

The story so far...

Gina Dollson was once at the top of the bikini modeling world, but it all changed when she met a young girl named Felicia Fetters. Seeing potential in the beautiful Felicia, Gina takes her under her wing, but soon, Felicia is consumed with jealousy of her mentor, and at a bikini pageant concocts a plan to have her mentor kidnapped. The plan backfires, and both women's modeling careers suffer. Years later, Gina is back and looking for revenge, discovering that Felicia is now Sheriff of a beautiful but crime ridden beach town called Marston's Pointe. Gina, along with her curvaceous accomplices Eva and Caitlyn, kidnaps Felicia and her lover Janet and declares herself Sheriff.

Things soon get complicated for Gina and her beautiful deputies when a beautiful witness with key information goes missing. Gina and Eva undertake a daring undercover mission at a seedy casino in order to find a missing woman, but soon get caught themselves. Bound, gagged, and disguised as showgirls, Gina soon finds that Eva can't resist the sight of the buxom Sheriff helpless!

Meanwhile, unknown to the girls, Shelly Arnold, a mysterious woman with a checkered past, has manipulated beautiful but naïve reporter Tanya Donnelly to her side. Shelly has designs on controlling the criminal element in the beautiful beach town, and hatches a plan along with Tanya to get Gina and her girls out of the way...

1.

Back at the station, Caitlyn was having a considerably less exciting evening than Gina and Eva.

Unknown to her, that was all about to change.

Guard duty sucks! She sighed to herself as she leaned back in the dispatcher chair. The station was completely empty except for her. Well, her and their “guests” in the holding cells. Watching Felicia and Janet was primarily Eva's duty, and “primarily” in the sense that Eva had volunteered for it. Much like Gina, Caitlyn chose to turn a blind eye to what Eva was most likely doing to those women day in and day out.

When Gina had chosen Eva to accompany her on the mission tonight, Eva seemed disappointed that she would have to spend a night away from her “toys”, but Gina was insistent that Eva come along. Before they left, Caitlyn asked Eva if there was anything she should know or do with them.

“Usually we have shower time,” Eva smiled. “But that's my favorite part, so leave that to me!”

Caitlyn was more than happy to leave that to Eva, nothing sounded more appealing to her than washing two bound and gagged, no doubt struggling, women. So Eva just told her to check in on them from time to time.

“Make sure that they're behaving themselves.” Eva said with another smile. Honestly, Caitlyn had no idea how they could misbehave. Both had their hands bound and were gagged, were in separate cells, and clad in nothing but their bra and panties. In Caitlyn's eyes, there was not much those two women could really do.

Caitlyn never got Eva's obsession with bondage, and frankly, Eva kinda scared her with how into it she was. When Gina got back from the scrap yard and told them about her ordeal, Caitlyn saw Eva's eyes light up when Gina said that her and Jessica had been bound and gagged. In that moment, Caitlyn made a mental note to never let herself get tied up in Eva's presence.

Not that I'll ever get tied up if all I do is sit around the office here.

Caitlyn got up from the chair and walked to the main entrance, testing it for what seemed like the hundredth time to make sure it was locked, and it was.

The first part of her evening was spent with Deputy Cringe, who seemed to split her time between giving Caitlyn dirty looks and reading her gossip magazines. Cringe left at 9, and Caitlyn escorted her to the front door while assuring her that all would be well.

“Do you even know how to use the dispatch system?” Cringe asked, narrowing her eyes at Caitlyn.

“Of course!” Caitlyn lied before ushering the old woman out the door and locking it. They really needed to get rid of her.

How hard could the dispatch system be? Just press a button to talk on the radio? She should have asked Gina about, in fact, she should have asked Gina about a lot of things.

Since being deputized, Caitlyn had done little more than sit back at the station. Gina was out fulfilling her duties as Sheriff, and Eva was guarding their captives, but Caitlyn spent most of her day looking for ways to pass the time. At one point she asked Gina if she could go out on a patrol or something.

“Cait, there's a lot about police work that you don't know, and I'm going to have to teach it to you before you go out there.” Gina sighed.

“Well, when can you teach me?” Caitlyn asked.

“Soon.” Gina smiled and patted her on the shoulder.

Caitlyn didn't know when “soon” was, but here she was, still sitting around the station. At least earlier in the day they had the possibility of two searches! Maybe they would make some arrests!

But the searches ended up being dead ends, and here they were, back at square one. Once again, Caitlyn's mind turned to the photo shoot in the morning. She couldn't wait, and realized how much she had missed slipping into a tiny bikini and letting a photographer do their dance around her. Gina had always said that her modeling days were behind her, but Caitlyn was worrying that she could be modeling instead of sitting behind a desk. Police work was nowhere near as cool as the tv shows made it out to be, and she could be making the big bucks modeling while she was still young and hot enough to be doing so.

After checking the door, Caitlyn crossed the station to her desk, which sat at the back of the bullpen, next to the Sheriff's office. Not for the first time, Caitlyn wished she had an office too. Why is the Sheriff the only one that gets an office?

At her desk, Caitlyn reached under and pulled out a black gym bag. She set it down and unzipped it, revealing that it was filled to the brim with bikinis of various size, shape, and color. When Gina gave in and said they could do the photoshoot, Caitlyn had gone a little overboard when picking out something to wear.

Her hand rifled through the bag, she was still unsure of which one to wear. What were the other girl's wearing? Would she have to match them?

I could try them on and see?

Caitlyn thought it over for a minute. How else would she pass the time? Gina told her to wait by the radio in case they needed to call, but the radio had been silent all night.

Plus, I don't need a uniform to answer the radio, She thought.

Caitlyn turned to look over the station. The glass doors of the main entrance looked out into the mostly empty parking lot, and even though the blinds on all of the windows were closed, if someone came up to the entrance, they would be given a perfect view of her.

Who would be coming here in the middle of the night? It was a police station, so there was a possibility that someone could. So she needed a place private, but she also needed something else.

An audience.

She smiled and lifted her bag. She knew just the place.

She bounded over to the door leading to the holding cells and unlocked it. Felicia used to be a model, she would appreciate a fashion show.

Right?

Caitlyn opened the large, metal door and slipped in, leaving it open just a crack in case Gina did call over the radio. She imagined that Gina wouldn't be happy if Caitlyn missed her call because she was strutting around in front of their prisoners in a bikini.

She made her way along the cell block, and could hear shuffling and mumblings coming from somewhere in the middle.

“Ummmmfff...”

“Murrggllle...”

Caitlyn slowed when she came to the prisoner's cells. Both were positioned in separate cells, though still side by side. Gina had them placed further down along the cell block in case the door was open and if someone peeked in, they would still only see empty cells.

Both women pressed against the bars of their cells, and they were exactly like when Caitlyn last saw them. They were clad in their bra and panties, both thongs, and had their hands tied behind their back and were gagged with thick, white clothes. Their eyes widened with confusion when they saw Caitlyn.

“Mmmm?” The older woman with glasses, Janet, cocked her head in confusion.

“Mffff! Mffff!” Felicia spat into her gag, pressed up against the door to her cell.

“Hello there ladies, how are you on this fine night?” Caitlyn asked, stopping in front of them.

“Mffff moo!” Felicia replied.

“Aw that wasn't very nice.” Caitlyn wagged a finger at the former Sheriff.

Janet stepped back from the bars and watched Caitlyn with quizzical eyes.

“Now, Eva has the night off, so you guys get to spend it with me!” Caitlyn set down her bag and threw up her hands in excitement.

“Uffff murrrmmm mmmm...” Felicia grumbled and stepped back from the door. If they were relieved that she wasn't Eva, they didn't show it.

“Now, I'm sure things get boring back here, no tv or anything, and it's not like you two can talk.” Caitlyn smiled.

“Grrrmmmph!” Felicia snarled and bit into her gag. Apparently that touched a nerve.

“I'm here to help you guys pass the time! How would you like a little fashion show?” She asked.

“Ummmph!” Janet sat on her cot and rolled her eyes.

“Ummm mmmm!” Felicia shook her head.

“Aw come guys,” Caitlyn chuckled. “Now, the other girls and I have a big photoshoot tomorrow, and I have no idea what to wear.” Caitlyn squatted down and unzipped her bag.

Both of the prisoners stared at her in confusion, then exchanged a look amongst themselves, as if to ask “Is this for real”?

Caitlyn stood up, a tiny, black bikini in her hands.

“Now, I'm going to try on a couple different swimsuits, just nod or shake your head if you like them or don't like them.”

Both women stared at her in wide eyed confusion.

“Now ladies,” Caitlyn chided. “You're going to have to play along, or else I'll tell Eva that you were misbehaving.”

Both women's heads immediately shot up and they both nodded in unision.

“Ummm hmmm!” Felicia nodded.

“Mmmm!” Janet nodded along as well.

“Good,” Caitlyn said. “Now, onto my first bikini!”

She set the black bikini down and unlaced her boots. A moment later, she kicked them away and slipped off her socks, stuffing them inside her boots. Then she stood up straight and started to unbutton her uniform shirt. Her first few buttons were already undone, exposing a good bit of cleavage that she always caught Frank and Randy gawking at. God help her if any of them walked in now.

Her shirt was about halfway open, exposing a black lace bra that held her large, enhanced breasts. Her breasts were the only thing about her that weren't natural, but she was proud of them. They were naturally large, but her implants gave her bust an extra lift. Caitlyn also took pride in the fact that her breasts didn't look as obviously fake as Gina's, though she would never say that to Gina's face.

Her shirt came open and she shrugged it off and hung it on the bars of a cell behind her.

“Sorry, but you ladies are going to get an eyeful today, please don't tell anyone.” Caitlyn giggled and put a finger to her lips.

Both prisoners rolled their eyes and grumbled into their gags.

Next, Caitlyn slid off her belt. She always wanted a gun belt like Gina, but Gina wouldn't allow her to carry a gun yet. As a police officer, Caitlyn felt somewhat naked without it.

She dropped the belt to the floor and undid the top button on her shorts, then slid her fly down. The front of her shorts peeled open like flower pedals, showing her black, lace panties underneath. She giggled and turned her back towards the two bound and gagged women. Caitlyn realized that she was having fun with this, in fact, she hadn't felt this sexy in months.

I guess I just needed an audience. She giggled and smiled, and started gyrating her hips, hooking her fingers in her belt loops as she did. As she moved, her hands danced around, tugging on the loops of her shorts and slowly, sliding them down.

The shorts moved down and exposed the top of her black thong panties. As she worked her shorts down along her rear end, she bent over. Her round, sculpted ass cheeks slowly revealed themselves as she moved her shorts lower, bending over more and more as she went. Finally, the shorts, already skin tight as they were, fell past her ass cheeks, along her thighs, and landed in a heap around her ankles.

Caitlyn giggled and kicked the shorts away, then stood up straight and swung her hips from side to side, flexing her glute muscles as she did. She felt her ass cheeks tighten up and loosen as she flexed. Much of her free time was spent in the gym, and she dedicated a lot of time to booty building, especially with squats, and liked to think that her butt was much better than Felicia's.

“Jealous ladies?” Caitlyn giggled.

“Mmmmrrrrpph!” One of them replied, it sounded like Felicia.

Caitlyn laughed again and reached behind her back and found the clasp for her bra. Her fingers worked along the clasp and in a moment it was undone. The black bra fell away and she hung it on the cell bars in front of her. She still kept her back to the prisoners, and reached down and gripped either strap of her panties.

“Get ready ladies!” She laughed and bent over, sliding down her thong as she went. Caitlyn could feel the thin, frilly fabric slid out from between her butt cheeks and down along her thighs. Once they were off, she kicked the panties away towards her discarded shorts.

Now completely naked, she stood up straight and flexed, feeling the muscles in her back and shoulders tighten.

“Check it out ladies!” She smiled, flexing both arms, showing off the thick, rippling muscles.

“Mrrrummmpph...” Both prisoners muttered into their gags.

She kept her back to them still and squatted down, grabbing the tiny black bikini bottoms. Caitlyn stepped into the bottoms and slid them up along her legs. The bikini bottoms slid up along her legs and she felt the tiny thong insert itself comfortably between her rock solid butt cheeks. It was a black thong string bikini, held together with two knots along her hips.

Once her bottoms were on, she squatted down again and grabbed her bikini top. She stood back up and slid it over her head and down. It covered her large breasts, but displayed plenty of gratuitous cleavage. Caitlyn adjusted it and then tied the bikini top at the back of her neck, making sure to double knot it.

Once she was confident the bikini top was secure, she spun around, holding one arm up in the air and placing her other hand on her hip in a classic modeling pose.

“Ta-da! What do you think?” She smiled.

Both women stared in confusion, not quite sure what they had just witnessed. What was meant to be a fashion show turned into a strange strip tease.

“Come on ladies! What do you think?” She relaxed the pose and turned around, showing them her thonged behind.

“How does it make my butt look?” She turned to face them, only to see them both exchanging a look.

“Murrrmmph! Urrgggmm! Urrrmm!” Janet said.

“What?” Caitlyn asked.

“Urrrmmph! Mugggg! Glllummm!” She said.

In the other cell, Felicia nodded, her eyes lighting up.

“Ummm! Fffffmmmmph! Gfffmmmph!” She grumbled.

Caitlyn's brow furrowed.

“I'm sorry, I don't understand?”

Janet rolled her eyes.

“Mllummmph! Ullluggh! Glllooommmph!” Her lips worked around her gag as she talked.

Caitlyn placed both hands on her hips and stared at the two women.

“If I take out the gags, will you tell me what you think?”

“Ummm hmm! Umm hmmm!” Both women nodded. Caitlyn bit her lip and looked at them.

“Okay, but you can't tell Eva, and as soon as you say your piece, the gags go back.”

“Ummm hmmm!” Both nodded again.

“Okay, I'm going to take them out.” She said and moved towards their cells. Both women pressed against the bars and jutted their chins out, all too eager to be un-gagged.

Somewhere in the distance, a door opened. Caitlyn froze. Both Janet and Felicia's eyes widened and they turned in the direction of the sound.

Nothing. Everything was quiet again. Caitlyn waited and listened.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Felicia pressed against the bars, jutting her chin out again, eager to be un-gagged.

But Caitlyn waited and listened. It was definitely a door, but she didn't hear anything else.

“Gina?” She called.

No reply.

“Eva? Randy?” Were they back from their mission already?

Silence was the only thing that answered. Caitlyn turned to her prisoners and held up a finger.

“One second.” She said and started moving away from them. Both women pressed against the bars of their cells.

“Mlllep! Mmmmmeey!”

“Ummmph! Gllllummmph!”

“Mmmlllleep! Mlllleep mmmmee!”

Caitlyn moved towards the metal door leading out into the main station and couldn't help but feel a little exposed in her tiny black thong bikini, and once again wished she had a gun.

It's probably nothing, someone probably tried the door and found it locked.

But she knew that wasn't the case. It was clearly a door opening, but she had locked the front door? What about the rear door? As far as she knew, that door was always locked.

“Mmmmph! Ummmpph!” The prisoners continued to moan into their gags, but Caitlyn ignored them. She knew it wasn't her imagination, they clearly heard the sound too, and hoped that it would be potential rescue. To think that she had almost un-gagged them! It was stupid, if anyone found them then she, Gina, and Eva were in big trouble!

She slipped out of the metal door and into the main bullpen, glancing at the main entrance. The door was closed still. Once outside of the holding cells, she pulled the metal door shut behind her.

And then she felt the cold steel of a pistol pressed against the side of her head.

“Oh boy, “ A male voice chuckled. “Where do they find you girls?”

Caitlyn froze, feeling the gun barrel press against the skin just behind her ear.

“Hands up hot stuff!” The man ordered and she complied, raising her arms up and keeping her head down.

“Move out, come on!” He shouted and she stepped forward. She stepped forward and raised her head, trying to look tough.

Come on Cait, you're a cop! Act like one!

But who is this guy? And how ballsy was he to storm a police station like this.

As she raised her head, she looked around and saw two men clad in black wearing ski masks pressed against the wall behind the door to the holding cells, they would have been perfectly hidden when she swung the door open. She turned to the other side to see two more masked men, plus whoever it was that held the gun to her head.

“What are you doing here? Who are you?” She asked, gritting her teeth, realizing this was the first time since they abducted Felicia that she had to act like a cop.

“Taking back what's ours. I'm curious though, what exactly are you doing here?” The man asked.

“This is a police station, and I'm a deputy! You'll be in so much deep shit if you hurt me!” She shouted, feeling her blood boil as she talked. Good, keep acting tough.

“Turn around.” The man ordered, and Caitlyn stayed put.

“I said,” She felt the gun press hard into her skin. “Turn around.”

Caitlyn nodded and slowly started to spin around. As she did, she noticed the man take a few steps back, all the while keeping the gun trained on her. She finished her turn, hands still up, and finally got a good look at the man. He was tall, well built, clad all in black but didn't have a mask. His black hair was perfectly spiked.

“Oh boy, you girls always find a way to surprise me. Don't any of you wear any clothes?”

“I thought I was alone.” She shrugged.

“What a little number you have on.” He whistled, running his eyes along her body, his gaze resting right on her cleavage.

“Hey!” She shouted, feeling her face turn red.

“Turn around again, I want to get a look at that tush of yours.” He waved the gun.

“No way!” She blurted. Did he break in just to leer at her.

He steadied the gun and aimed right at her.

“I said turn around.” He pulled back the hammer.

Caitlyn sighed and spun around, baring her thonged behind to the man.

“Oh yeah... I'll tell you, I thought Felicia had a nice tush, but damn! You definitely work out girl!” He laughed again.

“You're gonna be in so much trouble when this is over!” She sighed.

“You know, Sheriff Fetters said the same thing to me, right before I made her strip and packed her in a box. How would you like if I made you strip?” He asked.

Caitlyn felt her jaw tighten.

“What are you doing dressed like that? What were you doing back there?” He asked.

“Private!” She said. The last thing she needed was him and his goons going back and seeing Felicia and Janet tied up.

“Okay, turn back around.” He ordered, and she complied. She spun back around to see that the man was still leering at her.

“Well, my name is Jack, you are?” He asked.

“Trouble.” She half smiled. Maybe if she kept him talking, Gina and company would come back and scare them off.

“Really,” Jack laughed. “Well, “Trouble”, my boys and I are hear to pick something up, and then we'll be on our way. If you cooperate then we'll be real nice to you.”

“I bet.” She said.

Jack motioned to one of his men.

“See that she's kept quiet.” Caitlyn looked over and saw one of the masked men making his way over to her, a red and white checkered handkerchief in his hands.

“We always come prepared, in case any cute, bikini clad ladies get in our way.”

“What are you doing?” She asked, noticing another man walking up to her other side, a length of rope in his hands.

“We like to work in silence, now open wide.” Jack smiled.

Then the man with the handkerchief was next to her. He pressed the cloth up against her mouth, instinctively causing her to open up.

“Ulllmmm! Mmmmuumm!” She cried out, feeling the hanky pulled hard between her gaping jaw. A moment later, she could feel the goon knotting it at the back of her head.

Caitlyn looked over and saw the other man with the rope getting closer. Once he had her hands bound, she would be at their mercy, helpless. Her eyes raced around the station, looking for a way out. Where were Gina and the others?

Then she realized that Jack was the only one of them that was armed. The rest of these goons were just hear as extra hands, and none of them seemed all that physically imposing. She realized that she could probably take them.

Do I risk it? Do I risk fighting them when Jack has his gun?

If she created enough confusion, maybe it would be hard for him to aim. It was probably her best shot.

Then the radio at dispatch squawked. All eyes turned to the desk and a moment later she heard Randy's voice come through.

“Dispatch this is Deputy Randy! Come in Dispatch!” His voice was hurried, panicked.

Caitlyn looked over to see that all of them had frozen, all waiting to hear the next call.

The radio squawked again.

“Caitlyn! Are you there! Caitlyn! It's Randy! I think Gina and Eva are in trouble!”

At that, Jack chuckled and took a few steps towards her.

“Oh boy, that doesn't sound too good. Seems like you girls just can't stay out of trouble.”

Caitlyn looked over and saw the man with the rope stepping behind her.

“Too bad that you'll be all tied up.” Jack reached out to stroke her cheek.

Caitlyn grabbed his arm and twisted it. Jack cried out as she threw him back. The man with the rope lunged at her and she dived out of the way, sticking out a foot and tripping him. He went spiraling into a desk.

Another goon came at her and she decked him right in the face. The goon cried out and stumbled back.

Then they all descended on her.

She grabbed one by the collar and sent him spinning into another. One launched a punch at her and she grabbed his arm and twisted it behind his back.

“Hmmm mmoo ummm mmmlllikkk mmmhhhat!” She shouted, forgetting that she was still gagged. Caitlyn slammed the man into a desk and spun around to face her next attacker.

Something cold and hard slammed into the side of her head. Her vision erupted into stars and she felt her legs turn to jelly under her weight. She stumbled forward, grabbing onto the edge of a desk, blinking away the twinkling white lights that clouded her vision. Caitlyn's head throbbed and everything sounded like it was underwater.

One goon grabbed one of her muscular arms while another grabbed the one she using to steady herself on the desk. Her arms flailed behind her, feeling just as useless and rubbery as her legs. She could feel herself being pulled up and her head lolled to the side.

She blinked again, her vision clearing. Jack stood in front of her, his mouth moving but no words coming out. Caitlyn shook her, trying to clear the cobwebs, and felt herself sag forward, the only thing keeping her up was the men holding her arms.

“Awww...” She heard Jack say, and the rest faded into mumbles. Once again, she lifted her head, the last of the stars clearing, and looked into Jack's eyes. He held his gun with the butt out.

“Very nice, I like it when a girl puts up a fight.” He chuckled.

Caitlyn shook her head again, feeling the strength return to her legs. He must have hit her with the gun!

Then she felt her arms twisted behind her. She cried out into her gag as she felt her wrists crossed and rope being tied around them.

“Ullllmmmph!” She bit down hard into the gag as the knot was tightened around her wrists.

“I will say, you put up more of a fight than the others, I'll give you that.” Jack said, and patted her on the butt cheek.

“Ulmmm!” She recoiled from him. What a snake!

The radio squawked again.

“Caitlyn! Are you there! Cait!” Randy seemed desperate, scared.

“Ummm! Mmmmph!” She cried out, somehow willing him to hear her.

“That's not going to work,” Jack said, grabbing her cheeks and twisting her head to face him. “Now that we've got you, you're going to lead us to the evidence lock up.”

“Ulllmmm!” She recoiled and pulled against her bindings. Tied tight!

“Once we get what we came for, we'll go our separate ways, and all you'll have to show for it is a little bump on the head.”

“Grrrrmmm” she growled and glared him. Jack still smirked at her, then raised his weapon, leveling the barrel of the gun right at her chest.

“Now, lead on!” He said with another smile, and Caitlyn felt herself shoved forward by the goons. She stumbled forward a few steps, then stopped and steadied herself. Looking behind, she could see all of the goons waiting, Jack in the lead, gun still pointed at her.

“Come on, times a wasting.”

“Hummmph!” She huffed and turned around. She had no choice but to play along.

I hope Gina and Eva are okay!

Whatever they were going through, it couldn't be any worse than this, could it?

She stepped forward, leading the procession towards a door at the far end of the station. The footsteps of the goons followed close behind.

“You see, a month ago, Sheriff Fetters took some of our guns. Our boss isn't too happy about that, so we're here to take them back. “ Jack said, following close behind.

Caitlyn stopped at a door and turned to face him.

“Hmmm mmmmeee” She cocked her head towards the door, unable to open it due to her bound hands. Jack got the hint and stepped past her, gripping the handle and turning it. The door swung open, revealing a darkened staircase leading down. His hand fumbled against the wall until he found a switch, flicking it on and illuminating the entire stairwell in fluorescent light.

Jack smiled and took a step back.

“Ladies first.” He said, training the gun on Caitlyn again. She rolled her eyes and headed down the stairs.

“Mmm kkkmmm...” She grumbled, leading them down.

The stairs brought them down to a long hallway. Doors lined it on either side but she lead them straight. At the very end of the hall was a blue metal door with EVIDENCE stamped on it.

“I think we can take it from here.” Jack stepped in front of her, and she felt two of the goons hook their hands around her bound arms.

“Mmmmrrrrmm! Mmmlllettt mmooo!” She tugged against them.

“Don't worry, we just don't want you to stray away.” Jack smiled and headed towards the door. She felt the goon's grips tighten and she was ushered along after him.

What are they going to do with me? She wondered. She had heard about Jack from Gina, and he didn't seem to mess around, and he had been responsible for tying up Felicia and putting her in that crate as well. So what was his plan for her?

Jack grabbed the handle of the door to Evidence Lockup and Caitlyn held her breath. She knew it was locked, Gina always made sure to double check.

The door opened with a click. Caitlyn's eyes widened. Jack looked back and saw her facial expression and chuckled.

“Oops, looks like someone “forgot” to lock it. Just like someone “forgot” to lock the back door today too.” He laughed again and stepped inside, then the goons pushed Caitlyn along towards the door as well.

Someone left the Evidence door unlocked for him! And the back door! Someone was working for Ace!

Jack flicked on the light inside the massive store room and Caitlyn was shoved inside. Evidence Lockup was a huge room, taking up most of the basement, and shelves lined the walls up and down the room. Metal lockers sat on a wall next to the door, and several large, wooden crates sat in the very center of the room.

The guns.

Jack stuck his gun in his pants and clapped his hands with glee when he saw the crates.

“Ah, here we are boys!” He exclaimed, and then turned to look at Caitlyn. He smiled and then made his way over to the metal lockers on the wall. He opened a middle one and motioned inside.

“Make yourself comfy lady!” He said, motioning to inside the locker like a chauffeur would. Caitlyn felt herself being dragged towards the large metal box.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmoo! Mmmmmpph! Ummmph!” She planted her feet and tried to shoulder her captors, but they deftly moved out of the way of her blows.

“Mmlllpp! Urrgggle!” She heaved back against them as they tightened their grips.

I'm not going in there!

“Hey!” She looked up to see Jack had his gun leveled at her again.

“In the locker. Now!” He ordered.

Caitlyn froze and glared at him, her breath coming out in huffs through the gag.

“I said in!” He motioned inside with the gun.

Caitlyn stepped forward and felt the herself grabbed by the arms and shoved forward. She stumbled forward a few steps and found herself inside the cramped, cold metal tomb.

She spun around, glaring at Jack, who stood smiling, one hand holding the gun, the other on the door.

“Be a good girl, and thanks for all the help!” He said, and slammed the door shut.

Caitlyn was plunged into darkness. Outside, she could hear the men scuttling around.

“Hurry up, get the boxes up and out!” Jack ordered.

Caitlyn kicked the door. The metal clanged loudly but it didn't budge. She kicked again. No change.

Footsteps outside, men grunting as they moved something heavy past her.

She spun around and ran her bound hands along the door. There was no inside latch. Caitlyn pressed her back against the door, feeling the cold metal against her bare ass cheeks.

Come on!

“Grrmmm!” She grunted and strained against the door, pressing her full weight against it.

The door held.

“Mmmrrrmmph!” She cried and pressed against it again. The metal heaved a bit under her weight, but the door held tight.

“Urrrgggl!” She bit into the gag and kicked the door again. Another loud clang, but the door still held.

I'm trapped!

The door was securely shut, and she was stuck in her, at least until someone came to the station.

But would they hear her? The gag prevented her from calling out, so she would have to make a lot of racket in order to draw attention, and when would anyone be back? Gina and Eva were supposed to come back after their mission, but Randy said they were in trouble, so if things were bad then...

Then I might be stuck here all night!

Trapped, in a cold metal coffin, until someone came into the station in the morning. What if she had to go to the bathroom?

Outside, men moved back and forth. She could hear them moving crates up the stairs and then coming back down for more. The one time Gina had given her guard duty, and she had fucked up royally.

At least they didn't look inside the holding cells.

God only knew what Jack and his men would do if they looked inside the cells and found Felicia and Janet tied up. Caitlyn had successfully distracted them from that at least.

More footsteps and grunting as a crate was lifted. She listened as the footsteps made their way outside of evidence lockup.

And then the door closed, and she was alone.

They were done, that was the last crate. Caitlyn pressed against the side of the locker and listened as footsteps went down the hall and up stairs. They were done, they got what they came for.

And she was still trapped.

She heard the footsteps above her, then a door open. A moment later the door closed and everything was silent again.

Now what, she waits? That was all she could do. What if they didn't hear her, even if she did make a lot of noise, what then?

Trapped! Trapped down her for the rest of my life!

She had an image of someone opening the locker years from now and seeing a skeleton, clad in a bikini, with it's hands tied behind it's back and a red hanky pulled between it's teeth.

She kicked the door again to no avail.

A door opened above her. Caitlyn's eyes lit up and she turned to look above her.

Footsteps. Several people were walking around up there. She strained to listen. There was a male voice, and several female voices.

“Caitlyn!” Someone called, though she could only hear it faintly from inside the locker. It was Gina!

“Mlllleelllp! Mlllleellp!” Caitlyn screamed into her gag.

“Caitlyn!” Gina called again.

“Mmmmeenna! Mmeeenaa!” Caitlyn kicked the metal locker door.

She heard footsteps go in different directions above her.

“Caitlyn!” An accented female voice called out.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmmm!” Caitlyn called and once again kicked the door.

“Cait!” Randy called above her.

“Mmmmmph!” She pressed her back flat against the rear of the locker and sent a volley of kicks into the door.

“Urrrgggle! Mmmuuugh! Ummmph!” She screamed into her gag as she stamped her feet into the medal door, like a child throwing a temper tantrum.

Everything went quiet upstairs. Caitlyn stopped and listened, breathing hard into her gag.

Footsteps were coming down the stairs.

“Mmmmph! Ummm! Mmmm!” Caitlyn resumed kicking the door.

“Do you hear that?” She heard Randy ask.

“Mlllleeellp! Mlllleeelllp! Mmmmelllp mmmmeee!” She sent a volley of kicks into the door.

A moment later she heard the Evidence Lock Up door open.

“I think it was coming from in here.” She heard Gina say.

Yes!

“Mmmeeena! Mmmm! Mmmllleep! Mmllleellpp mmmeee!” She sent another round of kicks into the door.

Footsteps hurried over towards her and a moment later the locker door opened up, flooding her cramped prison with bright light.

Gina, Eva, and Randy stared in at her. Gina and Eva were both wearing tiny, show girl type thong bikinis.

Randy gawked at her, eyes wide with alarm and shock.

“It's uh... been quite a night.” He stuttered, his eyes drifting right to her cleavage.

“Grrr...” she grumbled.

2.

Given the events of the previous night, the last thing Gina wanted to do was a photoshoot. Part of her wanted to stay at home, in bed, rethinking all of the choices that lead her to this moment, another part of her wanted to kick down doors and make arrests. She thought of “The King” and that smug look on his face. Images filled her head of her fists smashing against his face before slapping the cuffs on him.

But no, here she was, clad in a white robe, riding a horse along a small trail to a spot in the middle of nowhere.

“Couldn't the photographer have picked somewhere closer?” Gina sighed.

“He said it's a great spot with a great view.” Caitlyn said from the lead. Like Gina, Caitlyn sat on her horse clad in a white robe. Eva took up the rear, dressed identically. Black gym bags hung from each girl's horse, no doubt filled with various skimpy bikinis.

They better have a privacy screen or something to change behind. Gina thought, rolling her eyes. She didn't want to get naked in the middle of nowhere with some photographer she didn't know.

Once again, she found herself hoping that this photo session would be quick so that they could get back to police work, but there was another part of her that wanted to enjoy it. She knew that she needed a distraction from the past few days, and maybe this would be it.

Though it was doubtful. Once again, she wondered why she was going to a photoshoot with so much else going on in the town. It was Caitlyn and Eva who pushed for it, even after the events of last night.

“I was just bound and gagged and forced into a locker, I need this!” Caitlyn pleaded with her the previous night. Caitlyn was still clad in a tiny black thong bikini, and Gina and Eva were still in their stolen show girl outfits.

“Si!” Eva agreed.

Gina glared at them both and sighed.

“After everything that's just happened, you seriously want to do a photoshoot?”

“We need this!” Caitlyn said with a whine.

Eventually, Gina gave in, but on the condition that they do non-stop police work as soon as they were done.

Once again, Gina found herself playing over the previous night in her head. It had been a disaster, an epic disaster. She and Eva had been captured and packed into a van to be shuttled off to their doom. While in the van, Eva had gotten extremely turned on at the sight of Gina bound and gagged (and being gagged herself) and had molested the helpless Sheriff. Gina couldn't shake the look on Randy's face when he opened the back of the van to see Gina, bound, gagged, and completely exposed, bent over Eva's knee. Randy quickly untied the women and Gina filled him in on what happened, leaving out... parts.

“Well, we may have another problem.” Randy added.

Apparently he had seen Gina and Eva being pushed into the back of the van and immediately called Caitlyn for back up, but there was no response from headquarters. Randy followed the van for some time, calling for back up the entire time but getting only static from the station. Eventually, he took matters into his own hands and pulled the van over, though the driver ran off.

When Gina heard that Caitlyn wasn't responding, she immediately assumed the worst: had Felicia and Janet escaped? Gina played the scenario over and over in her head as they drove back to the station: They would arrive and check the cells, only to find Caitlyn inside and Felicia and Janet gone. Then what?

Gina had already decided that she was going to let Felicia and Janet go and accept the consequences, but that would be on her own terms, and in time. Her first order of business was to relieve Eva of guard duty. She could only imagine what Eva had put those women through for the past month.

They arrived back at the station and found Caitlyn bound and gagged and stuffed into a locker in the evidence room, and several crates of guns missing. Gina thought that Randy was going to have a heart attack at seeing all three of them in such skimpy attire, and she sent him home for the night, thanking him for his service and promising him a commendation when this was all done. All three of the women talked, and Caitlyn revealed her story to them, and what chilled Gina was the part where Jack hinted that one of her officers had intentionally left the back door unlocked for him and his men.

One of my cops is dirty! Her blood boiled at the thought. The only ones she could trust now were Eva and Caitlyn, and she didn't trust Eva all that much anymore.

As they rode the trail, Gina turned around to look at Eva, who was humming to herself while taking in the early morning sun. What scared Gina most about all this was that Eva was acting perfectly normal, like nothing had ever happened. This Latina's finger had been inserted up Gina's ass the night before and now Eva was acting like it was business as usual. Gina could barely bring herself to talk to Eva, let alone look at her.

Once this is over, I may relieve her of her duties. Gina thought, turning back around.

The photographer had given them a place to park, a small lot next to the trail, and said in his email that he had left three horses for them, along with directions on how to get to the spot, and here they were.

He couldn't have just picked a beach spot? Gina wondered for what seemed like the thousandth time.

Once they were done, they were changing into their uniforms and heading to the casino, where Gina would arrest The King. After that, there would be long hours of interrogation, and she would milk him for all he knew. She would find Jessica, and the mole in their department, and then go after Ace. Once that was all done, she would free Felicia. Gina figured that she at least owed it to Jessica to find her before she let Felicia go, an event that would no doubt lead to Gina's arrest.

Her arrest. It was a strange thought, but she had made peace with it. She would do her best to convince Felicia to only testify against her, maybe Eva, but she wanted Caitlyn left out of it. Caitlyn was naïve, and Gina had taken advantage of that, and that girl didn't deserve to go to jail. At first she contemplated leaving Eva out of it, but after last night she realized that Eva needed to atone for her sins as well.

“I think this is it just ahead!” Caitlyn called from the front. Gina nodded and rode up next to her.

The trail opened up into wide field. The grass grew at least knee high, and several professional lights were set up around the area. Gina's eyes scanned the field but saw no sign of the photographer.

“I guess this is it.” Gina nodded and brought her horse to a halt. The field was surrounded by thick, over grown trees. Her eyes scanned the woods around them but she didn't see any sign of movement.

“Where is he?” Caitlyn wondered.

“I don't know.” Gina said. She didn't like this, not one bit.

She pressed her horse forward and saw a white piece of paper taped to one of the lights. Once again, she brought her horse to a halt and dismounted. Caitlyn and Eva followed suit. Gina grabbed her bag off of her horse and walked through the tall grass towards the light. The sun was high in the sky above her and she could feel herself starting to sweat under the robe.

Good thing that I'm wearing very little underneath. She thought as she grabbed the paper from the light. It was a note.

Girls,

I had to run back down to the car to get some equipment.

Make yourselves comfy while you wait :)

Gina frowned as she looked the note over and handed it to Caitlyn.

“Great,” Gina sighed. “More time being wasted.”

“Oh come on Gina, try to relax.” Caitlyn said, handing the note to Eva.

“I'm sorry if I think we have better things to do.” Gina growled.

“I know but...” Caitlyn pouted, eyes wide, searching for a retort.

“Oh stop it,” Eva said, crumbling the note. “Both of you live a little!” Eva smiled and started to untie her robe. The white garment fell open, revealing that Eva wore a tiny, chocolate colored bikini underneath. The Latina turned around and let the robe fall away, exposing the tiny thong running between her ass cheeks.

Caitlyn turned away from Eva and shrugged, then undid her robe. The garment fell away to show that Caitlyn wore a grey thong leotard. The tiny leotard thinned out around the front, exposing gratuitous side boob as well.

Gina sighed and took off her robe as well. The Sheriff wore a tan thong bikini, with a fringe along the cups of her bra, giving it an old west look. She had a red bandana tied around her neck to complete the sexy cowgirl look that she was going for.

Gina set her robe down at looked at the other two scantily clad deputies. Here they were, standing in the woods, three buxom women in tiny swimsuits.

“Now what?” Gina asked.

“I guess we wait.” Caitlyn shrugged.

“We don't want to keep you ladies waiting long!” A female voice called from the tree line. All three police women spun around to see a beautiful, thin, blonde haired woman strolling out of the woods, a gun leveled at them.

Shelly!

Gina gritted her teeth and noticed more movement in the trees. A moment later, Lisa, Shelly's large breasted friend, emerged from the woods, a gun leveled at them as well. Something rustled in the leaves behind them and Gina spun around to see Tanya emerging, a weapon drawn too.

Gina's eyes widened and she spun back around to face Shelly.

“What is this?” Caitlyn asked from behind Gina.

“It's what I call a set up.” Shelly smiled.

“Hands up ladies.” Lisa called from next to Shelly.

Gina didn't raise her hands, but just glared at Shelly.

“There was no photographer, you just wanted to get us out here and unarmed.” She accused.

Shelly smiled.

“We needed you girls vulnerable, and I must say, the bikinis you chose were even skimpier than I imagined.” The woman said with a smirk.

Tanya came out from behind and joined Tanya and Lisa, all three had guns leveled at the police women.

“Hey now, let's talk this out!” Caitlyn pleaded.

“This is not the time for talk,” Shelly said, still smiling. “Now, let's get them tied up.”

Gina noticed that Lisa had a bag with her, and she opened it and took out several lengths of rope and several clothes, no doubt gags. The large breasted woman distributed the ropes and gags amongst her companions.

“Now, nobody move. We're going to tie you all up nice and tight.” Shelly strode towards Gina, rope in hand. Gina glared at her and then shifted her gaze to Tanya.

“How did you get involved in all of this?” Gina asked, eyes narrowing.

Tanya tightened her grip on her gun.

“I know about you, and your girls here. You're corrupt! Working for Ace!”

Gina's eyes widened. Shelly was playing Tanya.

“I don't know what they told you, but it isn't true.” Gina replied.

“Hey!” Someone called, and Gina looked over to see Lisa binding Caitlyn's arms behind her back. As Gina watched, she felt Shelly pull her hands behind her back and cross her wrists.

Eva meanwhile, stood back, hands up, and watched with amusement. Gina turned her gaze back to Tanya.

“Tanya, please listen, they're lying to you.”

“Shut up!” Tanya cried, and Gina could see that her hand holding the gun was shaking.

“Ow-Ulllmmm!” Caitlyn's cry was cut off and Gina looked over to see Lisa pulling a thick white cloth tight between the bodybuilder's lips and knotting it at the back of her head.

Gina felt rope wrapping around her own wrists.

“Listen, I have reason to believe that Shelly and Lisa are involved with a disappearance. Please listen to me and we can work together!” Gina implored the buxom, red headed reporter.

“That's it!” Tanya strode forward and ripped the red handkerchief away from Gina's neck.

“Tanya wait, just hear me out! I'm-Ulllmmmm!” Gina's pleads were cut off by Tanya pressing the cloth across her open mouth and tying it at the back of her neck.

“That's it! I don't have to listen to anymore of your lies! You and your girl's are a disgrace to this town!”

“Ullmmm!” Gina grunted, feeling the gag tighten as Tanya finished the knot. Shelly finished tying her hands and both women stepped around to look over the now bound and gagged Sheriff.

“There, that's better.” Shelly smiled.

“And it was nice that she even came complete with her own gag.” Tanya smiled as well.

“Grrrmmmlll...” Gina mumbled. She looked over to see Caitlyn, bound and gagged, look over and give her a wide eyed, terrified look. Gina did her best to give the bodybuilder a look of apology.

“Oooohhh...” Somebody cooed, and Gina looked down to see Lisa tying Eva's hands behind her back.

“I think this one likes it!” Lisa cried.

“Ooohhh yeah...” Eva had her eyes closed and head tilted up in ecstasy. Lisa finished tying the Latina's hands and quickly threw a black cloth over her head and pulled it back between Eva's lips.

“Ooohhmmm... mmmm...” Eva moaned as Lisa tied the gag.

“Well, we'll see if we can sway her.” Shelly smiled and looked over her hostages. The Sheriff and all three of her deputies stood before her, bound and gagged in their swim wear.

“Let's get them mounted up!” Shelly called.

Gina felt Tanya grab her arm and usher her forward. She looked forward to see Shelly moving Caitlyn along and Lisa dragging Eva. All three of them were being lead towards the horses.

So they isolate us, kidnap us, then what? Gina wondered.

Tanya stopped her next to her horse. The reporter stepped forward and held out a stirrup.

“Step!” She ordered. Gina glared at her, then obeyed. The Sheriff lifted one of her shapely legs and placed it in the stirrup. Looking over, she saw Shelly level her gun at Caitlyn and Eva while Lisa made her way down to Tanya and Gina.

“Let's get this girl up!” Lisa cried, and took a position on the other side of the horse.

Tanya grabbed Gina from behind, both of her hands digging into Gina's exposed buttocks, and pushed. Meanwhile, Lisa grabbed Gina from the other side and pulled. Tanya's hands pressed deep into Gina's backside, causing the Sheriff to bite hard into her gag.

“Don't struggle, or I'll get rough!” Lisa chucked as she pulled. In a minute, both women had Gina hoisted up and sitting on the saddle of her horse.

Then they moved down to Caitlyn, who was now mewling into her gag.

“Mmmm.. ummm..” She whined as they stepped towards her.

“Let's go, up!” Lisa ordered.

Caitlyn shook her head.

“Ummm mmm!”

“Now!” Lisa grabbed her and shoved her towards the horse.

Caitlyn proved to be much feistier than Gina, and struggled the whole time as Lisa and Tanya tried to force her up on her mount.

“Mmmm! Ummmp!” Caitlyn moaned.

“Get up there or I'll cut those breast implants out!” Lisa threatened.

“Mmmmph!”

At one point, Caitlyn was hanging off the side of the horse and Lisa was on one side, pressing both hands onto one of the bodybuilder's ass cheeks, while Tanya was on the other side, her hands on the other ass cheek. Both pushed and strained, their grunts mixing in with Caitlyn's muffled cries, but eventually they got Caitlyn upright in the saddle.

“And don't you think about moving!” Lisa ordered as she and Tanya moved onto Eva.

Eva was much more cooperative, and slid into her saddle easily. Now here they were, bound and gagged and mounted on their horses. A minute later, Lisa emerged from the woods, leading out three horses.

“Time to go for a ride ladies.” Shelly exclaimed and mounted up on her horse. The blonde woman rode hers forward and grabbed the reins to Gina's horse.

“We're taking the lead.” She said as Gina glared at her.

“Oh, don't look so sad Sheriff.” Shelly laughed and nudged her horse forward, leading Gina's along with her.

Where are they taking us? Gina wondered. They were leading them back down the path they came up. She twisted her head to see Lisa leading Eva's horse and Tanya leading Caitlyn's horse. Were they going to kill them? Or take them to a more secure location? If that was the case, what did they plan to do with them?

Gina's questions were soon answered when an hour later, they found themselves being lead right through the center of town.

It was a weekday, businesses were starting to open, and people were coming out and about. Men, women, and children all stopped and stared at the beautiful, swimsuit clad bound and gagged women being lead through the town.

“Mmmllleellp! Mmlllleellp! Mlllllssse!” Caitlyn pleaded at the gawking faces as they passed through town. No one helped though, all they did was stare.

Gina, kept her eyes forward and head held high. As they trotted down the street, she could feel the eyes on her.

Humiliation, public humiliation. That's what this is! What was their end game though? Would they let them free after? That didn't seem to make sense.

But they continued to move on, and Caitlyn continued to mumble into her gag.

“Mmmmmph! Ummmmph!” She cried at everyone who stared.

Soon, Gina realized where they were being taken.

The police station!

They stopped just outside the station, and Shelly dismounted, followed by Tanya and Lisa.

“End of the line ladies.” Shelly said and started helping Gina down off her horse.

Gina's gaze shifted between Shelly and the station. Why bring them here?

Gina stepped down off her horse and noticed Caitlyn and Eva being helped off of their mounts. Then Shelly grabbed Gina by the arm and lead her towards the main entrance. Inside the station, Gina could see Deputy Cringe starring wide eyed as they approached.

The doors opened and a moment later they were inside the station. Deputy Cringe stood up, her mouth agape.

“What in the...” She stopped, staring at the bound and gagged Sheriff and Deputies.

“Ulllmmmph! Mmmllleellp!” Caitlyn pleaded at Alice. All three hostages stood with their captors by the main desk.

“Hey! What's going on here!” Gina heard a voice call, and she turned her head to see Randy hurrying forward. Frank sat at his desk, a donut halfway in his mouth, his eyes bugged out.

“Mmmmmrannndddy!” Caitlyn sighed with relief.

Randy hurried forward, his hand drifting to his weapon.

“Sheriff! What's going on here!” He demanded.

“Ah, Deputy Randy, good to see you.” Shelly dragged Gina forward.

“What's... what's the meaning of this!” He stuttered, his eyes drifting straight to Gina's cleavage.

Somethings never change.

“These women are corrupt, and have been in the employ of the crime lord known as Ace.” Shelly exclaimed.

“Mwwwamm?” Gina's eyes widened and she glared at Shelly.

“What?” Randy asked.

“It's true.” Tanya stepped forward, an envelope in hand. Gina spun and glared at her.

“Mummmph?” Gina asked. What were they getting at?

Tanya handed the envelope over to Randy.

“These here are photos showing your Sheriff accepting a bribe from a man known to be associated with Ace and his organization. Seen there with them is Jessica Lannon, who has been missing ever since.”

“Ummm hmm! Ummm hmm!” Gina shook her head. Were they trying to implicate her in Jessica's disappearance.

Randy opened the envelope and looked at the photos.

“We also believe that Gina may be responsible for the disappearance of your previous Sheriff, Felicia Fetters, along with Janet Rossi.”

“Mrrrummph!” Gina shook her head, even though that part was true. Meanwhile, Caitlyn had returned to mewling into her gag.

“Ummmmm... Mmmmmm!”

Randy flipped through the photos, his eyes wide. After a moment, he lowered them and glared at Gina.

“It was you...” He said weakly.

“Ummm mmmm!” She shook her head. How could he believe this?

Then he held up a photo, it showed Gina and Jessica, from that day in the junkyard. It showed Jack holding out a stack of bills and Gina taking it.

How did they get that?

“Mmmmmm! Mmmmmoooo!” Gina shook her head again, eyes wide and pleading.

“Randy, there is widespread corruption in this police department, we didn't know who to trust so we took the matter into our own hands.” Shelly said, with a hint of apology in her voice.

“Mrrrrmmph! Urrgggg!” Gina tried to pull away but Shelly tightened her grip on her arm.

“What... what do we do?” Randy asked.

“We keep this quiet, I'll interrogate the woman and find out what they know, but I fear that Jessica, Felicia, and Janet may be lost for good.” Shelly said.

“Ummmmph! Mmmm!” Gina tried to pull away, but Shelly's grip was like a vice. She was small but strong.

“We should keep them here, and under our supervision, until we know how deep this goes.” Shelly said, and Randy nodded.

“But... we need a Sheriff...” He said, eyes flicking between the bound deputies.

“I think you can handle that,” Shelly smiled and ran a hand down Randy's arm. “A strong capable man like you can handle this town.” Randy's eyes widened as she stroked his arm.

“Mmmmph! Mmmooo!” Gina pulled again. Shelly sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Now, let's stash these traitors away.” She exclaimed.

“The Sheriff keeps the keys to the holding cells, I don't know where it is.” Randy shrugged.

Lisa stepped forward, a key ring in her hand.

“She had it in her bag.” The well endowed woman smiled, spinning the keys on her finger.

If they were going to put them in the holding cells, that meant they were going to find Felicia and Janet!

“Mmmmoo! Ulllllggg!” Gina shook her head.

“Yes, time to lock you up!” Shelly cried and dragged Gina forward.

So this was their plan, to publicly discredit them and then lock them up! That meant that Shelly would essentially control the police force!

They reached the holding cells and Lisa unlocked it. The metal door swung open.

“Tanya, Lisa and I can handle this. Why don't you stay out here and explain to the deputies what happened.” Shelly said.

“Sure.” Tanya nodded and stepped back.

Lisa swung the door wide and Shelly took a position behind her three captives.

“Inside!” She waved her gun.

“Ummm hmm!” Gina shook her head. Shelly sighed and pushed Gina forward.

“Inside, now!” She screamed.

“Ummmmph!” Caitlyn jumped and stumbled forward, into the cells. Eva followed.

Shelly ushered all three in and then Lisa followed, slamming the metal door behind her.

“Mmmpph! Mmmph!” A muffled voice called from further down the cell block. Shelly cocked her head and listened.

“What is that?” She exchanged a look with Lisa, who shrugged.

“Mmmmph!” Another muffled voice called.

Gina's eyes widened. Shelly looked at the Sheriff and smiled.

“Oh Sheriff, you have been naughty!” She laughed and moved down the cell block.

“Let's go! Move!” Lisa waved her gun and all three captives moved along.

“Mmllleellp! Mlllelllp!” A voice called from one of the cells.

Shelly stopped, her eyes wide in surprise and delight as she looked into the cells containing the bound, gagged, and underwear clad Felicia and Janet. Both women pressed against the bars of their cells and mumbled incoherently into their gags.

“Mmmmlleellp! Mmmmellph!”

“Ummmph! Mmmmph!”

Then Felicia and Janet turned their heads to see Gina and her cronies, also bound and gagged. Gina met Felicia's eyes and saw the former Sheriff's eyes light up with what looked like victory.

This was it, this was the end.

“My, my, my. So this is what happened to Sheriff Fetters and Janet.”

Felicia turned her gaze back to Shelly and nodded.

“Ummm hmm! Umm hmm!”

Shelly smiled and turned Gina.

“When I said that you were responsible for her disappearance, I was only saying it to get Tanya on my side, but this is precious.” She exclaimed.

“Mllllellp mmmmee! Mllleellp mmee!” Felicia grumbled. Shelly turned back to face her.

“Sadly, Miss Fetters and Miss Rossi, you two will have to stay here for a little longer.” Shelly said.

Both Felicia and Janet took a step back, eyes wide.

“Mmmm?” Janet cocked her head.

“You see, I have too many plans in the works, and can't afford to have you running around mucking them up. Gina and her friends will keep you company in the cells until I can get rid of you all. Permanently.”

“Ummmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia ran forward, pressing herself against the bars of her cell, her eyes wide with fury as she glared at Shelly.

Shelly just laughed and stepped back.

“Now, let's lock these ladies up.” She grabbed Gina and pushed her towards the cell next to Felicia. Lisa swung the door open and Shelly shoved the bikini clad Sheriff inside.

“This is poetic isn't it?” Shelly laughed and slammed the cell door. Gina spun around to see Caitlyn being shoved into the cell across from her. Eva was placed in the cell next to Caitlyn. Once all three women were locked up, Lisa stood next to Shelly in the center of the cell block.

“That's right ladies, you're locked up and guess who's your guard?” Lisa asked, stalking up and down.

“Murrgglle..”

“Urrrmmmph..”

“Me!” Lisa raised her arms up above her head. “And we're going to have so much fun together!”

“MMMMMPH! UMMMPH!”

“GLLLUBBBB!”

“MLLLLEELLLP!”

Shelly and Lisa took one last look at their hostages and smiled.

“Now, we'll return later. Until then, get used to your new homes.” Shelly giggled and turned towards the door, followed by Lisa.

Gina watched them. Soon they were at the heavy metal door. It swung up, letting into large shaft of light, and then the women stepped through and slammed it behind them.

That was it. Here they were.

“Urrrmmm” Gina sighed and pressed her head against the bars.

“Ommmm... Ummmm” Someone sighed from across the block. Gina looked up to see Eva sitting on her cot in her cell, eyes closed, back arched. She was running her bound hands along her thonged ass cheeks.

“Oohhhmm...” She mumbled and grabbed the back of her thong and pulled it up.

Gina shook her head and turned away from the Latina, not wanting to know what was going on. She turned to face Felicia in the cell next to her. Felicia glared. Suddenly Gina had an idea.

She stepped towards the bars that separated her cell from Felicia's and pressed her back against it, feeling the cold steel of the bars against her bare buttocks. Gina held out her bound hands between the bars and shook them up and down.

“Hmmmmlllp mmeee... mmmmunnn mieee mmeee...” She said into her gag, shaking her bound hands.

“Ummm hmmm!” Felicia shook her head.

“Hlllummmmpp mmmmee!” Gina shook her hands.

“Mmmooo!” Felicia shook her head and stalked over to her cot and sat down, glaring at Gina. Gina spun around and gave Felicia a pleading look.

“Mmmlllleeass?” Gina's eyes were wide. If only she wasn't gagged, then she could talk with Felicia, reason with her, explain that she was going to let her go.

But Felicia only stared, her eyes filled with fury. She turned away from Gina and laid down on her cot, baring her bound hands and thonged ass towards the Sheriff.

“Mmmmmfff!” Gina spat and turned away.

In the cell across from her, Eva had pulled her thong tight. The small garment rode far up her ass, and had caused it to bunch up in the front. Gina watched, fascinated as the swimsuit rode up between the fold of the Latina's vagina.

Is she masturbating?

Indeed she was.

“Oohmmm!” Eva cooed, pulling on the back of her thong, causing the front to ride up and down along her clit. Gina looked over to see Caitlyn starring at her in wide eyed horror.

“Ummmm.... mmmmm...” Eva sighed, pulling the thong up high and gyrating her hips back and forth. Gina could only watch as the garment dug deep into her vagina, moisture collecting around it as it rode along the Latina's wet crotch.

Well, at least one of us is having fun. Gina thought and sat on her cot.

End of Volume 2

Gina, Felicia, Shelly, Eva, Caitlyn, Lisa, and Tanya will return...

OEBPS/image_rsrcHA.jpg
“DAMSELS ANONYMOUS
VOLUME 2 PART 5






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		1.


    		2.


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74






