yeah, and that bitch ain’t showing herself so might as well get laid or something to pass the time.” Caitlyn pushed herself back up, once again showing off her impressive side-boob.

“Caitlyn!” Gina cried and motioned to the large amount of breast trying to escape from the drifting swimsuit.

“Oh no,” Caitlyn shrugged. “You keep acting like my mom then I’m gonna leave too.” With that, Caitlyn laid back down.

“… What?” Gina stammered.

“Perry texted me the other day.” Caitlyn said dismissively

“What?” Gina sat forward.

“He said he’s sorry and he misses me.” Caitlyn rolled over, her hands moving to her chest to hold the top of her swimsuit up.

“No, do not! Do not go back to him.” Gina was livid now. If those frat boys came over, she felt like she would eat them all alive.

“I wasn’t… yet…” Caitlyn looked away.

“What?” Gina pressed.

Perry was Caitlyn’s ex-boyfriend who sold himself to her as a successful entrepreneur and gym owner, though in reality all of his gyms were floundering. Caitlyn at the time was working as a model and Perry ended up funneling all of her modeling money into his failing businesses. In the end, his gyms went under and Caitlyn was left completely broke. If Perry was reaching out to Caitlyn again it most likely meant that he had burned another bridge and had no where else to go.

“Gina,” Caitlyn was now sitting, still holding her top to her massive chest. “How much longer are we going to wait around?”

“I… I don’t know,” Gina gritted her teeth. “Just promise me you won’t go back to that slime-ball.”

“Gina-”

“Promise!”

“Ugh…” Caitlyn sighed. “Fine, but I will leave if nothing happens.”

“Just give me two more weeks.” Gina pleaded.

Caitlyn laid back down, draping one hand over her eyes to block the sun, leaving the top of her swimsuit perched precariously on her nipples.

“Please…” Gina begged.

“Fine, but if we don’t find her by then, I’m out of here.” Caitlyn rolled back over.

“Thank you.” Gina sighed and turned to look out at the ocean.

Part of her hated herself for dragging Caitlyn into this half baked revenge plan, but now that Caitlyn was involved, Gina felt responsible for her. If in two weeks they hadn’t found Felicia then she would let Caitlyn leave Marston’s Pointe… as long as she wasn’t going back to Perry.

A month ago Gina, Caitlyn, and the Latina Eva had arrived in this town with a plan. Felicia Fetters, the woman who had ruined Gina’s life, was Sheriff of this town, and Gina was going to ruin Felicia’s life in return. Thinking about it still made Gina’s blood boil. At one point, she considered Felicia a good friend, and was so inspired by Felicia that she had decided to pursue a career in law enforcement. Felicia though, apparently did not feel the same and paid some men to abduct Gina from a bikini contest.

Gina’s plan was to not only destroy Felicia’s career, but completely upstage her. She would kidnap Felicia much like Felicia had kidnapped her, but Gina would then take the other woman’s place as Sheriff of this small backwater town. As her prisoner, Felicia would be helplessly watching Gina’s success, which should have been hers. After arriving in Marston’s Pointe, Gina even left Felicia a little warning, a g-string bikini at her office, a mocking sign of things to come.

Now, a month later, Gina wondered if that move was a mistake. Had the bikini scared Felicia off? Part of Gina knew that she was silly to think that Felicia had figured out that Gina was coming for her based on one bikini left at her office, but Felicia had also suffered a public humiliation before that, getting a picture of her bound and gagged in her underwear on the front page of the town newspaper.

All that Gina knew was that Felicia disappeared after that.

There had been an explosion in town, a local bar had gone up in flames, and Caitlyn and Eva had suggested that maybe Felicia left town after such a dismal first couple days on the job as Sheriff, but Gina knew how headstrong and stubborn Felicia was, and it didn’t seem like her to just run. Felicia did have an ego though, and Gina thought that maybe her former protege was lying low after her public humiliation in the newspaper.

That was a month ago, and still no sign of Felicia.

Eva, who seemed way too excited at the prospect of kidnapping another woman, left town three days ago, telling Gina that “another job” had come along. The curvaceous Latina wouldn’t elaborate anymore, and something told Gina she didn’t want to know more.

Gina’s patience was wearing thin too. There had been so many nights when she had considered snooping around Felicia’s home, or stepping into the Sheriff’s office, but part of her plan here involved keeping a low profile. Even today at the beach seemed too big of a risk, but she and Caitlyn had spent too much time cooped up in their rented house and decided to risk it.

Now Gina was regretting going out as Blondie amassed his army. She knew the type of guy he was, the kind of dude that didn’t do anything without his boys as backup, a spoiled rich kid who was raised thinking he was God’s gift to the world.

Maybe I should have worn something less revealing. Gina thought and looked down at the small, g-string bikini that barely covered her ass and showed off plenty of her bountiful cleavage. During her modeling days, many of her rivals made fun of her saying that she was a living doll thanks to her long, straight brown hair, large doe-eyes, pouty lips, long legs, and giant perky breasts. The fact that her last name was “Dollson” didn’t help.

Feeling Blondie’s eyes on her again, she drew her legs up, knowing that all of the bikinis that she had brought to Marston’s Pointe with her were just as revealing. It wasn’t in her nature to hide her body or wear something less revealing.

Stupid Gina, you’re supposed to be not drawing attention!

Just as it looked like Blondie had amassed enough reinforcements to make a move, a female lifeguard walked past the group, drawing the eye of every single one of the salivating males. Gina immediately understood why. The girl looked to be about in their age range, early 20s or so, and was incredibly exotic looking. Her skin was a deep brown but she wasn’t Latin, and looked Indian from Gina’s guess, and had chestnut hair cut just below her ears and striking brown eyes. She was much more petite than Gina, with small breasts that still looked impressive under her one piece red swimsuit. It was obvious that the girl must have been sitting previously because the back of her swimsuit, which wasn’t that big to begin with, had bunched up around her backside, showing off her plump butt-cheeks.

This was what was now drawing the gaze of the pack of ravenous college boys, and Gina realized that they must have made the snap decision that the lifeguard was a much more vulnerable target than Gina and Caitlyn. Gina wanted to feel relief at the prospect of Blondie and his pack choosing someone else to be their prey but she didn’t, instead she just felt pity for this girl.

The lifeguard must have felt their hungry eyes on her backside and reached behind her back to pick the bunched up swimsuit out of her ass-crack, prompting a cheer of delight from her audience. She stopped, and rolled her eyes.

“Come on, don’t stop the show now.” Blondie taunted.

Gina could see the girl clench her fists, and much to Gina’s surprise, she spun around to face the group of horny young boys.

“Listen you little perv, I’ve seen you on this beach every day and I’ll…” She trailed off as Blondie’s groupies all surrounded her. They truly were like a pack of wolves.

“Oh, you’ve been eyeing my up, huh?” Blondie giggled as the lifeguard glared at him.

Behind her, Gina saw one of Blondie’s boys twirling up his towel and she leaned forward to cry out a warning but stopped.

No, you’ll only draw their attention back to you.

Gina grumbled. It had been two years of laying low, all for the moment where she could get Felicia back, and now what? Felicia was gone, missing, probably hiding.

The boy snapped his towel forward, slapping the tapered end against the girl’s bare ass cheek, and the TWAP seemed to echo throughout the beach. Almost immediately the lifeguard’s hands flew to cover her backside and she spun around to face the boy who had smacked her ass, who retreated with a giggle. Behind her, Blondie took out his phone and snapped a photo of her hands rubbing her backside. She must have heard the click of the phone camera, because the girl spun around again to face Blondie, and this time another one of his boys twirled their towel tightly and snapped it off her ass. Once again the girl spun around to face her aggressor while more of the group took out their phones and snapped pics of her ass.

The lifeguard was saying something, protesting against their treatment of her, but Gina couldn’t hear her over the cheering of the horny boys. Instead of pulling her swimsuit free from her ass, the girl kept her hands cupped over her ass cheeks, but that did nothing against the barrage of snapping towels, which were coming fast and swiftly.

Gina felt her blood boiling as she watched. She wanted to do something, to help, but she couldn’t, that would ruin the plan.

If only Felicia hadn’t run, then she would be Sheriff right now. She could arrest all of these boys and ensure they never harassed another woman again.

If only…

Dammit Felicia, this was another thing she was ruining!

Gina watched as the lifeguard spun to face another one of the boys who snapped her ass with a towel, and this time as she did Blondie ran forward, grabbed the back of her swimsuit and hiked it even farther up her ass, exposing her full, beautiful butt cheeks to the entire beach. The girl cried out and swatted at Blondie while his friends snapped photos.

Gina saw red, and knew she couldn’t watch anymore. She shot to her feet and took off across the beach.

“Hey, what are you…” Caitlyn sat up, forgetting that her straps to her swimsuit were still down. If Blondie and his boys were still paying attention then they would have been treated to the sight of Caitlyn’s bare breasts before she realized and covered her chest with her arms. Gina inflated as she moved, standing up straight and lifting her head as she charged across the beach toward the pack of horny college boys. Some of them turned towards her and their eyes widened, not with surprise, but excitement at seeing the big-breasted woman in the small bikini marching towards them.

Their looks of excitement quickly changed to surprise though as Gina charged past them, grabbed Blondie by his unruly mop of hair, and yanked him off of the lifeguard. All of his boys were too shocked to do anything as Gina pulled him off of the girl.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” Blondie whined as Gina pulled his head back.

“There, how do you like it?” Gina hissed.

“Get her off me, get her off me!” Blondie called to his group, and just like that Gina felt the college aged boys closing in. She stepped back and whirled Blondie towards the nearest boy, who caught their stumbling leader.

Instinctively Gina backed towards the lifeguard and felt her bare ass cheeks press against the girl’s. Both of them looked at the group of boys were circling them like vultures. Blondie had righted himself and was now glaring at her.

“You… you’ll pay for that.” He glowered.

“Why don’t you leave us alone.” Gina glared back at him.

The circle was closing, the shirtless, horny young men closing in. Gina tried to glance over them to see what Caitlyn was doing but part of her didn’t want to involve Caitlyn in this, but also she could use the backup.

So much for keeping a low profile!

“I’m warning you!” She gritted her teeth.

“Oh yeah,” Blondie chuckled and strode forward. “What are you going to do about it?” He licked his lips.

Gina made a snap decision in that moment. It wasn’t particularly well thought out, and she wasn’t sure if it was her best idea, but she was seeing red, and it was all she had at the moment.

“Get ready to run.” She said over her shoulder and gripped the lifeguard’s hand.

“What?” The lifeguard responded, revealing she had a British accent.

Then Blondie was right in front of Gina, about to press his body against hers. Without waiting another moment, she jutted her knee up directly between his legs. Blondie let out what sounded like a choked gurgle and stumbled back. Seeing their leader wounded, the rest of the college boys swarmed to his side. Gina didn’t waist another second and took off, dragging the lifeguard behind her.

“Run!” Gina cried.

The lifeguard didn’t have to be told twice, and followed after. Though she was younger and in excellent shape, the lifeguard still had to strain to keep up with Gina thanks to the older woman’s long legs. Ahead, Gina could see Caitlyn gathering their towels and bags. It looked like the other woman had tried to hastily pull up the straps to her top, but one of them was still dangling around her arm.

“Caitlyn, come on!” Gina cried as she ran towards the dark haired girl, lifeguard in tow. She could hear the angry cries of the college boys in hot pursuit behind her.

Caitlyn struggled to carry their bags and contain her massive breasts, which were falling out of the hastily pulled up top, and Gina grabbed her bag from Caitlyn as she ran.

“Let’s go!” She had let go of the lifeguard’s hand, who was still running alongside. All three women dashed for a ramp leading off the beach and to the parking lot.

Except the college boys must have figured that was their plan, and a group of them was already by the ramp, cutting them off.

“This way” Cried the lifeguard, and lead them further down the beach.

“I’m Gina by the way.” Gina huffed, still leading. “This is Caitlyn”

She gestured to the other woman to see that her strap had fallen and her left breast was completely exposed.

“I’m Naomi.” Said the lifeguard, briefly distracted by Caitlyn’s bouncing breast.

“Nice to meet you.” Gina nodded, feeling herself getting winded. She looked over her shoulder to see the pack of angry college boys gaining on them.

“Here, we’ll lose them on the board walk.” Naomi pointed to a ramp leading to a crowded boardwalk filled with shops.

The boys saw the lifeguard point to the ramp and cried out, no doubt trying to cut them off like last time, but they were too far behind. Gina, Naomi, and Caitlyn sprinted up the ramp and immediately were surrounded by tourists, beachgoers, and families, all of whom gawked at them.

“Caitlyn, your boob.” Gina turned to the other girl, who’s bare breast was drawing most of the attention. She took advantage of the momentary break from pursuit to pull up her strap.

Gina turned and looked down the ramp to see the angry pack of college boys waiting, unsure if they should continue in such a densely packed area. Then Blondie stumbled to the front of the pack, practically frothing at the mouth, and glared at Gina with white hot anger. He stalked up the ramp after the three women and his cohorts followed.

“Come on.” Gina lead the other two down the boardwalk and through the crowd. The boys were still following, but at a slower pace.

Gina looked over her shoulder and gripped both of her companions by the hand.

“Think we should split up?” Caitlyn asked.

“That would be a very bad idea.” Gina turned to address Caitlyn, hating the thought of the college boys being able to corner one of them alone.

Gina turned back around just in time to see a strangely dressed woman in front of her. She didn’t have time to stop, and instead collided right into this new player, who evidently wasn’t paying attention either.

“Oh, oh I’m so sorry.” The woman apologized, and Gina detected the faint hint of an accent as she spoke.

“It’s… it’s alright.” Gina tried to calm the woman and step past her, but she gripped Gina’s arms and stepped in front of her as well.

“No please, I am so sorry, please--”

“Look, I don’t really have time, it’s fine.” Gina stared directly into the woman’s striking eyes and gestured over her shoulder at the college boys, who craning their necks, scanning through the crowd for them.

Gina finally got a good look at the woman she had bumped into. She was Asian, with short brown hair cut to fall just around her chin and bangs, with large, brilliant grey eyes that were her most striking feature. The best Gina could guess, this woman must have been a street performer of some sort, because she was dressed in a skimpy magician outfit, with a short black jacket and white blouse with the top few buttons open to show off her cleavage. Instead of pants, she wore a black thong and fishnets over it.

Still gripping Gina’s arm, the woman looked at the pursuing boys, who were getting closer.

“I think I can help.” The woman added.

“What?” Gina stammered.

“Follow me.” The woman in the magician’s outfit turned and motioned for the three women to come with her.

Gina, Naomi, and Caitlyn all exchanged a look, and realizing they had no other choice, shrugged and hurried after the street performer.

“Where are we going?” Gina asked.

“Some place safe.” The woman didn’t turn to look over her shoulder as they continued.

“How do I know?” Gina looked over her shoulder. Some of the boys were stepping into shops and stepping out, no doubt to see if the three women were hiding in there.

“Don’t look at them, it will give you away.” The woman said, once again not bothering to look over her shoulder.

Gina snapped her head forward again.

“What do I call you?” She asked.

The woman paused, as if pondering.

“Lotus.” She said and continued.

Gina frowned but kept following, not fully trusting this woman who had given her an obvious fake name.

They were in a different section of the boardwalk now, filled with various Asian themed restaurants, a sort of mini-Chinatown designed to entice naive tourists. As Gina followed Lotus, she noticed her heading directly for a small massage parlor with a unlit neon sign reading “Lucky Dragon Massage.”

Gina sighed, she had seen thousands of seedy establishments like this in LA and other towns. This place was wedged between two other, unmarked buildings, and Gina realized that she probably wouldn’t even have noticed it if not for Lotus leading them straight to it. She paused, not liking this latest development in the day’s events. It was one thing that she was accepting help from a stranger who wouldn’t even reveal her real name, but now hiding in a seedy massage parlor in a less than reputable part of town?

She turned around and saw Blondie and the other boys stepping into the side street. They still hadn’t seen the fleeing women, and were peering in the windows of restaurants and shops as they made their way down the mini-Asian town.

“Well…” Lotus motioned to the door.

Gina turned, faced it, and sighed.

“Fine.” She grumbled and stepped forward, followed by Naomi and Caitlyn.

Lotus opened the door with a flourish and motioned inside. Gina lead the way, followed by the other two. Once all three were inside the door closed behind them.

The lobby was much bigger than expected. There was a large front window that would look out onto the street except for thick curtains in front of it, and several chairs against a wall. What Gina was not prepared for was the two exotic women waiting behind a counter.

One of them was the most striking woman Gina had ever seen. Her naturally dark hair had glistening blond highlights, full lips, and her large, brown eyes suggested that she was of Asian descent, though her dark skin suggested that she may be of mixed ethnicity. She had large, immaculate breasts that were held up by a white bra, a stark contrast to her brown skin, and she wore a matching white thong.

Golden would be the word Gina would use to describe the other woman, who had dazzling blond hair, large brown eyes, large pink lips, and toned, tanned skin. Her breasts were not as large as the other woman’s but her cleavage was impressive under her silver bikini top. She was chewing gum as she eyed up the three new women, and everything about this woman screamed “sassy” to Gina.

“Oh boy, looks like Lotus is bringing in more strays.” The blond sighed and blew a bubble.

“She… she said we could hide here.” Gina stammered, ignoring that they were obviously seeking shelter in a brothel.

Strays?

Was Lotus a madam? Was she hoping to recruit Gina, Naomi, and Caitlyn?

Over my dead body. Gina swore.

“You boys look like you appreciate a good time.” Gina heard Lotus outside.

“You have no idea.” Gina heard Blondie reply.

“Wait, what is she doing?” Caitlyn reached for the curtain but Gina caught her hand.

“Stop.” Gina hissed.

“This was a trap!” Naomi joined in.

“We’re actually looking for a few ladies.” One of the college boys answered.

“I have quite a few inside.”

“Not these ladies, these ones would be hard to miss.” Blondie continued.

“You haven’t seen my ladies.” Lotus continued.

Shit, she is selling us out! Gina realized. Did Lotus lead them into a trap just to sell them to Blondie and company?

“Why are you dressed like that?”

“Because I’m a magician, I make magic happen, and so do my girls. Step in to experience the impossible.”

Her mind raced, and she considered just charging out the door and hoping to avoid Blondie and his boys. The last thing she wanted was to be a prisoner in some brothel for him and his boys to play with.

“You girls coming?” The blond sighed, and Gina turned to see her holding a door open behind the counter.

Gina, Naomi, and Caitlyn blinked at the woman in disbelief.

“Well, don’t want those guys coming in and find you here looking like three deer in headlights.” The blond motioned impatiently.

Gina, Naomi, and Caitlyn all shared a look, and as usual Gina lead the way towards the door.

“Come on, come on, hurry up.” The blond ushered them through the door.

“You got out front, Delilah?” The blond asked the other girl.

“Yeah Melanie, I got this.” Delilah answered.

With that, Melanie, the blond, stepped in and closed the door behind her. They were in pitch darkness for a moment and Gina stiffened, and then Melanie hit a switch, turning on an overhead light and revealing a whole wall of monitors, all of which flicked to life with the light.

“Well, take a seat.” Melanie motioned to one additional chair in a corner while she sat in front of a desk overlooking the wall of monitors.

As she sat, Gina noticed that Melanie wore a silver thong to match her top. Her ass wasn’t as firm as Gina or Caitlyn’s, but still as deeply tanned as the rest of her. After sitting Melanie opened a laptop that was resting on the desk.

“What is this?” Gina asked.

“What does it look like?” Melanie responded.

“Are you always so rude?” Naomi chimed in. Gina shot her a warning glance.

“Hey, we could put you back out there.” Melanie responded and motioned to one of the monitors.

Gina looked at it to see Delilah standing behind the counter, the camera had a perfect downward view of her ass in the white thong. A moment later the door opened and Lotus stepped in and motioned to the lobby with a flourish.

“Come in, rest weary travelers. You must be tired.” She beckoned.

Blondie was the first in, and then his crew filled in behind him, slowly filling the lobby. The blond boys eyes immediately fell onto Delilah’s impressive cleavage.

“Hello boys, and welcome.” She smiled.

“Why hello indeed.” Blondie gawked at her.

“Ah, meet Delilah, one of my most popular.” Lotus gestured to the woman behind the counter.

“Dibs.” Blondie stepped forward.

“Ugh, so glad I don’t have to deal with this group.” Melanie sighed, now filing her nails.

“Strange, I was about to say the same thing about you.” Gina heard Delilah say over the monitor, and she stepped out from behind the counter and took Blondie by the hand.

“I love your hair.” She giggled and tussled the messy mop on his head.

“Thanks, I… uh… I like your…”

Delilah giggled. Gina had to give it to her, she knew how to Blondie well.

“Delilah, why don’t you take our guests in the back and show them some of the options.” Lotus added.

“With pleasure.” Delilah smiled, stepped over to a curtain set against a wall and lifted it, gesturing for the slack jawed boys to step through.

Gina now turned to look at the other monitors, seeing that though the building seemed small on the outside, inside it was much larger, and behind the curtain there was a long central hallway lined with doors on either side. There were cameras in each room from what Gina could tell, and inside each room was a different, beautiful women. The woman were of all shapes, sizes, and ethnicities. Clearly this establishment offered something for everyone.

They watched on the monitors as one by one the women came out of their rooms to entice the young, college aged boys and lead them inside, closing the doors behind them. Once the final pair, Delilah and Blondie, stepped into a room, Gina stepped over to the door, not wanting to see what would happen next on the monitors.

“Hey where do you think you’re going.” Melanie asked.

“I’m leaving.” Gina responded.

“Gina, wait…” Caitlyn stepped forward.

“Yeah…” Melanie rose from her chair.

“Thank you for your help, we appreciate it, but we’re done.” Gina nodded at the blond and opened the door, not wanting to spend a minute longer under the same roof as those boys.

“Gina…” Caitlyn followed as Gina stepped out into the lobby.

Lotus was waiting, hands on her hips.

“Leaving so soon?” She raised her eyebrows at Gina.

“Look,” Gina sighed and stopped. “I thank you, I really do, but we have to be going.”

“I was hoping you would stay, maybe have a drink or two.” Lotus motioned to another door behind her.

Gina sighed, this was also part of the reason why she wanted to leave so quickly.

“I imagine that you didn’t help us purely out of the kindness of your heart.” Gina placed her hands on her hips.

“Nonsense, I’m always willing to help those in need. I’m simply asking that you repay my kindness by having a drink with me.”

“I’m sorry but –”

“I have another job to get to.” Naomi chimed in and stepped forward, sharing a look with Gina.

“My… sister…” Naomi gestured at Gina, prompting a raised eyebrow from everyone in the room. “… has to drive me.”

“Sister?” Lotus asked, still with a raised eyebrow.

“Sorority sister.” Naomi elaborated.

“It’s true, I have to get her to her night job at…” Gina trailed off.

“The Lady Luck Casino, I lifeguard at their pool.” Naomi finished.

Both of Lotus’ eyebrows raised at this.

“Do you now?”

“Oh yes, and Mr. Kingston doesn’t tolerate tardiness.” Naomi added.

“Yeah so we’ll get going…” Gina turned to her companions.

“I don’t think I’m going.” Caitlyn chimed in.

“What?” Gina’s jaw dropped.

“Look Gina, I know I said that I would give you more time, but if today showed anything, it’s that I can’t do this.” Caitlyn gestured to the room around them.

“What…” Gina continued to stammer. She was legitimately dumbfounded.

“Being chased by weird men… what do you think would be happening to us if we had gone through with… you know.” Caitlyn shrugged.

“You… but you can’t go back to Perry.” Gina pleaded with her.

“I’m not, I’m… I'm not sure what I’m going to do.” Caitlyn turned towards Lotus “I don’t want to do this, I’m sorry, but… is there a place where I could just sit and think for a little bit?”

“Of course dear.” Lotus smiled.

Gina just started at Caitlyn. She couldn’t believe it. After all this time, now Caitlyn was ducking out.

“I’m sorry Gina… I hope… I hope you do find what you’re looking for.” Caitlyn gave her a look of apology.

“Right… well… let me know what you decide.” Gina nodded, and then looked at Lotus and Melanie.

Part of her hated to leave Caitlyn alone in a place like this, but she knew the girl needed her space. Maybe after giving it some thought, Caitlyn would change her mind.

“Come on, “sis.”” Gina said to Naomi and opened the door. The younger girl stepped out and Gina gave Caitlyn a final nod.

“Don’t… don’t let those guys see you.” She said, and Caitlyn nodded as Gina shut the door.

Gina stepped outside, where Naomi was waiting.

“You okay?” The younger girl asked.

“What, yeah.” Gina nodded and looked up and down the street. “Is there some place you need to be?”

“I wasn’t lying about lifeguarding at the casino.” Naomi responded.

“Right, well we have to make one stop first.” Gina said and took off back towards the boardwalk.

“Where?” Naomi asked, following.

The sting of Caitlyn leaving was fading, replaced by a fresh wave of anger and frustration. What happened today was unacceptable, being chased around the beach by horny college boys, and the worst part of it was that there was nothing Gina could do about it. If her plan had worked, if she was Sheriff right now, they would all be rotting in a cell.

It was time to find out what rock Felicia was hiding under. She was going to find her and face her, if anything just for dereliction of her duties.

“We’re going to the Sheriff’s office.”

4.

Gina Dollson…

That’s what it said on the license Lotus had lifted from the big-breasted woman, that her address was listed as Los Angeles county, and that she was thirty three years old. Of course, she was in better shape than women half her age. It was a shame that Gina didn’t want to stay around the brothel any longer, but Lotus had noticed suspicion in the busty, g-string clad woman’s eyes. Apparently Gina had brains to match her beauty.

The Asian woman dug through the rest of the wallet, discovering fifty dollars in cash, several credit cards and rewards for several stores. Lotus handed the cards to Melanie, who sat waiting in front of the monitors, tapping her fingers impatiently.

“Risky move, letting them go.” Melanie jabbed after taking the cards and ID.

“Don’t question my judgement.” Lotus warned. She was getting sick of the white woman’s attitude.

“Just saying, what are you gonna do when she shows back up looking for her friend and her wallet?”

“Then she won’t ever leave.” Lotus sighed and looked at the monitors.

The big-breasted, muscular one, Caitlyn, was sitting in one of their massage rooms with her head in her hands. Lotus would give her a few more minutes before she went in to deal with her. At the desk, Melanie’s fingers raced along her keyboard.

When she saw the trio of women stumbling along the boardwalk, Gina in the lead, clad in a small, pink g-string, along with Caitlyn with her breast hanging out, and the lifeguard, Lotus pegged them as easy marks. From the way Gina carried herself and the size of her obviously fake breasts, Lotus figured she would be the one with the most to lose. Then after bumping into Gina and lifting her wallet from the bag, she noticed how the three seemed to be pursued by a group of slobbering young boys.

Perfect.

They were all flies falling into her web.

It was a shame that Gina and the lifeguard had left, but Lotus had made a snap decision in that moment, deciding that subduing all three women might draw the attention of their male marks. Thankfully, Caitlyn had opted to stay behind, which wasn’t a total loss. Besides, if Gina did return to inquire about her companion or wallet, it would be easy enough to overpower her.

Lotus smiled, once again not believing her luck. This town, Marston’s Pointe, it was perfect, a pearl waiting to be plucked. She couldn’t believe no one else had set up shop here already. Though it was a small town, there was lots of tourist traffic around the beaches, and with so many new faces in and out, no one would notice a few disappearances or two.

After years of being on the run and jumping from country to country, Lotus was finally ready to settle down and start her empire.

Melanie finished typing and the computer screen was filled with various, professional grade images of Gina in various bikinis of all shapes and sizes.

“Damn…” Melanie sighed. “Our girl is serious.”

Lotus’ large eyes widened at the sight of Gina’s modeling photos. She would be quite a catch. Of course, she would have to be trained and broken, but that could be done.

“Looks like she had quite a career, but suddenly dropped off the map. She no-showed at a contest a few years back and that was it, no more photoshoots, nothing.” Melanie went on, reading into Gina’s background.

Interesting… Lotus rubbed her chin. Gina retreats from the public eye and then resurfaces here, years later. It was almost too perfect, meant that no one would miss her if she suddenly disappeared.

“This chick seems like she was big shit at one point,” Melanie spun around in her chair to face Lotus. “Think she might draw too much attention to us?”

“”Me,” you mean, there is no “us.”” Lotus corrected. Melanie might need some more training, she was still too willful.

“Alright, look, if you got me doing all the computer work, then yeah, there is an “us””. Melanie pressed.

Lotus glared at the blond.

The impudence!

“Do not speak to me like that.” Lotus’ tone was firm but low. A real leader never needed to raise her voice.

“I’ll take whatever tone I want! You would still be performing on a street corner without me!” Melanie shouted.

Lotus sighed, stepped over to Melanie, and clamped a hand on the blond’s shoulder. Despite all of her bluster just mere seconds ago, Melanie went rigid, prompting a smile from Lotus.

There was so much about her that the gorgeous blond didn’t know. She had allowed Melanie to think that she had previously been just a street performer. Melanie had an ego, and that ego could be used to control her by allowing her to think that she was more important to Lotus’ operation than she was.

Poor Melanie. Lotus smiled down at the girl, who started to shrink back under her piercing, gray eyes. Melanie was a striking woman, yes, but busty blonds like her were a dime a dozen. Not only that, but she could find many other willing computer experts. Every now and then she needed to remind Melanie of this.

“Maybe you would like a few hours in the training room to help with that attitude of yours?” Lotus tightened her grip on Melanie’s shoulder, prompting a wince from the blonde.

She looked down to see Melanie’s perfectly manicured nails clutching the arm rests.

“I’m sorry, did you have something to say?” Lotus pressed.

“No…” Melanie looked over at the monitors.

Lotus let go of her shoulder and stood straight.

“Good,” She smiled. “Now, I’m going to go check on our other guest.

“Fine.” Melanie spun around to face the monitors as Lotus made her way out of the room and back into the lobby.

Something told her that Melanie may still need a few hours in the training room, but that would be after they used it to soften up their newest acquisition.

Lotus made her way out of the lobby and down another hallway, stopping outside of a room with a closed door and lightly tapped on it with her finger.

“Yes?” Caitlyn answered from within.

“May I come in?” Lotus asked, getting into character as the gracious host.

“Yeah…” Caitlyn responded, not seeming enthusiastic about it, but apparently not wanting to be rude.

Lotus opened the door into a room adorned with red curtains on all the walls and a spacious massage table in the center. Caitlyn was currently lying on her back on the table, hands folded just below her large breasts.

“Are you finding this room to be to your satisfaction?” Lotus asked, pacing around the table but keeping a respectful distance.

Caitlyn wasn’t as striking as Gina, but she was still a fetching woman. Her large breasts heaved up and down with every breath she took, and her body was amazing.

“Yes, thank you.” Caitlyn turned to her side as Lotus paced, giving her a view of her wonderful backside in her thong. It looked firm and tight.

“I appreciate you letting have this place to think.” Caitlyn added, laying back down. She was tossing and turning like someone with a rough night’s sleep.

There was something on her mind, and Lotus wanted to know what. There was something unspoken between Caitlyn and Gina earlier, something they didn’t want to say out loud in front of the others. Lotus had ways of coercing that information from her, but wanted to do it pleasantly at first, if possible.

“Have you arrived at a decision yet?” Lotus pressed, stepping over to a cabinet set against a wall.

“I…” Caitlyn twiddled her thumbs. “Not really.”

“You know what I always finds relaxes the mind and helps find clarity,” Lotus removed two bottles and a black cloth from the cabinet. “A massage.”

She turned towards Caitlyn and held up a bottle of massage oil for her to see.

Once again Caitlyn leaned on her side.

“I… I don’t know. I still have some thinking to do.”

“Maybe this will help? You could use some relaxation after undergoing such an ordeal.” Lotus shook the bottle again.

“Hmm… maybe you’re right.” Caitlyn bit her lip.

“Please try it, and if not then you can still use this room for as long as you like to think.”

“You know, maybe I could use a massage.” Caitlyn jumped to her feet and grabbed at the straps to her swimsuit but then stopped and eyed Lotus nervously.

“Oh I’m sorry.” She pushed her straps back up. Her breasts seem all too eager to escape the confines of the restrictive swimsuit and were doing their best to press forward and escape.

“Oh please,” Lotus laughed. “You’ve seen my business. Nudity is something I’m used to, but do whatever makes you feel comfortable.”

Though Lotus hadn’t seen Caitlyn’s ID yet, she suspected that she had a background in modeling like Gina, and was comfortable being nude or near nude around other women. In a moment, Lotus’ hunch was confirmed when Caitlyn turned her back to her and lowered the straps of her swimsuit. Lotus watched as Caitlyn pushed down the top of her swimsuit and the sides of her large, round breasts fell free. As Lotus watched, she couldn’t help but marvel at the girl’s impressive shoulder and back muscles.

She would make quite a catch.

Lotus expected this to be as much as the muscular woman was willing to strip down, but to her surprise, Caitlyn continued to push down the one piece, exposing the small of her back as the garment continued it’s journey down her magnificent body…

And down…

The thong bottom slid down, the small strip of fabric than ran up between Caitlyn’s ass cheeks pulling free. Though the thong didn’t leave much to the imagination, Lotus still appreciated the sight of Caitlyn’s bare, round, and firm buttocks.

Once the swimsuit passed Caitlyn’s backside, the rest of its journey was easy, and the garment fell discarded around the dark-haired woman’s feet. She lifted it on one foot and kicked it aside, and then turned to climb onto the massage bed, giving Lotus her first full view of her bare, luscious breasts and solid, completely smooth body.

“You have a magnificent body.” Lotus complimented.

“Thank you.” Caitlyn responded, lying flat on her stomach and tossing her hair to the side so that her shoulders were left bare.

Lotus approached with the bottles and cloth, setting them down on a small end table next to Caitlyn, and squirted some lotion onto her hands and leaned forward, rubbing the sweet smelling substance onto Caitlyn’s sinewy shoulder blades. The naked woman let out a small moan of contentment.

“How does that feel?” Lotus asked, rubbing the oil into Caitlyn’s back.

“Amazing…” She grunted. Her head was to the side and eyes closed.

Lotus applied more oil to her hands and moved down Caitlyn’s back, pressing her hands deeply into the sinews of the other woman’s muscles. As she moved down the naked woman’s body, Lotus could feel Caitlyn growing more and more relaxed.

“So, are you local?” She asked, stopping at the small of Caitlyn’s back and pressing her fingers deep into her soft flesh.

“Umm… no…” Caitlyn mewed in contentment.

“Vacation?” Lotus pressed, her hands now rubbing oil along the curve of Caitlyn’s round buttocks.

“Sort of?” Caitlyn answered, the softness of her voice giving away how relaxed she was becoming.

“Work? It seemed like tensions were high earlier?” Lotus’ hands were now on Caitlyn’s upper thigh, just below one of her cheeks, which were now glistening from the oil.

“It’s… it’s complicated” Caitlyn answered, obviously trying to hide something, but Lotus suspected that she also wanted to share.

“Much of life is.” Lotus moved her hands to Caitlyn’s other thigh, digging and pressing with her fingers, gently massaging the muscles and feeling them loosen under her touch.

“It’s just like… ugh… Gina’s been beefing with this Felicia chick.” Lotus could feel a weight being lifted as she massaged Caitlyn’s thigh.

So Gina came here to settle a score? Interesting. Lotus noted. Gina seemed level headed during their interaction. Whoever this Felicia was must have really wronged her.

“She doesn’t want her to know we’re here so like we’ve been laying low and stuff, but also Gina like can’t seem to find this Felicia either…” Caitlyn continued.

Lotus moved her hands back to the muscular woman’s shoulders, rubbing and pressing, feeling Caitlyn’s sighs of pleasure as her thickly muscled body relaxed under the Asian woman’s firm but intimate touch.

“And you, who just wanted to have a good time, caught in the middle?” Lotus interjected.

“I… I wanted to help, Gina’s a friend, but like… I can’t waste my life hiding out from this chick.”

“Understandable, you’re young and beautiful, you should be out enjoying yourself.” Lotus rubbed Caitlyn’s lower back. Her entire, magnificent, nude body shimmered from the oil under the lights.

“And then Perry’s been texting me, he says he’s changed, but Gina says he’s still a scumbag…”

“But what do you want?” Lotus squeezed Caitlyn’s bare butt, massaging her thick glute muscles. The woman didn’t react.

“I don’t know. I feel like I’m missing something, but I don’t know what.”

“Perhaps you’ve missed your calling.” Lotus stepped away and reached towards the side table, picking up the smaller bottle and cloth.

“Yeah, I mean I guess. There’s always modeling again.”

As Caitlyn talked, Lotus unscrewed the bottle and poured some of the strong smelling liquid onto the cloth.

“You have a wonderful body, men would pay top dollar to admire it.”

“I guess I never really thought about it like that.” Caitlyn shrugged, still in a deep relaxation.

Lotus placed the bottle back and leaned over the naked woman with the cloth in hand.

“Hey, what’s that?” Caitlyn’s nose wrinkled and she raised her head.

Too late – Lotus sprang, throwing herself on top of Caitlyn and pressing the chloroform soaked rag over the muscular woman’s nose and mouth.

“Ummmmpph! Mmmm!” Caitlyn cried, her muscles, once in a state of perfect relaxation, sprang to life and she clutched at the scantily clad woman on top of her.

“Murrggh… ggmmm…” Caitlyn’s arms flailed, and Lotus angled her head to look at the struggling naked woman.

The chloroform was taking effect, and Caitlyn’s green eyes were rolling up into the back her head. Underneath her, Lotus could feel every muscle in the naked woman’s exquisite body going slack.

“Mmmrrmmm… gmm…” Caitlyn moaned, her eyes fluttering.

Underneath her weight, Lotus felt Caitlyn go completely still.

“Urrrff…” Caitlyn’s eyes fluttered a final time and closed.

Lotus stayed perched on top of her prey for a moment longer and kept the cloth pressed to Caitlyn’s face, and then moved it while gently laying Caitlyn’s head down and to the side, and then stepped off of the unconscious girl.

She watched her new catch for a moment, but Caitlyn lay perfectly still, and then replaced the cap of the chloroform, and returned it, the massage oil, and the soaked rag to the cabinet that she had retrieved them from, and withdrew a length of rope and a long, black cloth.

Lotus returned to the table where Caitlyn lay and pulled her hands behind her back and then secured them together at the wrist with the rope. Though Caitlyn possessed an impressive physique, she doubted that her strength would be enough to break the rope. Once Caitlyn’s hands were tied she crossed the unconscious girl’s feet at the ankle and secured them together with the rope.

Now for the final touch. She lifted Caitlyn’s head and pulled the black cloth tight between her lips and knotted at the back of her neck. Most likely Caitlyn would be coming to soon and Lotus didn’t want her cries for help alerting the male clients, so a gag was necessary, not only for that but for training purposes.

After securing the gag, Lotus checked the knot to make sure it was secure, and the knots around her hands and feet. Once she was satisfied that Caitlyn was effectively bound and gagged, Lotus headed for the door, wanting to check on the status of the other clients. By the the time she was done with that Caitlyn should be waking up.

She stepped out into the hallway, closing and locking the door behind her, and made her way back into the lobby and down the other hallway leading to the rooms currently occupied by the college boys and her girls. As she passed the closed doors, she could hear moans and sighs of pleasure from both men and women coming from inside the rooms.

Good… She smiled. Her girls were doing their jobs.

Lotus stopped at the end of the hall, stood outside one of the rooms, and lightly tapped with her finger.

“Come in.” Delilah answered from within.

Lotus smiled, opened the door, and peeked in. Delilah was standing in the middle of the room, bent over with her ass facing the blond boy with the messy hair, who was currently reclining on a couch watching. His wide-eyes shifted from Delilah to Lotus and back again and his shirt lying on the floor. Though his pants were still on, they were unbuttoned and unzipped and his erection looked ready to burst out of his boxer shorts.

“Are you treating our guest well?” Lotus asked, stepping in and closing the door behind her.

“So did you come to join the party too?” Blondie asked, practically salivating.

“Oh I’m just getting started with him.” Delilah stood up and turned to smile at Lotus and then at Blondie.

“I just came in to see if all of your needs are being met.” Lotus paced around Delilah, making sure Blondie got a nice view of her ass in the thong and fishnets.

“What if I needed the both of you?” Blondie asked, his eyes on her backside as she paced.

“Oh honey, I’ll be more than enough.” Delilah stepped over to him and leaned down so that her large breasts were eye level. It looked like Blondie’s eyes may bug right out of his skull.

“What is your fantasy? Your desire? We can make it real.” Lotus approached, leaning over next to Delilah.

Blondie swallowed, leaned back, and cocked a half smile. Though he was doing his best to make it seem like he was in control, Lotus knew they had him.

“Oh come on baby, I can be whatever you want.” Delilah came in from one side and Lotus from the other.

“These look so tight, let me help you with them.” Lotus cooed, and then knelt down, grabbed the waist band of his shorts and pulled them down to his ankles.

As she did, Delilah leaned forward, wiggling her breasts in Blondie's face. He was so distracted by the half Phillipino/half Latina’s cleavage that he didn’t notice Lotus slipping his wallet out of his shorts and into her jacket. By the time he was finished with Delilah, it would be back where Lotus had taken it without Blondie ever knowing it was gone.

Lotus stood back up and watched as Blondie leaned forward and gripped Delilah’s arms, his own biceps flexing as he did, and then he spun her around and pulled her against him.

“Ohh…” Delilah giggled but flashed Lotus a look of concern.

“Looks like you have quite the aggressive streak.” Lotus commented.

“I… I just…” Blondie’s hands traced up Delilah’s mid-section.

“Hey, why don’t we-ummph…” Delilah was cut off by Blondie clamping a hand over her mouth.

“Shh…” He whispered.

“I think I may have something to help you.” Lotus smiled and stepped over to an end table in the room. The busier Blondie was with Delilah, the more time it meant to go through his personal accounts.

“Hey, why don’t we slow up a bit.” Delilah said as Blondie moved his hand away from her mouth and down to her breasts, slipping under her bikini top.

“Do you appreciate rope?” Lotus turned to face the young man, a length of rope in her hand that she had removed from a drawer in the end table.

Blondie’s eyes went wide and he nodded enthusiastically.

“Hey, now, why don’t we relax a bit?” Delilah’s eyes shifted from Lotus to Blondie nervously.

Delilah was one that valued her independence, but clearly this young man craved control. Lotus decided that Delilah could take being tied up for one session.

“Why don’t you hold her hands and I’ll do the tying?” Lotus winked at Blondie, and thought she saw his erection grow several sizes.

“Wait, what?” Delilah protested as Blondie grabbed her wrists and pulled them behind her back.

“Ow! Hey!” She grunted.

“I like it when they fight back.” Blondie hissed through gritted teeth as Lotus approached with the rope and started securing Delilah’s hands together.

“Oh come on guys, let’s talk about this.” Delilah pleaded, but as Lotus secured her hands, Blondie’s hands moved to her front and grasped her giant breasts.

“Don’t you want to see what I can do with my hands?” Delilah looked over her shoulder at Blondie and smiled, apparently switching tactics.

Blondie didn’t respond. His breathing was ragged and he pulled aside Delilah’s bikini top and cupped her bare nipples.

“Oh yeah…” He gasped, nuzzling her neck.

Lotus finished securing Delilah’s hands and stepped back, watching as the girl struggled under Blondie’s greedy hands.

“Oh hey, come on, let’s have a little fun,” Delilah giggled, and her bound hands grasped Blondie’s erect penis through his boxer. “I know you want to see what I can do with my hands free.”

“Do you want to do something about her mouth?” Lotus asked, acting on a hunch.

“What?” Delilah looked up at the Asian woman in shock.

“Yes!” Blondie barked, jerking his head towards Lotus.

Lotus smiled and stepped towards the horny young man still clutching Delilah’s bare breasts.

“Hey come on, don’t you want to see what I can do with my mouth?” Delilah nuzzle his gaping maw, still trying to maintain character.

Lotus knew Delilah hated it, but would never admit it in front of him, but Lotus had her reasons for doing this to the striking, exotic woman. First was to keep Blondie and his boys here for as long as possible while she drained their accounts, and second was that Delilah needed taken down a peg or two. Like Melanie, she had started making demands, asking for more money, etc. Delilah needed reminding of who was in charge.

True to her appearance as a magician, Lotus withdrew a dark handkerchief from her sleeve, bent, and held it out towards the salivating young man. He looked like he would start foaming at the mouth any minute, and snatched the cloth from Lotus’ outstretched hand.

“Hey wait, come on, com-UMMPH!” Blondie could barely contain himself as he snatched the gag from Lotus and pulled it tight between Delilah’s pouty lips

“Urrgg hmmm… mmp!” She grunted as his trembling hands knotted the gag at the back of her head.

Lotus stepped back and folded her arms over her chest with satisfaction, watching as Blondie finished gagging Delilah.

“Mmmrrrmmppp mmmph!” Delilah cried, showing her teeth as she bit on her gag.

One of Blondie’s hands slid over her already gagged mouth and the other down the front of her thong.

“Mmmmm gggm!” Delilah moaned, trying to twist and struggle out his grasp.

“Well, I’ll leave you two for now,” Delilah glared at Lotus as she spoke, prompting a smile from the Asian woman. “Please, let me know if you need anything.”

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” Delilah nodded and motioned with her eyes to the young man feeling her up.

Lotus only winked and headed towards the door as Delilah called after her.

“Mmmrrrgg ggmm! Ummm bbmmfff!”

Lotus looked over her shoulder to see Blondie bending Delilah over a table.

“Nnnmmph! Mmmph! Sttpp!” She cried, kicking her feet as Blondie grabbed her thong and pulled it down, exposing the curve of her beautiful, round butt, absent of tan lines.

Lotus gave another smile, stepped out into the hallway, closed the door, and made her way back down the hall, through the lobby, and into the monitor room.

Melanie sat in front of the computer, hands typing away, and a stack of wallets next to her. One by one, her other girls had snatched the wallets from the unsuspecting, and horny, young men, and ferried them to Melanie, who was in the process of syphoning money from their bank accounts and credit cards into the brothel’s account.

“Here’s another one for you.” Lotus added Blondie’s wallet to the pile next to Melanie.

“Sure, I hope it was worth throwing Delilah under the bus.” Melanie sighed, not looking up from the computer.

Lotus presumed that the blond had been watching on the monitor.

Good, let her watch. Next time it would be Melanie’s turn. Like Delilah, she needed taken down a few pegs.

“I’m going to check on our new recruit, just finish up here.” Lotus added and backed out of the room before Melanie could sigh with annoyance again.

Lotus was greeted with the sight of Caitlyn’s bare ass wiggling in bondage when she stepped back into the room holding the muscular woman.

Good, she’s awake. Lotus smiled as she closed the door behind her.

“Mmmmph! Mmm ggmm…” Caitlyn grunted, twisting and struggling against the ropes. As Lotus suspected, the ropes held against Caitlyn’s impressive physique.

The Asian paced around the table, watching as the dark haired, muscle bound woman flexed and writhed, every muscle in her nude body working to try and free her.

“Well hello, hello. Glad to see you’re awake.” Lotus laughed.

“Urrrg ggmmmfff! Mmm bbbmm!” Caitlyn twisted and spat at Lotus through her gag.

“Oh don’t worry, those ropes are quite secure.” Lotus stopped and looked down at her new acquisition, who twisted onto her side and glared up at the large-eyed captor. Caitlyn’s large breasts heaved up and down with anger as she glared at Lotus.

“Urrrg ggmmm mmmrrmm ggllumm!” She mumbled through the gag and twisted onto her stomach again, straining and fighting against the ropes.

“Oh don’t worry, I think you’ll like this new life I’m going to give you.” Lotus hopped up onto the table and lay on her back next to the struggling woman.

“Ummm ggmm! Mmmph!” Caitlyn cried, still twisting and straining against her ropes.

“You’ll need broken in at first, but don’t worry,” Lotus leaned over to look into her wide, pleading eyes. “I’m good at that.”

“Mmmpph! Mmmmffff hhmm!” Caitlyn resumed her twisting and struggling.

As the naked woman continued her futile struggles next to her, Lotus reached into her jacket and took out her phone. There was still some business to attend to, of which Caitlyn was already proving herself useful.

Lotus dialed a number and lay back with her phone to her ear, watching as Caitlyn struggled next to her as the phone rang.

“Gggggmmm hmmmf mmm!” Caitlyn grunted through her gag.

After a few rings, a male voice answered.

“Hello?” Lotus responded, turning her head to look directly into Caitlyn’s wide eyes as she spoke.

The man on the other end responded.

“Hlllp! Hrrrmmmpph mmfff!” Caitlyn called.

“Yes, well I was calling to discuss terms of our arrangement.” Lotus ran her eyes up and down the nude, struggling woman’s body.

Another response from the man on the phone.

“Oh yes, I have one that I think will be quite your type. She needs some training, which I think you can help with.” Lotus laughed and patted Caitlyn’s bare butt cheek, the sound of her skin on Caitlyn’s echoing throughout the room.

“Mmmm! Mmmm mmmnoo!” Caitlyn cried and tried to wriggle away as the man responded.

“Oh yes, she’s here and waiting.” Lotus smiled.

Caitlyn noticed the look in her captor’s eye and turned onto her side, still struggling against her bonds but baring her beautiful breast to Lotus as she struggled.

Lotus continued to smile, both at Caitlyn’s struggles and at the excitement of the man on the phone.

Things were working out perfectly.

5.

Sitting in her car outside the Sheriff’s office, Gina realized that it had been a smart move to listen to Naomi’s advice on the ride back from the beach.

“You can’t just storm into the Sheriff’s office in a g-string!” The younger girl said, appalled at the fact that Gina apparently had no issue with walking into a police station with her ass showing.

Coming from a background in modeling, Gina was used to having her ass out, but also had another reason. If for some reason Felicia was in the Sheriff’s office, and that she was really just hiding behind a desk for these past few months, she wanted Felicia to gawk at her. Gina wanted to show Felicia that she was here and not afraid.

But Naomi had a point, bringing up that Gina probably wouldn’t be taken seriously if she walked in half naked.

Gina stared out the car window at the Sheriff’s office, two police cruisers were parked out front but no one had gone in or out of the building. She had slipped on a white tank top over her bikini top, but it left little to the imagination and clung to her skin. Her breasts looked like they might rip the thin cotton at the seams, and she wore denim cut off shorts. Not exactly the most conservative of clothing, but then again she was just coming from the beach to report being chased by a pack of horny boys.

On the car ride Gina had urged Naomi to come with her and back up her claims, but apparently the younger girl wasn’t lying about having a second job at the Lady Luck Casino.

As Gina drove Naomi to the casino, she kept feeling the younger girl’s eyes drifting to her cleavage.

“I’m sorry, they’re just so… round.” Naomi stuttered.

“Well I would hope so, I paid good money for that.” Gina laughed.

“Did you… do you like them?”

“I do, and they were a huge boost to my career.”

Naomi listened with rapt attention as Gina explained her modeling career, though she left out the part about being kidnapped and just said that she retired.

“Wow, you could still totally do it. I mean, you’re stunning. Sorry, didn’t mean to say that out loud.” Naomi blushed.

“It’s okay.” Gina laughed. She liked this girl.

“You could be pretty successful in modeling yourself.” Gina added.

“Oh me? I don’t know.” She pushed her chestnut hair out of her face.

“I’m serious, you’re beautiful.” Gina added, then started questioning herself.

What am I doing? Last time she took in a protege, that girl ended up hiring men to kidnap her.

Then again there was nothing wrong with encouraging Naomi.

“If it leads to dealing with more guys like those on the beach then no thank you.” Naomi laughed.

“Well,” Gina laughed. “There are some occupational hazards.”

Soon they arrived at the casino, where Naomi thanked Gina again for helping her and dropping her off, and then they went their separate ways. When they first had gotten into the car after leaving the brothel, Gina was incensed, ready to storm into the Sheriff’s office and get into Felicia’s face, but she found that talking to Naomi during the ride had calmed her a bit.

Still, she still had to go, at least to report Blondie and his goons.

As she reflected on the beach incident on her way to the Sheriff’s office, Gina found herself getting angry all over again. What was Felicia doing that she just let roving bands of salivating college boys run wild on her beaches? The more Gina thought about it, the more she realized that Felicia really wasn’t cut out for this job. Marston’s Pointe needed a new Sheriff, it needed Gina.

Now Gina sat in her car, staring at the building. Was Felicia in there now, waiting for her?

She realized there was only one way to find out, and stepped out of her car and marched across the parking lot towards the building with her head held high. As she walked, she found herself coming up with alternate plans in her head. Maybe instead of outright confronting Felicia, she would act like it was nothing, she was here to report an incident at the beach. Gina could act like she didn’t even know who Felicia was.

Yes, that would freak Felicia out more than just confronting her.

Gina gripped the handle and stepped inside, a blast of cool air conditioning hitting her…

And nothing. Gina stopped, waiting, expecting to be greeted by someone or to see an officer.

Instead the building was empty. There was a desk that was clearly meant for a receptionist or dispatcher with a police scanner and radio, but no one was behind it. She could see a bullpen area filled with empty desks, and at the back was a room with a partially open door with “Sheriff’s office” on the window. Gina’s eyes leveled on the office at the back of the bullpen but saw no one inside.

Where was everyone?

Gina waited another minute, expecting someone to maybe step out from another room or the restroom, but nothing. Had the whole Sheriff’s Department just vanished?

Once again Gina’s eyes fell on the partially open door to the Sheriff’s office, and after looking around to make sure she was alone, strode across the room towards it. She stopped just outside the room, her hand on the door jamb, still expecting someone to come out and ask her what she was doing, but nothing happened. The glass windows gave her a clear view inside the office, which she could see was empty. Gina realized that she partially expected Felicia to suddenly pop up from behind the desk, but nothing happened.

Without wasting another moment, she eased the door open the rest of the way and stepped inside the office. Gina wasn’t sure what she expected to find inside, maybe a clue as to Felicia’s whereabouts?

I guess a girl can hope. She shrugged and surveyed the room. The desk was bare, with just a computer monitor, keyboard, and papers strewn about it. The computer was powered down, and as Gina looked over the desk, she realized that the papers that were strewn about it had been building up for some time. Some of them had dates going back to the beginning of the month, while others were mail or packages addressed to the Sheriff, none of which had been opened.

Hanging from a coat tree next to the door was tan police uniform with “Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department” emblazoned on the front. Gina stepped forward and lifted the shirt down from the rack to inspect it. The shirt felt fresh, unworn. Had Felicia truly just packed up and left.

As Gina looked over the uniform shirt, she became aware of eyes on her, and turned to look out the office window to see a portly man wearing an identical uniform shirt with dark hair and a mustache starring back at her. His mouth was dangling open, and his hand held a half devoured donut. The man’s eyes bugged out of his skull, and Gina noticed beads of sweat collecting around his brow when he realized she was aware of him. For a moment, she was concerned that he would die of shock right there judging from how he was gawking at her.

Just then, the office door opened and another man wearing a Sheriff’s office shirt stepped in. This one was younger, with clean cut, brown hair, and was semi in shape though he had the beginning of a gut showing.

“Oh, I… I didn’t know they had sent a replacement already.” He stammered, his eyes falling immediately onto Gina’s cleavage.

“I’m sorry?” Gina asked, stepping back over to the coat tree with the uniform shirt.

“Oh here, let me get that for you.” The Deputy stumbled forward and took the shirt from Gina.

“Thank you.” Gina smiled.

“Sure, sure thing.” He nodded, hanging the shirt but his eyes were now going up the length of Gina’s bare legs.

She cleared her throat and he jumped, his eyes meeting hers for the first time.

“I’m, I’m sorry Sheriff. You caught us at a bad time, we stepped out for a minute.”

Sheriff?

“Yes, I was –” Gina began, but the stuttering Deputy cut her off again.

“See, we’ve been shorthanded, and we told city hall we needed a new Sheriff, but we didn’t know they found one already see, and…” He swallowed.

He thinks I’m the new Sheriff? Gina realized, but didn’t say anything.

“Are you, did you know Sheriff Fetters?” He stammered.

“I… why do you ask?” Gina responded.

“It’s just… that you’re… see we knew she was a model and you… you…”

“Look like a model?” Gina raised an eyebrow.

The Deputy swallowed and nodded.

“Yes, Felicia and I worked together a few times,” Gina answered, and practically saw the young man’s heart skip a beat. “We both modeled to put ourselves through Criminal Justice school.”

“Oh, that’s cool.” Randy’s eyes were like bouncing balls shifting from her cleavage to her eyes. In that moment, Gina was glad that she listened to Naomi about covering up her bikini. She could only imagine how these two would drool over her if she was standing here in a g-string.

Suddenly Gina had an idea of how she could use this to her advantage. She kept her face passive, deciding to play into him mistaking her for the Sheriff.

“Tell me, what happened to Sheriff Fetters?”

“Oh, well uh…” He stammered again.

“Oh call me Gina.” She offered a hand. Maybe this would go easier if he was relaxed.

“Randy, James Randy.” He shook her hand, eyes once again falling to her cleavage.

“Take a seat James.” She motioned to a chair and stepped behind the Sheriff’s desk, sat down, and propped her long legs up on the desk, watching as Randy’s eyes immediately fell on them.

“Randy?” Gina raised her eyebrows and he snapped his gaze away from her legs.

“Right.” Randy shook his head and sat down across from her.

“So, Sheriff Fetters.” Gina prodded.

“Yeah, so she uh… wasn’t in a great mood after she saw the paper, the one with her all tied up in her underwear on it.” Randy began.

“Yes, I’m familiar with it.” Gina nodded.

“So yeah, then she came in the next day and someone had left a bikini in her office as a prank or something, and she got really upset…” Randy continued, and it took all of Gina’s self control not to smile at that.

So I did get under her skin! How she wished she could have been there to see Felicia’s face.

“So she got all mad and thought one of us did it, but we didn’t, you know? So she ended up storming out, we thought you know, that she just had to cool off a bit.”

“Of course.” Gina smiled and gestured for him to go on.

“She didn’t come in the next day and we thought maybe she needed more time, after all she had a rough first few days, but then she didn’t come in the next day, or the day after. We called her, went to her house, nothing. Poor Alice, our receptionist and dispatcher...” Randy gestured to the receptionist desk. “Got tired of making excuses for Felicia when people called and quit a few days ago. Now it’s just me and Frank.”

Randy gestured to the portly deputy out in the bullpen, who was pretending to do paperwork but kept glancing through the window at them.

“And that’s it? No other contact with her, or nothing.” Gina raised her eyebrows.

“Nope, no one knows.” Randy shrugged.

Gina sighed and rubbed her chin. While she knew that Felicia’s pride would definitely be stung by everything that happened, it was strange that she just disappeared. Even if she decided to quit, she would have given notice.

“Okay Randy, well you may as well get comfortable because I have a lot more questions for you.” Gina stood up and made her way to the door.

“You do?” His jaw went slack.

“I do.” Gina closed the door. It was a risky move, pretending to be Sheriff, but as of right now it was her best way to determine Felicia’s whereabouts.

“I wanted an easy first day,” Gina made her way back to her desk. “But now, my first order of business as Sheriff of this town is to launch a full scale investigation into the disappearance of Felicia Fetters.”

***

If there was one thing Jack never got tired of, it was being greeted by Felicia Fetters’ ass every day when he got home. In fact, despite seeing her every day over this past month of keeping her captive, Jack hadn’t gotten tired of Felicia yet. Part of him thought that after a couple of days he would get bored of her or she would prove too much trouble and he would have to sell her or dump her in the ocean, but so far she was proving delectable as his slave. Feisty, yes, but nothing he couldn’t handle, and he liked them feisty.

“Hey honey, I’m back.” Jack smiled, taking off his jacket as he stepped into the room.

“Ummmph! Mmm!” Felicia responded, twisting on the bed, her juicy ass cheeks wiggling as she tried to twist out of her bonds.

Jack stopped to admire the sight. Felicia was lying diagonally on her stomach, ass facing the door so it was the first thing he saw when he stepped into the room. Her hands were bound above her head and secured to a bedpost, and her feet secured together and tied to a post on the opposite end of the bed. Several layers of black tape were secured around her mouth, and she wore a black, skin tight crop top and extremely small, extremely tight, black booty shorts. The shorts barely covered Felicia’s ass, exposing most of her tan cheeks as she wiggled and struggled.

“Urrrmmm phhmmm! Mmmm ggmmm umm!” Felicia grunted, twisting and struggling as Jack approached the bed.

“How was your day? Did you miss me?” Jack smiled and sat at the foot of the bed.

“Glllmmm ummm gggmmph!” Felicia protested, tugging on her bound hands. Jack suspected that all she did was struggle to get free while he was gone, but even if she did she wouldn’t have gotten far since the club had guards posted in the hallway.

So far Felicia had been a star attraction for Smilin’ Jack’s, and thankfully, no one had discovered her identity yet, or if they had, they kept their mouth shut. They would put on shows with Felicia for customers at night, but before and after that, she was all Jack’s.

“Ugh,” Jack sighed. “It was a rough day at the office.” He sat at the edge of the bed and clamped a hand over one of Felicia’s juicy buttocks. Since she hadn’t been in the gym for a month, her ass had lost some of its firmness, but in the process had become much more bouncy, which was a fair trade in his eyes.

“Ummmm ggmllummm bbmm!” Felicia protested as Jack ran his hand over the curve of her buttocks.

“Coming home to you though is always the best part of my day.” He added, and switched to her other cheek.

“Mmmmm ggmmm!” She cried and wiggled on the bed.

“I can’t wait to do this for the rest of our lives.” Jack laughed, feeling Felicia’s ass tighten under his touch.

“Urrggmmm! Mmmmmm nnoo!” She protested and twisted and turned on the bed.

“Oh no, you have no say in this matter. Soon you’ll be Mrs. Jack.” He laughed and clutched her ass with one powerful hand.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm ggmm!” Felicia increased her struggles.

“Let’s check on that little token of my love that I gave you earlier. Is it nice and comfortable?” Jack asked and grabbed the waistband of Felicia’s booty shorts.

“Nmmmff! Mmmm ggmmm!” She twisted, arching her perfect ass away from him, but Jack had her securely tight and pulled down the skin tight shorts, at first exposing the large, outward curve of Felicia’s backside and the top of her crack.

It was beautiful, like watching a sunrise. The more the shorts came down, the more of Felicia’s perfect ass was exposed. It hadn’t lost its shape or volume during her captivity, but the softness gave it a mesmerizing jiggle as she struggled. As her shorts came down, Jack felt himself hardening, and his cock pressed against the front of his jeans.

The shorts clung to the bottom of Felicia’s ass, like they didn’t want to let go, and Jack didn’t blame them, but gave a final pull and guided them down to Felicia’s thighs, exposing her full, bare ass, and the diamond butt-plug resting between those beautiful buns of hers. It shimmered in the light of the room as Felicia twisted and squirmed, and jack gawked at it, almost mesmerized.

He had inserted it before he left for the day, and he still remembered how Felicia’s eyes widened when he revealed it.

“Well Felicia, this past month has been the best of my life,” He said, sitting on the edge of the bed and showing her the large, business end of the butt-plug. “And it’s no diamond ring, but, will you… be my captive for life?”

He turned the plug so she could see the diamond at the end, watching as the color drained from her face and her eyes bugged out of her sockets.

“Mmmnooo! Mmmmm ggmmnnno! Nnnnnmmff!” She shook her head, twisting and writhing as he held the butt-plug for her to see.

The feeling of inserting it into her while she squirmed and squealed was ecstasy. Jack could feel himself hardening with every movement the butt-plug made into Felicia.

“Ummmfff gggmmm! Mmmph!” Felicia squealed into her gag as Jack pressed the butt-plug into her. Felicia’s ass was incredibly tight so it took a bit of force to put it up there, which was no bother to Jack. It meant more fun for him.

Now here he was, staring at the diamond butt plug that had been resting comfortably up Felicia’s ass for the better part of the day. All the while he admired the beautiful diamond protruding from her butthole, Felicia was letting him have it through her gag.

“Urrfff hrrrmm mmmmrrm! Ummm ggmmmph! Ulllmmm ggmmm hhmm!”

Jack looked up at the gagged woman. He had to give it to her, she still had spirit after all this, which he admired. It was hot. As much as he wanted to bend and break her to his will, he loved that she was still feisty and part of him hoped she retained that.

“Oh I’m sorry, do you have something to say? I can’t quite understand you.” Jack leaned towards her face, grinning from ear to ear.

“Urrrgg ggmm hmmmff! Mmmm ummmphh mmm!” Felicia continued to chide him through the layers of tape over her mouth.

“Here, let me help you with that.” Jack leaned forward, dug his fingers under the tape sealing Felicia’s lips, and pulled the sticky substance away from the captive’s mouth.

“Uggh!” Felicia cried, her mouth finally free, and then smacked her lips and took a breath.

“There, I’m sure that’s a little better.” Jack smiled and leered down at her. Felicia twisted her head and glared up at him.

“Why you… when I get out of this I’m going to make you regret ever setting eyes on me! You’ll be begging me, begging me…”

As Felicia rambled, Jack felt his phone buzzing in his pocket and slipped it out. Frank, his mole in the Sheriff’s Department, was calling.

Hmmm… Jack furrowed his brow. Frank usually didn’t call outside of their weekly check-ins. This must be serious.

“I’ll kick your ass so bad and then lock you away for the rest of your life! Prison will seem like a vacation after what I do...” Felicia continued.

“Sorry honey,” Jack held up his phone and leaned over the bound, protesting woman. “Work’s calling.”

With that, Jack clamped his large, powerful hand over Felicia’s mouth, cutting her off in the middle of her stream of expletives and threats.

“What, you can’t-ummmph!” She cried as Jack pressed his hand over her mouth.

“Ummmph! Mmmm ggmmmp! Mmmmph!”

“Frank,” Jack smiled as he answered the phone. “How’s my favorite Deputy?”

“Wummmf!” Felicia’s eyes widened and she wriggled in Jack’s grasp, and he forgot that she didn’t know that Frank was a mole.

“Mmmmmph ggmmmff! Fffmmmfff!” Felicia cried as Jack listened to Frank on the other end. The fat deputy sounded excited, and seemed to be getting more winded as he talked.

Jack was often concerned about Frank suddenly keeling over from a massive heart attack, and this was one of those occasions. He thought Frank was going to have a coronary right here as he was talking to him.

“Slow down Frank, slow down. Now what’s going on?” Jack tried to calm the man.

Frank was going on about some woman with big boobs coming into the Sheriff’s station.

“Ummm ggmm! Mmmmph!” Felicia continued to protest into Jack’s hand as he listened to Frank.

“A new Sheriff?” Jack asked.

“Hhmmmph?” Felicia asked, and stiffened.

Jack furrowed his brow. He knew nothing about a new Sheriff, and neither did Ace. To their knowledge, city hall had just posted the job and hadn’t even started interviewing candidates yet. Ace had pulled every favor to get Felicia the job last time, and though they probably couldn’t do that again this time, Ace would still be watching the search for a new Sheriff closely.

“Hummmmpphh mnno! Uggggmmm ggmmm!” Felicia twisted and protested, trying to pull her mouth free from Jack’s hand, clamped over her jaw like a vice.

“A friend of Felicia’s?” Jack asked. This was getting intriguing.

“Wummf?” Felicia perked up, apparently just as intrigued.

Jack listened as Frank went on, even Felicia ceased her muffled protests, listening.

“Gina?” Jack turned and raised his eyebrows at Felicia as he repeated the new Sheriff’s name. Apparently, like Felicia, this Gina was a former bikini model.

“Ummm wummmf?” He felt Felicia stiffen under him and her eyes widened in shock, and something else…

Fear maybe? Jack watched, curious at her reaction. Felicia must have realized that her reaction piqued Jack’s interest and she quickly went back to struggling.

“Mmmmm! Ummm ggmmmf! Mmmmm!” She twisted and writhed in his grasp again.

“Well, tell you what Frank,” Jack went over, keeping his hand firmly over her mouth. “Find out what you can about this new “model” Sheriff, and keep a close eye on her, I’ll see what we can find out.”

“Ugggg gmmm bbmmm! Glllbbb ummf!” Felicia continued her protests as Jack went on.

“Okay Frank, I’ll be in touch.” Jack hung up and put his phone back in his pocket, ruminating on this new development, Felicia’s muffled protests fading to background noise.

Ace would have to be informed, and wouldn’t be happy to hear about a new Sheriff. Still, it would be good to have as much information on this Gina Dollson as he could find before meeting with Ace.

“Well,” Jack took his hand away from Felicia’s mouth. “Want to tell me about your friend Gina?”

Felicia stiffened, her glutes clenching, and once again Jack sensed that there was more between her and Gina than just “being friends.”

“I don’t know anything about this person.” Felicia uttered, but her usual spirit and defiance was gone.

“Oh really?” Jack clamped a hand on her supple buttocks, feeling her stiffen under him.

“Yeah, I’ve never heard of this Gina.” She spat, glaring at him.

“You know,” Jack smacked her ass. “I just don’t believe you.”

“I told you, I don’t know her!” Felicia shouted, eyes blazing.

Jack placed his fingers on the butt-plug still inserted in her ass and glared at her.

“I’ll give you one more chance, tell me what you know about this Gina.” He stared directly into her eyes while keeping his fingers on the butt-plug.

Felicia met his gaze, swallowed, and then looked away.

“I don’t know anything about her.” She said in a low voice.

Jack’s face darkened, and then he gripped her ass hard with one hand and used the other to pull the butt plug free. It came out after a struggle, and Felicia protested loudly the whole time.

“Ouch! You-ummmph!” Before Felicia could protest any more, Jack took the butt-plug that just spent several hours up her ass and stuck it in her mouth, clamping his hand over her lips to keep her from spitting it out.

“Here, why don’t you spend a few hours chewing on this, and then I’ll come back and see if you’re in a more talkative mood.” Jack kept one hand over her mouth and used the other to grab the roll of black tape from a nearby table.

“Mmmm ggmmm! Bbmmmm! Gmmbbbb bbbmm!” Felicia squealed into his hand.

Jack took his hand away from her mouth briefly to peel the edge of the roll of tape, but before she could spit out the butt plug he pressed the tape over her lips, sealing them around the butt plug, and started wrapping the tape around her head.

“Urrrggg! Ummm gggllbbb! Mmm bbbmmf!” She moaned as he wrapped layer after layer of black tape around her mouth.

“Ulllmmm mmmph! Mmmm!” Felicia tried to twist her head and impede Jack’s progress, but it was no use, and soon she was gagged with several layers of tape over the butt plug.

“There, how does that feel?” Jack set the roll down and stood up, looking down at his gagged, bare ass captive.

“Ummmfff gggmmph! Mm!” She glared at him while rubbing her jaw on her shoulder, trying to pull the layers of tape down.

Jack’s eyes shifted to Felicia’s bare ass, twisting and writhing as she struggled on the bed, and considered pulling her booty shorts up, but decided against it. Maybe leaving her here, alone and exposed while gagged with a butt-plug would put her in a more agreeable mood.

“Well honey, I gotta go. It’s been great catching up though.” Jack patted her ass for good measure and headed for the door.

“Urrrggg! Mmmm gmmmph! Mnnoo!” Felicia twisted to watch him go.

Jack didn’t turn to give her a second look as he opened the door, stepped out into the dimly lit hallway, and closed and locked it behind him, cutting off Felicia’s muffled cries.

He would leave her there to struggle for a few hours while he went and did his own digging on Gina Dollson.

To be continued...
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