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1.

Tanya Donnelly missed the beach. She missed the sun, the smell of the ocean, and most of all, she missed the feeling of laying out in a thong bikini and feeling the warmth of the July sun on her bare buttocks. At least that's what she told herself when she decided to come back to Marston's Pointe after a year long hiatus.

She missed the sun, and had unfinished business. Those were the reasons that she used to justify risking death or imprisonment to return to her hometown.

At this point, I have to have a death wish. Tanya thought as she gazed out at the familiar beach under a wide brim sunhat. Her trademark red hair was tied up in a tight bun and concealed under the white hat, and a pair of large black sunglasses completed her disguise as she lay face down on a beach towel, surveying her former home. When she had decided to come back to Marston's Pointe, she had half considered dying her bright red hair to something less conspicuous, maybe brown or black, but something stopped her, something deeper and more carnal than mere vanity.

The thing that stopped her from dying her hair was the same thing that caused her to come to the beach in her signature, white thong bikini. It was the bikini she wore on a certain, eventful evening, an evening she had spent the past year thinking about. A night when she found herself bound and gagged in her own laundry room, and a muscle bound young man named Brad found her. What followed was a night of passion as she and Brad made love...

Well, more specifically she allowed Brad to fuck her in the ass while she was still bound and gagged.

A lot had happened since that night. In fact, Tanya had every reason to hate and despise Brad. He was manipulative and a criminal, a high ranking member of Ace's crime organization, the criminal enterprise that lurked just beneath Marston's Pointe's idyllic surface, and it was a criminal enterprise that Tanya had dedicated her life to destroying.

Under the orders of Ace, Brad had kidnapped Tanya, and subjected her to all sorts of humiliations and tortures. She had lost everything while under his control, even her home, which Brad had at one point made his own. Worse off, Tanya was also a wanted criminal due to the fact that she had colluded with Shelly Arnold, a known criminal, in kidnapping the entire Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department.

Tanya had spent most of her year with a lawyer disputing these charges. Her defense was that she had been manipulated, unaware of Shelly's true intentions. To add to it, Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva, the Sheriff and her deputies, weren't even legitimate. Shelly and Tanya had discovered that Gina and her girls had kidnapped the real Sheriff, Felicia Fetters, and were in fact impersonating law enforcement officials. In Tanya's eyes, she had done the right thing by taking dangerous criminals off the street. Sadly, her lawyer needed physical evidence of that, not just Tanya's word.

So here she was, back in town, determined to clear her name, and save her reputation. Or so she told herself. Tanya swore that she would keep a low profile, gather what evidence she could, and then leave, but here she was, not even back in town 24 hours, and already strutting her stuff in a thong bikini on the beach. Part of Tanya wanted the attention, but it was the attention of a very specific person she wanted.

Brad.

She knew Brad worked for Ace, and knew that if Ace had his way, Brad would get rid of her, but Tanya suspected that Brad would welcome her back with open arms. Deep inside, she hated herself for wanting Brad after all he had done to her, but there was a lot that she had to confront herself about during the past year.

That night in the laundry room had been one of the best of her life, and it was the reason that now, every time she pleasured herself, she stuffed her mouth with her own panties and tied her hands with a length of scarf...

And it was the reason that she was now wearing a butt plug under the thong.

Tanya laid out on her towel and reached behind her, picking at the thong bikini riding up her ass, worried that if it got too tight then people would notice. The butt plug was small, and it would be hard to notice, but she was still worried.

After picking at her thong, she turned her head to survey the crowded beach around her. It was mid-July, which was peak tourist season for Marston's Pointe. People of all ages crowded the white sand beach, children laughed and played, and Tanya could feel eyes on her from every direction. Some eyes were the judgmental eyes of angry mothers, appalled at a middle aged woman wearing something so revealing to a public beach, but most of the stares she got were the hungry eyes of men as they gaped at her bare, full buttocks.

Tanya had been blessed with a nice, round ass and large, natural breasts, and loved to flaunt them. As she lay in the sun, she pretended not to notice every man passing by and craning his neck to see her buttocks turned up towards the sun's welcoming rays. She imagined Brad passing by just then, wearing nothing but swim shorts, his rock hard abs oiled up for a day at the beach. Brad would halt and stare at her, who would be oblivious to his presence, and feel a stirring in his too tight shorts...

Tanya felt her nipples go erect against her bikini top at the thought. She reached behind again to pick at her thong, and felt the hard, circular plug up her asshole and her vagina started to moisten.

A shadow loomed over her and Tanya heard footsteps in the sand. Her eyes widened under the sunglasses and she felt the frat boy’s eyes on her thonged ass before she saw him.

Brad!

Was this it? Did she somehow will him to her, or was it just dumb luck? Her heart skipped a beat, and then started pounding a mile a minute in an attempt to burst forth from her rib cage. What would he do? Would he suggest to go somewhere more private?

Or would that simply be his cover, and then as soon as he got her away, would get rid of her, permanently, at the behest of his boss? Every possibility ran through Tanya's mind at once, and she broke out in a cold sweat despite the baking California heat.

She turned her head to face the looming shadow, keeping her jaw clenched. The sun was to his back, keeping him in silhouette, but she saw the outline of black, spiked up hair, and the sunglasses on his face.

No, this wasn't him. He was too short, his physique too slight. Whoever this was, he had a deep, dark tan and a thin but athletic build. The boy stopped and loomed over Tanya, and she turned slightly to get a good look at his face.

He seemed like the frat boy type, and his sunglasses did nothing to hide the dumbfounded look on his face as he gaped down at her ass.

“Hey, uh... I noticed you were burning a bit there. I was wondering if you needed...” He fumbled and stammered over his words as Tanya turned to her side, giving him a view of her large, heaving cleavage. She looked down and saw something rising up inside his swim trunks.

“You want to oil me up?” She asked, lowering her sunglasses and peering right at him. The Frat boy stammered and took a step back, his growing erection becoming more and more obvious.

“Uh.. yeah... if...if you want...” He stammered.

Tanya looked him over. He was kinda cute, in the dumb, puppy dog way. And from the bulge in his pants, he seemed well endowed.

And she was still turned on.

Tanya's eyes ran over him again and back to his sunglasses.

“How about you buy me a drink first?” She smiled at him. He squealed and stumbled back.

“Oh... I mean, sure. Yeah!” He shouted, pumping his fist.

“And you might want to do something about that.” Her eyes flashed to his crouch. He groaned and his hands flew towards the tent he had pitched in his pants.

As the Frat Boy fumbled to hide his erection, Tanya folded up her beach towel, turning her ass towards him as she did, each movement slow and methodical. She was well aware that she was probably making a scene for everyone around her, but she didn't care.

Once the towel was folded, she pulled over her beach bag, and still bent over, shoved the towel inside.

“You.. you know there's a new cabana bar not far from here, want to check that out.” He asked.

Tanya stood, he was short, shorter than her. In fact, he was eye level with her boobs, and she could tell that his eyes fell straight on them despite his sunglasses.

“Sure, I don't think I'm ready to get out of the sun just yet.” She smiled at him, and he returned a lop sided grin of his own.

“Sure, follow me!” He exclaimed, and lead the way as Tanya followed.

A beach cabana? That's nice. Tanya thought as she followed the giddy Frat Boy across the beach. Why didn't someone think of opening one earlier?

“Oh, I'm Tazam, or just Taz,” He looked back over his shoulder, lowered his glasses, and winked at her. “You know, like the Tasmanian Devil.”

Tanya smiled politely back at him, thankful that her glasses hid the fact that she was rolling her eyes.

“I'm Tanya.”

Taz was practically skipping as he lead the way to the new bar. Tanya was surprised at how close it was, and realized that she had passed it when she first came onto the beach but only glanced at the bar out of the corner of her eye, dismissing it as a surf shop.

The bar sat right at the edge of the beach, and true to every beach cabana, had a tiki bar vibe. It looked like a small, bamboo shack with a thatched roof, and Tanya was surprised at how crowded it looked. Patrons sat on the beach side of the bar enjoying drinks while other patrons stood off the side and behind the bar stools, also enjoying alcoholic beverages.

As they got closer, Tanya realized that every patron was male. Though the men occasionally made conversation with each other, their eyes kept glancing to the other side of the bar. Immediately Tanya smirked, realizing that this meant there was probably a cute bartender.

Some of the men shifted and Tanya got a glance of a lithe, tan female form behind the bar, drifting from one customer to the next. She briefly glimpsed supple breasts supported by an orange bikini top, and then watched as the bartender turned and grabbed a drink from a shelf behind her, giving Tanya a view of a matching orange thong cleaving beautiful, tanned ass cheeks.

Then Tanya froze, realizing that she recognized that ass. It was an ass that she would never forget as long as she lived.

“Hey, wait...” She stopped, grabbing Taz by the wrist. He stopped and spun to face her.

“Yo, I thought you wanted to grab a drink!” His voice had an edge of annoyance to it.

Tanya fought the urge to look over his shoulder at the beautiful, thong clad bartender, and instead looked Taz dead in the eyes.

“Why don't we get out of here?”

She practically heard Taz's heart kick into overdrive as his jaw dropped. It took all of Tanya's self control not to stare at the bar, but avoiding eye contact was her best play right now.

“Really?” His voice cracked as he asked.

“Yeah,” this time she did glance over his shoulder, and saw that the bartender was dealing with a patron. “Yeah, let's go someplace private, you know?”

To accentuate this, she lowered her glasses and winked at him.

“Uhh sure, I'm not sure where though. I'm sharing a hotel room with some-”

Tanya didn't let him finish as she grabbed him by the wrist and dragged him in the opposite direction of of the bar.

“This way, I know a place.” She turned and flashed him a forced smile, and then glanced back at the bar.

Felicia Fetters, former Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, was the bartender, and she was a woman that Tanya did not mean to cross just yet.

***

Felicia Fetters had faced down many threats during her time as Sheriff of Marston's Pointe. She had been held at gunpoint, kidnapped multiple times, and almost blown up, just to name a few, but right now, she almost longed for the days of being bound and gagged at the hands of her enemies over what she was dealing with now:

Drunk, horny frat boys.

Her usual day at the bar consisted of being ogled and catcalled, and the rules of customer service dictated that she take it all with a smile and a wink.

At least that's what Janet said she had to do.

Currently, Felicia had her back to the bar as she closed out a customer's tab to a chorus of hoots and cheers as they all leered at her thonged ass. As she ran the customer's credit card through the machine, she looked up at her reflection in the mirrored back of the bar and saw a group of three or four frat boys with their phones out.

White hot anger welled up inside Felicia, and before she knew it, she was spinning around to face them. They must have saw the anger in her eyes, for they lowered their phones immediately and raised their in surrender to her.

“Sorry babe, it's just... it's rare to see quality like that.” The boy in the lead, with a thick mop of blond hair said.

Felicia wanted to tell the pig to go fuck himself. She wanted to grab him by the balls and escort his ass away from her bar, but she knew Janet would never stand for it. Besides, they needed the patronage right now. So instead Felicia batted her eyes and flashed him a bright smile.

“Aw honey, I see that phone again I'm adding an extra ten to your tab.” She cooed, smiling through her teeth at him.

“How about you give me your number instead?” He winked.

Felicia laughed and turned back to the register. As she did, something caught her eye on the beach behind him. She did a double take and craned her neck to peer out beyond the salivating male crowd behind her.

“What, want to get a second glance?” Blondie said, motioning to his pecks as he did, but Felicia only flashed him a weak smile.

In the distance, she saw a woman with a large, wide brimmed white hat hurrying away, leading a dark skinned man by the hand. There was something familiar about the woman...

The crowd behind Felicia shifted, giving her a brief view of the white thong bikini the woman had on...

Could it be?

The shaggy, blond mop of the frat boy invaded Felicia's field of vision as Blondie stepped over, blocking Felicia's view.

“Or I could buy you a drink?” His eyebrows raised as he flashed her a goofy smile. It took all of Felicia's self control not to roll her eyes.

“Sorry hun, I don't drink on duty.”

“What are you, a cop or something?” He chuckled, and she chuckled back and turned back to the register.

A cop or something.

Or something...

Felicia stared at her reflection in the mirror behind the bar, at the mop of brown hair falling to the side of her head. She hadn't called herself in a cop in over a year, but in reality, she had only truly been Sheriff of Marston's Pointe for a few days, and had spent the better part of two years after that as a hostage in one form or another.

She turned her head to stare at the closely buzzed sides. As much as she liked her current hairstyle, Janet agreed that it made her look badass, it was never her choice to get it. Instead, Felicia, bound and gagged, had been forcibly given the haircut when she was a captive of “The Queen” a sadistic, kinky dominatrix.

After getting free, Felicia had considered growing back out her long, thick brown hair, but had decided to own her new style. The back and sides of her head were buzzed closer, while the top of her head was kept long and it usually fell to her right side naturally. Keeping the hairstyle was Felicia's way of showing that the past had indeed happened, but she was in control now.

“Hey, excuse me!” A voice called behind her.

Felicia sighed and turned around to face a short, balding man with a Hawaiian shirt and coke bottle glasses seated at the bar. His bug eyes bore into Felicia as he stared at her.

“Are you done yet? I have to go!” He squawked in a high pitched, whiny voice.

“Just a minute dear.” She smiled and turned back to her card reader to see that his card had gone through, she had just gotten lost in her thoughts.

Felicia printed out his receipt, grabbed a card and a pen, and turned to face the man. When she did, every man's eyes immediately shifted down to their drinks.

“Just sign there sweety.” She said, looking over her patrons. Most of them would throw her a glance when they thought she wasn't looking and then back to their drinks or phones, but some, like the blond frat boy, just salivated over her like dogs.

Where the hell is Janet? Felicia sighed mentally. She always did better handling these jackals when Janet was with her. Janet was her back up, her calvary that helped keeping the invading mongrels that were the horny men away.

Then she saw her. Janet was still a good distance away, making her way down the beach towards the bar. Her golden brown hair glistened in the afternoon sun, and a sheen of sweat hung over Janet's considerable cleavage as she walked her all terrain bike down the beach towards the bar.

Biking was part of Janet's new fitness regimen, and she usually would bike a few miles along the beach before starting her shift at the bar. Felicia could see now that Janet was wearing a hot pink string thong bikini, a bikini very familiar to Felicia. It was the bikini Janet had been wearing the day they first met, and it was a personal favorite of Felicia's.

Felicia watched as the sweat covered goddess walked towards the bar, smiling at passers by on the beach as she did. It always amazed Felicia at how well Janet handled people, and after all that she had been through she still enjoyed people. As Janet walked, Felicia noticed men stop and gawk at her, with Janet's ass and boobs both getting equal attention.

While Felicia's best asset was always her backside, something she was proud of, Janet had the full package. Janet had large, full, natural breasts and a round, equally sizable ass. Felicia loved seeing Janet in the pink thong bikini because Janet's amazing ass seemed to eat that thong up, and the men loved it as well. As soon as Janet stepped behind the bar, Felicia knew that most of the male attention would flock to Janet, who would easily smile and work them all over.

“Don't they ever... get to you?” Felicia asked Janet once as they cuddled in bed together one night.

Janet only shrugged.

“You smile and bat your eyes at them and they give you an enormous tip. In the end, they're the fools.” Was Janet's well thought out response.

Felicia tried to keep those words in mind every time she felt the urge to slam a customer's head off of the wooden bar, but in the end Felicia just didn't have Janet's patience for people.

“Hey cutie!” Someone called, bringing Felicia back to reality. Once again, she felt a surge of anger welling up inside of her, but quickly hid it with another toothy smile.

Felicia turned to the voice to see that it came from the blond frat boy, who was now leaning over the bar.

“Hey I dropped my glasses, I was wondering if you could grab them for me.” He smiled and pointed to the far end of the bar by the cash register, where a pair of sunglasses lay.

Internally, Felicia sighed, but outwardly she kept smiling.

“Oh, and how did they get all the way over there?” She put her hand on her hip playfully as she spoke.

“Oh you know, I just have butter fingers” He shrugged and held up his palms playfully as he did.

Felicia kept one hand on her hip and made a fist with the other. She knew this game, and knew it too well. When she wasn't looking he tossed his glasses over to the far side of the bar so he could ogle her ass when she bent over to pick them up. It was a game as old as time, but every man thought he was so clever when he thought of it.

She wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, that they would stay right there, but then Janet's words came back to her.

Plus this guy and his friends had spent a lot at the bar, and she and Janet needed the money.

Felicia looked over the guy's shoulder and saw Janet growing ever closer. The last thing Felicia wanted was to start a fight with a customer in front of Janet. So, Felicia smiled at the grinning frat boy.

“Sure thing hon.”

The walk over to the sacrificial sunglasses seemed like an eternity. She felt every eye in the bar turn to admire her rear end as she walked. Maybe she would give them a good show, take her good ol' time bending over to retrieve the glasses. Most likely this would all end with the frat boy wanting to shove a piece of paper with his phone number down her bikini top. Every time that happened, Felicia wanted to politely say that she wasn't interested in men, but she knew that telling a horny, drunk college aged man that she was a lesbian would be like ringing the dinner bell.

Finally, Felicia reached the sunglasses and stood over them, staring at her reflection in the lenses. In that moment, Felicia hated herself, hated the frat boy, and hated the bar.

Think of Janet, think of her, think of us.

Give them a show.

Felicia spread her legs wide, flexing her glute muscles as she did, and bent over to retrieve the glasses, slowly unclenching her ass cheeks as she did, giving everyone behind her a good view of the orange fabric of the thong that barely kept her ass from being completely bare. She heard a loud chorus of hoots and hollers as she did.

Her heart quickened its pace. The thing that Felicia hated most about all of this was that part of her liked it. She had always been an exhibitionist, it was most of the reason why she got into modeling in the first place. As far back as she could remember she had been blessed with a great body, and once she got into fitness, it had only become better, and she loved showing it off.

The thing about modeling was that it was empowering. Felicia felt beautiful, and she modeled for herself, not for others.

Plus when she was modeling she was getting paid.

It's all for the tips. She told herself as she gripped the sunglasses with one hand, and ran the other hand up her thigh. It was an unconscious move, a relic of her modeling days, but she knew it would drive the men crazy.

Behind her, she heard the CLICK CLICK of photos being taken and her head snapped around to see the frat boy and his friends with their phones out, snapping photos and no doubt recording video of her bending over.

That was it. Before Felicia could stop herself, she rose to her full height and stormed over, sunglasses in one hand, and the other hand balled into a tight fist.

Blondie lowered his phone and threw up his hand in gesture of peace.

“Hey relax lady, it's just that it's so rare to see quality like that in-”

Felicia didn't let him finish. She slammed his sunglasses down in front of him and grabbed his wrist and squeezed, causing him to cry out and drop his phone.

“Fucking pig! I should kick your ass right now!” Felicia said through gritted teeth.

The Frat Boy squealed and cried while his friends all clustered around him, all of them crying out at Felicia. She didn't hear them, all of it was just red noise around her main target.

“What did you say?” She hissed, feeling the veins popping in her neck.

“I said get off of me you crazy bitch!” He screamed.

That was it. Felicia saw red and grabbed his unruly mob of blond hair. She was dimly aware of one of his friends grabbing her bicep to stop her.

“Hey, Felicia!” A voice called behind her, and Felicia felt someone tug on her other arm. She ignored it, pulling on the frat boy's hair. She didn't know what her plan was, but just kept pulling.

Maybe I'll pull until his hair just comes clean off!

“Felicia stop!” The voice cried, and Felicia spun around, face contorted in fury.

It was Janet. She was standing next to Felicia, pulling on her other arm.

Just like that, the haze of red around Felicia vanished, and she was back in reality. The red hot anger swelling inside of her dissipated and unconsciously she let go of the squealing Frat boy.

Felicia froze, her mouth agape, staring at Janet, who's eyes were wide with concern.

Now it was Blondie's turn. Before Felicia could register, his face turned red with anger and he grabbed her by the hair.

“You fucking bitch!” He screamed and pulled her towards him. Felicia felt the anger come back like someone had flicked and switch and she screamed more in rage than pain and grabbed his arms. Janet shot forward to help.

“That's enough!” Another female voice cried, and suddenly everyone froze. Felicia looked up to see the frat boy being pushed away.

Everyone on the other side of the bar backed away, and standing where the Frat Boy once stood was a tall, amazonian woman with large eyes, even larger breasts, and long, dark hair.

Gina.

Or Sheriff Gina, as she went by now.

Everywhere Gina went, all eyes fell on her. She was a planet that caught everything that passed in her gravitational field. Men wanted her and women wanted to be her... and wanted her.

“Who... who the hell are you?” Blondie stammered, eyes shifting immediately to the gold police patch embroidered on Gina's bikini top.

Not that long ago, when that pig Brad became Sheriff for a brief time, he assigned Gina to a new division called “beach patrol”. In essence, all it was for Brad was an excuse to force Gina to strut around in a skimpy thong bikini and ogle her. After the girls regained control of the police department, Gina decided to keep the Beach Patrol around, uniforms included.

Felicia suspected that much like her with her haircut, Gina was doing it in an attempt to own and take control of something that had been previously used to degrade and humiliate her, and like everything she did, Gina owned it.

The Beach Patrol uniform consisted of a black, high waisted thong bikini. On her bikini top on her right breast was the embroidered gold badge with “Sheriff” emblazoned at the top and “Gina” on the bottom. To round out the ensemble, Gina wore her gun belt around her hips, her holster dangling against one shapely leg, a radio against the other. A can of pepper spray, a knife, and extra clips lined the rest of the belt, and all in all it probably presented a confusing image for the dumbfounded young man.

“I'm the Sheriff of this community, what's going on here?” Gina approached, eyes scanning the crowd around her. Felicia could now see Eva Gina's Latina Deputy, surveying the crowd a few feet behind Gina.

Like Gina, Eva wore the black thong Beach Patrol bikini, only the badge on her bikini top had “Deputy” emblazoned on it. As Eva walked she caught the gaze of a young man who had been ogling her amazing, mocha colored ass in her thong. Felicia always prided herself on her ass, but Eva's rear end gave hers a run for it's money, which she always resented Eva for... but that was the least of her issues with the lusty Latina.

As Eva passed the young man, she flashed him a brilliant white smile and winked.

“Hola.” She said, her accent adding a hint of seduction even if that wasn't the intent.

“She... sheriff?” Blondie stammered again. “You?”

“Yes,” Gina answered, now standing directly in front of him. “You have a problem?” Her hands gripped the handle of her gun and Gina dared the young man with her eyes not to stare at her considerable cleavage.

“It's just... that you're...”

“A what?” Gina asked, leaning her head down. Gina was tall, which combined with her beauty intimidated most men.

“She...” Blondie turned towards Felicia. “She attacked me.”

Gina raised her head towards Felicia.

“Is this so?”

Felicia crossed her arms and prepared to defend herself when Blondie interrupted.

“Yes officer. She attacked me and I demand you arrest her! You let people like this run a business in your community?”

“Hey!” Felicia interjected, but he wasn't letting up.

“I'm a paying customer and she treats me like this!”

“He was harassing me!”

“I was not, she's been eyeing me up all day!”

“Check his phone!”

“Really, she parades around in an outfit like that and she expects us not to-”

“That's enough!” Gina gritted her teeth, glaring at him.

“Well Sheriff I wish to file a report!” The Frat Boy inflated himself, trying to look big and important.

“Get off my beach.” Gina didn't raise her voice, or break eye contact with him.

“But...” He stammered. “But... you can't! She attacked me!”

“Get off my beach or I'll throw you off it.” Gina said, standing at her full height, hands on her hips.

The Frat Boy's jaw went slack, and then he decided to jump into a tirade.

“I'm... you need my money! Tourists like me, we make your town! I'll tell everyone I know not to-”

Gina took a step towards him, throwing one hand up in a “stop” gesture, and another hand drifted towards her gun. He got the message and shut up.

“I don't want people like you around my town or my beaches. You have thirty seconds to get out of my sight or you'll spend the night in jail. Understood?”

Blondie swallowed and looked at his friends around him.

“The clock's ticking.” Gina warned.

Blondie hurried away, his entourage following.

“You'll be hearing from my Dad's lawyer!” He shouted over his shoulder as he beat a hasty retreat, followed by his posse.

As they passed, Eva caught another one of them eyeing up her thonged ass and winked at them again.

Felicia watched them go and felt Janet's soft hand on her shoulder.

“Are you okay?”

Felicia shrugged away from her.

“Yeah fine.”

Gina now strolled over and leaned against the bar, folding her arms under her and pressing her massive breasts together. Every remaining patron struggled not to look at her. Felicia did as well, and found herself struggling not to ogle Gina's impressive but enhanced tits under the small bikini top.

“Causing trouble Felicia?” She asked, her wide doe eyes seemed to look right into Felicia's soul. In that moment, Felicia felt her blood boiling again. Why couldn't Gina just wear a normal Sheriff's Uniform? Why did she have to strut around in a bikini all the time?

“Pigs, they deserved it.” Felicia nodded at the retreating Frat Boys.

“Look, if you have a problem... call me.” She sighed, standing up straight, and Felicia felt herself somewhat relieved that she no longer had the first row seat to Gina's cleavage show.

“I can handle myself.” Felicia started gathering the empty glasses from the bar. Gina walked along the other side of the bar, keeping pace with Felicia.

“Yes, but what if they sue? What if you get a bad reputation, need I remind you about you current financial situation?”

Felicia dropped a glass and it shattered on the wooden floor of the bar. She turned and glared at Gina.

“What are you, my mother?”

“Are you going to clean that up?” Gina motioned to the glass.

“I got it.” Janet hurried over with a broom and dustpan in hand.

Felicia hurried over to the dishwasher at the far end of the bar and started loading the glasses in.

“No, I'm not,” Gina hurried along with her. “But I did come to talk about something with you.”

Felicia sighed and met Gina's gaze again.

“First of all, can you please stop leaving dirty dishes in the sink.”

Felicia's hands gripped the wooden bar and she glared at Gina. Really? This is what she wanted to talk about.

“I said I would do them tonight when I get home.” Felicia grunted, blood still boiling.

“That's what you always say,” Gina sighed and then made a motion with her hands like she was batting away the entire conversation. “Whatever, that's not what I came here for.”

Felicia rolled her eyes. The past year had been an awkward one, full of rebuilding. One new adjustment was that Felicia, Janet, and Gina all now lived under the same roof.

Felicia had lost her place thanks to Gina kidnapping her, and Janet had lost hers too, and worse off for Janet, she had lost her bar, a family bar too, to Ace, the local criminal kingpin.

Apparently, Gina had a crisis of conscience after being kidnapped herself so many times, and had apologized profusely to both Felicia and Janet, saying she would do anything in her power to make things right again. Felicia had dismissed it as posturing, something Gina was doing to make herself feel better.

Then Gina bought a place along the beach and offered Felicia and Janet a room there, rent free. At first Felicia had refused but Janet convinced her to take it. Then, Gina told Janet that she had money from her modeling days and offered Janet some of it to open her own business. To Felicia's surprise, Janet took it, but on the condition that it was a loan, not a gift.

Now here they were, working at this new beach bar, using most of the proceeds to pay back Gina. Janet and Felicia had promised each other that once they had this debt paid off then they would save up for a place of their own, but until then, they were roomies with Gina.

Janet didn't seem to mind living with Gina, but Felicia and Gina butted heads from day one. Gina was a neat freak and a control freak, which clashed with Felicia. Thankfully, their separate schedules kept them apart most of the time.

“So what did you come for?” Felicia sighed. Gina loved to lecture her about getting her life together, etc. Felicia wasn't in the mood for another one of those.

“I came to ask you to reconsider joining the police force.”

Felicia's jaw about dropped when Gina said it. She felt her glutes tighten and her blood rush through her veins.

“What?” It came out as a whisper.

“Rejoin the Sheriff's Department. I'd even be willing to step aside and be a deputy and make you sheriff.” Gina spoke with absolute certainty and never broke off eye contact with Felicia when she spoke.

“I... what?” Felicia shook her head, still processing.

She had sworn off law enforcement in favor of building a life with Janet, and now Gina just swoops in and ignores that?

“I know it's a lot, but think about it. If today's incident proves anything it's that you-”

“No.” Felicia said, voice cold and stern.

“Felicia just think about-”

“No. Do you think I liked getting kidnapped? Having my life threatened, being humiliated? Do you think I want to strut around the beach in a little bikini playing Baywatch?”

“I know you'll like that last part?” Gina smiled and winked, which only made Felicia angrier.

“What makes you think I'd want that?”

“Look, I owe it to you after all-”

“So you want it for yourself? Not because you think I'd want it.”

Gina sighed, opened her mouth, closed it, and then let out a breath.

“Partly,” She said in a defeated tone. “I could use the help. Caitlyn is sweet and means well but she's not a cop, and Eva is... well...”

To drive her point home, Gina turned to Eva, who was on the far side of the bar, leaning over with her ass sticking straight out, pretending not to notice all of the men passing by and staring.

Felicia somewhat understood that last part, but couldn't even stomach the idea of working with Eva. She couldn't even believe that Gina still worked with the Latina, but imagined part of that was because Gina couldn't find anyone else.

Felicia turned back to Gina and shook her head.

“No, I'm done.”

Gina sighed and rolled her eyes.

“At least take some time to think about it. You could use the extra money to-”

“I'm done.” Felicia said in a harsh tone, her blood boiling again. How dare Gina bring their financial situation into this?

She glared at Gina, who got the hint that Felicia was angry.

“Fine, we'll talk later.” She backed away from the bar and headed towards Eva.

Felicia watched as Gina went. Gina wasn't used to hearing no from people, and her response told Felicia this wasn't over.

Gina motioned to Eva, who stepped away from the bar and hurried after her boss.

Felicia watched them, every muscle in her lithe body tensed. Part of her hated Gina for always having that effect on her.

Then she felt soft, calming hands on her shoulders. At first Felicia cringed, then realized it was Janet, softly massaging her.

“Hey, you're tense.” Janet whispered in her ear as she massaged her.

“Sorry, it's just...” Felicia trailed off as she felt the tight coils of muscle in her shoulders start to unravel.

“You know, we could close up for a minute, and I'll take you in the back and show you how to relax.” Janet's hands moved down along Felicia's back as she spoke.

At first Felicia considered saying no. They needed the business, especially since Gina had just expelled a group before they could pay for their drinks, but then Felicia realized that she could probably use it.

Plus more Janet touched her, the more wet she felt herself getting. Her nipples were already hard and erect, and Felicia was afraid that if she turned towards the beach all of the customers would see them poking through her bikini top.

“Sure...” Felicia sighed, leaning her head back.

“Go in the back, I'll by by in a few minutes.” Janet's hands lowered and drifted along Felicia's butt cheeks before pulling away.

Felicia felt her skin flush and hurried towards the back door, feeling more moisture collect between her legs.

Maybe this day was looking up.

2.

“Hey Eva, any day now.” Gina tapped her foot impatiently. Eva only smiled at her and squirted a large pool of tanning oil into her palm.

“Oh hold your horses, you wouldn't want me to burn, would you?” Eva had a way of verbally taunting people that drove Gina crazy, and it drove men crazy, but in a different way. The Latina flashed her brilliant smile and started to rub the oil over her considerable cleavage. Her breasts heaved with every motion and soon started to glisten in the afternoon sun thanks to the oil.

Gina looked around, sighing. As always, Eva was making a spectacle of herself, with men and women both stopping to gawk at her. At one point Gina saw a mother give them a dirty glare as she passed and cover the eyes of her two slack jawed young boys, and for a moment it looked like the woman was going to go up to them and say something, but then Gina saw her eyes go to the police badges on their bikinis and her gaze shifted from anger to confusion. The Sheriff nodded and the woman hustled her children away and her face returned to the default angry look.

Gina and Eva had moved from the beach to the boardwalk, which probably explained why Eva chose now to apply her tanning oil. Eva ate up any attention she could get, male or female, and despite Gina's best efforts, she found it hard to pin down what exactly Eva's sexuality was.

Rope, that's her sexuality.

Gina had found out early on that Eva had a bondage fetish, but soon found out the hard way that Eva's fetish bordered on full on obsession. It didn't matter if Eva was doing the tying or was the one being tied, she loved it all. Unfortunately for Gina, she found herself in Eva's crosshairs once when both of them had been bound and gagged in the back of a van and headed for an unknown doom.

Even now, she shuddered at the thought. A lot had happened since then, and once they had regained control of the Sheriff's department, Gina told herself that Eva was done as a Deputy, but unfortunately help was hard to find, and she had to keep the lusty Latina around.

Right now Gina didn't know who she was annoyed at more, Eva or Felicia. She had hoped that if Felicia had returned, she could reduce Eva's role in the department, maybe keep her on desk duty, but Felicia declined, for now. Part of Gina couldn't blame Felicia, of all the things the girls had been through, Felicia had been through the worst.

And most of it was Gina's fault.

How much more do I have to do for her? Gina wondered. She let Felicia and Janet live with her rent free, she loaned them money for the bar, and now offered Felicia her old position, the same position Gina had stolen, and she declined.

Maybe I'll talk with her more at home. Gina told herself, but knew that Felicia would most likely avoid her at home. Felicia spent most of her time avoiding Gina at home, but this time would probably double that.

Then there was the incident at the bar, which worried Gina. Other than her frequent trips to the cabana, she heard Felicia talking with Janet at home, and knew Felicia wasn't happy there. Gina sensed that the explosion today was something building up inside Felicia for a long time.

Gina worried too about that frat boy if he chose to pursue pressing charges. He had a case for assault, despite his obvious harassment of Felicia. Hopefully the fray boy would spend the rest of his time in Marston's Pointe in a drunken haze, maybe get laid, and forget about it.

Maybe I could send Eva his way, that would make him forget about Felicia. Gina smiled at the thought of the frat boy realizing he was in completely over his head when he got intimate with Eva. He was probably one of those guys who only knew the missionary position and considered himself a sex god despite only having vanilla sex.

“Hola Gina.” Eva's call brought Gina back to reality. She turned towards her mocha skinned deputy to see Eva waving her shapely, thonged ass at Gina while wagging the bottle of tanning oil at her.

“Would you be so kind?” She pouted, eyes shifting from the bottle to her rear end.

Gina rolled her eyes. “Eva, no. Let's go.”

Eva pouted and then bent over a railing, sticking her ass out even further. Gina could practically hear men's necks snapping from trying to get a peek.

“Aw, please...” She wagged her ass back and forth at the Sheriff. Gina could feel more and more eyes on them as Eva put on her show.

“For the last time-”

“Aw, well if you don't then I'll just have to get someone else...” Eva interrupted, and her hungry eyes scanned the crowd around them. Gina finally caved and turned, watching as men stopped, salivating over the sight of the thong clad Latina.

Gina sighed. The easy thing to do would be to let Eva get a random passerby to do it, but one of Gina's priorities was rebuilding the image of the Sheriff's Department, an image that had been tarnished, and a female deputy getting a random tourist to oil up her ass would not be a good image.

“Fine...” Gina sighed and strolled over. Eva cooed with excitement and held out the bottle of tanning oil.

“Hold out your hands!” She exclaimed, smiling.

Gina rolled her eyes and held out her palms for Eva to squirt oil onto. As Eva did, Gina looked over her shoulder to see a crowd forming.

Exactly what Eva wanted.

Eva finished pouring the oil on Gina's hands, and then turned and bent over the wooden railing again, sticking her ass straight out.

Gina rubbed her oil slicked palms together, feeling the expectant eyes of men on them. She looked down at Eva's ass, swinging back and forth like a mocha, peach shaped pendulum and rolled her eyes.

“Hurry up Gina, I'm starting to burn.” Eva taunted.

If anything, this reinforced that Gina needed Eva off patrol, maybe off the force, and fast.

Once the oil was spread over her palms, Gina placed her hands on Eva's cheeks. Eva sighed to accentuate it.

“Ohh, so cool.”

Gina started to rub Eva's ass, watching as her rear started to shine from the tanning oil. Eva swayed her backside as Gina rubbed.

“Oh yes, get it all over...”

Involuntarily, Gina tightened her hands over Eva's ass. Immediately she regretted it, realizing that what would elicit pain from some, would only elicit pleasure from Eva.

Eva cooed and sighed loudly, driving this home.

“Don't forget to get under the cheeks.” Eva looked over her shoulder and winked at Gina as she said this. Gina avoided her gaze and moved her hands down, oiling the area under Eva's ass cheeks and the top of her thighs.

“Excuse me!” A heavily accented female voice called from behind. Gina felt a mixture of relief and annoyance fill her as she pulled away from Eva's ass and rubbed her oil slick hands on her thighs. In some ways she was relieved to be finished with this humiliating public display, but also somewhat suspected that the woman calling after them was going to chide them for such an overt, sexual display.

“Excuse me!” The woman called again. Gina scanned the crowd for the voice, watching as suddenly self conscious men turned away and pretended to mill about the boardwalk. She noticed quite a few of them shoving smart phones in their pockets, which told her that they had most likely been recorded.

That will be on social media any minute now. She grimaced inwardly.

Gina now saw the woman approaching, and saw the bikini she was wearing, and certainly hoped that this woman wasn't going to complain about them being indecent.

The woman was strikingly beautiful, with long, straight blond hair, a wide, pointy noise and full jaw. Her large breasts were held back by a small, pink bikini top and she wore a matching, g-string thong. Slung over her shoulder was a large, matching pink beach bag.

Gina could tell from the woman's solid, sweat coated abs that she spent a lot of time in the gym too. As best Gina could tell, the woman's accent sounded vaguely hispanic, though her light skin made her ethnicity hard to tell.

“Hello, are you... police?” The woman stopped in front of Gina, her eyes scanning over Gina's uniform bikini. Eva had stood back up and turned to face the woman as well, though her hands ran over her own ass, rubbing the remaining oil over her smooth skin.

“Yes, can we help you?” Gina asked, standing straight and doing her best to look authoritative.

“You, I just... I love your bikinis. Are they official uniforms?” The woman asked, her eyes shifting from Gina to Eva. There was something... hungry about her gaze. It was deep and inquisitive, but also always searching and processing.

“Yes, they are. Is there something wrong?” Gina was used to people playing 20 questions over their uniforms, but today wasn't in the mood for it.

“I just love them! They're so... unique!” The woman said, and reached out like she was going to touch Gina's bikini top, but caught herself and retracted her hand.

“Is there a problem or something we can help you with?” Gina asked in her best police voice.

“Yes, as you can see, we're quite busy.” Eva giggled. Gina turned to glare at her and Eva winked, prompting Gina to roll her eyes and turn back to the woman.

“Oh yes, I'm sorry,” The woman extended her hand. “My name is Anya.”

“Gina, Sheriff.” Gina took the woman's hand.

“Eva.” Eva shook her hand as well.

“I'm so sorry to bother you, but there's...” The woman looked around and blushed, suddenly seeming self conscious for a woman parading around in a g-string.

“Yes?” Gina leaned in.

“I saw a man go into the women's changing room.” Anya said in a hushed tone.

“Oh no.” Eva responded, the condescension heavy in her voice.

“Oh yes,” Anya continued. “He was being lead in by a woman. They looked around to make sure no one was watching, but I saw.”

Gina tried to restrain a sigh. A couple sneaking into a changing room for a quickie. It wasn't unheard of, but she hated dealing with them. They were always awkward, or things got heated, very quickly.

“The man was short with dark hair and dark skin,” Anya continued, “And the woman was quite buxom, big, huge breasts!” She pantomimed with her hands in front of her own breasts, cupping them to simulate grasping large, round breasts.

“I see...” Gina nodded her head.

“Yes, and an impressive ass! Quite full, and round!” Anya went on. “She had a white thong bikini! Very nice! Made her cleavage and ass pop!”

Gina perked up. White thong, big breasts and big ass, could it be?

She shook the thought away from her head. No way it could be Tanya, or could it?

“Did you... did she have red hair?” Gina asked. Most likely the woman didn't, but she had to know.

“She had a hat on, and sunglasses, but it looked like she had fiery red hair up under it!” Anya exclaimed.

Gina felt her pulse quicken and tried to contain her excitement. Tanya! It had to be!

The rational part of her brain pushed the thought aside. Why would Tanya return to Marston's Pointe?

At one point, Tanya was a local journalist, but had fallen in league with Shelly Arnold, a known criminal. Together, both women had successfully tricked and kidnapped Gina and her deputies, and Gina had suspected that Shelly had something to do with the disappearance of Jessica, a model friend of Gina's.

Both Tanya and Shelly had gotten on the wrong side of Ace as well, and had undergone their own ordeals with his men. Now both were on the run, wanted by Ace and by Gina. For the past year, there had been neither hide nor hair of Tanya, Shelly, or Shelly's big breasted hench woman, Lisa. Gina had suspected that all of them were someplace far away from Marston's Pointe, and hoped they would leave it at that.

It was something that Gina felt mixed on, because as much as she didn't see them as a priority, the fact that Jessica was still missing bothered her, and it was something Gina took personally. If Tanya was back in Marston's Pointe, Gina had a sneaking suspicion that Shelly wasn't far behind.

Or it could not be Tanya, but another buxom, red-headed woman with a penchant for white thongs.

“Show us.” Gina said to Anya, who perked up and turned away.

“Follow me!” The woman said, and practically skipped ahead of them. Gina turned to Eva.

“Wait out here.” Eva nodded as Gina headed after the blond woman. Gina figured that if whoever was in the changing room tried to run, Eva could grab them on the way out,

At least that was her official reasoning, mostly Gina had Eva wait because she didn't trust her in a sexually charged situation.

As Gina followed the blond woman, she found herself with a front row view of the woman's peachy rear end in the g-string. Her ass was tight and tan, and rippled with the muscly sinews underneath her skin. It was very clear that this woman worked out, and did squats.

***

“You want me to do what?” Taz asked Tanya, a look of confusion on his face.

“Tfff mmmfff pnnnss ufffmm sttfff mmfftt uffff ummm msss!” Tanya mumbled, her mouth stuffed with her own bikini bottoms. To accentuate her point, she wagged her bare ass in Taz's direction. Her hands were bound behind her back with her own bikini top, though the butt plug was still inserted in her anus.

“Ummm...” she batted her eyes and rubbed her ass cheeks with her bound hands while bending over in front of Taz. They had found a stall in the women's changing room and locked the door behind them, and Taz had enthusiastically stuffed Tanya's mouth with her wadded bottoms and tied her hands behind her with her bikini top, but now hesitated at the third step.

Come on! I thought guys like women who do anal!

“Uhh...” Taz's jaw was slack as he gawked at her considerable back side. His swim trunks were down around his ankles, and his hard, erect penis pointed at Tanya's asshole like an antenna.

“Umm cmmm onnn!” She moaned. The more time they wasted, the greater the chances increased of someone walking in.

“Can't we just... do it doggy style?” Taz asked.

“Grrrmm!” Tanya grumbled, seeing the hesitation in his eyes. He was having second thoughts.

This meant extreme tactics.

“Ohhmm... hmmmm...” Tanya backed up, rubbing her ass cheeks against his penis. She could feel his cock pulsing from the blood pumping through it. Taz let out a small squeak.

A squeak? Really? She turned her head away from him and rolled her eyes. This was what she got for messing with amateurs.

“I... uh... suppose I could...” He stammered as Tanya stood straight up, sandwiching his cock between her full, juicy ass cheeks. She pressed her nude body against his and moaned.

“Ooohhhm...” One of Taz's hands came up and gripped her bare breast while the other hand clamped over her stuffed mouth.

“I mean... I could try...” He started rubbing his penis up and down between her cheeks.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya nodded, her own body rocking up and down against him.

“For a lady like you...” He stammered again, and Tanya fought the urge to spit out her bikini gag and tell him to stop talking and just do it.

She could feel the blood pumping through his penis as he pressed it between her ass cheeks. Her skin was flushed with arousal as well as the blood pumped through her body.

“Ohhm... hm...” She moaned, feeling her heart thudding against her ribcage. Tanya looked over her shoulder and met Taz's eyes, which were glazed over with lust and a hint of confusion.

“Ohmm hmmm...” Her eyes shifted down and she bent over again, wagging her ass over Taz's penis. His eyes shifted to the butt plug poking out of Tanya's rear end. She wagged her ass again and his eyes lit up as he finally got the message.

Then behind him, the stall door shook as someone pounded on it from the other side. Taz squeaked again and jumped.

“Mmooo!” Tanya yelled, her mouth full of her own bottoms.

“Come on out!” An authoritative female voice ordered. Tanya spun around and thought Taz's eyes were going to jump right out of his skull they were so wide and terrified. He stood frozen like a statue, his trunks still around his ankles and penis still fully erect.

The stall door shook again, this time the pounding even harder. Tanya thought it would fall right off it's hinges.

“I know your in there, this is the Sheriff. Come out now!”

“Eeep!” This time it was Tanya who squealed and backed into the corner of the stall. Gina!

“Ummm tttyyy mmmee!” She moaned, and wiggled her bound hands at Taz. He seemed to snap back to life and bent over to lift up his trunks.

“Cmmmm mmmmnnn!” Tanya moaned, turning around and waving her bound hands at him again. More pounding, and the stall door shook even more.

“Last chance, open up!” Gina shouted.

Taz lifted his trunks and held them up around his waist with one hand while unlocking the stall with the other. No sooner did the sliding lock “CLICK” open than the door swung wide, revealing Gina in all her glory. Her large breasts heaved up and down and her nostrils were flared as she glared at Taz, and then over to Tanya.

“Hurrrmmmlll...” Tanya bit down on her bikini bottoms and let out a pathetic moan, and she backed past the toilet as far back into the stall as she could go. Gina's eyes fell upon her and widened with recognition.

“Uh... officer... please this isn't what it looks like.” Taz pleaded. He still hadn't tied his trunks and clutched them around his waists while while his erect penis poked through them.

Gina turned her gaze to Taz and she gave him a look like she had forgotten he was there.

“Go, get out, and don't let me catch you on my beach again.”

Taz didn't have to be told twice, and shuffled past the buxom Sheriff and out of sight. Gina never took her eyes off of Tanya, cowering in the corner of the stall. The Sheriff took a few steps forward, hands on her hips.

“Well, well Tanya. What an awkward predicament we find you in.” Gina gloated.

Tanya was pressed in the corner where the stall met the brick wall, and started to slide down, wishing she could make herself smaller.

“Nnnnmmmm.... pppssss... nnnmmm..” She pleaded, shaking her head.

“Oh yes, it's time for you to answer for all you've done.” Gina continued advancing.

Then Tanya noticed movement behind Gina, and her gaze shifted to behind the large breasted Sheriff. At first Tanya thought maybe Taz had come back, but then saw it was a lithe, athletic blond woman. She was clad in a small, pink g-string, and was coming up behind Gina fast. Had she always been there.

Gina noticed Tanya's gaze shifting to behind her, but it was too late. It had all happened so fast. The blond woman came up behind Gina and pressed her body against the Sheriff, one hand clamping over Gina's mouth, while the other produced a small, black gun. No sooner had she placed her hand over Gina's mouth than she held the gun to Gina's temple.

“Hmmmph!” Gina cried into the woman's hand, and her own hand's rose instinctively to pull it away. She stopped though when she realized she had a gun against her head.

“Oh shush Sheriff, this will be over soon.” The blond woman said with an unplaceable accent.

“Hmmm?” Gina's eyes shifted in confusion, her hands still clutching the woman's arm. The blond woman's eyes shifted to Tanya and she winked.

“You just sit tight, I'll deal with you in a moment.” With a wink, she pulled Gina back out of the stall.

“Mmmmfff! Mmmmo!” Gina moaned as she was yanked back.

***

Outside the changing room, it occurred to Eva at some point that it was taking Gina a while to come back out, but she dismissed the notion, too intent on applying tanning oil to the back of her thighs. Of course, this meant that the best way for Eva to apply the oil to the back of her thighs was to bend over as far as she could and reach behind herself to do it. Her thonged, mocha ass stuck straight out, giving the appearance that she was mooning the entire boardwalk behind her.

As Eva's fingers rubbed up and down her lean thigh, she pretended not to notice all the stares from the men as they passed. At one point she increased the speed of her hands as they worked over her thigh, causing her ass cheek to jiggle up and down with the movement. She didn't have to look up to see jaws drop. Plus, to her pretending not to notice was part of the fun. The other fun part was that she knew no one would say anything. The police badge, combined with the gun and handcuffs around her hips, intimidated most men who would usually make a pass at her, and even the prudish women thought twice about calling Eva out for being “inappropriate”.

To her, this was the best part of law enforcement, the power. Walking around with a handy set of cuffs was the second part.

Maybe I should go in and check on Gina? Eva thought, then decided not to. If Gina needed help, she wouldn't have told Eva to wait outside.

Eva of course, knew that the real reason was that Gina didn't trust Eva, not since that night in the van. Part of Eva couldn't blame Gina, but she didn't regret a minute of it. Ropes and gags had an effect on Eva, especially when the threat of imminent death hung over her head. It had been the most turned on Eva had ever been, and she still pleasured herself to the memory of that night.

She could still remember it like it was yesterday, having a bound and gagged Gina bent over her knee, then she pulled down Gina's thong while the taller woman squealed into her gag. Particularly, Eva remembered the noise Gina made when she shoved her finger up Gina's ass. Often, Eva wondered how that night would have went if they wouldn't have been rescued.

One day I hope to find out. Eva smiled to herself and stood straight, preparing to oil up her other thigh, when she heard frenzied footsteps behind her. She barely had time to turn her head before she felt someone run into her.

A male voice let out a squeal as whoever it was practically bounced off of Eva's buoyant backside. She looked behind her to see a dark skinned young man with a close cropped hair style back away and throw his arms up.

“Oh no! Please don't...” he began, then his swim trunks fell down, revealing a quite large and erect penis, and Eva realized that one of his hands had been holding up his trunks.

The young man squealed and bent over, struggling to pull up his shorts.

“Oh please, please don't arrest me, I'm sorry” He stammered, looking up at Eva as she turned to face him. She had a look about her, she knew that, and it was a look that made most men and women uncomfortable, and from the look of things, it was happening again.

The boy stopped, shorts halfway up, and met Eva's gaze. The hungry, animal look in her eyes practically caused him to melt. Meekly, he backed up, hiking his shorts up.

“Please... the other woman... she told me to run...” He motioned to the changing room behind him.

Eva licked her lips and looked at his quickly shrinking penis under the swim trunks.

“Oh is that so? Well, public nudity is a serious crime.” Eva murmured, taking a few steps forward. He retreated, hands clutching at his swim trunks for dear life.

“I'm sorry, it was just a bit of fun, really.”

“Well you best get on your way before my partner gets out here. I'll be nice... this once.” She punctuated that with a wink that caused him to squeal and drop his pants, eliciting another squeal.

The young man struggled to pull his shorts up and nodded at Eva and then scurried away. She did her best to look like a cop, standing straight and placing her hands on her hips as she watched him scurry down the boardwalk away from her. Part of Eva was tempted to mess with the kid, to handcuff him while his pants fell and humiliate him a bit, but she figured that Gina would be out any minute and wouldn't approve.

Plus, she preferred to play with women. Men weren't bad though, when she was bored and wanted something new.

Eva turned her attention back to the changing room entrance, expecting Gina to come out at any minute, either with or without a handcuffed woman in tow.

A few minutes passed and no one came out of the room. Eva bit her lip. She wasn't concerned, but... curious?

Was the woman proving difficult? Could Gina perhaps need an extra hand? If she did, then she would have radioed for Eva. Then there was that blond woman with the Spanish sounding accent, could have sent her out too if she needed a hand. Where was she?

Hands still on her hips, Eva tapped her foot against the boardwalk. A few more minutes passed and still no Gina.

She decided to give it a few more minutes. If there was trouble, Eva would have heard the commotion by now. In a little bit she would go in and see if Gina needed an extra hand.

Plus, if the woman was being a pain, it meant that Eva could have a little fun restraining her.

***

“Llfffttt mmme mmmoo!” Gina mumbled into the thick, white cloth wrapped around her mouth. She was seated on the cold, wet concrete of the changing room floor, looking up at her captor: The blond woman in the g-string, who stood over her, a satisfied smile on her face while she held Gina's police issue bikini in her hand mockingly.

“I'm sorry Sheriff, I just saw this cute little bikini of yours and I couldn't help myself.” The woman smiled, looking down at the bound and naked Sheriff.

“Wyyy mmooo... Wnnn hhhh ggmmmmm fyyyy..” Gina narrowed her gaze and tried to look intimidating despite her circumstances. As she did, she strained against the ropes that bound her hands behind her back, but it was tied tightly and securely. Her feet were also bound together too at the ankle.

And she was completely nude, this woman, whoever she was, had taken Gina's bikini top and bottoms.

“Oh it's okay Sheriff, I'm soon someone will be along soon to set you free, but by then I'll be long gone.” The woman giggled.

“Mmmrrrph! Mmmm!” Gina stamped her feet against the ground in frustration. This hadn't been the first time she had been bound and gagged, far from it actually, but she still despised it.

Most of all though, she didn't want Eva to be the one to find her. Just thinking of what that woman would do if she found Gina bound and gagged and naked sent a shudder through the nude Sheriff.

Movement caught Gina's eye, and at first she thought maybe it was someone entering the changing room. Her heart fluttered and her eyes widened with hope, but the she saw that it was Tanya, hands still tied behind her back and mouth still stuffed with her bikini bottoms, edging her way out of the bathroom stall she had been cowering in.

Gina's eyes narrowed and she felt her blood boil. Tanya thought she could just weasel away.

“Hyyy! Mmmrurrrmm!” Gina mumbled. The blond followed Gina's gaze and saw Tanya trying to creep away on tiptoe. Tanya froze, eyes wide and scared.

“Ulllp!” She moaned.

The blond woman eyed Tanya up and then turned back to Gina.

“Don't go anywhere.” She winked.

“Hrrrrumm! Mmmmrrrm!” Gina spat.

The blond woman still held her small gun in one hand and approached Tanya calmly and cooly.

“Oh you, trying to slip away are we?”

“Umm hmm!” Tanya shook her head, still frozen where she stood.

The blond woman stopped in front of Tanya and cocked her head in an “Oh really?” gesture.

“Well, here's the thing,” She began. “I was going to let you go anyway, but there's something I need from you in return.”

“Hrrrmm?” Tanya asked, nodding her head.

“That bikini of yours.” The blond held out the hand that held Gina's bikini in it. Tanya looked at the hand, and then at Gina in confusion.

Gina only sat frozen, just as confused, no choice but to watch how this played out.

Who was this woman?

***

Eva leaned against a wooden railing, her eyes still on the entrance to the changing room. It had been five minutes and still no one had come out. She had half considered passing the time by rubbing more tanning oil over her body, but she was bored of that game.

I guess I better go in and see what's going on.

After all, she was only being a good cop, seeing if her superior needed back up. If Gina said it was okay, then Eva would just go back to waiting outside.

She had just pulled herself away from the railing when a familiar nude form came running out of the changing room. Her long red hair was up in a bun, but Eva recognized the voluptuous, curvy body and the large breasts anywhere...

Tanya.

She was completely naked and holding a large, wide brim sun hat over her large breasts with one hand while using the other to cover her bare vagina. Tanya stumbled out of the changing room and her head whipped around in a panic. Her legs shifted like she had to go to the bathroom but it seemed more like a nervous habit than anything.

Her head spun, trying to plan her next move, but then her gaze fell on Eva. Her eyes widened in recognition, and then she let out a cry of terror and turned and ran down the boardwalk, rewarding Eva with a view of her nude, bulbous ass as it jiggled up and down as she ran.

Everyone on the crowded boardwalk gave her a wide berth, all starring slack jawed as the nude woman ran past them.

Eva admired her as she ran, soaking in all of her humiliation along with the sight of her large, wonderful, naked ass. Once Tanya was out of sight, Eva turned towards the entrance of the changing room expecting to see Gina hot on her heels.

No one came out. Eva bit her lip. Now this was odd, and unlike Gina. She was torn for a moment, unsure as to chase down Tanya or go in and check on Gina.

She considered this a moment and then decided that she would poke her head in just for a moment to see what Gina was up to before pursuing Tanya. Plus she figured that it wouldn't be hard to follow Tanya, seeing how a naked woman running along the beach was bound to raise some eyebrows.

Eva let out a sigh and strolled towards the changing room, bracing herself.

Part of her thought that maybe Gina let Tanya go, deciding to take her clothes and humiliate her as punishment for all she had done, but that was something Eva would do, not Gina. Gina hadn't been subtle about the fact that she wanted Tanya behind bars.

Then there was the matter of that other woman, the blond woman in the g-string. Where was she? Maybe she was the one holding up Gina?

Eva supposed that she would find out soon enough as she entered the changing room and rounded the cement partition wall that blocked passers-by from seeing inside. What she saw when she stepped around the wall was not what she was expecting, but it was still one of the most pleasant surprises of her day, week, or month.

For Eva, what she saw was her equivalent to Christmas in July.

Sitting on the ground in the middle of the changing room was Gina, hands bound behind her, feet tied at the ankle, and her mouth gagged with a thick, white cloth that covered her lips completely.

And to make it better, she was buck-ass nude. Gina had her head down and seemed to be focusing on wriggling her hands out of the ropes binding them, but when Eva entered her head shot up, eyes wide with a look of hope and anticipation. When she saw that it was Eva that entered, her eyes stayed wide, but it wasn't with hopeful anticipation, it was nervous anticipation. Her massive, bare breasts heaved up and down with each labored breath she took under the gag.

“Ohhrrrm...” Gina mumbled, and seemed to shrink away.

Eva felt her heart skip a beat, and then make up for it by pounding against her chest at a thousand miles an hour. Instinctively, she felt her hands brush against her inner thighs as her nipples went erect against her bikini top and moisture start to collect between her legs.

“Urrrmm hrrrm! Mmmrrrm! Ummm!” Gina resumed her struggling, kicking her bound feet against the floor and shaking her bound hands at Eva.

She expects me to free her. Eva thought and smiled. The temperature in the changing room seemed to have gone up several degrees and Eva felt herself breaking out in a cool sweat.

Gina's face changed from nervous anticipation to a harsh, warning face.

“Mmmllett mmee mmmo! Hhlllp!” She implored Eva as the Latina took a step towards the bound and gagged Sheriff. It occurred to Eva that she should probably be questioning what happened and how Gina ended up in this particular predicament, but she didn't care. There would be plenty of time for that after.

As the Latina grew closer to the helpless Sheriff, Gina started to scoot back along the wet concrete of the empty changing room.

“Mmmooo! Mmmoo!” Gina shook her head, pushing herself back with her bound feet.

“Oh Gina, what have you gotten yourself into here?” Eva taunted, stalking her prey like a lioness in the jungle. Gina stopped and glared up at her.

“Ummffvva! Mlllltttt mmme mmo! Mmooo hhhrrrr mmme!” Gina barked into her gag, doing her best to look and sound intimidating despite the gag and nudity. Eva liked it, feeling her skin flush with arousal at the helpless Sheriff's futile attempts at defiance.

Eva smiled and squatted down on her haunches next to Gina, her pose like that of an animal ready to strike. Her hungry eyes leered on Gina's nude, shapely body.

“And it looks like you lost your clothes too... such a shame.” She smiled and met Gina's gaze. Gina glared at her.

“Mmmrrrff mmo! Hllp! Hlllp!” Gina stamped her feet and raised her head, calling out for anyone that could hear.

But she was gagged. No one could hear her, except Eva.

Gina stopped her moaning and met Eva's gaze, her nude body slick with sweat.

“You know, when we walk you out of here, we wouldn't want you to get a burn.” Eva smiled, and pulled the bottle of tanning oil from her belt.

Gina's eyes shifted from Eva to the bottle in her hand and the bound sheriff pushed herself back even further.

“Mmooo! Mmmo!” She shook her head, scooting as far back as she could.

Eva pounced, scurrying over to Gina and planting all of her weight on the naked woman's lap.

“Uffff!” Gina huffed into her gag and tried to wriggle out from under the curvy Latina, but Eva settled in, using her considerable rear-end to keep Gina pinned.

“Ffff mooo! Efffaa! Hrrrmm yyy gfff offf fmmm thssss!” Gina resorted to muffled threats again as Eva spread oil over her palms.

The bound woman's eyes shifted from Eva's hands to her own bare breasts and then up Eva's brown, lustful eyes. Gina knew exactly what she planned on doing.

“Hyy! Mmmo! Mmmo!” Gina shook her head and kicked and struggled, doing everything in her minimal power to scoot out from under the Latina’s weight.

But it was all for nothing. Hands coated with the slick oil, Eva leaned forward and gripped the soft, bare skin of Gina's perky breasts. The Sheriff moaned and stiffened as Eva's hands tightened on her bosom.

“Mmmo! Umffff!” Gina moaned, trying to pull away, which resulted in Eva tightening her grip, squeezing as hard as she could.

“MMMMEEEP!” Gina squealed, and then looked down to see Eva massaging the shiny oil over her gigantic nude breasts.

“Oh hush, you know how this goes.” Eva giggled and met Gina's gaze. Gina glared back at her.

“Orrmm hrrrmm mmmurrm!” Gina spat.

Eva continued to rub oil over Gina's breasts, watching as the glistened under the bare bulbs that lit the changing room.

“Oh Gina, it's okay. We'll just get you oiled up so you don't burn on your walk back to the patrol car.” Eva giggled.

“Mmmrrff!?” Gina asked.

Eva's hands moved to the underside of Gina's breasts, gently massaging them with the slick oil.

“You have to look nice and sexy for all of the people that will be watching.” Eva winked.

“Mmmmmo! Mmmmff!” Gina moaned, and kicked again.

Eva finished oiling the under side of Gina's breasts, and reached over to retrieve the bottle from the ground next to her. As she did, Gina started to kick and struggle even more furiously.

“Hhhy! Mmmph! Ummm! Mmmmpph!” Gina moaned, kicking and squirming underneath Eva.

“Oh Gina, calm down, this will all be over-” Eva leaned back up and saw that Gina was staring at something behind Eva, eyes wide with alarm.

Had someone walked in? That would be awkward.

Before Eva could turn to see, a soft, feminine hand clamped over her mouth and she felt the cold metal of a gun placed to her temple.

“Oh, this day keeps on getting better.” An accented female voice whispered in her ear.

Eva couldn't agree more, and barely contained the shiver of excitement that ran through her body.

***

Felicia and Janet's lips embraced deeply and passionately. A moment later, Felicia felt Janet's tongue slide into her mouth and explore every corner and curve. It was not the only place Felicia hoped Janet's tongue would explore before this was through. As they embraced, Janet pressed her body up against Felicia's, her large, soft breasts pushing against the former sheriff turned bartender's. The only thing that kept their bosoms apart were the thin, soft bikini tops that Felicia hoped would come off in time.

As their mouths embraced, Felicia found herself want grab Janet and hold her close, to feel her warm body pressed against hers. Felicia wanted to run her hands along Janet's back and squeeze those beautiful, tanned ass cheeks of hers, but right now that was impossible since Felicia's hands were suspended above her, tied together and then secured to a rope that ran from the ceiling of the bar. Her feet too were tied at the ankle, rendering Felicia near immobile and helpless at Janet's mercy, which was how she liked it.

When Felicia left the police force, she had sworn to never let someone tie her up again, but that had been a conditional promise. Janet proved to be quite a kinky lady, and enjoyed tying up Felicia, and she was the only person that Felicia would let willingly tie her up and gag her.

Felicia let out a moan as she slipped her tongue into Janet's mouth, and she felt Janet's hand run down along her back. Despite the limiting rope, Felicia pressed her body as close to Janet's as she could, unconsciously thrusting her hips towards her lover.

Janet's hand slid down and tightened on Felicia's bare ass cheek, causing Felicia to break off the kiss and sigh.

“Don't be too loud.” Janet smiled, backing away from the bound woman. Felicia only moaned and thrust her hips forward.

“What are you going to do about it?” Felicia sighed, her body tingling with the cool rush of arousal. In response, Janet backed away, a mischievous smile on her face.

“Oh get back here...” Felicia sighed, tugging on the restraints that kept her in place. She wanted Janet's body in every way, and wanted Janet to use her.

Janet only smiled and grabbed a long, white cloth from a table.

“I'll have to make sure you can't use that big mouth of yours to call attention to us.” She said, holding up the cloth between her hands.

A tingle of excitement ran through Felicia and she looked at the wooden door that lead out to the front of the bar. Janet had put up the closed sign but that didn't stop people from collecting outside and waiting for the bar to reopen. For all intents and purposes, this back room was mostly used as a store room, filled with boxes and various supplies, but it also doubled as a play room for Janet and Felicia. They both secretly thrived on the thrill of exploring each other's bodies while people waited outside, oblivious.

“I could call for help and a million guys would be breaking down that store to stop you.” Felicia smiled, taunting her lover.

Janet responded by turning around, giving Felicia an amazing view of her thonged ass, and sticking the white cloth between her luscious thighs. Then Janet turned her head, winked, and rubbed the cloth back and forth between her cheeks. Felicia sighed and rubbed her bound legs together, relishing the wetness growing between her legs.

“Oh you dirty woman! Whatever will you do with all tied up like this?” Felicia asked.

Janet approached, now holding the cloth out between her hands again.

“First, I'll make sure you can't use that big mouth of yours to call for help.” And with that, she pressed the thick cloth between Felicia's quivering lips.

“Ummm... mmmm...” Felicia moaned into the gag as her lover tied it at at the back of her neck.

***

Across the beach, in the changing room, Gina was having a far less titillating bondage experience, unlike her “partner” Eva, who was currently naked, bound, and gagged back to back with Gina. A length of rope was wrapped around their chests several times, keeping both of their nude bodies pressed against each other.

“Ufff... mmmm...” Eva moaned in ecstasy as the blond woman who had overpowered them both rubbed tanning oil on Eva's slender leg.

“Hrry! Cmmm mmmonn!” Gina elbowed Eva in frustration.

“Offf hfff.... mmmfff...” Eva didn't seem fazed by Gina's reaction, and continued to sigh into her gag as the blond woman switched to rubbing oil along the Latina other leg.

“I must say, this is a unique development, but a pleasant one.” Their captor taunted. Gina turned her head to face the mysterious woman and flashed her best warning glare at her.

“Cmm mmmoon! Ummmtttyyy mmmee!” Gina stamped her feet. The woman gave Gina an “Oh really?” look.

“Do you seriously expect me to just untie you and let you go?”

“Mmmooo...” Eva sighed, rubbing her bound legs together, prompting Gina to sigh into her gag. The blond woman had easily over powered the Latina deputy, and by easily, it looked like Eva hadn't even put up a fight. After the Latina had been bound and gagged, the blond removed Eva's bikini and stuck it in her bag along with Gina's and Tanya's bikini.

What's this woman's deal anyway? Gina wondered, and what was her obsession with bikinis? Was it a fetish thing?

In addition to stealing their bikinis, the woman had also taken their belts, along with all of the supplies: guns, ammo, radios, etc. She seemed less interested in those items though, seemingly just taking them out of necessity.

After the woman bound Gina and Eva back to back, she had rubbed the tanning oil over the front of Gina's body and was now doing the same to Eva. Both women's skin glistened in the low, dingy lighting of the changing room.

The woman lifted her hand away from Eva's leg and stood up, bottle of lotion still in her other hand.

“Well ladies, it's been fun, but I'm afraid that I have other things to do” She said with a pout.

“Uffmm mmmoo!” Eva moaned into the white cloth gagging her and kicked her feet in displeasure.

“Oh don't worry, I'll leave you with something fun to play with.” The blond exclaimed to Eva, who cooed into her gag.

Gina froze, not liking where this was going. Not one bit. Needless to say that when she went to work today she was not expecting to be bound, gagged, naked, and oiled up alongside her coworker who already had a bondage fetish.

“Mmmmo! Mmmoo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” Gina tugged against the ropes holding her, crying into her gag for anyone who would listen.

“Oh don't worry, I'm sure someone will be along shortly to set you ladies free,” The blond began. “But, I do realize that I forgot to oil up your backs.” She held up the bottle of oil with a smile.

Gina turned and froze. Behind her, Eva eyed up the bottle and squealed in pleasure.

“Mmmmph! Umm! Mmm!” Gina strained against the ropes, trying to pull away from the lusty Latina.

“Ufff hffff hfff ffff...” Eva let out what sounded like a giggle into her gag.

The blond stepped between the bound, nude police women and tipped over the bottle of lotion. A second later Gina felt the cool, viscous substance drizzle along her shoulder blades.

“Huurrrrmmm! Mmmmurrrm!” She moaned into her gag, cringing as the woman drizzled the oil along her and Eva's back like a chef drizzles olive oil onto a pan.

In no time, Gina's back was completely soaked in the substance. She turned and looked up at the woman, who stood and tossed the empty oil bottle behind her. Gina heard it clatter somewhere deep in the bowels of the changing room.

“There, that should keep you two nice and busy until someone stumbles along and finds you.”

“Offf wwwnnn hhyyy gfffff mmmo!” Gina spat and once again tugged on the ropes binding her to Eva.

“Tootles!” The blond smiled, waved, and skipped towards the exit.

“Mmffff! Mmoo! Hyy!” Gina moaned, tugging on her bonds but it was no use, whoever this woman was, she knew her way around ropes. Her hands and feet were tied tight, and the gag was secure around her mouth.

She had no choice but to wait until someone walked into the changing room and found them, naked, bound and gagged and covered in oil.

Oil! Gina's eyes lit up! That was it! Maybe with her back drenched in oil she could use that to slip out from the rope that held her and Eva together. Then after that it was all just a matter of finding a way of cutting herself loose.

Her eyes scanned the changing room, looking for a sharp edge or something that she could use to-

-There! On the opposite end of the changing room were bathroom mirrors! Gina would have to find a way to break them and use the glass to cut her ropes, but how would she break them?

She shrugged, figuring that she would cross that bridge when she got to to. Now she just had to slip free from the rope around her chest.

“Ummmm... ufff...” Gina moaned and rubbed her back along Eva's back, trying to slide down. Eva cooed behind her.

“Ohmmm... hmmm...” Eva rubbed her back along Gina's. Was she getting the message?

Yes! Eva rubbed, and Gina rubbed! This could be it, they could escape!

Gina slid down and felt the rope bite into her nipples.

“Hurrrm!” It was tight, tighter than she anticipated, but she would have to endure it.

Behind her, Eva pressed her bare back against Gina's and moaned softly into her gag.

“Ummm... mmuuurmmm...”

“Cmmmm oonnn! Mmfff!” Gina mumbled, sliding her back down along Eva's shoulder blades. They could do this.

Then Eva heaved her weight forward, causing the rope to constrict around Gina's large breasts.

“URRRRRM!” Gina cried in pain and alarm. Eva relaxed and Gina felt the ropes loosen ever so slightly.

“Ummmm?” Gina's eyes widened, and she realized that Eva had no intention using the oil to slide out from the ropes, and wasn't attempting to help Gina escape. She was just using her back to rub the oil over Gina's skin.

Oh no! Gina barely had time to think before Eva rolled onto her side, taking Gina with her.

“Hrrry! Mmmo!” Gina moaned, falling onto her side along with the Latina.

“Offf mmmmyyy...” Eva moaned and pressed herself back. Gina felt the Latina's curvy, full, oil coated ass cheeks pressed against her own bare buttocks.

“Hrryy! Mmoo!” Gina looked over her shoulder and protested.

“Ohhmm...” Eva ignored the sheriff and started moving her hips up and down, using her oil slicked buttocks to rub the oil over Gina's as well.

“Ohhrrmm hhrrrmm...” Gina moaned, resting her head against the cool cement floor. Her eyes fell on the entrance to the changing room and in that moment she didn't care about the humiliation of being found like this, she just wanted someone to walk in and put an end to it.

But no one did, and Eva continued to rub her nude, sizable ass over Gina's somewhat smaller but still impressive rear end.

***

“Uhhmmm...” Felicia moaned, her lips quivering around the white cloth pulled tight between them. A moment later, Janet leaned forward and planted a kiss on Felicia's gagged mouth.

“Grrrmm...uhmmm...” Felicia sighed again. She was grateful for the ropes holding her limp body up because without them she would have collapsed into Janet's arms long ago, putty to be molded by her lover's delicate hands.

Janet kissed Felicia again, and reached around Felicia's back and gripped her full, luscious ass cheeks with both hands, soliciting another muffled sigh from the suspended woman. Her lover's greedy hands traced the curves of Felicia's backside and then pulled her forward. Both of their bodies touched, Janet's large breasts squeezed hard against Felicia's. Felicia could feel Janet's erect nipples poking through her bikini top.

“Urrrmm hmm... mmm...” Felicia sighed, rubbing her hips against Janet's. Underneath her bikini bottoms she was soaking wet.

Janet's hands moved up Felicia's butt cheeks again to her hips and found the knots that held Felicia's thong in place.

“Mrrrmm... grrrmm...” Felicia rubbed herself against Janet, pleading with her eyes for the older woman to disrobe her.

But Janet didn't. Instead her hands continued up, the edges of her fingernails tracing Felicia's sides, leaving a trail of raised flesh along the bound woman's body. Then her hands moved inward to just under Felicia's breasts...

“Grrrumm hrrmmm... mmmm!” Felicia sighed, squirming under Janet's touch.

Janet's hand cupped around Felicia's breasts and squeezed, causing a slight tremor of pain to echo through the bound woman's soft bosoms.

“Ufff.. mfff..” Felicia moaned, wriggling, too aroused to be truly affected by the pain.

One of Janet's hands slid under Felicia's bikini top, and her index finger danced along the tip of Felicia's nipple.

“Uggllmm...” Felicia moaned and bit down on her gag. A moment later, Janet moved the cup to Felicia's bikini top aside and pulled the younger woman's right breast free. A moment later Janet's left hand slid under the left side of Felicia’s bikini top and pulled her other breast free.

As Felicia dangled there, helpless and exposed, at her lover's mercy, Janet once again pressed her warm, aroused body against Felicia's. Their hearts pounded in unison, their bodies crying out for each other's touch, for each other's penetration.

But Felicia knew Janet better than that. She knew that Janet would keep her hanging on the edge of the hook, wanting and anticipating, thirsty for what the other woman would do next. Janet wanted Felicia just as much, every nerve in her body crying out for her, but Janet had self control the likes of which Felicia had never known, and would wait, knowing that the pleasure at the end of it all was worth it.

So they stood there, Felicia suspended and in Janet's grasp, feeling Janet's still covered breasts press against her own exposed bosoms. Then Janet slid down, her head lowering, and ran her tongue over Felicia's hard, exposed left nipple.

“Eeep!” Felicia jumped, feeling the cold tip of Janet's tongue play across her breast. Then Janet turned her head and did the same with Felicia's right nipple, eliciting another cry of excitement from the bound and gagged woman.

Janet's tongue traced Felicia's nipple and then slid down along the younger woman's midsection. Felicia's whole body shuddered and convulsed.

“Urrffmmm mmmuurrm hmm..” She moaned, closing her eyes and biting her gag, rivets of pleasure ripping through her body as her lover lapped her tangy, sweaty skin.

Janet's tongue stopped just below Felicia's navel and her hands once again grabbed the knots holding her bikini bottoms in place. Felicia opened her eyes and looked down at her lover, who was watching her intently.

“Urrrmm hmmm...” Felicia sighed.

Janet smiled and pulled at the knots with one swift, practiced motion and Felicia's bikini bottoms fell away, exposing her smooth, waxed vagina. With a flourish, Janet yanked the dangling thong out from between Felicia's legs and tossed it aside.

“Mmmrrrmm hrrmm! Mmm...” Felicia moaned, thrusting her hips at Janet. She was so wet, and wanted to feel her lover's tongue inside her.

Janet didn't give her that satisfaction though. Instead she smiled and stood up.

“Mmooo! Mmmopph!” Felicia let out an involuntary moan of frustration and once again thrust her hips in Janet's direction. Her whole body was on fire with desire, and she wanted Janet.

Janet watched with an amused expression as Felicia dangled and thrust her nude body at her.

“Cmmm mmmoon! Mmmph! Fffff mmmeee!” Felicia moaned, pulling on her bonds, her eyes wide and demanding. She bit down hard on her now soaked gag.

Janet only continued to smile and walked around her bound and gagged toy, her fingernails dancing along Felicia's nude body as she did. Felicia moaned and wriggled as Janet circled her, like a hunter that had prey caught in a trap.

“Urrrrhmm mrrrmm...” Felicia moaned, crying out for release.

Janet pressed her body against Felicia's from behind, causing Felicia to elicit another involuntary sigh. Then Janet started to slide down Felicia's body, her nails sliding along Felicia's toned, muscular shoulder blades. Then Felicia felt the tip of Janet's tongue trace her spinal cord.

“Ufffll... mlll...”

Janet moved lower and lower, tracing Felicia's spine down her back with her tongue.

Then Janet stopped just at the small of Felicia's back, above her full, juicy butt cheeks. Felicia's eyes flew open and her heart quickened it's pace. Was Janet about to do what she thought she was going to do?

Felicia stood on her tip toes, frozen. Every nerve in her body waited in anticipation for what would happen next. Her heart pounded against her ribcage like a caged animal attempting to break free of it's cage.

Then Janet's hands grabbed both of Felicia's bare ass cheeks, and her tongue dipped down the top of her ass crack.

Felicia sighed into her gag, a long, labored sigh filled with nervous excitement and anticipation. The sigh continued as Janet's tongue traced down between Felicia's trembling, excited cheeks.

“Mmrrrumm... mmmmeep... mmmm...” Felicia whimpered into her gag, her whole body quaking now with excitement. Janet's tongue moved lower and lower, closer now to that point of penetration.

Just when Janet was low enough, at that point of no return, she withdrew her tongue, but kept her hands planted on Felicia's ass cheeks.

“Mmmooh! Mmm!” Felicia moaned, and stuck her ass out towards Janet's face. Damn her and her teasing!

The blood was pulsing through Felicia's body, every one of her muscles quivered with arousal. She wanted Janet, and would let Janet do whatever she liked to her.

One of Janet's hands smacked Felicia's ass, sending a loud echo of skin on skin throughout the back room of the bar. Felicia moaned into her gag.

Another smack, another moan. Felicia stayed bent over, Janet's willing submissive.

Janet's hands planted on Felicia's cheeks and she felt her lover spread her lovely butt cheeks slightly. Felicia moaned again and closed her eyes, preparing herself for what was to come next.

Someone knocked on the door. Felicia's eyes flew open and in the same instant she felt Janet let go of her spread ass cheeks.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmpph!” Felicia spat in frustration. She stared daggers at the back door to the store room that lead to the beach beyond.

Another knock, but it wasn't coming from the back door. Felicia turned her head to face the door that lead out to the bar. The knocking was coming from there.

Janet was standing and stepped away from her bound and gagged lover, and was giving an irritated look at the door. Whoever was on the other side knocked again.

“Grrr...” Felicia moaned, her brow furrowed. If someone was on the other side, that meant that they had climbed over the bar to get to the door. Red hot anger boiled in Felicia's blood at the thought.

Fucking customers.

Janet turned to Felicia and shrugged.

“I'll get rid of them. Don't go anywhere.” She winked at the last part. Felicia rolled her eyes at the cheesy line.

Janet started approaching the door, each step she took was full of purpose and authority.

“Hey we're closed!” Janet cried out as she approached.

The knocking continued on the other side.

Janet stopped on the other side of the door, unlocked it, and opened it just a crack, so that she could peek out just slightly... and keep the bound, gagged, and nude Felicia out of sight.

“I said, we're close-” Janet began, but was then cut off by an accented, female voice.

“Hola, I was wondering if you could help me?” The woman said.

Felicia craned her neck, attempting to see over Janet's shoulder at who was on the other side. As she looked, she couldn't help but admire the beautiful view she had of Janet's thonged, tanned ass as she leaned to look out the door.

Janet didn't respond to the woman's question, in fact, didn't do much of anything except stand completely still. Felicia watched, waiting for Janet to say something, or step out to get rid of the intruder, but she stood almost like a statue.

Felicia furrowed her brow and started to sense that something was wrong.

A moment later, Janet stepped back and allowed the door to swing open. Felicia shrunk back, suddenly self conscious.

“Hrryy! Mooo!” Felicia moaned, but then she too froze and stared wide eyed.

Janet was taking a step back from the door, her hands up in the air in a gesture of surrender. Standing on the other side of the door was a woman with long, straight blond hair and a tiny, pink g-string bikini. A beach bag was slung over her shoulder, and in her hand she held a small, black pistol trained straight at Janet.

“I was wondering if you could open the register for me.” The woman asked, gun still aimed right at Janet's heart.

***

“Mommy, that lady's naked!” Tanya heard a child yell as she ran past. She barely had time to turn her head and see a small boy pointing at her.

“Hey, cover up! I'm calling the police!” The boy's mother yelled while she covered her son's eyes.

Tanya let out an involuntary cry and and hurried down along the beach. As she did, she felt herself stumble and lose her grip on the hat she had been using to cover her bare breasts. She let out another cry as the hat fell and ahead of her she saw several men turned and gawk at her now exposed nipples. Quickly, her hand rushed up and covered her breasts while the other grabbed the hat out of the air and held it over her waist, covering her bare vagina.

The men still hooted and cat called her, and she felt the prying, electronic eyes of phones recording her nude body. Tanya hurried down the beach, avoiding eye contact with everyone she passed.

I need to find somewhere to hide! Getting out of sight was her first and main priority, especially now since someone had threatened police action, though Tanya suspected that the mother wasn't the first person to call the police on her.

As she ran, her eyes scanned the beach for a stray towel or something, anything that she could use to cover up but all she could see was a blurred mass of gawking onlookers. Worse off, no one was coming forward to offer her help or something to protect her modesty.

Her panicked eyes flew in every direction, searching for some sort of sanctuary, but things passed her in such a rush that she probably wouldn’t notice a hiding spot anyway. Tanya didn't take the police threat all that seriously, seeing how she knew that Gina was currently incapacitated, but she didn't knew how many other officers were out there currently.

As she looked out over the crowded beach, Tanya's heart skipped a beat as she noticed what could be salvation ahead: a brown, thatched roof on top of a bamboo frame. She picked up speed, hoping to duck inside the structure for shelter, but as she got closer, her good spirits dropped and she felt her pace slowing.

It was the tiki bar from earlier, the one Felicia worked at.

Tanya slowed, taking in the sight of the bar. The once crowded front was empty, and she didn’t seen anyone currently working the bar.

Maybe it's closed, or they're on break?

She hurried along, looking over her shoulder. The crowd behind had thinned, but heads were still turning to watch her go. The bar was the only structure in sight, unless she wanted to head off the beach.

Bad idea. She thought, realizing that leaving the beach would lead her to the street, where there would be even more onlookers.

Tanya hurried towards the tiki bar, figuring that she could hide behind it and regroup.

There's gotta be a back room. She thought, and hoped that maybe the entrance to the back room was unlocked. Maybe she could sneak inside and find a towel or something to cover up with.

Despite her quickening her pace, the run across the beach to the bar felt like ages. Every step on the hot sand felt like a lifetime, and all the while she could feel hungry eyes watching her bare ass. It occurred to Tanya that her ass being completely nude wasn't much different from strutting around the beach in a thong, but that thin strip of fabric running between her cheeks provided her so much security and modesty, as opposed to being nude and exposed for all to see.

As she ran, she flashed back to another time she had been humiliated like this. It was a party, and she and Shelly had gotten into a physical fight before being stripped completely of their clothes in front of all of her party guests before being bound, gagged, and shoved into the back of a van.

And the humiliations didn't stop there...

Tanya reached the tiki bar and hurried to the back of it and pressed herself flat against the bamboo. Her heart was pounding fast against her rib cage, and she stayed there for a moment, catching her breath and getting her bearings. She half expected someone to follow her behind the bar, either to ask if she was alright or chastise her for her public nudity, but several moments passed and no one came by.

Moments passed and Tanya's mind started to slow, and more and more she started to process the events leading up to this moment. Who was that blond woman, and what did she want with Gina? More so, why did she let Tanya go, sans bikini?

Her first priority was finding something to cover up with, and then getting off the beach safely, and then she would look into these questions. Tanya took in her surroundings, and noticed a few feet down a wooden door between the bamboo, a back door to the bar. She slunk down along the back wall of the bar and gripped the handle to the door. It turned easily in her hand, unlocked.

A sigh of relief left Tanya's lips and she started to pull at the door but then stopped herself. What if Felicia and Janet were back here? An image flashed in Tanya's mind of them turning, jaws agape at the nude, red-haired woman hurrying through their back door.

Tanya relaxed but kept her grip on the door, and instead let it drift open just a crack. She froze, holding her breath and listened at the back door for voices or sounds of movement.

A moment later, her brow furrowed in confusion. A raised, angry female voice drifted out from the back room, followed by the sounds of what seemed like a muffled moan.

Curiosity getting the better of her, Tanya peeked through the cracked door. What she saw caused her to let out a gasp of surprise.

Both Felicia Fetters and Janet Rossi, both with their hands suspended above them, tied to the wooden beams of the ceiling. Felicia Fetters was almost completely nude, with her bikini top pushed aside to expose her tanned breasts. Her bikini bottoms must have been ripped away as well, and her bare crotch was equally tan line free. A thick, white cloth ran between Felicia's lips, gagging her.

Janet was bound but not gagged, and she pulled on the ropes holding her hands above her head. Coming up behind her though, a white cloth outstretched in her hands, was the blond woman in the pink g-string. Tanya could only watch, frozen in horror and fascination. Who was this woman?

“Ufff... mmfff!” Felicia moaned, turning to face the blond captor. Janet too turned her head.

“Do you have any idea what you're doing? We know the Sheriff! Do you hear me, the she-UMMMPH!” Janet was cut off by the blond throwing the thick, white cloth over her head and pulling it tight through the bound woman's gaping mouth.

“MMMMPPH! HLLLLP!” Felicia moaned, twisting around, trying to pull free from her bonds.

The blond woman stepped to the front of her bound captives and eyed them up.

“Well now, that's better.” She said, hands on her hips, eyeing them up with satisfaction.

“Urrrfffmmm muurrrumm!” Janet spat into her gag.

“But...” The blond began, and even though Tanya only had a view of her magnificent ass in the g-string, she could tell that the woman gave both of her victims a hungry gaze. “There's one more thing I'll be taking before I go.”

Tanya was frozen in place, watching through the cracked door, and even though she could stop watching, she felt as helpless as Janet and Felicia. Somehow, Tanya knew exactly what was going to happen next, and even though she didn't know this woman's name, she knew the hungry, predatory look in her eyes. Her eyes held a vast, bottomless hunger. No matter what this woman did, that hunger would never be satiated.

She was a captive audience, watching with morbid fascination as the blond woman grabbed the straps of Janet's bikini bottoms and yanked down. The helpless bartender wriggled like a worm on a hook, doing her best to resist, but it was all futile as her thong came down, exposing a perfectly waxed vagina and tan lines that perfectly matched the size and shape of her thong bikini bottoms.

“Mrrrmmo! Mfff bbfff!” Felicia barked into her gag, starring daggers the woman accosting Janet.

“Mmmmeep! Ufff!” Janet moaned, trying to pull away as the blond woman continued to pull her bikini bottoms off.

Once Janet was completely bottomless, the woman came around to behind her, no doubt to remove her bikini top, and Tanya used that moment to pull away from the crack in the door and press herself back against the outer wall of the bar. Though she was confident that the blond was too intent on Felicia and Janet, Tanya didn't want to press her luck. This woman had already let Tanya go once, she doubted that she would be so charitable a second time.

The muffled moans of Janet and Felicia never ceased from inside, and as Tanya listened, she felt her reporter's instincts kick in over the mystery of this blond woman. She wanted more than anything to follow her, to find out more about her and what she wants, but she couldn't exactly be discreet while completely naked on a public beach in broad daylight. Finding out who this woman was would have to wait, sadly.

A few moments passed, and Felicia and Janet's muffled moans increased in frequency and intensity. Tanya furrowed her brow, wondering what had them so worked up, aside from the obvious. Then she heard footsteps approaching.

“Well ladies, it's been fun but I must be going. I'll leave this door open so you can catch some fresh air, and I'm sure that somebody will be by to help you out... hopefully.” The blond woman giggled.

Shit! Tanya gasped, knowing that if the g-string clad blond caught her eavesdropping then she most likely would end up strung up next to Felicia and Tanya. Worse off, when they were found, Tanya would most likely find herself in police custody.

With no other option, she slunk down the wall and around the corner. She pressed herself flat against the wall and peered around the corner, giving the entire beach behind her a nice, straight view of her beautiful posterior. Somewhere in the back of her mind, it occurred to her that she should shift her hat to cover her ass since she had her front pressed against the side of the bar, but she was too focused on the back door to give it more than a passing thought.

The back door to the bar swung open, and the sun reflected off of the woman's blond hair as she emerged from the back room. Her bag was swung over her shoulder, and it seemed fuller than when Tanya had last seen it. She had her head held high, and left the door wide open behind her as she surveyed the beach around her. Tanya held her breath and her heart skipped several beats as she mentally pleaded with the woman not to head in her direction.

Please go the other way! Pleasepleasepleaseplease...

Thankfully, the woman turned in the opposite direction, giving Tanya an excellent view of her tight, toned, muscled ass cheeks in the pink g-string. She strode confidently away, not giving the bar a second look as she strolled around the corner and out of sight. Tanya gave the woman another second and then slunk around the wall and along the back of the bar towards the open back door. Having to face Felicia and Janet wasn't ideal, but Tanya took comfort in the fact that they were subdued.

I'll just dive in real quick, find something to cover up, and then leave!

Tanya reached the edge of the door frame and froze, still pressed against the wall, and listened.

“Mmmpph! Ummp!”

“Hlllp! Hhlllp!”

The desperate, muffled cries of the bound, gagged, and nude women emanated from within. Tanya realized that her heart, frozen in anticipation a moment before, was pounding now, and her whole body quaked with nervous energy and adrenaline. She was... scared... of having to face Felicia again. Given the last time they had encountered each other, Tanya couldn't blame herself.

She shook her head, trying to banish the thought from her head. Tanya had spent most of this past year trying to shake the memory of all that happened to her, but it was no good.

Tanya took a breath, realizing that the more time she spent outside meant the greater her chances were of being caught, and turned and stepped into the doorway.

Felicia and Janet were both completely nude, the blond woman having taken Felicia's bikini top as well from the looks of it. Both were facing each other, eyes wide, and mumbling into their gags. Tanya couldn't help but admire their toned, fit, nude bodies, now slick with sweat from the heat and exertion of struggling. While Felicia's body was tanned a uniform dark, Janet had distinct lighter areas around her breasts and a tan line around her waist in the outline of a thong bikini. The blond woman also left Janet's glasses on.

For a second, Tanya wondered if perhaps they would be so wrapped up in struggling and each other that they wouldn't notice her, that she could just grab something and be off, but after a second Felicia must have noticed her shadow fill the doorway and spun to face her.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia moaned, eyes wide and pleading. Janet spun as well, her eyes also begging.

“Ummm! Mrrrgggl!”

Then Felicia's brow furrowed in recognition, and her muffled cries shifted from desperate pleas of help to sounds of shock and anger.

“Hrrryyy...” Felicia grumbled

“Hrrrrummp?” Janet cocked her head, starring at Tanya in confusion.

Tanya froze in the doorway, hat still held over her crotch and arm over her breast.

“Oh, um... hi ladies...” Tanya mumbled, avoiding their gaze.

“Hrrruumm! Ttnnnnyyaa! Hrrrrrmm!” Felicia screamed and tugged at the rope holding her bound hands above her. Her entire nude body arched towards Tanya and her eyes blazed in fury.

“I'll just... I see that your busy so I won't be long...”

“Hrrrryy! Hllllpp mmmsss!” Janet pleaded, tugging on her bonds and motioning Tanya over with her head, obviously more forgiving than Felicia.

Felicia wasn't having it though, and her lips curled and twisted as she gagged and chewed on the cloth pulled through her mouth. Her eyes looked like they were going to bulge out of her head.

“Hrrrry mmoo! Cmmmm hrrr! Hrrrry!” Felicia moaned, pulling on her bound hands.

Tanya shook her head and snapped out of it. If Felicia kept up, then someone would definitely come by, and Tanya didn't need that. She pulled her gaze away from the bound women and started surveying the back room for something to cover herself up.

“Hrrry! Mlllkkk ammm mmmeee!” Felicia screamed, her lithe, nude body arching against her bonds. When Tanya didn't acknowledge her, she started twisting and thrashing like an animal caught in a snare.

“Hrrrummm bbbbmmm mmmph! Urrrgggllmmm bbblllummm bmmlll! Bfff! Bfff!” Felicia let out a torrent of muffled nonsense as she twisted and pulled, her short hair whipping around her face as she screamed into her gag. Tanya gave her a brief glimpse and saw her face starting to turn red with anger.

Ignore her and hurry up! Tanya tried to block out the nude woman's protests and she turned to survey the back room for a towel or cloth, or anything. All she could see were boxes filled with beer, lining shelves and the wall.

Come on! What about changes in clothes, these two didn't live their entire lives in bikinis, did they?

But Tanya thought back to her previous encounters with Felicia and Janet, and realized that the times that she saw them actually wearing pants were rare. If they didn't have something back here, then Tanya wasn't sure what her next move was.

“Mmmrrmmph! Ummmpph!”

“Urrggll! Mmrrrggll mmmph mmm!”

Tanya attempted to clear her head, to focus, but she found it hard with Felicia barking into her gag and Janet moaning like that.

Could they just be... quiet for a moment... She gritted her teeth and turned her attention a shelf against the wall.

“Rryyy mmmoo! Mooo hhjjjjsss wwwmmm!”

“Hrrry! Hlllp!”

Tanya couldn't take it anymore. She balled her fists, dropping the hat on the floor, and turned to them.

“Hey! Will you two shut up!” She screamed, blood boiling. For a moment, both helpless women stopped, eyes wide, and stared at the now completely nude and exposed Tanya.

Then Tanya realized she had made a mistake. Felicia's face darkened and contorted in rage, and immediately she went on a muffled tirade.

“Mmmffff moo! Mffffing bffff! Cmmmm offffrrr hrrrrrr! Mmmmrrryy mmooo mmlllll bbbbfff...” Felicia moaned, starring daggers into Tanya.

“Hlllp! Hlll ffsss! Hrrryy!” Janet moaned into her gag as loud as she could.

Tanya gritted her teeth and covered her ears.

“Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! I can't hear myself think!”

Still, the moans of the captive women continued, and once again it occurred to Tanya that even though they were gagged, they were being so loud that sooner or later they would draw attention.

I need to quiet them down somehow!

Tanya turned her attention back to the shelf, and her eyes fell on a roll of white tape. A large, thick roll.

A smile spread across her face.

She reached out, grabbed the tape, and unrolled it so that a large strip was outstretched between her hands. Then she turned around and faced the captive women, tape held out.

“Fine, if you won't shut up then I'll make you be quiet.” She smiled. Both women froze, eyes wide.

“Mmooo...mmoo...” Janet moaned, shaking her head.

“Mmmoo bffff!” Felicia shouted.

Tanya met their gaze and approached.

“Fine,” She started, still smiling. “Janet goes first. You get to watch.”

“Whhhhy moo! Ffff moo!” Felicia moaned, and started twisting her body violently side to side in a desperate attempt to rip herself free.

Tanya had no doubt that Felicia would tear her apart if she got free, but the ropes looked tight and secure, which meant that she had both of these women at her mercy.

As she approached, Tanya felt her skin flush as blood coursed through her veins. She remembered a similar time when Felicia had her bound and gagged and helpless, and how Felicia had humiliated her then.

Now its pay back.

Tanya approached Janet, who slunk back, her eyes wide and pleading.

“Mmmooo... mooo...” She shook her head and pulled on her bound hands.

“Gggtt mmmwwwyy frrmmm hrrr! Hrrry!” Felicia moaned, arching her body towards Tanya.

Tanya took at look at struggling former Sheriff and winked at her. Felicia's eyes widened and Tanya could practically see the nude woman's blood boiling.

“WHHYY MMOO! UFFF HNNN GFFF MOO!” She moaned, and started thrashing again.

As Tanya approached Janet, she felt the moisture in her vagina. She was aroused! This was invigorating and empowering. She loved it!

“Mooo... pffff...” Janet moaned as Tanya stepped behind the suspended woman, tape still outstretched. Janet's head leaned back and turned to face the nude woman.

Perfect.

Now behind Janet, Tanya pressed the tape over her lips, which were pursed around the cloth gagging her.

“Mmmoo! Mmmm!” She moaned, keeping her head back as she whined.

“MMMMPH! MMMMMM! UMMMMPPH!” Felicia screamed into her gag, turning her head towards the door, no doubt hoping to catch someone's attention.

Tanya ignored her and started wrapping the tape around Janet's already gagged mouth, packing layer upon layer over the cloth gag. Janet moaned and tried to twist her head away but Tanya held her in place while wrapping.

“Mmmmoo... mmmm... ummm...” She moaned, her head back, eyes pleading with Tanya to stop, but Tanya ignored her and kept on wrapping.

Soon, the entire lower half of Janet's face was covered in white tape. Tanya realized that she could have kept going, could have used the entire roll to gag Janet, muffling every sound she made under layers of thick, silencing tape...

...but she still had Felicia to deal with.

It felt like it took all of Tanya's will power, but she stopped wrapping and stared down at Janet's pleading face. Felicia had been moaning and screaming into her gag the entire time next to them, but Tanya had tuned her out.

“Um... mmmm... mmmm....” Janet moaned weakly. Tanya smiled at her and ripped off the roll of tape. Janet's head shot forward and she shook it in a futile attempt to shake off the layers of tape.

“Ugggll.... ufffll... mm...” Was the only sound Janet could make as she started rubbing her taped mouth against her arm, hoping to pull the tape off, but the layers were securely packed on.

Then Tanya turned to Felicia, who glared at her.

“Mmmooo! Mmmmo!” Felicia shook her head. Tanya only smiled and unrolled the tape.

“HLLLLP! HLLLP HHLLL-URRRGGGLLLM!” Felicia's muffled cries were further muffled when Tanya threw her hands in front of the bound, naked woman and pressed the tape over her lips. Felicia tilted her head forward, but Tanya's hands followed the movement and started to wrap the tape over her gagged mouth much like she did Janet.

“Mmffffll...glflfflulfflmm! Ufffll!” Felicia moaned the entire time as Tanya wrapped the tape around her mouth, her angry eyes boring holes into Tanya.

Tanya pressed her nude body against Felicia's as she wrapped the tape, feeling the other woman's bare, muscular ass flex and gyrate against her bare crotch as Felicia struggled.

“Mffff...ufffll...mmmm...” Felicia moaned, her mumbles becoming more and more faint with each layer.

Unconsciously, Tanya started to rub herself against Felicia's ass. Felicia must have realized this because immediately she stopped struggling and tried to turn her head.

“Mfff... fff...” Felicia tried to pull away, but Tanya kept her body pressed against hers.

Tanya intended to use the entire roll on Felicia, to bury that mouth of hers under as many layers as she could, but then she realized that the tape could serve another use and decided not to. With a herculean effort, she stopped and ripped off the roll, leaving the lower half of Felicia's face covered in tape.

“ffff... mmoo... ufff... mmm...” Felicia moaned, shaking her head much like Janet.

Tanya kept herself pressed against Felicia as she dropped the roll of tape to the floor. With both hands now free, she reached around the bound woman and cupped both of her breasts.

“Mffff.. ummmpph!” Felicia moaned and tried to pull away, but Tanya pressed herself against her and dug her fingers into Felicia's soft flesh.

“Remember when it was reversed, when you had me in a similar situation?” Tanya whispered into Felicia's ear, her hands massaging the bound woman's breasts.

“Mmfff... uffff...fff...” Felicia continued to moan, every muscle in her body attempting to pull away from Tanya. Tanya realized that normally Felicia could easily overpower her, but here, now, she was helpless, at Tanya's mercy. The power was... intoxicating.

Tanya's hands continued to massage Felicia's breasts as she gyrated up down against the bound woman's bare ass.

“Mm...mmmmoo... mmmm...” Felicia twisted and struggled in Tanya's grasp.

“Oh what, don't like it now that the tables have turned?” Tanya sighed in Felicia's ear and her hands moved down along Felicia's midsection, and down...

“Mmmm....” Felicia moaned and arched her body as Tanya's hands moved along her hips and grasped both of her magnificent ass cheeks.

“Ummm!” Felicia cried and whipped her head around. Tanya chuckled.

“What, don't like people playing with this ass you so love to flaunt?” She smacked one of Felicia's cheeks and stepped back. Felicia turned her head and glared at her.

“Mmmm!”

Tanya only smiled and stepped over to Janet, who tried to shy away.

“Mmmooo... mmm..” Janet turned away, but could only go so far. Tanya pressed her nude body against Janet's from behind and reached around to cup both of her bare breasts.

“Mmmmm...” Janet moaned and hung frozen in Tanya's grasp. Felicia's head spun and she glared at Tanya, her eyes defiant and full of rage.

Tanya smiled at her as she massaged Janet's bare breasts.

“What, you don't like it when I do it to her either?” She mocked.

“Ffffll....bbbbbfff...” Felicia moaned.

Tanya giggled, smacked Janet's bare behind and stepped away. She stepped around to face both bound and gagged women. Janet was flashing her a pleading look, while Felicia remained defiant.

The red-haired woman placed both hands on her hips and looked over her captives, a thought forming in her head.

“Sadly, I can't stay long, but... I do want to leave you with a souvenir of me.” She smiled. Janet and Felicia turned their heads to face each other, and then back at Tanya.

Then Tanya reached behind her back, grabbed the butt plug, and started to remove it. Both women watched with curiosity. She realized that they probably hadn't noticed that Tanya had a butt plug in thanks to all of the excitement, which would make this an even better surprise.

A moment later, the butt plug came free and Tanya held it up for both to see. Felicia and Janet turned to face each other again, and then back at Tanya, eyes wide.

“Who wants it?” She smiled.

Both Felicia and Janet started to shake their heads and moan into their gags.

“Mmooo...”

“Mmm...”

“Hll...hlllpp...”

“Bfff...”

Butt plug still held up in her hand, Tanya turned to Janet and smiled. The woman pulled back on her bonds and started to shake her head.

“Mmmooo... mmmmm...” She threw her head back and looked up at her hands suspended above her as she pulled.

Tanya strolled towards her and ran a hand along Janet's midsection. The woman cringed as she did.

“mmmmoo... mmooo...” She pulled and struggled as Tanya's hand moved down from her midsection and grasped on of Janet's ass cheeks.

“Mmmmeep!” She moaned, stiffening and her head went straight, looking right out through the open back door.

Then Tanya moved on, holding the butt plug out towards Felicia. The former sheriff's eyes zeroed in on the sex toy and Felicia started to shake her head.

“Mmmmoo... mmooo...mooo...” she moaned, and like Janet, looked up and tugged on her bound hands.

“Oh Felicia, of course it was always you.” Tanya smiled as she approached.

Felicia's gaze shifted between the butt plug to her suspended hands.

“Ufff... mmfff...” She moaned as she pulled and struggled.

Tanya stepped behind the bound, nude woman, wrapped a hand around her waist and pulled her back.

“Grrrlubbll...mmufffll..” Felicia moaned, her upper body arching forward as she tried to pull out of Tanya's grasp.

“Oh hush...” Tanya whispered, and ran the butt plug down through the crack between Felicia's luscious, tan ass cheeks.

“Ufffll... gggllbbbl...” Felicia moaned, flexing and straining every muscle in her body in an attempt to pull away, but it was no good. The butt plug continued it's downward descent along Felicia's backside until Tanya found the spot she was looking for.

It occurred to her that she should probably lube it up for easy penetration, but then dismissed the thought. Tanya didn't want this to be easy.

“Mfffflll! Mmfff! Ufff!” Felicia moaned as Tanya started to press the butt plug inside her ass.

***

Tanya wrapped another layer of tape around her sizable breasts. She was fairly secure that they were contained, but wanted to be sure. Having endured enough humiliation for one day, she didn't want to have to deal with a boob falling out.

She completed a full revolution around her chest and then broke off the roll of tape. Several layers of tape were wrapped around her large breasts, which resulted in pushing them up and in, giving her some epic, massive cleavage. Tanya had also ran tape along her hips, down between her butt cheeks, and up along her crotch. It occurred to her that getting out of this tape bikini would be a pain, but she was thankful that she had a bikini wax recently, or else it would be a whole different world of pain.

Tanya dropped the roll of tape and looked down at her makeshift, strapless thong bikini, proud of her ingenuity. She remembered reading an article online about South American tanning salons that gave their patrons tape bikinis that easily peeled off as a way of making sure tan lines stayed consistent, and she was always curious about that. Thankfully, that article gave her the idea to use the tape to make a bikini.

Proud of herself, and feeling empowered and sexy after everything that happened, she looked up at the still bound and gagged Felicia and Janet. Felicia's features were dark and angry, her eyes filled with endless fury. She had basically looked like that since Tanya inserted the butt plug up her ass. Janet's face was one of quiet anticipation, no doubt fearful of what Tanya would do next, but Tanya knew that she had overstayed her welcome and should be leaving.

“Well ladies, what do you think?” She smiled and turned, giving them a view of the strip of tape running between her ass cheeks.

“Fffllgggll mbblll...” Felicia moaned.

“I'm sorry what was that?” Tanya giggled and turned towards the captive.

“Ffflgggll mbbbll mmm!” Felicia moaned again. Janet turned towards her and shook her head.

“Mmm...mmoo...” Janet seemed to caution.

Tanya turned back around and put her hands on her hips.

“You two don't seem too happy.” She pouted.

Janet's eyes were pleading and she nodded her head.

“Umm hmm... umm.. hm...”

Felicia though, continued to stare daggers at Tanya.

“Grfffullbbll mmmbbbll...”

“You know,” Tanya stroked her chin. “I think you two need a drink!”

“Hmmm?” Felicia and Janet moaned in unison and turned their heads to face each other.

With that, Tanya approached one of the many cases of beer filling the back room of the bar, and fetched two bottles. She turned back towards the bound and gagged woman and started to twist off the caps as she approached.

“mmmmo... mmmoo.” Janet shook her head, pulling on her bonds.

“Wyyy mmoo.. bbfff..” Felicia glared at Tanya as she approached.

“Just a little something to cool you off before I go.” Tanya giggled as she approached. Her captives seemed to sense what Tanya had up her sleeve and pulled on the ropes holding their arms above their heads.

“Mmmmpp...ufff...mmm..”

“Mmmoo... hllp...hllllpp...”

Felicia was first. Tanya stepped over to her and tipped one of the beer bottles over, spilling the contents over Felicia's head.

“Mmmmmm....mmmooo...urrrggggg...” She moaned and cringed as the warm alcohol poured over head, wetting and matting her hair. It dripped down over her gagged face and down across her breasts.

“Mmmrrrpggghhh..” Felicia tried to pull away but Tanya's hand followed, pouring beer over the nude woman wherever she wriggled to. After a moment, the bottle was empty and Tanya stepped away to admire her handiwork.

Felicia blinked beer out of her eyes and glared at Tanya. The brown liquid cascaded down Felicia's nude body. Tanya smiled and moved down to Janet.

“Mmmooo...mooo... MMMMOOO!” Janet's protests got louder as Tanya tipped the other bottle over her head. She cringed and moaned into her gag as the warm liquid poured down over head and dripped down her nude body.

“Errrmmmmurgggh...” Janet whined, frozen under the alcohol drenching her body. After a moment that bottle was empty too and Tanya tossed both aside and stepped back to admire her handiwork.

Both Felicia's and Janet's nude bodies were drenched in alcohol. They looked like wet rats as they glared at Tanya and moaned into their gags.

“Wyyy mmoo... fffff...” Felicia huffed, narrowing her eyes and doing her best to look threatening despite being naked, bound and gagged, covered in beer, and had a butt plug up her ass.

Janet looked over Felicia and then back to Tanya, dreading what was to come next.

“Well ladies, it's been fun, but I have to get going, but before I do...” Tanya trailed off and stepped behind both women, who craned their necks to follow her.

Tanya walked to the door leading out to the bar and pulled it open, letting in a blast of warm, beach air and a sharp shaft of sunlight. Both Felicia and Janet moaned into their gags.

“Here, get some fresh air. I'm sure some good samaritan will be along to help you ladies out in no time.” Tanya smiled and turned back to the bound woman.

Their gazes followed her as she moved towards the back door.

“Hrry... moooo...mooo...stttppp!” Felicia mumbled, pulling on her bonds in Tanya's direction.

Janet looked up and pulled again on her bound hands.

“Ufffm... mmmm... mmmoo..” Janet moaned and turned her head to look out the door leading to the bar, at at the crowded beach beyond.

Tanya stopped at the back door and looked back at the two nude, helpless women.

“It's been fun. Tata!” She blew them a kiss and then strolled out the open back door and into the sunlight. Janet and Felicia's muffled moans growing more distant with every step she took.

3.

Whoever said there's no such thing as bad press never was in law enforcement. Gina thought as she glared at the front page of the newspaper. It took all of her self control not to crumble it up and toss it in the garbage can, but she restrained herself. As Sheriff, she had to remain strong and above it all as an example to the rest of the department, so she kept her face passive.

The front page of the newspaper had two photos, one was of Gina bound and gagged back to back with Eva. Gina's eyes were looking at the camera, wide and pleading, while Eva had her head back and eyes closed in passion. The second photo was of Felicia and Janet, both with their arms suspended above them, bound, gagged, and nude as well. Felicia was glaring at the camera, her eyes full of defiance and fury, while Janet was pleading with her eyes for freedom. Black bars covered all four women's nipples and crotches, and the headline read BIKINI THIEF TERRORIZES BEACH COMMUNITY and underneath that it read LOCAL LAW ENFORCEMENT AND BUSINESS OWNERS AMONG VICTIMS.

Next to the photos of the nude hostages was a paparazzi taken photo of a woman in a skimpy, one-piece swimsuit with long, straight blond hair: the woman who had tied up Gina and Eva, the supposed Bikini Thief. The article identified her as Anya Brona.

Gina was half frustrated, half impressed at the reporting. How did they find out who this woman was already?

Previously, the local paper was run by Tanya Donnelly, until her run ins with the law pushed her out. Now Tanya was back, along with this Anya woman. Gina sighed and set the paper down on her desk and looked out her window onto the almost empty police bullpen. The only other person at the station with her was Caitlyn, who sat at the dispatch station, clad in a black tank top that showed off her plentiful cleavage. Gina had given up telling Caitlyn to wear her uniform. The deputy had flat out refused to wear it, saying that it didn't matter since she was always behind a desk, but that was about to change.

The Sheriff's eyes fell down the front page of the paper again. She had spent the past year attempting to revitalize the image of the local police department, and now... this.

At one point, several younger woman had walked into the changing room and seen Gina and Eva bound back to back. Instead of helping them, the women started laughing and taking pictures with their phones, all the while Gina pleaded through her gag for them to untie her. Unknown to Gina at the time, across the beach, several young men had stopped by Felicia and Janet's bar for a drink and noticed the naked women suspended in the back room and walked back to take photos.

Just the thought of it made Gina's blood boil. Felicia didn't need this, not after all she had endured. She supposed that possibly some of the onlookers had sold their pics to the local paper, but Gina still found it irresponsible of the paper to run the photos.

It's something Tanya would have done. At one point, Tanya ran a photo of Felicia bound and gagged in her underwear as a way of ruining the then new Sheriff's reputation, and it worked. Whoever ran the paper now clearly went to the same school of journalism as Tanya. It saddened Gina, but that cover with Felicia had been the local paper's highest selling issue and went viral. Presumably, this new reporter was chasing that same outcome, and it was working. The picture of the four bound and gagged women was spreading online like wildfire. Gina did her best to avoid the internet that day, but she had a sneaking suspicion that uncensored versions of the photos were floating around the internet as well.

Eventually, a mother and her kids came in and saw Gina and Eva tied up, chased the gawking the girls away, and untied the captives, and even gave them beach towels to cover up with. On the other side of the beach, several knights in shining armor noticed the commotion at the tiki bar and did the same, chasing off the salivating men and freeing Felicia and Janet and giving them towels. Gina hoped that would be the end of their humiliations, but then the newspaper came out.

Doing her best to push down her anger and embarrassment, Gina scanned the rest of the article.

According to the article, Anya Brona was a well known and wanted international thief. She moved along coastlines, hitting up beach communities where all of her victims were women. Breaking and entering, armed robbery, larceny, Anya did it all, and her calling card was unique: not only did she relieve her victims of their money and valuables, but she also robbed them of the bikinis they were wearing at the time, usually leaving them tied up and naked for authorities to find.

Now, she had picked Marston's Pointe. The article stated that Anya usually spent a few weeks in a spot, leaving a trail of naked, embarrassed women in her wake, and then would move on.

After reading the article, Gina had looked Anya up in several law enforcement databases and saw that Anya had quite the rap sheet, and was wanted by several international law enforcement agencies, including INTERPOL.

Gina stared at the photo of the woman on the front page. Anya had picked the wrong town. She had made Gina, and the rest of the Sheriff's Department a laughing stock, and that wouldn't stand.

Gina had to catch her, it was the only way. The Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department would immediately gain legitimacy again if a photo of Gina dragging Anya away in handcuffs made the front page, but to do that, Gina needed better help.

As if on cue, Gina heard the front door open and looked up to see Eva walk in, clad in black, skin tight jeans and her tan uniform shirt, the top unbuttoned to show off her black bra and mocha cleavage. Eva smiled at Caitlyn, who politely smiled and looked away as the Latina made her way to her desk.

Just as Eva was about to take her seat, Gina called out.

“Eva.” The Latina stopped and looked into Gina's open door. Gina motioned for her to come.

Eva looked around, confused, and then pushed her seat back in and approached the Sheriff's office.

“Close the door.” Gina said when Eva entered. Obediently, Eva shut the door behind her.

Gina sighed. If only Eva was this obedient all the time.

“Have a seat.” Gina motioned to the chair in front of her desk. Eva sat down and folded her hands on her lap.

“Si, Sheriff.” She said, crossing her legs. It struck Gina as odd that Eva was playing things off as if nothing happened. In response, Gina's eyes moved from the newspaper on her desk to Eva.

Eva didn't get it, and flashed Gina a puzzled look.

Once again, Gina's eyes shifted from the paper to Eva.

Eva seemed to get the message this time, and picked up the newspaper. Her eyes lit up at the front page and she looked at Gina.

“Oh, very nice,” She held the paper up for Gina to see. “For me?”

“No.” Gina sighed, snatched the paper from Eva, and held it up.

“You don't find this... embarrassing?” Gina asked, eyes shifting from the photo on the front page to Eva.

Eva shrugged.

“You don't find your conduct... unprofessional.”

Once again, Eva shrugged. Gina sighed and threw the paper down.

“Look, Sheriff, sorry I just got caught up in the moment.” Eva shrugged again.

Gina folded her hands and glared at Eva.

Caught in the moment?

Gina gritted her teeth, and fought the urge to bring up the time that they were bound and gagged in the back of a van and Eva had been “caught in the moment” and groped Gina before shoving her finger up Gina's ass.

But Gina restrained herself and took a breath.

“Caught in the moment?” She asked slowly, between breaths.

Eva nodded.

“Here's the thing Eva,” Gina started, choosing her words carefully and slowly. “This isn't the first time you've been “Caught in the moment.””

Gina realized she was shaking as she spoke, a fountain of frustration and anger welling up inside of her.

“Well Sheriff I'm sorry, I'm a passionate woman.” Eva shrugged again.

Gina glared at her.

“Well, here's the thing, until you can funnel that... passion... into law enforcement or something else less disruptive, I'm going to have to keep you off the street.”

Upon hearing this, Eva took in a sharp breath and sat up, hand flying to her chest.

“Am I... off the force?” She asked, jaw agape.

In the moment, Gina felt almost bad for Eva, but then realized that this was a performance. She was playing off of Gina's sympathy.

“No,” Gina sighed, trying to reign in her emotions. She had forgotten how manipulative Eva could be. “No, just... desk duty... for the foreseeable future.”

“But,” Eva started, shifting uncomfortably in her chair. “You need someone out there with you.”

“Caitlyn will be transitioning from dispatch and you'll take her place.” Gina said coldly.

“But Caitlyn loves dispatch, and I love being out there with you.” Eva whined.

“Look, I'm not crazy about this either. Maybe once I bring on more help you can be back out there with me, but for now, it's dispatch until I know you can be trusted again.” Gina tried to work a hint of apology into her voice.

“But...” Eva stammered. It seemed like this had legitimately caught her off guard. Gina once again fought off a surge of sympathy for her.

“I'm sorry, but that's final.” With that, Gina stood and motioned for the door. Eva remained sitting and looked up at Gina with her almond colored eyes.

Neither moved. Eva's breasts heaved up and down with each breath she took. Finally, Gina sighed and walked past her and opened the door. The Latina still didn't get up.

“I'll give you a minute.” Gina said and stepped out.

She made her way over to the dispatch desk, where Caitlyn sat, scrolling through her phone.

“Caitlyn.” Gina began. The dark haired, muscle bound deputy jumped and quickly slapped a hand over her phone to hide it.

“Tomorrow come in uniform, Eva's taking over dispatch and you'll be out there with me.”

Caitlyn's jaw dropped and she looked past Gina at Eva, still sitting in the office.

“But...” Caitlyn stammered.

“That's final.” Gina spat and strolled away, leaving Caitlyn to watch her, jaw agape. After dealing with Eva, Gina didn't want to have to argue with Caitlyn.

Gina headed for the front door, intending to head out on patrol. Both Tanya and this Anya were running amok in her town, and though she figured that she wouldn't pass them strolling on the street, driving around at least gave her something to do.

She hoped that Felicia and Janet were having a better day.

***

Felicia's boxing glove clad fist connected with the punching bag, except in her mind it wasn't a punching bag: it was Anya, the bikini thief.

Her other fist connected, and this time the punching bag was Tanya.

After that she sent a volley of hits into the center of the bag, the bag changing with each punch she took. For one hit it was Tanya, on the next it was Anya. Sometimes it was Gina, for the hell of it.

A heavy coat of sweat covered Felicia's body as she continued to slam her fists into the bag. Dimly she became aware of a deep ache in her muscles, but she pushed past it and kept on punching. Sweat poured into her eyes, causing a stinging, but she just shook her head and kept on punching.

After a year, all it took was one day for everything to come crashing down. All she had built with Janet, her reputation, everything.

At home, Gina had done her best to make sure Felicia and Janet didn't see the paper, but it had been hard to miss it. The front page was all over town, and all over the internet. Though Gina did her best to hide it, Felicia knew her well enough to know when she was angry. Gina promised that she would bring all parties involved to justice...

But that was if Felicia didn't find them first.

She sent another volley of punches into the bag, her breath coming out in jagged huffs. The edges of her vision turned red. She thought she heard someone calling her name in the distance but she kept on punching.

Anya, this perverted bikini thief, and now Tanya was back. Good, Felicia had unfinished business with Tanya.

There was that voice again calling for her. Felicia shook her head, dismissing it.

Through the boxing gloves, Felicia's fists started to ache.

“Felicia...” The voice called again. Felicia increased the frequency of her punches, determined to leave the punching bag a useless pulp by the time she was done.

“Felicia!” It was Janet, and she was closer. Felicia jumped and spun around, fists up-

-Janet backed away, her arms up in a defensive gesture.

Felicia stopped, lowering her fists, and started to catch her breath.

“Hey, are you okay?” Janet asked, hands still up, looking over Felicia with trepidation.

Felicia nodded and looked around. Every eye in the gym was on her and Janet, and not for the normal reason. Most of them eyed her up with nervousness or outright fear. A few people quickly looked away or pretended to go back to their workouts once they realized that Felicia saw them looking.

Felicia's eyes moved back to Janet. Much like Felicia, Janet was covered in a thick coat of sweat, though the spinning cycles were her preferred method of working out. Janet was clad in a skin tight, pink tank top, her glistening breasts heaving up and down under the thin garment, and she wore small, blue workout shorts.

Both women's eyes met for a second and Felicia nodded that she was okay. Janet seemed unconvinced.

“Hey, why don't we get out of here.” She said, noticing the eyes on them. Felicia nodded in agreement.

Janet turned away and Felicia's eyes drifted to Janet's amazing, tight ass in her small shorts. As the older woman walked, her shorts rode further and further up her crack, exposing the barest hint of cheek from the bottom. Felicia watched as Janet reached the far wall of the gym and bent over to grab her bag, causing the shorts to ride up even further-

-Felicia turned to see most of the men in the gym quickly avert their eyes. Most of them didn't know whether to be turned on or scared, especially by Felicia. As soon as she walked into the gym, she felt all of the men salivating over her because all she wore was a black sports bra and a black, skin tight shorts that barely came past her shapely ass, but after her display with the punching bag, most men kept their distance

Janet though, they considered open game.

“Hey, let's go.” Felicia flinched as she felt an arm on her shoulder, then realized it was Janet, gym bag slung over her shoulder.

Janet jumped back, still clearly concerned. Felicia relaxed and fell in, following her lover out of the gym.

***

“Want to talk about it?” Janet asked as she closed the trunk of the car and picked up two bulging white laundry bags.

“Not really.” Felicia grunted, and took one of the bags from Janet. Both women slung their respective bag over their shoulder and started the walk from the gym parking lot to the laundromat across the street.

The sun was high in the sky, and a warm breeze blew over them as they walked, but it did little for Felicia's mood. Their usual Monday routine was gym, and then laundromat. Usually, Felicia and Janet would go grab lunch somewhere while they waited for their laundry, it was a nice, relaxing way to spend the day.

Except the gym did little to relax Felicia, and a dark cloud still hung over her head. Maybe a few drinks over lunch would help with that. As they walked, Felicia could feel Janet's concerned eyes on her.

“You know, if this upsets you so much, you can talk to Gina-” Janet began.

“No.” Felicia cut her off.

“You didn't even know what I was going to say.” Janet retorted.

“You were going to say that I should rejoin the police force.” Felicia met Janet's gaze and watched as her brow furrowed and she turned away.

Felicia allowed herself a satisfied smile. Janet had been on that since last night, and Felicia had been shooting her down since.

“I'm just saying, if this has you so worked up, the best way you could do something about it-”

“I'm not going back on the police force.” Felicia said, her voice flat and icy.

“And why not?”

“Because... last time I was just... a damsel... all I did was get tied up and humiliated.”

“And look what happened yesterday.” Janet met her gaze again.

“Yesterday was a fluke.”

“And what about today? You practically tore apart that punching bag.”

“I'm sorry, am I not allowed to work out some stress? How about you on that cycle? You reek of BO.” Felicia snapped, and Janet quickly pulled away and quickened her pace.

Immediately, Felicia regretted her quip. Janet meant well, she knew, and Felicia was sure that she wasn't smelling the best herself.

“Here's the laundromat.” Janet said, changing the subject.

The laundromat sat at the edge of a strip mall along the main street, and Felicia quickened her pace to match Janet's.

“You know, you don't smell the best right now either.” Janet quipped. Involuntarily, Felicia sniffed her armpit and wrinkled her nose.

Maybe both of them should skip lunch and get a shower, but then it occurred to Felicia that their gym clothes, which were just as smelly and sweat coated, were the only clothes they had since it was laundry day. A wave of self consciousness suddenly came over Felicia, and she started to worry about if the laundromat were busy and she had to sit there, sweaty and smelly, next to other people.

A voice in the back of her mind told her that being smelly was nothing next to having a nude photo published in the local newspaper, but Felicia couldn't fight the swell of shame that was overcoming her at the moment.

There wasn't much to be done, and at the moment Janet was currently opening the door to the laundromat. Felicia paused for a moment, hesitant to step in.

Why am I suddenly self conscious? She thought, still standing outside the laundromat. It occurred to Felicia that she had suffered a humiliation the previous day, and was probably still suffering from the after effects of it.

Just relax, you do this every week. It will be fine.

Janet noticed that Felicia wasn't following, and waited, door held open for her. Felicia shook her head and followed Janet inside.

She let out an involuntary sigh of relief when she saw that the laundromat was empty. Somewhere, a washing machine rumbled, telling Felicia that there was at least one customer inside.

“Everything okay?” Janet asked as the door closed behind them.

“What?” Felicia snapped her attention over to Janet, who was looking at her with concern.

“Yeah, I'm fine.” Felicia nodded, though she could tell that Janet was unconvinced.

“Look, let's drop this and go get lunch, maybe a few drinks, okay? I think we both could use it.” Janet suggested.

“Yeah, sounds good.” Felicia followed as Janet headed over towards a change machine on a far wall. As they walked, Felicia's eyes scanned over the laundromat, looking for the other occupant.

Maybe they didn't wait around for their laundry.

Part of her breathed a sigh of relief at the thought of her and Janet having the place to themselves, and she realized how tense she had been the moment they entered the building.

Come on, relax! It's just laundry!

They came to the back corner of the laundromatwhere the change machines were, and as Janet made her way over to one, Felicia turned and focused on a line of chairs on the opposite side of the laundromat.

A woman sat, legs crossed, her face buried in the day's newspaper, and Felicia felt her blood boil. There, right on the front page, was the photos of Felicia, Janet, Gina, and Eva naked, bound and gagged, with black bars covering their private areas. There was also the photo of Anya, the blond “bikini thief” as the paper had labeled her. Felicia balled her fists, and felt the urge swell up in her to storm over and rip the paper out of the woman's hands, but all that would do would escalate the situation.

Just relax, just stay calm. This will all blow over. Felicia tried to pull her eyes away, but they zeroed in on the photo of her glaring at the photographer.

Then the woman lowered the paper and flipped the page, and Felicia's blood turned to ice in her veins. She recognized the straight long blond hair and the pronounced nose.

Anya.

The bikini thief didn't look up, but sat crossed legged as she flipped the page and read the paper. She looked relaxed, almost... normal. Instead of the pink g-string that she wore the previous day, she wore tight jeans and flip flops, but a pink tank top accentuated her perky, large breasts.

Here she was, the woman who had robbed and humiliated them, just relaxing and doing laundry like it was nothing.

A thousand thoughts drifted through Felicia's mind. The rational side of her brain told her to leave, to call Gina and leave it to her.

But what if Anya leaves, then you'll be back to square one!

Here was Anya with her guard down. Felicia could easily restrain her here until Gina arrived.

Plus, it gave Felicia some “alone time” with Anya. The thought of getting her hands on the bikini thief brought a smile to Felicia's face.

Before she could have second thoughts, she dropped her laundry bag by her feet and placed one foot in front of the other. Just like that Felicia was off, storming clear across the laundromat towards the woman who had caused her so much trouble.

Her eyes were laser focused on Anya, who didn't look up from the paper. Good, she was still relaxed. Felicia took big breathes as she approached, her hands still balled into fists. This woman would regret the day she set foot in Marston's Pointe.

Then Felicia was on top of Anya, extending a fist towards her-

-It all happened so fast, Felicia barely had time to register. One moment, her fist was flying towards Anya, and the next, Anya was up, grabbing and twisting Felicia's wrist. All Felicia could do was cry out as Anya twisted her arm behind her back.

Anya wrapped her other arm around Felicia's neck and twisted her to face Janet. Instinctively, Felicia's hand shot up in an attempt to pry Anya's arm away from her neck, but the woman's grip was like a vice. Felicia grunted and tugged and pulled, but she was exhausted from her work out earlier and her muscles felt like jelly.

At the other end of the laundromat, Janet stood with her jaw agape, cell phone in hand. Felicia cried out again and tried to twist out of Anya's grip.

“Ohh shhh! Please, do you think you could sneak up on me? I smelled you as soon as you walked in.” Anya gloated in Felicia's ear.

“Felicia!” Janet called, taking a few steps forward.

“Janet, call Gina!” Felicia grunted, still struggling against Anya's grip.

“Put the phone down.” Anya said coldly.

“Call Gina!” Felicia cried again.

“Put the phone down or I'll-” Anya twisted Felicia's arm further back, causing Felicia to cry out in pain.

Janet listened, and dropped her cell phone and threw her hands up.

“Okay, just don't hurt her.” Janet said, eyes wide.

Felicia grunted and hissed through a haze of pain.

“Well, well, well. I didn't think I'd be seeing you two again.” Anya chuckled, still keeping a tight grip on Felicia.

“You'll be seeing a lot of us from the other side of a jail cell.” Felicia hissed, and Anya responded by tightening her grip around Felicia's neck, causing her to choke.

“Please,” Janet stepped forward, then stopped, arms still up. “Take whatever just don't hurt her.”

Anya relaxed her grip on Felicia's throat, and the former sheriff took in a big gulp of air.

“Well, what am I to do with you two?” Anya pondered.

“Just, take our wallets or whatever. Please.” Janet pleaded.

“Hmm...” Anya thought, still keeping a tight hold on Felicia. “You two may be more of a problem than I thought.”


“You have no idea.” Felicia gasped, and Anya tightened her arm around Felicia's throat again. The edges of Felicia's vision grew black and she gasped.

A second later, Anya relaxed her grip again.

“You know what, go over and lock the door.” Anya ordered Janet.

Janet hesitated, her gaze shifting between Anya and Felicia.

“Don't listen to her Ja-”Felicia was cut off by Anya wrapping her arm around her throat again.

“Lock the door, now.” Anya ordered, keeping the pressure on Felicia's windpipe. Felicia wheezed and gasped, her vision darkening.

“Okay, Okay.” Janet shouted, and moved over towards the door, hands still up.

Anya loosened her hold, and Felicia once again gasped and took in a big breath of air. As she sputtered for breath, Felicia turned her head and watched as Janet reached the front door and turned the latch, locking it.

Then, Anya relaxed her hold and Felicia was stumbling forward. She took a few shaky steps forward and grabbed her wrist, which was pulsating with pain. As she started to rub it, she noticed red hand prints left from Anya.

Felicia spun around to face the bikini thief, and saw that Anya now had her gun out and aimed at Felicia.

Where did she pull that from?

“Come back over, join your friend.” Anya motioned with the gun for Janet to stand next to Felicia. Obediently, Janet took her place next to the still gasping Felicia.

“I don't know what you're planning, but you'll-” Felicia started.

“Oh shut up.” Anya spat, leveling the gun at Felicia. Felicia stood, hands up in the air, and glared at the blond woman.

Anya took a few steps back, gun still trained on her beautiful hostages. Felicia realized that her heart was pounding in her chest, and her whole body had broken out in a cold, clammy sweat. Their blond captor regarded them both with quizzical eyes, and then cocked her head, like a professor presented a particularly challenging problem.

“What to do with you...” She murmured, cocking her head to the other side.

“Look, you're in enough trouble already. Just let us go and-” Janet began, before Anya's head snapped up and she leveled the gun right at Janet's head.

“You know, you two talk too much.” Anya spat.

“I swear, if you-” Felicia started, but then the gaping, open end of the gun switched to her, and she shut up.

“Your clothes, take them off.” Anya ordered, gun drifting between both hostages.

“What?” Felicia stammered.

“Wait, let's-” Janet began.

“Now!” Anya shouted through gritted teeth.

Felicia and Janet shut up and exchanged a wary look, and then back to their captor. Anya's eyes were cold steel, full of resolve and grim determination, and a little... amusement.

“I'm waiting.” Anya cocked a smile, and for effect, pulled back the hammer on her gun.

Felicia's shaky hands fell to the bottom of her sports bra and started to lift, but then she hesitated, realizing that if she did take it off, she would be completely topless.

Why didn't I wear a shirt over this today? She mentally cursed herself for being in a bad mood this morning and not feeling like putting on an extra layer.

Her hands clasped the bottom of her sports bra and lifted. She felt the cold air conditioned environment of the laundromat hit the underside of her breasts and let out an involuntary shiver. Felicia stopped with her sports bra lifted halfway up, exposing the bottom of her breasts but just below her nipples, and instead lowered her hands and grabbed the waist band of her skin tight workout shorts. As she did, she looked over at Janet to see her lifting her shirt over her head, exposing her large, tan breasts underneath a white sports bra. Even while under duress, Felicia had to admire just how amazing her lover's chest was.

Then, Felicia snapped out of it and started to shimmy her work out shorts down her hips. As the skintight black shorts lowered, they exposed the tiny, white, g-string panties Felicia wore underneath it. Once again, she mentally cursed herself for wearing something so skimpy, but even though she was in a terrible mood this morning, she was still conscious about showing panty lines.

Besides, it not like I expected to be stripped at gun point. She thought, pushing her shorts further down to her thighs.

Her shorts fell around her thighs, and Felicia stepped out of them and started to stand upright when Anya leveled the gun at her again.

“Shoe and socks please.” Anya said with an arched eyebrow.

Felicia glared at her and squatted down to untie her shoes. Once again, she glanced over at Janet, who was pushing down her workout shorts, exposing a matching pair of tiny, white g-string panties. Janet's underwear seemed even smaller set against her stark white tan line in the shape of a somewhat bigger thong bikini. Usually, Felicia would find that sight arousing, but not now given the circumstances.

Felicia quickly untied her shoes and kicked them off, and then pulled off her socks. Next to her, Janet kicked away her shorts and did the same. Once both women were barefoot, they stood straight, clad in their panties and sports bras.

“Tops too.” Anya smiled.

“Come on, we're already...” Felicia trailed off, watching as the look on Anya's face went from one of amusement to one of harsh warning.

Felicia's wary hands went to her own sports bra and started to lift. She felt her bare breasts fall free as the undergarment came up. A moment later, Felicia lifted her sports bra over her head and tossed it aside with the rest of her clothes. Instinctively, her hands fell over her bare breasts, but then she caught the stern look Anya gave her and instead raised her hands over her head. Next to her, Janet lifted off her sports bra and dropped it, exposing her large, bare breasts. Like the rest of Janet, they were deeply tan, except for the tell tale bikini tan lines running up and over her shoulders and around her nipples. Janet too kept her hands raised. Both Felicia and Janet now stood there, completely helpless, naked except for their tiny g-strings. Sadly, for Felicia, this wasn't the first time she was in a situation like this, and she remembered her first night on the job as Sheriff and how Ace's man, Jack, had forced her to strip at gun point in front of all his men. At the time, Felicia had never been so humiliated in her life, but a lot had happened since then.

Anya took a step back and looked both women over, leering at their nude bodies under the merciless fluorescent lights of the laundromat.

“Panties too.” Anya smiled, and Felicia's blood boiled.

“Hey come on! Isn't this enough!” Felicia cried in rage.

“Felicia, calm down.” Janet pleaded.

“No! She's humiliated us enough!” Felicia turned to Janet, realizing that even though she was practically naked, she still had her glasses on.

For Felicia, there was something more... intimate about this than the time on the docks. Both her and Janet were locked in here, alone with this woman, at her mercy, and that scared Felicia somehow more than that night with Jack and his men. Maybe it was because that night Felicia knew that help was on the way, or that Jack had only made her strip to her underwear. All things considered, Jack had shown mercy that night, and ended up binding and gagging her and shoving her in a box, telling her that wherever that box ended up would be her new home, and not to come back. It was a rather extreme way of Jack letting her off with a warning, a warning she failed to heed.

Today though, no help was coming, and Felicia didn't think Anya was letting them off with a warning.

“Panties, now.” Anya ordered. Felicia looked over to see Janet shimmying out of her tiny undergarments, and Felicia begrudgingly followed suit, turning to glare at Anya as she pulled down the tiny g-string.

Felicia felt the skimpy underwear fall around her ankles and she stepped out of them, standing now in front of Anya completely nude. Her anger masked her feeling of exposure and helplessness, and she glared at the blond woman. Unconsciously, her hands drifted over her bare crotch to cover it.

“Uh, uh, uh, hands up.” Anya's gaze shifted between both women and Felicia saw that Janet was doing the same.

“I swear, I'm going to get you when I get out of this.” Felicia grunted, lifting her hands while squeezing her legs together at the thigh in a pitiful attempt to hide her nudity.

“You have such a mouth on you,” Anya smiled, taking a step forward. “Let's do something about that.”

“Don't you dare.” Felicia hissed. She felt like a cobra, coiled and ready to strike. Every muscle in her body was tensed, and she felt the urge rise to jump across the room and tackle Anya, to let loose and pound her beautiful face with her fists.

Except she knew it wouldn't happen. Anya had the gun, and would shoot Felicia down well before she got to her, or worse, shoot Janet.

Anya knew this, and smiled, then turned to Janet.

“Your panties, pick them up.”

Janet's jaw dropped, and her gaze shifted from Anya to Felicia.

“I said pick them up.”

“Do as she says Janet.” Felicia said, not taking her eyes off of Anya.

Janet bent down, retrieved her discarded underwear, and stood back up, her nervous eyes never leaving Anya.

“Now,” Anya shifted the gun to Felicia. “Shove them in her mouth.”

Felicia turned to face Janet, who's jaw had dropped.

“Come on! That's disgusting!” Felicia screamed, backing up slightly.

“Shove them in her mouth. Now.” Anya said through gritted teeth, gun shifting between both hostages.

“Hey, wait, let's talk this out.” Felicia backed up, hands out in a gesture of peace and calm.

“Hands up, mouth open.” Anya ordered, pointing the gun at Felicia.

Felicia stopped, raising her hands and turned her head to face Janet, who approached her, panties held out in both hands and a look of apology on her face.

“You don't have to do this.” Felicia pleaded.

“Shut her up.” Anya ordered.

Then Felicia's mouth was filled with Janet's panties. She gagged on the soft cotton and the taste of sweat.

“Ugggg...mfff...ulllummm...” Felicia moaned, involuntarily trying to spit them out, the taste and smell of sweat becoming overpowering for her.

“Hold them in her mouth.” Anya ordered.

“Mffff!” Felicia moaned as Janet clamped a hand over her mouth, clamping the smelly panties in place. Janet looked away as Felicia pleaded with her eyes.

This pair of underwear had been wedged between Janet's beautiful butt cheeks all morning while she had worked out and sweated, and now they were being used to stifle Felicia.

“Now, grab one of your socks.” Anya ordered.

“Hmmm?” Felicia questioned, Janet's hand still pressed over her mouth. Janet turned and looked at their blond captor.

“Now.” Anya ordered.

Janet's hand came away from from Felicia's mouth and she hurried to her discarded clothes on the floor.

“Ugggll.... mmfffl....” Felicia gagged and coughed, causing the straps of the panties to hang from her mouth.

“Oh no, don't think about spitting those out.” Anya warned, and Felicia's hands clamped over her mouth and shoved the panties back in.

“Uffffmmm.... uggglllbbbllmmm...”

Janet rose with one of her socks held outstretched in her hands.

“Why don't you go wrap that around her mouth so those panties stay nice and secure.” Anya motioned to Felicia with the gun.

“Hfffllbbl?” Felicia questioned, and watched as Janet gave Anya an unsure look.

“Go!” Anya ordered, and Janet scurried over to Felicia.

Both women locked eyes, Janet giving her a look of apology as she held the sock outstretched in her hands.

“Offfll...gllummbll... mmmbbll...” Felicia moaned.

“I'm sorry Felicia.” Janet shrugged and pressed the sock over Felicia's lips.

“Offf...ugggll...” Felicia gagged again. The sock smelled worse than the panties. It was nothing but sweat and body odor compounded into one vessel, and now pressed over Felicia's face.

Felicia swayed, the stench and taste of hours of sweat and exercise almost too much for her, but steadied herself and took a deep breath through her nose. Janet wrapped the sock around her mouth and tied it at the back of her neck. Despite her attempts at self control, Felicia gagged into the nauseating sock the whole time.

“Ufffl...gglll... mmfffull...”

Janet finished tying the gag and stepped away, the look on her face still apologetic.

“Now,” Anya began. “Get your other sock and use that to tie her hands.” At this Janet started and turned to face the gun toting woman.

“Wfff...” Felicia moaned, hands still up above her head.

“You,” Anya turned the gun on Felicia. “hands behind your back.”

Felicia obeyed, and looked at Janet, who hadn't moved.

“You,” Anya turned the gun on Janet. “Tie her hands with your sock.”

Janet lowered her head and bent over her pile of clothes, giving Felicia a great view of the white tan line just above her ass crack, the crack where the smelly panties that filled Felicia's mouth had just been all morning.

Janet retrieved a sock and rose to face Felicia, who couldn't hide the wide eyed, pleading gaze she had on her face.

“Nooomm.... pllffff... mmmmoomm mmooo!”

“Oh shush,” Anya chided Felicia. “Now, tie her hands, and tight.”

Janet lowered her head obediently and approached Felicia. A moment later, Felicia felt Janet start to tie the sock around her hands, securing them behind her back. As she felt Janet tie her hands, Felicia couldn't help but think that both her and Janet had done something like this dozens of times, hell Felicia had let Janet gag her with her own panties and bikini bottoms before, but that had felt exciting and intimate, now it felt... invasive... not to mention that during those times Felicia's panties hadn't been soaked with sweat.

As Janet tied Felicia's hands, Anya stepped behind the bound and gagged girl to watch.

“Tight now, I don't want her escaping.”

“Mrfffffmmm bfff...” Felicia mumbled, followed by a moan into her gag as she felt her sock tighten around her wrists. Janet knew how to tie a knot, and a tight one.

Once Janet finished, she stepped away and Felicia felt Anya tug on her bonds to insure their tightness. Satisfied, Anya stepped in front of Felicia and trained the gun on Janet.

“Your turn,” She smiled. “Pick up her panties and shove them in your mouth.”

“Wfff!” Felicia moaned.

“What?” Janet stammered.

Anya only smiled and kept the gun on Janet.

“Her panties, your mouth. Now.”

Felicia watched as Janet clenched her jaw and then bent over and retrieved Felicia's discarded panties from the floor. Then, she shut her eyes and shoved the dirty, sweaty pair of underwear into her mouth. Janet cringed, wrinkled her nose, and gagged as the taste of Felicia's panties filled her mouth.

“Uggggm...bllmm...” She gagged, using all of her self control to keep the panties in her mouth. After a moment, she opened her eyes, which were now watery, and looked at Anya.

Felicia couldn't help but feel embarrassed and a little hurt. Did her panties really smell and taste that bad?

Of course they did, she realized, remembering how hard and how fast she went at the punching bag. For how bad Janet's panties were, Felicia's were probably ten times worse.

“Now her sock, wrap it around your mouth, now!” Anya ordered. Her voice was hard and firm despite the sadistic smile on her face.

“Gllubbmm... mllbbb...” Janet stammered, and then bent over and retrieved Felicia's sock.

Janet held the sock outstretched between her hands and gave Anya a hesitant look. The bikini thief's hard face and trained gun told Janet that she meant business, so the naked captive raised the sock up to her face. She held the sock just below her chin and wrinkled her nose and recoiled from the smell, gagging on Felicia's panties.

“Ullgggllddd....”

“Come on, hurry on up.” Anya ordered.

Janet swallowed, and her bare breasts, once heaving up and down, went still, telling Felicia that she was holding her breath, and then she pulled Felicia's sock over her mouth and tied it at the back of her neck. A second later Janet let out a breath and then several muffled gasps.

“Ooofff... ullbbbm.. mmmmbbbl...” The tensed muscles of her arms told Felicia that she she was resisting pulling the sock down to get a breath of fresh air.

How bad do my socks smell? Felicia wondered, fighting a wave of shame and... offense? It was strange that she was taking offense at something like this, but she was.

“Okay, now back up, both of you.” Anya ordered, and both women obeyed, taking several steps straight back.

“Okay stop,” Anya ordered, and the gagged prisoners obeyed. Once they stopped, Anya stooped down, picked up one of Felicia's socks, and stood back up. “Now turn around.”

Both Janet and Felicia exchanged a look and then turned around. While Felicia's hands were secured behind her back, Janet still had hers raised.

“Hands behind your back.” Anya ordered Janet, and the nude, gagged woman obeyed. Despite their dire situation, Felicia couldn't help but think that despite being a dominant in the bed room, Janet was quite good at being submissive.

Felicia turned her head and watched as Anya approached, holding Felicia's sock in one hand and the gun in the other. As she reached Janet, she shoved the gun in the waste band of her pants.

Felicia's heart skipped a beat. She had to put the gun away to secure Janet's hands! That meat there were a few moments where she was unarmed! That meant-

Anya though, saw Felicia watching and gave her a stern look of warning.

“I see your eyes, don't think of trying anything or-” For emphasis, she twisted Janet's wrist, causing Janet to moan into her gag.

“Ufff!”

“Mmmm bbbbfff!” Felicia cried, biting down into her gag. Anya only smiled back at her.

Felicia got the warning though, and clenched her fists, watching as Anya's quick, deft hands used her sock to bind Janet's arms behind her back. In a matter of seconds, Anya had the gun back in her hand and stepped in front of her bound and gagged hostages.

“Okay, now what to do with you two...” She pondered, looking them over.

Janet and Felicia, naked, bound, gagged, and helpless, could only watch their captor and hang on her every word, awaiting their fate.

“Neither of you seem to enjoy being gagged with the other's underwear. They must be dirty.” Anya giggled.

“Mmfffll ubbbmmm!”

“Mmmmph bbbbmmm ummm!”

“And what happens to dirty things? They get washed.” Anya giggled again.

Both Janet and Felicia turned to each other, eyes wide. Felicia had an idea of what was coming next but hoped and prayed that she was wrong, and judging from Janet's face, she too had the same thought.

Anya back towards a wall covered with silver, industrial sized front loading washing machines. She motioned with the gun for her captives to follow her.

“Oh yes, a good washing, that's what we'll give you two.” She smiled as she backed towards the machines.

“Mmmmooo...”

“Pffff... mooo...”

But their muffled pleas fell on deaf ears. Anya reached the machines, and keeping the gun trained on Felicia and Janet, reached behind her and opened two of them, side by side. The gaping maw of the machines looked like the mouths of some hungry animal, yearning for the succulent, fresh meat of Felicia and Janet's nude bodies.

“In ya go.” She stepped aside and motioned to the open porthole like washing machine doors.

Janet and Felicia exchanged a look and then looked at Anya and shook their heads.

“Mmmm mmooo...”

“Ufffmmm mmmoo!”

Anya's face hardened. “That wasn't a request, it was an order.”

“Hlllp! Hllllpp pffff! Hlllp!” Janet moaned, and Felicia joined in.

“Hlllp! Hlllpp mmsssss! Ppffffff!”

“Ladies, ladies,” Anya began. “Nobody can hear you, nobody is coming.”

“Urrrmmm mffff!”

“Mmmmph!”

“In, now!” Anya shouted, her accented voice, harsh and firm, cold like the metal of the gun she had trained on them, filled the laundromat. Her shout was like a bullet, penetrating Felicia's skin and hitting her right in the heart. She stopped, frozen, and Janet froze as well.

“Inside!” Anya shouted again, and then, like putting a mask on, her playful smile returned.

“Urrfff!” Both Felicia and Janet cried, and hurried over the gaping washing machine entrances. Anya stepped aside as they both stopped in front of the doors and stooped over.

“In!” She shouted, and Felicia felt Anya kick her bare ass to hurry her in.

“Mrrrf!” Felicia cried, and looked over to see Anya kick Janet's bare behind as well.

“Mmmmmfff... ufffm... mmmm...” Felicia huffed, using her feet to push her upper body inside. Her bare breasts touched the cold metal of the inside of the machine, and a moment later she felt Anya's shoe once again pressing on her bare ass cheek.

“Mmmmff mmmo!” Felicia moaned, and a moment later felt pressure as Anya pushed, using her foot to shove Felicia inside.

It was cold, wet, and cramped inside the washing machine, and Felicia had to bunch her legs up and bend the upper half of her body to fit in. Once her legs were inside, she turned to face her captor but was greeted with the plexiglass washing machine door being slammed shut.

“Mmmmo! Mmmfff!” Felicia shouted, and kicked at the door. It shuttered slightly but stayed closed.

She peered forward, trying to see out in the laundromat beyond, but could only really see what was directly ahead of her. Felicia could only presume that Anya had closed Janet into her washing machine like she had Felicia. A second later, Felicia saw through her porthole Anya step away from the machine next to Felicia's, and turn a corner and out of sight.

Felicia allowed herself a sigh of relief. Was Anya leaving? Maybe Anya was just going to leave them, bound, gagged, and naked for someone to find like she had on the beach.

That wouldn't be so bad. It was better than the alternative that Felicia imagined.

But a moment later Felicia's worst fears were confirmed when Anya came around the corner again and approached her washing machine, a bottle of laundry detergent in her hand. Felicia's eyes widened and her heart started doing somersaults.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoo! Hlllp!” Felicia moaned and started kicking at the porthole door. It shook slightly but the lock held.

This isn't going to work! Felicia thought, and frantically tried to come up with a new plan.

What else is there to do? She was naked and tied up in a washing machine, she didn't have many options available to her.

With no other options available, Felicia shifted so that her back was pressed against the rear of the washing machine and kicked out with both feet against the door.

“Mmmmp! Ummmfff! Mmmmo!” She moaned with each kick. Her muscles, sore from the work out in the morning, screamed at her in protest.

Come on! This is what all that working out was for!

Felica kicked and kicked but the door held tight, and then Anya was there, right in front of the door. Just her being there, her mere presence, infuriated Felicia, and her struggles increased in frequency.

“Mrrrrf! Bffff! Mfff mmmo!” Felicia cried, her feet getting sore from all the kicking. Above her, she heard a scraping, and realized it was the sliding drawer where the detergent was poured.

A second later, the small drawer was closed and blue, sweet chemical smelling laundry detergent flowed down over Felicia's kicking feet. Outside the washing machine, Anya bent over and looked in at the bound and gagged Felicia, who halted her struggles.

Anya smiled and waved, and then stood back up.

“Urrrrff! Mmmmph! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned, and started kicking again.

Then she heard a loud, sharp click as the door locked, followed by another click as the washing machine sprang to life around her.

Oh no... She froze.

Then the cold metal of the machine shifted under her, and she was spun onto her side as the machine turned.

“Ummmfff!” She barely had time to adjust herself before the machine shifted again, tossing her onto her other side.

A second later, Felicia heard running water all around her, and barely had time to process what that meant until a steady stream of cold water showered over her face.

“Uffff ffffllbb!” She moaned, moving her head. The water stopped, and the machine spun again, once again shifting Felicia onto her back.

Another heavy stream of cold water poured over her face.

“Mmmllbbb bbbllbbb gggllbbb...” She blubbered, trying to move her head. The machine did it for her, spinning again. Cold water cascaded over her bare crotch, sending jolts of cold blue electricity through her body.

“Mmmfff... mmmmm!” She moaned as she was spun again.

Then the machine went into a spin cycle, and Felicia was thrown up and down, over and over, and over.

“Mmmm... urrrfff... mmmm...bll...” She moaned as she was constantly tossed head over heels for seemed to be an eternity. Water sprayed, soaking her whole body in suds thanks to the detergent.

“Urrrgg...mmmrrrgggll!” She moaned as sudsy water splashed over her face, filling her nostrils with the tangy smell of detergent. Her gag was soaked through, replacing the taste of sweat and body over with the chemical taste of detergent.

Felicia gagged on the new taste and smell, and was tossed once again as the machine went into another spin cycle.

Janet! She thought, realizing that Janet was undergoing the same ordeal. How was she holding up?

The machine spun again, tossing Felicia on her back. She stared up at the metal, dotted cylinder of the machine above her and straightened out, planting her feet against the side of the machine. Felicia pressed her back against the cold, slick metal of the washing machine and used all of her remaining strength to hold herself in place.

Maybe I can hold this position until the cycle is done? It wasn't the best plan, but it was the only one she had, just hold out until the washer was finished, however long that was.

How long were the cycles? Felicia realized that all depended on what was picked, and she presumed that Anya wouldn't pick a short cycle. What about Janet? Would she be able to hold out?

The washer spun again, and despite her attempts at staying still, Felicia was tossed free from her position. More freezing water cascaded over her body as she was spun and tossed around the inside of the washing machine.

“Urff.. mffllbbblll...” Her muffled cries turned into gurgles as water splashed over her face. The machine spun again, tossing Felicia. Her head bounced off of the plexiglass door, and she realized that she didn't know if that caused everything to go blurry or if her eyes were blurry because of the water.

Another splash hit her in the face, the detergent causing her eyes to sting. Felicia gasped, taking in a nose full of sudsy water, and felt a burning in her nose while she gaped into her gag.

“Ugggll.. mmmullggg...” She choked into the pair of panties gagging her.

Then the machine spun again, tossing her to the other side. Felicia gasped again and tried to sit up, her breath ragged, chest burning. She blinked, trying to do away with the stinging, burning sensation in her eyes.

Then she was spinning again, up and down, round and round. Felicia gasped and choked into her gag, her feet grasping at the slick metal sides of the washing machine. The burning in her chest felt like a full on wildfire inside of her.

I need to... need to... need... Her thoughts were coming in fragments, like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle that didn't match.

Janet...

Felicia let out a sharp wince as she was spun again and and a sharp pain ran through her back as she was slammed against the back of the washing machine. She let out a gasp and ended up taking in a mouthful of water.

“Urrrggg... mmrgg...” she choked as she was tossed again. Felicia opened her stinging eyes and saw darkness creeping in around the edges of her vision.

It dawned on her that despite all she had been through, this is how it would end for her, naked, gagged with panties in a laundromat.

She only hoped Janet was faring better than her.

The machine spun again, taking Felicia with it, and leaving her laying on her back, feet curled above her and coughing into her gag.

Then the machine went still and all she heard was a loud, ear splitting buzzing sound.

What...

The machine settled around her. Felicia opened her eyes and blinked. That buzzing... it meant...

That the machine is done?

A second later, the door opened and cool air blasted against Felicia's naked, soaked flesh. Her skin raised in gooseflesh. Then she felt soft, feminine hands grab her head and lift.

Janet? Yes that's her Janet! Janet had found a way to escape, and was now rescuing Felicia. That's her girl, always finding a way out.

Felicia's head was pulled out of the washing machine, and then she felt the gag pulled down from around her mouth. Not missing a beat, Felicia spit out the now soaked panties and started gasping and choking for air. As Felicia caught her breath, she felt the soft but firm hands pull her out of the machine and set her on the cool tile of the laundromat floor.

She choked and coughed the whole time, her chest on fire. Meanwhile, her rescuer untied her hands. As soon as her hands were free Felicia started to wipe at her stinging eyes.

“Ja.. Janet...” Felicia gasped, and looked over through bleary, red eyes.

“She's fine.” Said a voice. Not Janet's voice.

Gina.

Felicia underwent another coughing fit and looked over to see Janet, nude and equally water logged, sitting in front of her washing machine. Like Felicia, Janet was choking and gasping.

Gina, clad in her Sheriff's uniform, knelt down in front of Janet.

“Are you okay?” She asked, grasping Janet's arm. Janet nodded while coughing.

“How...” Felicia gasped. Just uttering that one word caused fresh flames to erupt in her chest.

“Janet texted me, said that Anya was here. I came as fast as I could.”

Janet... texted... how...

Then Felicia realized that when she saw Anya, Janet must have too. Except unlike Felicia, who went for direct confrontation, Janet covertly texted Gina while Felicia went to face Anya.

It saved both their lives.

Felicia finished her coughing fit and wiped her eyes again. She met Gina's concerned gaze.

“You still... have an opening in the Sheriff's Department?” Felicia gasped, and started choking again.

4.

I have to give it to Felicia Fetters, she has excellent taste in bikinis. Anya thought as she inhaled the musk of thong bikini bottoms that she had ripped off of the former Sheriff the other day, leaving her strung up and nude next to her lover. The bikini smelled sweet, tender, and a little rough, the smell of salt from the sea air and sweat tinged in with the smell of the fabric. Anya crossed her arms over her bare breasts and buried her face in the bikini bottoms while she crossed her legs over Felicia's bikini top, which was lying over her bare, waxed crotch.

Anya felt her nipples go erect against the skin of her arm as she imagined this bikini, so tiny, so revealing, yet covering all that needed to be covered, wedged up between those beautiful ass cheeks of Felicia's. It was the only thing that kept the woman from nudity and humiliation, and Anya had taken that from her. A vision danced through Anya's head of Felicia standing in front of a mirror and pulling the tiny bikini bottoms up between her legs, and then turning to admire her beautiful, bare ass cheeks in the tiny thong. The bikini thief couldn't blame Felicia for wearing such revealing swimwear, with an ass like that, she had a duty to flaunt it for all to see.

Felicia's bikini gave her power. It gave her power over men's minds and actions. They saw Felicia in her thong bikini and wanted her, and would do anything for her. It gave her power over women, who saw what Felicia possessed and desired it for themselves, they wanted the power that she held over men.

And Anya could easily take that power. That was what she loved about bikinis, they were intimate, yet outgoing. Bikinis could be empowering when worn, but if you take them away, then you have a scared, vulnerable woman with no power. Anya enjoyed taking that power away because after that was nothing but intimacy.

With one hand, Anya held Felicia's bikini bottoms over her face, and with the other started to rub the bikini top over her wet crotch, causing a fresh rush of arousal to course through her body. A sigh escaped Anya's lips as she flashed back to pulling the bikini bottoms away, exposing Felicia's delicious, bare behind...

Oh Felicia... It was a shame, what Anya had to do to her and Janet really, locking them in the washing machines. Though Anya didn't show it, she was just as surprised to see them at the laundromat as she was sure they were to see her.

Somehow, Anya suspected that wasn't the last she would see of them. After she left the laundromat, she kept a close eye on the news and papers, figuring that two dead women stuffed inside washing machines would make the news. Evening came and went though, and Anya didn't hear a peep, and even drove by the laundromat to check on things and it seemed to be operating as usual. Either Felicia and Janet's bodies hadn't been discovered yet, which was unlikely, or they had escaped or been rescued. Part of Anya was bitter that they had gotten away, but she excited as well because it meant she could play with them more in the future.

Of course, this trip to Marston's Pointe wasn't all play. Anya had to do some work too.

Anya intended to get to work of course, but after she was finished with Felicia's bikini. She snapped back to the moment, and rubbed the bikini slightly faster against her vagina, sending small tingles of electricity through her pelvic area.

Thunder clapped overhead. Anya jumped, taken off guard, dropping both the bikini bottoms and top.

Grey clouds loomed over her head. She sighed and sat up, a cool breeze rolling off of the ocean and hitting her flat in the chest. Anya folded her arms to cover her breasts, not out of self consciousness but to block the cool wind.

She looked out across the desolate stretch of beach she had been reclining on, past the blue waves crashing against the sand, and out to a dark, almost black front of clouds. It blotted out the entire horizon, filling her vision, and was moving towards her fast.

Damn. Anya sighed, this would have to be continued.

Before she stood, she turned slightly, surveying the beach around her, and saw that she still had it all to herself.

Good.

She stood, arms still covering her breasts, and looked out again at the quickly approaching storm. Weathermen had been calling for the storm all day, which is why Anya picked this day and this time to come to the beach. There was nothing she enjoyed more than reclining on a beach, enjoying the spoils of a bikini raid, with just her, her naked body, and her thoughts. Anya had hoped that she would be able to do her business before the storm came in, but she had no such luck.

I guess I can continue at my hotel room. She sighed, it would be such a boring place to pleasure herself. Maybe the hotel pool would be empty?

Anya bent over and retrieved Felicia's bikini bottoms and started to step into them. A tingle of excitement ran through her body as she pulled them up her legs, and thoughts of how Felicia had done the same sent fresh waves of excitement through her body. The same waves of arousal had ran through Anya's body when she got dressed in the bikini earlier to go out, and there were times she felt that she could barely contain herself on the way to the beach.

Now she wasn't sure if she could contain herself on the way back to the hotel.

The back of the thong bikini came up between Anya's exquisite ass cheeks and she sighed, her whole body quivering with the thought that this bikini had previously been up the ass crack of Felicia Fetters, former bikini model and former Sheriff, now bartender.

Anya pulled the bikini bottoms all the way up and shuddered, allowing herself a moment to feel the thong run through her ass and to press against her wet, aroused vagina. It felt magnificent, angelic.

Another, louder thunderclap hit overhead, reminding Anya that she had to move.

Fighting her own arousal, Anya bent over and picked up Felicia's bikini top and started to tie it in place. She was thankful that she and Felicia had similar measurements, it made wearing this bikini easy. She enjoyed the police bikinis, but Gina's breasts were too big, and same with Janet's.

But Felicia's, that was just right.

Anya tied the bikini top in place and took a moment to adjust her breasts inside. Once she was satisfied with the amount of cleavage showing, she retrieved the towel she had been lying on and took off across the beach. As she made her way towards the ramp leading off the beach, she noticed the showers, a large, cement enclosed stall at the edge of the beach with multiple shower heads looming from the top. She considered bypassing the showers, given the quickly approaching storm, but reconsidered when she looked down at her bare legs and feet, which were completely coated with sand.

This stuff gets everywhere! She grumbled, deciding that she didn't want to have to clean sand out of her rental car.

Just a quick rinse before the storm hits, and then I'll be off.

Thunder hit overhead again, and Anya quickened her pace. Within moments she was across the beach and at the cement enclosure holding the showers. She hung her towel over a bench outside and stepped inside, turning the single handle under the closest shower head. A steady stream of frigid water shot out, causing Anya to let out an involuntary high pitched squeal.

“Christ!” She exclaimed, stepping back and allowing the cold water to rush over her sand covered feet.

Any feelings of arousal Anya had were quickly extinguished by the hard, chilled water that came out of the beach shower, and she wrapped her hands around her chest to keep warm from the cold water and chilly breeze coming in from the beach.

Maybe I'll take a nice, hot bath when I get back to the hotel. Yes, that would be a good way to relax and get back in the mood, a nice bath with just her and her newly “acquired” bikinis...

More thunder.

Satisfied that her feet were sufficiently washed, Anya extended a hand to turn off the stream of frigid water. Her hand passed under the cascading wall of ice water and caused her to exclaim again and jump back.

Fuck it! It's just staying on.

Anya tightened the grip her arms had on her chest, willing herself to stay warm, and started to head out of the shower stall when the sound of a raised voice caused her to pause. She cocked her head, every muscle in her shivering body on edge, ready to run... or fight.

Another raised voice. She scanned the beach ahead of her, looking for the source of the voices but saw nothing but beach, ocean, and the black, ominous storm clouds, now almost overhead. Years of being on the run had conditioned Anya to perk up whenever she heard raised voices, assuming that they were law enforcement chasing her.

But no uniformed cops or blaring red and blue lights appeared. The voices continued though, several male voices, exchanging in a very loud, very spirited conversation. She relaxed and sighed.

Men.

It was a good thing she had decided to leave, the last thing she wanted was a group of testosterone fueled primates leering at her nude body as she tried to relax on the the beach.

This was strange though, what were they doing on the beach now, as a major storm was about to come in? Did they have a death wish? Were they drunk?

Or worse, a bunch of guys who thought they were invincible, that thought that “a little rain” wouldn't hurt them. If so, then if they saw her, a lone woman in a bikini, trying to leave the beach, they may prove to be trouble, and she wasn't in the mood for that.

Anya waited and listened, listening to the voices of the men. They seemed close.

She approached the wall of the shower stall, straining her ears to listen past the screaming jet of cool water coming from the shower head. It was probably best for her to assess this situation before heading to her car.

“The plan doesn't change.”

“What about the weather?”

“Davis isn't some rookie, he knows how to fly.”

Anya heard the voices coming from the other side of the cement. What were they talking about? A plan?

Her curiosity piqued, she pressed her ear against the wall of the stall.

“I mean... aren't you worried? This could get dangerous.”

“Aw, I'm sorry Darren. Did you forget your galoshes?”

“Fuck you Brad.”

“I'm sure that when we split the money you can use your share to buy some rain boots.”

“Fuck you Brad!”

Anya stepped back and licked her lips. A share of money?

Something told her that these men were up to no good.

There was no way she could go back to her car now.

They continued to talk, their voices trailing in and out over the sound of the shower and the thunder over head.

I need to get closer.

No, that would be a risk. If these guys were really up to something then her snooping would put her at greater risk.

“I'm just saying, can't he land somewhere else?”

“Lets just call him and tell him to land at the nearest airport and unload several hundred million in stolen cash right out in the open-”

Anya had to cover her mouth to stifle a gasp. A plane, filled with several hundred million in stolen cash, was landing here!

Suddenly she forgot the storm, and the cold. Her blood turned to fire and her heart pounded in her chest, the excitement at the prospect of a heist filled every fiber of her being.

Plus she still had her gun in her bag in the car, she just had to figure out a plan, and first she had to figure out how many of these men there were, and what exactly their plan was.

And she couldn't find that out by cowering in a shower.

As much as she hated it, she had to get closer and gather as much intel as she could.

Anya hurried to the entrance to the shower stall and peered out and around the corner. She saw nothing but a garbage can at the rear of the stall, past that was the sand dunes, and beyond the dunes was the walkway. The voices were much louder and more distinct though. She pressed herself against the cement wall and slunk down toward the end of the stall, thankful for the sand that hid the sound of her footsteps.

Anya reached the edge of the wall and stopped, her thonged ass cheeks pressing against the cold cement as she held herself flat against the wall, listening.

“Ace spent a lot of time and money on this job, and he wants to see a return.” The voice she had identified as Brad said.

“And what will he say if it's all lost in a storm?” The one called Darren goaded.

“You know what Darren, why don't you go back and explain to Ace why you decided not to help with the biggest heist ever pulled off? I'm sure Ace would love to hear it.”

“Guys, please.” A third voice interjected.

How many were there? If she was going to pull a blitz on these guys, she needed to know how many she was up against, and how many were on the plane. She had to find out, and that meant taking a look.

Damn. She would have to peek around the side of the showers, and that meant risking exposure. If these guys saw her then they most likely wouldn't send her off with a stern warning.

Please, I'll just play dumb blond. Anya smiled. They were men, she would just play dumb blond tourist that got lost on the beach and flash her tits at them, and then they would salivate over her and let her go on her way. That was the one thing she liked about men, they were easy.

Smile still on her face, Anya peeked out from around her corner. She saw a group of men dressed in dark colors standing in a circle. Their conversation was lively and animated, all their voices raised. Anya pressed forward, trying to count how many there were while also listening to their conversation.

Unfortunately, she forgot about the garbage can until her knee knocked into it. Time seemed to freeze, and then everything unfolded in slow motion. The can rattled, the cold, metallic sound seemed deafening, drowning out the thunder, wind, shower, and roar of the ocean. She watched, frozen, as the can wobbled and teetered, the contents inside rattling around and echoing like thunder. Panicked, Anya leaned over to steady the can, but her knee, which had started this all by knocking the can, hit it again, and this time it sent the teetering can tipping over completely.

Anya stood frozen, stooped over, watching in slow motion as the garbage can fell over onto it's side. An eternity passed, and finally the can hit the white sand of the beach. The sand should have cushioned it, softened the sound of the can falling, but instead, the resulting crash was the loudest thing Anya had ever head. It was a sound louder and angrier than every rock concert or dance club she had ever been too. Her hands clutched her ears, which started ringing from the clatter of the toppling can.

Time caught up, and Anya gasped, her heart kicking into overdrive. She turned and pressed herself flat against the cement shower stall. Her hand flew to her mouth to stifle her gasps and she waited, heart thudding against her chest.

She was like a statue, pinned against the wall, staring at the toppled garbage can, its contents spilled out over the beach like vomit. Anya half expected to hear the sound of the can falling to be echoing all around her, but there was only the wind. Anya realized that the can spilling over was nowhere near as loud as her imagination made it to be. The thief strained her ears, listening for the startled voices of the men she had been spying on.

They'll assume it was just the wind. Yes, a storm's coming in, they'll think the wind knocked the can over.

Anya listened, hearing the men talk, but in hushed, cautious tones.

That was her cue to leave.

But what about the plane full of money?

Figure out a back up plan, but for now, get out of here!

If these men were criminals worth their salt, they would still investigate the fallen can anyway just to be safe, which meant that she had to be far away.

She removed her hand from her mouth and started backing down the stall towards the beach, eyes still on the fallen garbage can.

Get far away, that was the plan. Get far away, let the men lower their and guard, and then regroup.

Her plan, as flimsy and vague as it was, came to a halt when she backed into the thick, muscle bound chest of a large, hulking man standing right behind her. Anya froze and gasped. She barely had time to put on her “dumb blond” act before she tried to turn and face him. The man was anticipating this, and reached around grabbed both of her arms and pinned them down in front of her.

“Hey! Wait! What are you doing!” Anya screamed, kicking her feet. The man wrapped his large, bear like arms around her and lifted, her feet wailing and kicking in the air helplessly.

This was her new plan: play the damsel. After all, she was just a dumb blond, lost on the beach.

Anya continued to kick and scream as the huge, bear man carried her forward to the fallen garbage can, the architect of her undoing. She looked up and saw two other men step around the corner and eye her up with both amusement and suspicion. One of the men had thick, dark hair, a leather jacket over a v-neck t-shirt, and tight jeans, stepped forward.

Anya took one look at him and increased her faux struggle, inferring him to be the lead, Brad.

“Well, well, well. What do we have here?” Brad asked, eying her up like she was a piece of prime rib, something to be savored before being devoured whole.

Anya stopped her kicking and stared at him. Brad's eyes moved up and down her body, the hunger in them growing by the minute.

“Look at you, all alone and no place to go.”

“Hola, please let me go. I... I think I'm looking for the... how do you say... changing... place?” Anya stammered, laying on her accent nice and thick.

Yes, she was just a dumb tourist, she barely spoke English.

The man next to Brad shot him a questioning look.

“Is that so?” Brad cocked his head, amused.

“Yes, me... lost? Yes, that is word.”

“Funny, I could have sworn you were eavesdropping on our conversation... Anya.” Brad chuckled.

Anya's blood ran cold. She glared at him.

“Anya... who is...” She stammered. It was a Hail Mary, but maybe if she played dumb...

“Don't play dumb with me. I saw you in the papers, I admire your work actually.” Brad smiled.

Anya pulled against the bear man holding her, but his grip was strong and held firm.

“What you did to those girls... just art.” Brad smiled.

“Why thank you.” Anya smiled, deciding to switch to flattery seeing how she had been found out.

“The thing is we got a pretty big operation going on here. We can't have any flies in our ointment.” Brad's hungry eyes fell right to Anya's heaving breasts as he spoke.

“I'm much more than a fly, I'm a spider.” Anya spat.

“Right now, you seem more like a fly, and do you know what happens to pesky flies that get caught in a web?” Brad asked, eyes lighting up.

“I'm sure you would love to tell me.” Anya dared. She was done playing with this fool. Once she got free he was dead.

“They get wrapped up.” Brad gestured to his friend, who had a duffle bag in hand. How had Anya missed that?

The man next to Brad opened up the bag, revealing several lengths of rope, and clothes.

“No! No!” Anya resumed her kicking and struggling. Brad caught her feet as she did, crossing them at the ankle.

“Hey, get off me!” Anya screamed, but they were tough, and strong. The man behind her pulled her arms behind her back and crossed them at the wrist.

She looked at her feet to see Brad hold them while the other guy started to secure them together with rope.

“Hey! Stop! Come on!” She screamed, kicking and fighting, but it was all for naught. Soon they had her feet tied together at the ankle.

Once her feet were secure, they stood her up. Anya wobbled and glared at Brad as the other goon moved towards her back to secure her hands with more rope. Brad's eyes moved over her body again.

“Nice bikini, who did you take that one from?” He chuckled.

“When I get free, you're all dead.” She spat.

Brad smiled and stepped forward. As he did, she felt the other man tying her hands behind her back.

“Here's the thing,” Brad began. “You've had your fun, this is Ace's turf, and nothing goes on in this town without Ace knowing. Sooner or later, Ace would have put a stop to you, but up until now, your antics kept Ace amused.”

“Tell Ace that he'll regret this.” Anya sneered.

Brad only smiled. Anya opened her mouth to say something else, but realized all too late that was what Brad was waiting for, because when she did he stuffed a thick, white cloth in her gaping mouth.

“Ufrrff! Mmmmffffrrr urfffrrr!” Anya moaned, and prepared to spit the cloth out before Brad pressed another thick cloth over her full, bulging mouth. The goon behind her grabbed the edges of the cloth from Brad and secured it at the back of her neck, effectively gagging her.

“Urrfff mmmm! Urrrfflll!” Anya twisted her head, trying to shake off the gag, but it was secured tightly.

Brad stepped back and eyed up his now bound and gagged hostage. One goon held her by the arm while the other stepped over with Brad.

“So uhh, what do we do with her?” He asked.

“Mmmmph!”

“I'm thinking...” Brad stroked his chin while eying up his captive.

“Lllfff mmmeee mmoo!” Anya squirmed and struggled, but the bonds held tight.

“Normally, I would want to have some fun, but we're a bit pressed for time and-” Brad was cut off by a loud thunder clap, accompanied by a blinding flash of lighting.

The thunder shook the beach around them, and Anya could feel her chest shudder. She blinked from the blinding flash of lightning and looked to see Brad looking at the darkened sky above them and smiling. Small droplets of rain started to pelt her face. Brad's eyes turned to lighting up with child like exuberance.

“We'll just let the storm here wash our friend out to sea.” He smiled.

Anya's eyes went wide. Were they going to stake her out on the beach and let the storm rip her out to the ocean?

“Mmmmo! Mmmm! Ulllummm gglllm!” She moaned, pulling against her captor. He shifted her grip from one arm to holding both of her arms by the bicep.

“What do you mean?” One of the goons asked.

“Let's...” Brad trailed off, looking around the beach for something.

“There!” He exclaimed and pointed.

Anya turned and saw that he was pointing to an old, dilapidated outhouse sitting on the edge of the beach just before the sand dunes started. As Anya watched, the outhouse rattled and shook in the wind.

There was no way that thing would survive the storm.

The rain picked up in intensity, cold droplets starting to pelt their faces with more frequency.

“Lets help the lady to the rest room, shall we?” Brad asked, and bent to grab Anya's feet.

“Mmmo! Mmmph! Urrgggh! Mmmph!” She moaned, kicking and shaking her head. The goon behind her wrapped his massive bear arms around her waisted and hoisted her off the ground as Brad grabbed her bound feet.

“Urffff! Mmmmrrff! Mmmmph!” She twisted and struggled in their grasps as they carried her struggling form over to the rotting structure.

As they carried her, she twisted her head to look over at the looming outhouse and saw the door drifting open in the wind. That was a good sign. Maybe once they left her she could get the door open and hop to shelter somewhere.

In another minute they were at the rickety structure that would become her tomb. The rain was heavy now, Anya's half naked body was starting to get soaked. As they stood outside the old outhouse, a fetid, rotted smell wafted out from inside.

“Urrff...” Anya wrinkled her nose and gagged on the cloth muffling her. Brad too, gagged and wrinkled his nose.

“Woof, what a pleasant aroma.” He shook his head and looked down at his captive.

“Enjoy that smell, it will be the last thing you experience.” He smiled.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmlllbbbll bblllb!” She moaned, and then they were carrying her inside.

Both men started coughing and gasping. The stench was overpowering inside.

“God, when was the last time they cleaned this thing?” The one behind her asked.

“Who cares, lets just drop her and get out.” Brad said.

They plopped the bound and gagged Anya ass first on the toilet seat. Anya raised her head and saw that both men hurried out of the reeking outhouse, coughing and retching, and slammed the door behind them.

“Urrrggg... ffff...” She moaned, the nauseating smell of the outhouse hitting her nostrils like a fist. She stood on her bound feet, and the smell hit her harder, causing her to plop back down on the toilet seat.

Anya realized that whatever was sitting in the tank below the toilet seat had been left forgotten to fester and rot, probably all summer, in the heat and humidity. It was a smell of a thousand different people's bodily functions compounded on top of each other, and now seeking to punish any unsuspecting soul that came across this monstrosity of stink.

Worse off, she realized, that her plump ass covering the gaping maw of the toilet seat was the only thing keeping the stench at bay, from completely overpowering her.

Great... she huffed into her gag. Anya knew that she couldn't wait here forever, with her ass acting as a plug to keep an awful smell at bay.

Water pelted her face and she realized that the water probably should have stopped when she was brought into the outhouse. Looking up, she saw several large, jagged holes in the wooden roof. All she could see out of it was gray sky and water pouring in.

More thunder overhead, followed by something else. Anya strained to hear over the wind and the rain. It was a metallic sound, almost like...

Chains!

Her eyes widened. It was chains grating against wood! They were wrapping chains around the door to keep it shut!

“Mmmmrooo!” She moaned and rose off the toilet seat, teetering on her bound feet, and tackled the door. The whole outhouse shuddered, and she heard chains rattle as she hit the door, but it held fast.

No!

Anya started to shoulder the door, the chains shaking and rattling with each impact, but the door held tight.

Then the smell hit her. It was the ancient, fetid, rotted smell from deep underneath the outhouse, the smell that her large, muscular ass had kept at bay.

“Gllubbb...mmm..bbbblubbb...” Anya coughed and collapsed against the door. She knew that right now a bad smell was the least of her worries, but this was... overpowering.

As she leaned against the door, she could hear the rain coming down in sheets now against the rotting wood. The chains rattled on the other side, and the wind howled. Just beyond, she could hear the angry cry of the ocean waves stirring in the storm. She looked up and saw streams of water coming in from the holes in the roof. Her wet hair plastered against her face in the torrential down pour, and her whole bikini clad body was soaked.

Think Anya! Think!

But she couldn't focus with that aroma coming from the bowels of the outhouse, like an ancient creature awoken from it's slumber.

First, get untied! A voice called from the back of her head.

Yes, she would have to get free first. Thankfully, Anya had spent sometime working on her escape skills, anticipating times such as these where she would get tied up.

Anya held her breath, trying to keep the smell at bay, and started wriggling her bound wrists, trying to find slack to work with. The ropes were tight and secure, and she had to give props to Brad and his men for knowing how to secure a lady.

Her nails worked against the rope, finding the end of it and started pull and work away at the knot. As she did, she let out a breath and was once again hit by the nauseating smell.

“Ggffff... ufff..” She huffed, fighting back the urge to dry heave into her gag.

Her fingers worked away at the knot faster, thankful for water to lubricate the rope.

A massive thunder clap hit. The ground shook, so did the outhouse. Then wind and rain pelted the side of the rotting structure. Anya teetered, trying her best to keep her balance, but the outhouse shook again and she lost her balance and stumbled to the floor, falling hard on her thonged ass.

“Urrff...” She moaned, the rain pelting her hard from above. Outside, the wind continued to hammer away at her wooden prison.

As Anya groaned into her gag, she heard the wood groan around her as well. She looked around and even though she couldn't see the wood start to splinter, she could feel it...

And hear it.

She looked up and watched as the roof and walls swayed around her and groaned in the wind. The old outhouse was like a fighter on his last legs, and any minute now he would go down.

She had to hurry.

Her finger went back to working away at the knot securing her hands. As they did, she did her best to put the stench out of her mind, but it was there, like a beast breathing it's hot, fetid breath in her face.

Then she felt the ropes loosen, and her eyes widened.

Yes!

Her hands worked away faster at it and she let out an involuntary squeak of excitement in her gag.

If these guys thought some ropes and a little rain were going to keep her down, they were sorely mistaken.

Outside, the wind and the rain continued their assault on the ancient structure. The wood screamed in defiance but started to buckle under the onslaught of the elements.

The ropes around her wrists slackened more and more, and finally she pulled her hands free and let out a sigh of relief through the gag. Then she pulled down the cloth from around her mouth and spit out the wadded cloth. Involuntarily, she gasped, taking in a mouthful of the toxic smelling air, prompting her to gag and cough.

I need to get out of here!

Anya held her breath and undid the ropes around her ankles, and then stood ran over to the door, The chains still held tight, and Anya pounded on it with all of her might.

That was a mistake.

The wood shook and splintered, but so did the whole outhouse around her. Anya stopped her pounding and looked over her wooden prison, watching as it swayed and shook around her.

It was going to come down, and it was going to come down right on top of her.

She raised her hand to pound on the door again, but realized that if she did then she could be the one to cause the outhouse to come down. Anya could only laugh at the irony, in her attempt to escape, she would bring her own doom upon herself.

While she pondered the death trap she found herself in, Anya realized that she temporarily ignored the stench coming from deep inside the outhouse.

Then an idea occurred to her.

Oh no...

Anya turned and regarded the toilet seat and the deep, sewage filled pit beneath it. It would be a tight squeeze, but she could fit in it.

No Anya! Don't think about it!

There had to be another way, right?

Then the entire outhouse shook. The wooden planks that made it up screamed in pain, a death throe.

Anya looked at the toilet. It was that, or death. There was no other choice.

She took a breath and then raised the cloth that had been used to gag her up over her mouth and nose, hoping that would filter out some of the smell.

Anya didn't stop to think or have second thoughts, she just charged the toilet seat, placed both hands on either side, and started to lower herself down feet first.

Above her head, one of the beams of the roof fell in. Anya let go of the toilet seat and dropped in.

The smell enveloped her, seeped through every pour of her skin. She gagged and coughed and choked into the cloth covering her face. Her feet planted in something wet and soft and she dry heaved, doubling over and clutching her stomach.

Anya squatted down under the toilet seat, now completely in the tank under the outhouse, and no sooner had she squatted down then the entire roof caved in, leaving Anya in darkness.

Above her it sounded like the sky was falling as the entire outhouse caved in after the roof.

***

Anya's muscles strained and screamed as she pushed on the wooden beam. For as old and rotted as it was, the wood put up a fight, doing it's best to remain rooted over the toilet seat.

But Anya's will was greater, and she refused to spend the rest of her days covered in shit, buried underneath an outhouse on a beach.

Not when there was a plane full of money that just landed.

Anya planted her feet in the soft, disgusting substance beneath her and gritted her teeth, pushing with every muscle in her body. A growl started to build from deep inside her. All around her, the smell of the tank enveloped her in a toxic embrace, refusing to let her go free. She feared that this smell would follow her for the rest of her days.

“Grrrr...gaaahh!” The scream was primal and angry, welling up from the deepest, darkest pit of her being.

The wooden beam gave and started to move. Anya used that to fuel her, and continued to scream and push with everything she had.

She had no idea how long she had been under the remains of the outhouse. At least a few hours, at least. The storm had lasted most of the night. Once she heard the rain stop, she got to work on digging herself free.

As she pushed, she saw the beam lift away and yellow sunlight pour down into the pit that had been her home for the evening. Anya wanted to laugh, or cry, but that would wait.

“Aarrrrgh!” She screamed, digging her feet in and pushing. Her chest burned, but the wood rose up. Anya stood at her full height and tossed the beam aside.

She could see blue sky, and the salty smell of the ocean greeted her, inviting her to join it. This time Anya did start laughing, a shaky, delirious laugh. Her hands gripped the sides of the toilet seat above her and she heaved herself up and out.

Fresh, sea air blasted her in the face. Once her upper torso was out of the ditch she pulled down the cloth from her face and gasped, taking in deep, gulps of air.

She made it, she survived.

Anya took in a few breaths of fresh air and then looked around.

The beach had filled up. People were milling about, swimming, tanning, jogging...

And now they all were staring at her, slack jawed. Anya couldn't blame them, it wasn't every day that a beautiful woman crawled out from under a shit house.

She hoisted herself up and out from the toilet and stood, looking down at herself.

She was filthy, and didn't even want to know what she was covered in.

Anya didn't even turn to look at the people gawking at her, and started to jog straight ahead towards the cool, cleansing, inviting waters of the ocean.

She ran at full speed and a wave hit her just as she reached the water. Anya laughed and fell back, allowing the water to completely submerge her.

The wave receded and Anya stood, feeling refreshed. She was sure that she still smelled disgusting, and figured that she was due for a long, hot shower back at her hotel.

Anya wiped her eyes and let another wave splash over her. Something soft hit her in the face and she reached up and pulled it away. Once she blinked away the water she saw that it was a wet, soggy wad of hundred dollar bills in her hand.

What?

Anya held the wet money and looked out over the ocean.

More hundred dollar bills were washing up on the beach around her. She looked around to see more money floating in the waves, surrounding her.

She heard several startled voices and turned to see people rushing into the water, grasping at the wet money coming in with the tide.

Anya turned and looked out over the ocean, and she had a sneaking suspicion that the plane full of money didn't make it through the storm.

But she had made it through the storm, despite Brad's attempts to kill her, and that plane was out there now.

And it would be hers.

5.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Don't think like that.

Gina hated to admit that Anya was in her head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No...Nononono....

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

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

Nothing.

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

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

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

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

Oh no...

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

Stay cool Gina, stay cool.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Okay, enough of playing nice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Out.” Gina commanded.

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

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

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

“I said get out!” Gina screamed.

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

“Get dressed.” Gina sighed and stepped away.

“What's going on?” Caitlyn grumbled.

“Work, remember?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

Fun and games were over.

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

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

Time to do some police work and find out.

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

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

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

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

Caitlyn only shrugged.

“I'm collecting... evidence.”

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

“Fine, then you dive first.”

Caitlyn's eyes went wide.

“We're... we're diving?”

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

No.

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

Had Caitlyn surfaced?

Or had she been snatched?

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

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

See, she was doing her job. Relax Gina.

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

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

It gave Gina a bad feeling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Most likely they were hiding.

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

Still, something told Gina to be cautious.

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

Too quiet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she was too late.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Drop it.” Anya ordered.

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

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

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

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

Gina narrowed her eyes, training her gun on Anya.

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

“Mmmmoo!”

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

She wasn't bluffing.

“Three seconds Sheriff.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whatcha got there?” Anya chuckled.

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

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

Caitlyn gasped and looked at Gina.

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

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

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

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

“You can't mean-”

“Oh yes.” Anya cut her off.

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

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

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

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

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

Gina turned and glared at the blond bikini thief.

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

Anya though, was unfazed, and unintimidated.

“Who says you'll catch me?”

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

Anya only smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” Both Caitlyn and Gina exclaimed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Gina glared for a moment, and then nodded.

“Ummm hmmm...”

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

“Offfmmm...” Gina sighed.

Anya once again trained the gun on Caitlyn.

“Okay, now take it off.”

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

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

Then Anya turned the gun on Gina.

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

Gina's eyes narrowed.

“Well?” Anya raised her eyebrows.

“Urmmm hrrmmm..” Gina nodded.

“Good, go ahead.”

Gina spat out the bikini bottoms with a flourish.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh no, hands up, legs spread.”

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

“Your turn, bottoms first.”

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

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

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

“Now the top.” She ordered.

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

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

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

Anya smiled and looked over her nude captives.

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

“Out, now.”

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

What did Anya have planned for them?

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She could afford to be a little late for work.

Another sigh as Janet's tongue slid inside her.

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jesus, relax la-” Blondie started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What?

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

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

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

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

That couldn't be a good sign.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Si!” Eva exclaimed.

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

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

A flurry of head nods answered.

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

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

A really bad feeling...

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Please Gina, be okay.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Including Gina continuing to employ Eva, first and foremost.

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

If we find her...

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

A white speck on the horizon. A boat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Look!”

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

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

“Well, go!” Felicia pointed again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The missing police boat.

Felicia came up behind Eva and pointed.

“Look!”

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

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

“Just get us over there.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eva's eyes met Felicia's.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No one responded. Felicia swallowed and moved forward.

Remember your training! Stay cool!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

White hot rage bellowed up inside of Felicia.

Eva!

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

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

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

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

“Ohh mama!” Eva moaned.

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

Good lord, what am I doing?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Again...

6.

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

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

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

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

At least that's what Felicia told herself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How so?” Felicia asked.

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

The storm! It all came together now.

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

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

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

“Stop.” Anya ordered. Both captives obeyed.

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

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

“Mmmph!” Gina cried.

“In, both of you.”

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

“Take a seat next to your friends.”

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

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

“Urrrmm mmmrmm!”

“Gllubbmmm blbllmm!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmmm!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmmp!”

“Llllmmmph mmmmfff mmmoo!”

“Urggll mmmllbbl bbllff!”

“Mmmfff... ufffmmm... mmmooo...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No!

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

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

Eva was unfazed, and started rubbing herself against Caitlyn.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whfff? Mmmpph?” Felicia shrugged.

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

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

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

Gina rolled her eyes.

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

“Wttfff?” Felicia shrugged.

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

Felicia cocked her head, still confused.

“Urrrrm mmmrrrhh...”

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

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

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

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


“Hrrrm?” She shrugged.

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

“Ohhmm hmm!” She nodded.

“Urrrmm hrrrm!” Gina nodded back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hurrrm?” Gina cocked her head.

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

“Hlllp hrrr!” Felicia motioned again.

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

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

“Cmmm mmm!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don't care! Help me!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Did you see where they went?”

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

How big is this yacht?

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

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

Wait, where are the others?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No, that can't happen, not again!

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

Could they?

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

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

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

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

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

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

I should find the others and regroup.

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

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

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

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

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

Eva! What the hell was she doing!?

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

No! She can't ruin this for us!

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

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

Where the hell were Caitlyn and Felicia?

***

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

“What is it?” The bodybuilder asked.

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

Felicia stepped inside, staring at them in awe.

I guess this is Anya's collection.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do I need this for?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know, I kinda like this.”

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

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

***

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

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

Damn her! And damn Felicia for bringing her along!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she didn't, she just kept walking.

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

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

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

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

Why was she taking her outside?

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

No! That isn't happening!

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

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

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

***

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

“What are you looking for exactly?”

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

“What about Gina and Eva?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A handgun, and it was aimed right at them.

“What?” Caitlyn asked, oblivious.

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

“What?” She asked again.

“Freeze!” Anya cried from down the hall.

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

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

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

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

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

Shit! She's actually shooting at us!

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

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

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

“I know!” Felicia cried.

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

“Stop now!” Anya warned.

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

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

Shit!

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

“What about Gina and Eva?” Caitlyn asked.

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

Where's Gina? Felicia wondered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

7.

Felicia Fetters and Caitlyn had spent the better part of their day getting shot at, captured, and stripped naked, and now, here they were, adrift at sea with barely any fuel. To make things worse, the madwoman that had kidnapped and shot at them was presumably still out there on the ocean, in a massive luxury yacht, searching for them. Not to mention that their fellow officers had left them high and dry and now weren't answering their radio.

But even with all that on their plate, Felicia still found herself amazed that Caitlyn, her muscle bound companion, was first and foremost concerned with applying sunscreen.

Felicia could only stare in awe as Caitlyn sat up on the bow of the boat and rubbed sunblock over the sides of her large, perfectly round breasts and down her mid-section. More and more, Felicia was regretting giving the muscular woman such a skimpy bikini, mostly because Caitlyn wore it so well, and the fact that the sling bikini was basically just a string perfectly accented her tone, muscular frame.

“How can you worry about that at a time like this?” Felicia sighed, holding the radio in hand. She had been trying to reach Gina and Eva for the past half hour with no luck.

“I don't want to burn. You should put some on too.” Caitlyn said in a motherly tone and started to rub the white, creamy lotion along her powerful thighs. Felicia sighed and went back to the radio.

“Officer Fetters to Gina and Eva, come in please?” Static was the only response.

“Maybe we're out of range.” Caitlyn suggested. Felicia sighed, but hated to admit that Caitlyn might be right.

“Officer Fetters to Gina and Eva, if you can read this, we're adrift and almost out of fuel, requesting help, over.”

More static.

Felicia sighed and dropped the radio. Part of her just wanted to pick a direction and steer the boat in that direction, but that's what landed them in this mess in the first place.

After her and Caitlyn fled Anya's yacht, they just sped off in the boat. Felicia assumed that Caitlyn knew where she was going, but quickly found out that wasn't the case. Despite knowing how to steer the boat, Caitlyn had no sense of direction and no idea how to navigate. They steered the boat around aimlessly, searching for some sign of land or of another boat that could steer them in the right direction, but they seemed to be alone out here, surrounded by the sound of the waves lapping against the boat and nothing but endless blue ocean on all sides.

As Felicia reflected on this, Caitlyn made her way back to the helm and held the bottle out to Felicia.

“Here, can you do my back?”

Felicia sighed.

“This really isn't the time?”

“What else do we have to do?” Caitlyn shrugged. As much as Felicia hated to admit it, the larger girl was right. They didn't have anything better to do than drift.

Felicia took the bottle of lotion and motioned for Caitlyn to turn around. The dark haired woman obliged, baring her muscular shoulders and firm, thonged ass cheeks. As she spread lotion across her palms, Felicia couldn't help but admire how toned and tight Caitlyn's body was. She was built tough and yet had alluring feminine curves, especially in her chest and ass.

Felicia started to rub lotion across Caitlyn's shoulders and down her back, feeling the sinews just underneath the stronger woman's skin.

“You... You have a great body.” Felicia stammered, her hands moving down to the small of Caitlyn's back.

“Thank you, oh here...” Caitlyn reached up and lowered the straps from her shoulder blades so Felicia could spread lotion over that area. It caused the top of her sling bikini to slouch down, so Caitlyn pressed her arms over her large breasts.

“You know, I've never worn a bikini like this before, but it's super sexy. Good choice.” Caitlyn said as Felicia rubbed lotion over her bare shoulders.

“No problem.” Felicia nodded. She had just picked the bikini at random, eying it up and thinking it looked like Caitlyn's size.

But did she? Or did she secretly want to see the bodybuilder wearing something so skimpy and exposing. Felicia tried to banish the thought from her head.

She finished with Caitlyn's shoulders and the other woman pulled her straps back up, and Felicia squirted more lotion on her hands and moved to rubbing it along Caitlyn's sculpted ass cheeks. Her hands traced the curve of Caitlyn's buttocks down the the top of her thighs, amazed at how toned she was yet her skin so soft. Felicia's hands rose up again, spreading a second layer of lotion over Caitlyn's ass, almost bare with the exception of a thin string running through them.

Felicia squatted down to run lotion along Caitlyn's legs, bringing herself eye level with the bodybuilder's powerful, thonged ass cheeks. She felt herself overcome with the urge to kiss one of those cheeks, and then run her tongue down to her thighs...

No! What are you thinking? Felicia shook her head, trying to banish the thought. It must be something left over from when she was with Eva, some residual arousal or something.

Once she had rubbed lotion over Caitlyn's calves, the other woman turned. Felicia was now eye level with her crotch, and looked up to see Caitlyn peering down from over those two mountainous breasts of hers.

“Want me to do you?” Caitlyn said, holding out a hand.

“I... sure...I mean yes...” Felicia handed the lotion to Caitlyn. As Caitlyn squirted some on her palms, Felicia turned her back and lowered the straps of her bikini top.

“So... do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, not really. It's funny. I met a dude at a bar last night and brought him home, but Gina chased him out this morning. I'm guessing he won't be calling me back.” Caitlyn chuckled, and then Felicia felt her start to rub lotion over Felicia's shoulders.

Her touch was strong and firm, and it caused Felicia to melt. All the muscles in her shoulders started to loosen and release all of the built up tension over the past few days, and it felt amazing.

“Yeah... I mean I guess it's tough around here. A lot of guys are only in for the summer, but they all seem the same, you know?” Caitlyn continued.

“Umm hmm...” Felicia sighed, swaying under Caitlyn's touch.

“Have you ever tried... something else?” Felicia asked as Caitlyn's hands ran down the small of her back.

“What do you mean?” Caitlyn asked.

“Women.” Felicia stated.

Then Caitlyn's hands were on her buttocks, moving up down, rubbing the lotion over Felicia's already toned tush.

“I don't know if thats my thing.” Caitlyn said flatly.

At that Felicia turned to face the dark haired woman, who was in the middle of squirting more lotion over her palms.

“Maybe you shouldn't knock it until you've tried it.”

“I... I... don't...” Caitlyn began, rubbing the lotion across her palms. Felicia took her hands and pressed them over her breasts.

“It's been my experience that women can do more for other women than a man can.” Felicia pressed her body against Caitlyn's and brushed the insides of the other woman's large breasts with her fingers.

“What are you doing?” Caitlyn asked. There was another part, a rational part of Felicia's brain, that was asking the same question, but the animal part of her had overridden all rationality. The lustful part of Felicia was in the driver's seat.

“We may be stuck out here a long time, I could show you some tricks.” Felicia's hands moved down, tracing Caitlyn's six-pack abs.

“I don't really know if we should...” Caitlyn began, but Felicia pressed herself closer to her.

“Hush...” Felicia whispered, and slipped one of her hands down the front of Caitlyn's bikini bottoms.

Caitlyn pulled away while wrapping both of her powerful hands around Felicia's wrists. Felicia cried out as Caitlyn gripped her and held her at arm's length.

“Okay, okay!” Felicia cried.

Caitlyn only glared at her and kept her tight hold on Felicia's wrists.

“Oh my God! I can't believe that I'm stuck on a boat with a horny bitch like you!”

“No, Caitlyn wait!” Felicia protested, but then the larger woman started dragging Felicia over towards the railing.

Wait, is she going to throw me overboard? Felicia's eyes widened as she looked over the ship's railing to the endless blue of the ocean beyond.

Felicia tried to plant her feet and pull against Caitlyn, but she was too strong for her.

“No! Please, I'm sorry, I just got caught up!” Then she saw that Caitlyn was dragging her over to the length of rope that was used to tie the boat off.

She's going to tie me up! Well, it's better than being thrown overboard.

Still, Felicia kicked and fought and resisted as Caitlyn dragged her over the rope, but the muscular woman was too strong for her. As Felicia fought, her head whipped around, looking for something, anything she could use-

-There! Time seemed to freeze for a moment as Felicia caught sight of something, it was small, just a spec, but there, and it was beautiful.

“Wait! Stop! Look!” Felicia pleaded as Caitlyn finished dragging her over to the railing.

“Do you think I'm going to fall for that?” Caitlyn asked, holding onto Felicia with one hand while grabbing the rope with the other.

“No! Really, look!” She motioned with her head to the helm.

“For the last time, that won't work on-”

“Land you muscle bound bimbo! It's land!” Felicia screamed at the top of her lungs, feeling herself go read in the face.

Caitlyn glared at her, and Felicia swallowed, instantly regretting the bimbo remark. For a moment she thought that Caitlyn wasn't going to turn and look, but instead tie Felicia up and leave it at that.

She may even gag me after that insult.

Felicia had her fill of being bound and gagged, for a lifetime.

But miraculously, Caitlyn turned her head. After a moment, her jaw dropped.

There, off in the horizon, was land. Beautiful, sandy beach, with cliffs above it.

Caitlyn only stared, though her grip on Felicia’s wrist was loosening.

“Do you think we have enough fuel to make it?” Felicia asked.

“Well, I guess we'll find out.” Caitlyn let go of Felicia and approached the helm.

Felicia let out a sigh of relief, both for Caitlyn not tying her up, and for them finally finding land.

***

As it turned out, they did not have enough fuel to make it, and both women ended up having to abandon the boat and swim the rest of the way to the beach. Thankfully, it wasn't that far of a swim and both Caitlyn and Felicia, wet and tired but relieved, walked up on shore, grateful to finally be on dry land. The hot sand felt good on Felicia's bare feet as she surveyed the seemingly deserted stretch of beach they had washed up on. Behind them, the boat drifted listlessly on the waves, bound for some unknown destination.

Felicia turned and watched the police boat drift away and realized that Gina probably wouldn't be too happy about that.

Well, she and Eva were the ones that left us to deal with Anya on our own, let her be upset.

She turned to face Caitlyn to see that she too was watching the boat, and probably having the same thought.

“Any idea where we are?” Felicia asked, but Caitlyn only shook her head and tossed her wet hair back.

Great. They had gone from being lost at sea to being lost on land.

Felicia looked up and down the lonely stretch of beach for any sign of people. She imagined that if there were any people, they would be all too willing to help out to scantily clad women in distress.

In the end, Felicia pointed down the beach to her left.

“Let's see what's down there.” Felicia said. Caitlyn nodded obediently and they set off down the beach.

The hot sun meant that they dried up quickly, but both women kept their distance from each other, with Caitlyn walking a few steps to Felicia's right. Neither woman spoke either, and there seemingly was an unspoken pact to not acknowledge what had happened on the boat earlier. Felicia was okay with that, and still felt residual shame and confusion over whatever had come over her with both Caitlyn and Eva.

Somehow she suspected that Eva wouldn't drop the subject as easily as Caitlyn.

Well, she would deal with that as it came.

They walked, and the sun started to lower over the horizon, and still no sign of people. Caitlyn started to give Felicia worried looks. Felicia was equally worried, but she knew that she couldn't let it show.

Night was starting to fall, and the setting sun would have been a brilliant and beautiful sight over the ocean, if not for the pending worry that Caitlyn and Felicia could be stranded on a deserted beach somewhere, miles from Marston's Pointe or any civilization. To make matters worse, Felicia could hear Caitlyn's stomach rumbling. It wasn't just her either, Felicia was equally hungry and thirsty.

Maybe if they found people then they could turn on the charm and get their rescuers to buy them dinner and drinks too.

Then ahead they saw it. A dock! Half of it extending out far over the ocean, and the other half enclosed by a large structure. And there was movement on the dock!

As they grew closer, Felicia could make out several boats tied off at the dock, and men loading things onto the small speedboats.

She furrowed her brow. Something didn't seem right here.

Just relax, it's nothing. Guys loading up for a fishing trip.

But Felicia shook the thought away. She knew that she had to be a police officer and use her instincts, and experience had told her to be wary of any night time activity on a secluded dock out here.

“Look!” Caitlyn pointed to the dock and started to pick up the pace.

“No, wait, Caitlyn!” Cried Felicia, but it was too late. The other woman was already taking off down the beach. Even from behind Felicia could see Caitlyn's large breast heaving up and down and side to side under the floss like slingshot bikini. It was impressive that there was hardly any jiggle to her rock solid ass cheeks.

I wonder what it would be like to spank that ass.The though briefly crossed Felicia's mind, but she shook it away. Now was not the time.

She hurried after Caitlyn, the structure of the dock growing ever closer.

“Hey! Wait! Caitlyn!” She called, but the larger woman ignored her.

The dock was getting closer, the voices of the men louder. Felicia could see that there were a lot of men, big, burly men, and three or four small speed boats.

Something definitely didn't seem right.

“He-ummph!” Caitlyn had stopped and waved her arms to catch the men's attention, and thankfully that gave Felicia enough time to come up behind her and clamp a hand over her mouth.

“Ummm! Mmm!” Caitlyn resisted as Felicia used the surprise and momentum to drag her behind a large rock.

“Shh! Quiet!” Felicia whispered into Caitlyn's ear as they fell to the sand behind the rock. Felicia wrapped her legs around Caitlyn's waist and used all of her bodyweight to keep the larger woman pinned down.

“Urrrm! Mmmm!” Caitlyn moaned, trying to pull out of Felicia's grip.

“Quiet!” Felicia whispered again while also straining her ears, listening for any alarms or raised voices, any sign at all that the men had heard them.

“Urrrm hrrrm!” Caitlyn moaned.

“I'll move my hand if you be quiet!” Felicia hissed, still listening.

So far, everything sounded normal on the dock. The men must not have noticed them.

Caitlyn nodded and Felicia moved her hand away from her mouth.

“What are you doing?” Caitlyn asked in a hushed tone.

“We don't know them!” Felicia whispered back.

“So?”

“So, in this town that could get us killed!” Felicia sighed. How could Caitlyn really be this naïve?

Caitlyn sighed and Felicia released her hold on her, scurrying around to face her.

“Now what?” Caitlyn asked, clearly exasperated and annoyed.

“Okay, we get close, without them seeing us, and try to determine if they're bad news or not. If they're okay, then we ask them for help.”

“And if they are bad news?” Caitlyn asked.

“Then we... get as far away as possible.” It wasn't much of a plan, but it was the best one Felicia had. Plus if these guys were up to no good, Felicia and Caitlyn weren't exactly in the shape to arrest them or anything.

Felicia motioned for Caitlyn to stay put and peered out from the edge of the rock. It was getting darker by the minute, and the men working on the dock were just looming silhouettes now. The light made it impossible to make out their features or see what they were doing.

She watched the men for another few minutes and then motioned for Caitlyn to stay low and follow her and then crept out from behind the rock and approached the dock.

Some first day back! She thought as she crept closer to the dock. So far she had been kidnapped, shot at, and stranded, and now on an isolated stretch of beach with possible criminals.

It reminded her of her first day as Sheriff, where she had been held at gun point, forced to strip, bound, gagged, and shoved in crate to be shipped off before being rescued. Not before Tanya had gotten a photo the bound and gagged, underwear clad Felicia and published it in the newspaper. The thought of it still made Felicia's blood boil.

Several lights switched on around the dock, illuminating it and the dark beach around it. Felicia and Caitlyn stuck to the shadows as they snuck towards the front of the dock.

Caitlyn probably thinks that I'm being silly, but let her! After all that had happened, Felicia would rather play it safe than sorry.

They worked their way up a slight incline and off the sandy beach. The dock extended from a hill, and was surrounded by small, shed like structures on either side. At the head of the dock was a structure that looked like a security check in booth, complete with a small, wooden lift gate.

Strange.

Felicia and Caitlyn stuck to the shadows and out of the range of the hanging lamps around the dock.

“Keep your eyes open for any guards.” Felicia whispered, realizing how ridiculous it would be if some guards found two women in skimpy bikinis sneaking around in the dark.

If they were found, their best bet would be to probably play dumb and hope they were sent on their way.

Hopefully.

Once they got closer, Felicia saw that the guard shack was empty. A few yards past it, just before the main structure of the dock, looked to be an office. The office door hung open, and Felicia could see a desk lined with papers, and a phone.

Everyone on the dock seemed to be working on the boats, which left a clear path to the office, and the phone.

It was a risky maneuver, Felicia knew, and it opened them up for exposure, but she had no other plan at the moment.

Felicia motioned for Caitlyn to follow, and still staying low to the ground stepped up on the dock and scurried towards the office, hoping that none of the men on the dock turned around to see two bikini clad woman sneaking towards the office. She also realized that with Caitlyn crouched behind her that she had a great view of Felicia's thonged ass.

I hope she enjoys it! Most men would kill for that view!

The men on the dock continued to work, not bothering to turn around, and both women made it safely inside the office. It was lined with windows on all sides, and very dark.

Good.

There was a door on the far side from them, hanging partially open to the dock, and Felicia snuck over to it and peered through the crack.

Men were loading boxes and other supplies onto each of the boats. All of them were big, and all were dressed in dark clothes.

And on the dock, watching over them, was Brad. Felicia's blood turned to ice in her veins, and then started to boil. Brad, who had replaced Jack as Ace's man on the streets overseeing the day to day.

Felicia supposed she could thank herself for that one.

Still, she disliked Brad just as much as Jack.

She watched Brad pace up and down the dock, watching the men load up the boats. She didn't know what they were up to, but it was no good.

And she and Caitlyn were in the lions den.

Felicia backed away from the door and turned to Caitlyn.

“Hey, keep a lookout. I'm gonna call for help.”

Caitlyn nodded and scurried over to the door. Felicia, still hunched, hurried across the office towards the desk with the phone on it. She stayed hunched to the ground and grabbed the phone from it's cradle.

She could only hope that Gina and Eva made it to shore in one piece.

She dialed their home number and listened to the phone ring. It sounded deafening, with each tone Felicia's muscles stiffened.

Come on! Come on!

Finally, she heard a click, and her mouth opened to speak.

“Hey! You've reached Gina, Felicia, and Janet...” Gina's voice recording started. Felicia's mood darkened.

“... we aren't in right now, but if you leave a brief message, one of us will get back to you!” Gina's pleasant voice was followed by a beep.

“Hey, Gina, it's Felicia. If you're there, pick up!” She whispered, but no one answered.

“I'm...” She began. Where was she anyway?

“I'm with Caitlyn, were at a secluded dock, somewhere outside of town. There's a security gate at the end of it, and some cliffs. Anyway, Brad and his men are here, and they're gearing up for-MMMMPH!”

A gloved hand clamped over Felicia's mouth, and she was pulled away from the phone. The receiver fell and dangled next to the desk.

“Mmmmo! HhlllP!” Felicia kicked and flailed as she was carried away from the desk and out of the office.

What!? How!? She had told Caitlyn to keep watch, where was she?

She turned her head and saw the larger woman on the dock, engaged in combat with several other men. So, Caitlyn had done her job and kept watch, she had just been overwhelmed.

Caitlyn grabbed one of the men by his collar and tossed him towards the edge of the dock. His momentum carried him off and into the sea. Another man came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. She elbowed him and he stumbled back.

Felicia's captor had moved his hand away from her mouth, at least.

“Hey! Get off of me! Do you know how much trouble you're in!” Felicia kicked and fought as she was dragged out onto the dock.

“Quick, tie her up!” A voice called from behind.

No! Not again!

“No! Let me go! Get off of me!” Felicia screamed, arms flailing. This couldn't happen to her again.

The men forced Felicia face down to the ground and roughly pulled her arms behind her back.

“No! People know we're here! You'll be in so much trouble!” Felicia kicked and screamed as her hands were tied behind her back at the wrist.

Once her hands were secured, someone roughly pressed her ankles together and started to tie them.

“You'll all go to jail! Do you hear me? You'll all-URRGGGGLLM!” She was cut off by one of the men pulling a thick, white cloth between her flapping lips. Her gag was tied at the back of her head while the other man tied her feet together.

“URRRMMM! MMMPPPH! UULLUGGGMMM BBBLLM!” Felicia screamed into her gag as her captors pulled her upright again.

Standing in front of her was Brad, with an annoyed look on his face. Felicia glared at him.

“Well, Felicia Fetters, I didn't expect to see you tonight, but sadly, I have other things to worry about.” He sighed, looking over her bikini clad form with dismissive eyes.

“Urrrffflllm bbsssstttmmm mmmommmo mmtttthhrrr ffffffrr!” Felicia chewed on her gag.

Brad only motioned to his men, who sat the bound and gagged Felicia against a wall.

“Urrrfff! Mmmfff! Mmmm!” Felicia moaned, straining against her bonds.

She looked up to see that Caitlyn was faring better than her, still fighting valiantly against the swarm of men attacking her. Felicia felt a swell of hope build up inside her. Maybe Caitlyn could fight them off and get them out of here! All she had to do was get off the dock, then they could lose the men in the dark.

But the swarm of large, dark clothed men was too much for Caitlyn, and they overwhelmed her.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned, watching as the men wrestled the bodybuilder to the ground.

Like Felicia, Caitlyn's hands were pulled behind her back and secured with rope. She kicked and fought valiantly, even succeeded in kicking another man into the water, but then her feet were tied as well. The final touch was a thick white gag like Felicia's, pulled between her lips and tied tightly at the back of her neck.

“Urrrrffff! Mmmmrrf! Mmmo! Mmmllubbbl!” Caitlyn moaned and twisted as she was pulled to her feet.

“Gllummmbbll! Urrrrfff!” Felicia moaned, still struggling, but it was no use. They were secured tightly.

The men carried the bound and gagged Caitlyn over to where they had Felicia and sat her down next the other bound and gagged woman. A moment later Brad came and stood over his two captives.

“Normally I would be delight at this.” His tone was flat, and the hard look in his eyes told them that whatever he had in store for them wasn't good.

“Urrrmm!” Felicia moaned and kicked at him. Brad stepped back, well out of range of her feet.

“Mmmmo! Lllllmmm mmmmmeee mmmo!” Caitlyn mumbled into her gag.

Brad looked down at the helpless women, obviously enjoying this power dynamic. One of his men came up next to him.

“They made a phone call to someone.” The man said, obviously concerned.

“Ummm hmm!” Felicia nodded, her eyes filled with glee.

“Ysss! Umm hmm!” Caitlyn nodded excitedly.

“Well,” Brad sighed. “We better hurry up and finish then while I figure out what to do with these two.”

He motioned for his man to go off with the others, and then followed.

The men continued to go about their work for the next hour or so, and surprisingly ignored the bound and gagged women propped against the wall. Felicia tried her best to wriggle free, and same with Caitlyn, and the two even tried to undo each other's ropes like they had with Gina earlier, but these knots were tied securely.

Felicia realized that she didn't know what annoyed her more, being bound and gagged, or these men just acting like two half naked, tied up women weren't even there! She was used to her captors teasing them, gloating, but nothing! Not even a sideways glance!

It drove her crazy, and she didn't know why.

Please Gina, hurry!

But she had no idea if Gina had even got her message, or listened, or if she did listen to the message, if she even knew where they were.

Finally, after what seemed to be an eternity of Felicia and Caitlyn struggling while the men ignored her, Brad and another man came up and looked down on the captives.

“Well, I see that your calvary isn't here.” He gloated.

“Rrryyy mmoo...” Felicia narrowed her eyes.

Brad stepped back and motioned to something behind him. Felicia followed his gesture and saw two large, rusty barrels set against the wall.

“Pack our guests away in there. Once we get far enough out to sea, we'll drop them overboard.”

What? Felicia's eyes widened.

“Mmmmo!” She moaned.

“Mmmmeeep!” Caitlyn squeaked.

Then one of the men grabbed Felicia by her feet while another lifted her from under the armpits.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmph! Ummmm!” Felicia moaned and kicked as they stared carrying her across the dock.

“Crryyyffmmmn! Kffff! Ffffggghht! Mmpph!” Felicia moaned in her gag while squirming in the men's arms. She looked behind her to see that Caitlyn was putting up a valiant fight.

One man stooped over to grab her bound feet and she shot her legs out, hitting him square in the chest and sending him flying into the water. Then two men came from either side and grabbed Caitlyn's feet and pulled. Four other men came at her, two each grabbing her by her biceps and lifting. Caitlyn wriggled and squirmed in their grasp as they carried her down the dock.

“Urrrffll mmmfffll ffffllbbbrr! Urrgglmmm bbbmm!” Caitlyn struggled as more men came to help carry her.

Felicia turned her head away from Caitlyn and her handlers just to see the looming, gaping maw of the barrel, her new prison.

“Mmmo! Hlllp! Pffff hlllp mmmmee!” She moaned, not knowing who would listen, or care.

Then she was being forced inside the barrel, feet first. It all happened so fast, and despite her struggles, they quickly forced her inside. She barely looked up before she saw the metal lid clamp in place above her, sealing her in darkness.

Then the lid shuddered above her as it was hammered down.

It occurred to Felicia that this wasn't unlike her first day on the force, bound, gagged, and sealed away. Except that time Jack was showing mercy, sending her away with a warning not to come back.

This time, Brad wasn't showing mercy. Felicia and Caitlyn were being sealed up inside barrels in preparation for a watery grave.

Gina, where are you?

“HLLLLPP!” She moaned, hoping that someone was on their way to save them, or else this claustrophobic prison would be her tomb.

8.

If there was one thing Gina had learned to despise, it was being bound and gagged. In her current predicament it was even worse because she was naked, bound, gagged, and alone on a boat with Eva, a lusty Latina who was also naked. One good thing was that Eva was currently focused on steering the boat, though Gina could only imagine to what destination though Eva's eyes would always shift from the seemingly endless ocean before her to the bound and gagged Gina with a hungry, animal look in them.

Come on! Get free! Gina told herself while working away at loosening the hastily tied ropes around her wrists. As she struggled, seated at the back of the small speedboat, she found herself with a perfect view of Eva's thick, round ass. Eva was all too aware of this and kept winking at Gina while shaking her ass up and down.

When I get out of this, she is so dead! Gina fumed while biting down on the cloth that gagged her.

“Grrrmmm...mmmpph...” She mumbled, hands working away at the rope. It was loosening bit by bit but not enough for her to slip free, and every minute brought them closer and closer to shore, or wherever Eva intended to bring them.

She may not be bringing me to shore at all. Gina thought, realizing that Eva's plan could be to just bring her out to the middle of the sea and have her way with her, undisturbed.

“Oh Gina, don't worry. I'll be cheering you up soon!” Eva winked at her, and then held up a bottle of tanning lotion that she no doubt had found somewhere on the boat.

“Mmmmeep!” Gina's eyes went wide. Yes, that was it! Eva meant to have her way with her in the middle of the ocean, with no hope of help!

There was a small part of her that hoped that Felicia and Caitlyn would come to her rescue, but they had no idea where they were. For all Gina knew, Felicia and Caitlyn were still on that boat, Anya could have captured them and tied them up again. It occurred to Gina that Felicia and Caitlyn didn't even know that Eva had her tied up, and from their point of view it could that Gina and Eva abandoned them, leaving them high and dry to fend for themselves.

Gina didn't know which option she hated more. She wanted Felicia and Caitlyn to be safe, but she also didn't want them to think she had betrayed them. Especially Felicia, Gina had been working hard to put all the bad blood behind them, with little success.

As she pondered this, Eva squirted some lotion on her palms and started to rub the white substance all over her impressive ass cheeks. As much as Gina wanted to look away, it was mesmerizing watching the Latina's juicy buttocks start to glisten from the oil reflecting the late afternoon sun.

Part of Gina was also bitter at Felicia for bringing Eva into this. The three of them could have overpowered Anya and escaped if it hadn't been for Eva.

Can you blame her? She needed back up and Eva was the only one! Gina sighed into her gag. She really needed to hire more help.

“Oh what was that?” Eva looked over her shoulder at Gina and smiled while still rubbing the lotion over her ass with one hand. “You want some too?”

“Mmmooo!” Gina shook her head.

God damn you Eva, and damn you Felicia for bringing her into this!

Eva finished administering the lotion to her now well oiled ass and turned to Gina with a Cheshire Cat like grin. Her eyes immediately fell to Gina's large, heaving, naked breasts.

“Mrrrfff?” Gina looked down at her breasts and up at Eva, who was approaching, lotion in hand.

“Mmmmo! Ummmp! Mmmmoo!” Gina recoiled and shook her head, realizing that the movement was only causing her breasts to jiggle up and down more.

Damn this chest of mine!

Behind her back, her hands started to work at loosening the ropes even more furiously. Her feet too started to kick against the ropes tying them, all the while Eva's eyes focused on Gina's breasts, moving up and down and side to side with each movement.

“Urfff...mmmpph...” Gina huffed into her gag as she struggled.

Meanwhile, Eva squirted the lotion onto one of her hands and rubbed her palms together.

Then Eva was kneeling in front of Gina and grabbed both of Gina's bare breasts with both hands.

“Mmmmoo!” Gina tossed her head back and moaned into her gag.

Eva's fingers dug into the soft flesh of Gina's breasts and started to rub the cool lotion over them.

“Mmmrrrmmm....mmmmmm...” Gina moaned, tossing her head back as the Latina's greedy fingers massaged her breasts.

Gina knew this was only the beginning, and that the feeling of violation that she was experiencing would only get worse, especially since Eva had nothing but time on her hands.

Come on Gina! Get free!

“Mmmm! Ummm!” She moaned, pulling and straining against the rope. Eva only liked the struggling, and gripped her breasts even harder.

“Mmmmo!” Gina moaned. She flashed back to when they were bound and gagged in the back of that van, and the things Eva did to her before they were rescued. There was no hope of rescue now.

Gina felt the ropes get looser.

“Oooop!” She moaned, moving her hands out of the constricting bonds. They still weren’t loose enough.

“Let's do your behind now.” Eva sighed, and reached behind Gina.

No! If Eva turned her around, she may see that the ropes were getting loose and retie them. Gina realized that she had to keep Eva distracted.

“Mmmo!” Gina pulled back. Eva gave her a sharp look.

Dammit! She knew that her resisting meant that Eva was just going to go at her even harder.

“Mmmm...” Gina sighed and leaned in towards Eva, pressing her bare breasts against the Latina's smaller, perky breasts.

To Gina's surprise, Eva was taken by surprise, and leaned back, jaw agape.

“Ohh Gina, what is this?”

“Mmm...” Gina nuzzled Eva with her gagged mouth while continuing to rub her chest on Eva's.

“Ooohmm... mmmm...” Gina moaned, nuzzling her captor.

“Oohh mama, I knew you would come around.” Eva cooed, and reached behind Gina and gripped her bare ass, both hands digging into the flesh of her bare butt cheeks.

“Oooh!” Gina cried, taken by surprise. Eva didn't seem to notice her bonds were loose, which was good.

Then Eva started rubbing her body on Gina, her waist riding up and down Gina's bound legs.

“Ommm...mmm...” Gina sighed, still nuzzling Eva.

The ropes loosened some more. Gina tugged and was able to get one hand loose.

Yes!

Her other hand came free with another tug.

Just then, Eva leaned over and buried her face between Gina's giant breasts. An idea occurred to Gina, an idea she wasn't crazy about, but right now it was the only option she had.

Gina raised her hands, grabbed Eva by the hair, and pressed the Latina's face into between her own boobs.

“MMMMMPH! UMMMM!” Eva cried, taken by surprise. Her arms flailed as Gina used her large breasts to smother her captor.

“MMMMMM!” Eva moaned, and Gina heaved herself forward, bringing all of her weight down on Eva.

Both women tumbled to the deck, Gina still holding onto Eva with both hands, keeping her smothered by boobs.

“UFFFFFMMM! GGGLLBB!” Eva moaned, arms still flailing. Gina kept her grip tight on the Latina

Come on! Go to sleep!

Her goal was to get Eva to pass out, or go as close to unconsciousness as possible, at least slow her down enough for Gina to untie her feet.

“Ooohhh...” Eva sighed, and then did something that Gina should have seen coming. The Latina wrapped her hands around Gina and started caressing her back while rubbing her bare vagina against her.

Eva was wet.

How could she be turned on at a time like this? Gina wondered.

“Ohhhfff...mmmfff..” Eva sighed, still caressing Gina, but her movements were starting to slow down...

Gina rolled off of Eva, and the Latina let out a loud gasp. The Sheriff didn't miss a beat and sat up and started to untie her feet.

Eva too rolled over, gasping and coughing.

Gina quickly untied her feet and and then stood, pulling down her gag. Eva sat up and looked up at Gina. Her eyes weren't filled with anger but instead the Latina's eyes were filled with adoration.

“Ohh Gina, I didn't know you were so kinky.”

Gina grimaced, grabbed Eva by the wrist and pulled her up.

“Oh please Sheriff, I'll come quietly.” She sighed. Gina though, was tired of games.

She dragged Eva over to the boat railing, grabbed the rope that had been used to tie her hands, and started securing Eva's wrists to it. Eva sighed and cooed as Gina was tying her.

Eventually, Gina finished and stepped away, taking it the sight of the naked Eva, her wrists tied to the railing. Eva tugged on the ropes, testing them, and saw they were secure.

“Ohh Gina, nice.” She sighed, and started to feign struggling.

“Listen...” Gina raised a finger while placing her other hand on her hip. “This conduct... is unacceptable.”

“How are you going to punish me?” Eva sighed.

“I'll...you'll... once this is over you can consider yourself off the force!”

That did it. Eva's jaw dropped, in genuine surprise.

“Oh Gina, you don't mean that.”

“Yes I do!” Gina spat, and then turned away from the bound, naked Latina and gripped the helm.

“Like you could fire me! You need me!” Eva called.

Gina ignored her and started steering the boat towards shore.

“Remember how this started, you needed me to help kidnap Felicia! Now all of a sudden you act like that didn't happen!” Eva taunted.

Gina's blood started to boil.

“Oh yes, now you want to play nice and forget that you didn't know what I was, but you did then. Maybe if you let me fuck you then you could lighten up!”

Rage boiled inside Gina. She turned around while snatching that cloth that gagged her off of her neck.

“Oh what, now you want to play?” Eva smiled as Gina approached, cloth held out.

“Ooofffmmm...ffmm..” Eva sighed as Gina pressed the cloth between her lips and tied it at the back of her neck.

“You know what, you can stay like this until we get home!” Gina shouted as she finished gagging Eva.

“Offffm... mmm...” Eva sighed and batted her eyes at Gina.

Gina stepped back, still angry. Eva liked this! Even though Eva was bound and gagged, Gina still felt like Eva had the upper hand.

At least she couldn’t taunt Gina.

“Now listen,” Gina began. “After we catch Anya, and make sure the others are okay, you will be suspended until I find a replacement, and then you will be terminated. You are a liability to myself and the other officers and I will not allow it.” Gina placed both hands on her hips to accentuate this.

Eva's hungry eyes took in the sight of the naked Gina striking the heroic pose and sighed.

“Ohhhmm mmmmooo...” she moaned, rubbing her legs together.

Gina fumed, and felt the sudden urge to turn Eva around and spank her. Except she knew that Eva would like that.

Fuck it. She stormed over, stepped behind Eva, and slapped her bare ass. Hard.

“Ooohh!” Eva moaned.

“Are we clear!?” Gina screamed, and slapped Eva's ass again.

“OOOHHH!” Eva moaned louder. Her knees quaked and she tossed her head back.

Gina slapped her again. The sound of her palm on Eva's bare skin echoed throughout the sea.

“MMMMMM!” Eva looked over her shoulder and batted her eyes at Gina.

She was enjoying it!

Gina stepped back, glaring at Eva and wondered how could she feel so helpless despite not being the one tied up?

Eva wiggled her ass at Gina, begging for more.

Slapping her would only be giving the Latina what she wanted.

Gina opted to ignore her and stepped over to the helm.

“No, you'll stay like that until we get home.”

“Ooohmm...mmm...” Eva moaned, still rubbing her thighs together, no doubt still turned on.

Gina didn't turn around and focused on the sea ahead and getting them home.

***

After spending most of her adult life parading around her home town in a thong bikini, Tanya Donnelly had become used to flaunting her ass, but today's choice of bikini may have been too much, even for her. She felt practically naked, and kept refusing the urge to place her hands behind her back to cover her bare bottom.

Except she had to keep reminding herself that the small see through string kept her ass from being completely naked. So she strutted up and down the beach, feeling the eyes on her practically naked body while pretending that she didn't notice. It occurred to her that not that long ago she would be staring too, or having choice words for the woman walking up and down the beach in a barely there sling bikini.

But here she was now, walking up and down the beach in a barely there sling bikini. The front of the bikini consisted of two black straps that branched off from her crotch and up her midsection and over her large breasts. She had to walk slowly and deliberately because the sling was smaller than she thought and barely contained her heaving, natural bosoms.

I should have brought tape. She scolded herself, but also secretly hoped that she wouldn't have to be wearing the skimpy bikini for long.

Hopefully Brad's strong hands would be tearing it off in a fit of passion.

The two front straps of the sling bikini wrapped around a small plastic ring at the back of her neck, and then a tiny, clear plastic string ran from the loop and down her back, between her butt cheeks, and to the cloth covering her crotch. It was an outfit designed to turn heads, but there was one particular head she wanted to turn in general.

As she walked the beach, she told herself that she was wandering the beach practically naked in order to lure Anya the bikini thief, to maybe catch her, or find out what her next move was, but that wasn't nearly all the truth. The truth is that she was still trying to lure Brad.

After having her bikini stolen by Anya, she had gone shopping looking for something that would generate talk, a bikini that would turn heads and get attention, and here she was. It was a thirsty move, she knew, but so far the only action she had was in a bathroom stall in a changing room.

How can you expect to be taken seriously as a journalist when you're strutting the beach in an outfit that makes you look practically naked from behind? A voice in at the back of her head asked, and Tanya realized that was a fair question to ask herself.

There were other ways she could investigate Anya, or the mysterious wads of cash washing up on the beach, but she had a sneaking suspicion that these two were connected, or that Brad was involved somehow, and when Brad saw her in this, he wouldn't be able to resist.

Neither would Anya.

Tanya was a little nervous, both Brad or Anya could decid to just get rid of her, especially Anya.

Not Brad. She knew that he would melt at the sight of her large breasts struggling to break free of that sling bikini and that he would want to run his hands along her bare ass cheeks and to move the thin string that separated her from total nudity out of the way...

“Holy shit lady, wear some clothes!” Someone shouted. Tanya turned to see two men walking by giving her disapproving looks.

She just kept walking. This bikini wasn't for their approval.

Ahead she could see a dock and several houses along the beach. Good, maybe she would cause a stir. She was hoping to get viral, to have people post pics of her online that it would catch Brad's attention.

Hopefully it would catch his attention before it caught the police's attention. The last thing she needed was Gina and company coming down on her. Tanya presumed that Gina and her girls were investigating the money that washed up on the beach after the storm and wouldn't see a scantily clad woman walking the beach as a priority.

With what they wear, they better not! She fumed, still finding a police force that thought of a thong bikini as a “uniform” ridiculous.

Though no more ridiculous than how she was dressed.

She kept walking and heard several young men cat call her. Tanya turned her head to say something back, but then stopped and caught herself.

Why should she? Isn't this what she wanted?

It occurred to her how ridiculous she looked, prancing around the beach with her naked ass bared for all to see, just to get some guy's attention. The attention of a dangerous guy, a criminal, at that.

Tanya had no room to criticize the uniforms of the Sheriff's Department. She was doing the same thing they were doing: walking around half naked just for attention.

She stopped and looked down at herself, at her heaving bosoms under the straps, and wanted to tear the bikini off and run away.

Except that would lead to even more problems.

Just go back to the hotel and get changed.

Yes, that was the best strategy. Change into normal clothes and get some actual reporting done.

Tanya took a breath and stood straight. It was time for her to move on, save her reputation, and clear her name, and to do so she would have to leave Brad behind.

She was just about to turn and walk beach when she noticed a boat steering towards the dock down the beach. It had “Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department” emblazoned on the side, but it was who was in the boat that caught Tanya's attention.

It looked like Gina was piloting the boat, Tanya recognized her height and long, straight hair. Gina's giant breasts, also a stand out feature, was also how Tanya recognized her, particularly because they were bare and hanging out for all to see.

Tanya froze, her jaw dropping as she tried to take in the scene before her. Not only did it look like Gina was piloting the boat topless, but towards the back of the boat was another woman. The other woman had dark, mocha skin and straight black hair. Eva, the Latina, but it looked like her hands were bound to the side railing of the boat, and Tanya could see a thick, white cloth gagging her. Eva's breasts were bare as well as she twisted and fought against her bonds.

What in the world... Tanya could only stare in awe. What in the world were they up to? Why was Eva tied up?

Tanya then remembered that the Latina enjoyed that sort of thing. Were her and Gina involved in some sort of kinky role play then? Gina didn't strike her as the kind to engage in something like that.

Suddenly she had forgotten everything about going back to her hotel and just stared, watching in fascination, but also wishing that she had her camera.

I could still make something out of this! She thought. If Gina and Eva were involved in some sort of kinky affair, then they were using the boat, which was official police property, to engage in it.

This could be it! Her way of gaining her esteem back by exposing corruption the police force, or at least as leverage to get the charges against her dropped.

Tanya walked forward slowly. She didn't want to draw attention to herself, but also realized that she was a good distance away from them.

Still, this bikini draws attention. Stay far!

She watched as Gina docked the boat, tied it off, and dropped the anchor. As Gina moved towards Eva, Tanya caught sight of the tall woman's bare ass. So she was completely naked!

Gina pulled out Eva's gag and then untied her and turned away without a word. It looked like Gina had a dour look on her face. Eva meanwhile, looked absolutely thrilled.

Tanya kept moving closer, watching as Gina, still completely naked, stepped onto the dock and covered her breasts and crotch with her hands. Eva though, had no such shame and followed, not bothering to cover up.

As Tanya moved closer, she realized that these two naked women would be the perfect way to draw attention from her. She would be practically invisible because everyone would be staring slack jawed at these two naked women emerging from the sea.

Tanya suddenly felt very overdressed.

***

Janet was used to turning heads wherever she went. It was just something that she had become used to in her life, and one thing she had learned over that time was that you always had to act like you didn't notice or care.

That tended to drive people crazy. Then they wanted to make you notice them.

Over the course of her life, she had learned to use her ability to turn heads to her benefit and monetize that, first when she attempted modeling, second during her first bartending job, and now third for the beach cabana. When she pitched the bar to Felicia, most of the idea was that her and Felicia would tend the bar in bikinis and men would flock to it, and so far the idea had gone swimmingly.

Then Felicia rejoined the police force. On some level Janet was happy for her, she knew that Felicia was unhappy at the bar, and never was happy with the men ogling her. It made Janet wonder how Felicia had ever been a model, but then again modeling for Felicia was only a means to an end, a way to get through criminal justice school. For Janet, it seemed like a natural career to explore, given her toned, fit body, and large, natural breasts.

Today had been Felicia's first day back on the job, and visions of her bound and gagged danced through Janet's head.

Usually that wouldn't be a bad thing. Janet had Felicia bound, gagged, and helpless at her hands many times, but always in a sensuous way. She enjoyed having Felicia vulnerable and in her control and Felicia only trusted Janet to control her like that.

Given Felicia's history, Janet worried about her being bound and gagged in the bad way. Janet had been worrying about her lover ever since Felicia left for work, and she had even texted Felicia a few times to check in

No response.

She's probably too busy to check her phone. Janet kept telling herself, but still, she couldn't stop worrying.

Eventually she decided to go out for a bike ride, hoping that would clear her head.

As Janet peddled along the beach, she flashed back to the time she had found Felicia in the basement of her old bar, tied to a pillar and gagged while a bomb was set to go off. Janet narrowly diffused the bomb, and then took Felicia to her apartment that night.

They made love that night for the first time.

Janet felt herself getting wet at the memory, and mentally patted herself on the back for wearing bikini bottoms under her tiny, cut off jean shorts. Her upper body was almost bare except for an orange bikini top, exposing plenty of her tanned, natural cleavage. The cut-offs didn't hide much, and most of Janet's ass cheeks stuck out from the bottom of the shorts, which also gave away that she wore thong bikini bottoms underneath.

Janet was aware of the hungry male eyes on her chest as she peddled down the beach, and how the eyes shifted to her ass cheeks when she passed. It never bothered her, she was used to it.

She had done a loop of the beach and was on her way back when she saw the dock that lead to their house in the distance. Gina always spoke about buying a boat that they all could share but had yet to pull the trigger. Janet suspected it was because her and Felicia had always been noncommittal about it, mostly due to the fact that they still hoped to get their own place once they had paid Gina back.

She hit the brakes on the bike when she saw the dock, deciding that she didn't feel like going home yet. A fine sheen of sweat coated her body, and she realized how fast and hard she had been peddling, but still she didn't feel relaxed.

Maybe some time in the sun will do me some good. She thought, stepping off her bike and wiping the sweat off her brow.

Yeah that would do it. Laying out on the beach, catching a tan always helped calm her. Maybe the exhaustion from the bike ride would kick in then.

Janet propped her bike on her kickstand and unbuttoned her shorts. There were a few people on the beach and she could practically feel every male's eyes bug out as she prepared to lower her skimpy shorts to show off her thong. After unbuttoning it, she pulled down the zipper and started to shuffle her jeans down, slowly baring her thonged ass cheeks to the world behind her.

Janet stopped with her shorts halfway down, surprised that she hadn't heard that many cat calls behind her. She waited a minute and then shrugged, pushing her shorts down some more.

Then some men walked by her, staring ahead at something slack jawed. They didn't even seem to notice her as they walked by.

Whatever. Janet shrugged and pushed the shorts down some more.

More people walked by, pointing ahead and chattering. All of them ignored her, and at this point Janet had her thonged ass fully bared and shorts halfway down her thighs.

What were they staring at? She thought, and followed their gaze.

Down the beach, two naked women were hurrying across the dock. Well, one was hurrying, one hand over her breasts and another over her crotch. The other woman walked calmly and assertively, comfortable in her nudity. Janet recognized both of them.

Gina and Eva. A police boat was tied off at the dock next to them.

Janet's jaw dropped, knowing that nothing good could come from the two naked women hurrying along the dock.

Then something else caught Janet's eye. A third naked woman, this one on the beach. Her bare buttocks glistened in the sun as she tried to stealthily approach the dock with the other two naked women. This woman had a head of bright red hair.

Tanya.

Janet grimaced, her hands tightening around the waist band of her half off shorts. If Tanya was involved, then it was definitely a bad situation. As she watched, she realized that Gina and Eva didn't notice Tanya, too intent on their own situation to see the buxom, naked woman approaching on the beach.

Janet considered shouting to warn them, but then thought better of it.

She had her own, unfinished business with Tanya.

Still grimacing, Janet hiked her shorts back up and fastened them again. Even though she wasn't on the police force, and wanted no parts of it, she couldn't resist being the one to take Tanya in.

And have a little fun while doing it.

***

Gina streaked across the dock and onto the path leading up to the house as fast as she could, hoping that she was fast enough to avoid any stray gazes from the beach goers. She looked over her shoulder to see Eva strolling casually after her, apparently unfazed by her nudity.

Somehow Gina felt that she shouldn't be surprised.

Still doing her best to cover her nudity, Gina hurried up the hill to the back gate of their home. Her, Felicia, and Janet lived in a residential neighborhood, and she certainly hoped that none of her neighbors were home to see her running into her house naked. Oddly, Gina realized that she had no idea what time it was. Knowing her luck, everyone would be getting home from work in time to see her naked ass running across her property.

Gina looked back again and saw Eva still casually following.

“Hurry up Eva!” Gina cried, still scurrying barefoot up to her place.

How can she be so calm at a time like this? Gina wondered, but then realized that Eva's lack of shame and her devil may care attitude was one of the things that drew Gina to her in the first place. Now it was her least favorite thing about her.

Gina had always been fine with her body and showing it off, and she was sure that all of her neighbors had seen her making her way down to the beach in a skimpy bikini many times before, but she always drew the line at nudity. Now here she was hoping that her neighbors wouldn't get an eyeful of her frantically using her arm to cover her nipples. Her eyes were laser focused on her back gate, which she could see now just ahead. She didn't bother to look on either direction to see if she drew a crowd.

And the distance from the dock to her back gate seemed like an eternity.

And Eva was still casually strolling behind.

Who cares! Let her!

But Gina realized she did care. She was the Sheriff and she had a reputation to uphold, especially among her neighbors. It was bad if they saw her streaking around naked, but if they also saw a nude Latina, one who was Gina's deputy, brazenly flaunting her nudity next to the equally naked Sheriff then they would really be talking.

Gina picked up the pace and crossed the final distance to her back gate. Once there, she pulled up the latch and hurried into her back yard, leaving the gate open for Eva. Still using her hands to protect what was left of her modesty, Gina hurried across the grass past the large old tool shed that had come with the property. In moments, her bare feet touched upon the hot cement of her patio and past the small pool in the center of it all. The shed and the pool had come with the house, and those, combined with the beach front location, made it a steal for Gina. She rarely used the pool but on hot days it was nice to lounge next to it in a bikini.

Part of her longed for one of those carefree, lazy days by the pool, wearing very little, soaking up the sun. It was a far cry from where she was now, naked, running across her property desperate to cover herself up.

A second later, her hands gripped the knob to her back door.

Yes! Her heart raced with anticipation. Finally, she was home! She was safe! Gina's long, delicate fingers wrapped around the door knob and turned...

Locked.

It was locked.

No!No!No!No!

Gina's mind ran in circles, like a song on repeat.

It can't be locked, it just can't. She had come too far, had gone through too much. Gina turned the knob again, but it wouldn't budge. Then she pushed with all her might, willing it to open. Perhaps it was just stuck?

Yes, it was stuck, all it needed was a little push.

Gina grunted and shoved against the door with all her might, but it didn't move at all. Then she threw her shoulder against it. Still, the door held tight, stubborn against her attempts. She shouldered it again, and again, but nothing.

“Oh dear,” Gina turned to see Eva shrugging. “I guess we're stuck out here.” The Latina smiled and stretched, baring her naked breasts to the sun.

Gina grimaced. She would not be stuck out here, naked with Eva.

Janet! Maybe Janet was home. She didn't open the bar until later in the afternoon.

Gina started knocking. Her balled fist connected against the heavy wooden door. What started as a soft, perpetual rapping turned into a heavy, continuous pounding.

“Janet! Janet are you home?” Gina willed her roommate to be home as she pounded on the door. As she knocked Gina pictured Janet somewhere inside the house, in the bathroom, or maybe just waking up. Janet would hear the knocking and was making her way to the back door now.

“Felicia!” Gina cried. There was a possibility she could be home, right? She and Caitlyn could have made it to shore, and then Felicia headed home to get some clothes.

Gina hoped, prayed, pleaded for one of them to be home as she continued to pound on her back door. She couldn't do this all day, be a prisoner outside of her own home, naked, waiting for one of her roommates to come home.

If they aren't home then maybe I'll just wait in the shed.

It would be humiliating having to huddle, naked in her own shed, avoiding the gaze of her neighbors, until someone came home, but if Gina had no other option then that's what she would have to do.

Eva's hand came from behind and pulled Gina's fist away from the door.

“Ohh, calm down, we can just wait here by the pool.” Eva pressed her naked body against Gina's from behind and whispered into her ear.

Gina pushed the Latina off of her and spun around, eyes bright with fury.

“Get off of me!” She spat, feeling herself getting red. Eva backed away and her jaw actually dropped in shock. She clearly wasn't expecting Gina to get angry that like.

Neither was Gina, actually. Almost immediately she regretted it. She was the sheriff and she was supposed to keep her cool and be a leader in times like this.

Eva's shock had wore off though, and she flashed Gina her brilliant, white smile.

“Ohh, angry. I like it.”

Gina felt her anger return, and she balled her fists. She wanted nothing more than to...

No, it wouldn't help getting angry now. Instead she turned back to the stubborn, unyielding door, determined to make that the object of her fury. She raised her fist to pound on it again, determined to hit it again and again until it fell down if she had to.

She heard a click of a lock being undone, and her heart fluttered. Someone was home!

The door started to drift open and Gina stood, jaw agape, ready to run in and hug whichever of her roommates was on the other side.

The door swung wide, and Anya stood there, one hand on the door knob, the other hand with a gun leveled right at Gina's mid-section. Anya's eyes were full of satisfaction, and she had a sly smile on her face.

Gina's jaw went slack, and she stood, dumbfounded.

How?

“Oh hello ladies.” Anya greeted, stepping back. Gina turned her head to see Eva staring at the bikini thief in curiosity.

“Please, come in.” Anya stepped aside, leaving room for both women to enter. Neither moved.

“I said, come in.” Anya said through gritted teeth, and motioned for them both to enter.

With no other choice, Gina raised her hands and opened her palms, and then stepped across the threshold, followed by Eva.

***

If Tanya had felt ridiculous earlier, walking the beach in a bikini that left her practically naked, she felt double ridiculous crouched behind a bush in said bikini, watching two naked women locked out of their house, or so she presumed.

She was worried that with what she was wearing, Gina and Eva would notice her following right away, but both had been too intent on their own nudity to notice anything around them. Tanya stayed a little behind them as they made their way up the path towards their house, and then she found a bush to hide behind not far from the back gate.

Tanya watched as Gina pounded on the door while Eva seemed unconcerned with everything that was happening.

Then Tanya's heart skipped a beat when the door opened and a blond woman with a gun stepped out. She recognized her immediately as Anya, the bikini thief. Both Gina and Eva seemed equally surprised to see this woman answer the door.

Had she been waiting the whole time for them?

Tanya watched as Gina and Eva put their hands up and stepped inside the house, and then Anya closed the door behind them.

This is getting stranger by the minute!

First, they arrive on the beach naked, and then are locked out, and now are presumably at the mercy of Anya?

Tanya stared at the closed back door, unsure of her next move. Anya had let her off the hook once, and Tanya doubted the thief would be as merciful the second time around.

But... if she had Gina and Eva as hostages, this could play into Tanya's hands. Rescuing them could be a good step towards clearing her name.

Still, she couldn't go in, guns blazing. She needed a plan.

To do that, she needed to get closer, to see what was happening inside.

Staying low, she braced herself to hurry out from behind the bush and through the back gate, hoping that Anya didn't step out through the back door during that time or look through the back windows.

Never taking her eyes off of the door, she braced herself, while also placing her hands against her breast to prevent them from falling out while she ran. Just as she was about to step out from behind the bush, a shadow fell over her from behind.

Before Tanya could react, a hand clamped over her mouth from behind.

“Mmmmph!” She moaned, raising her hands to pull it away. Another hand wrapped around her waist and started dragging her away from the bush.

“Mmmppoo! Ulllfgggll! Mmmmooo!” Tanya kicked and fought as her captor carried her towards the open back gate.

Why were they taking her there? Did Anya have an accomplice?

“Ummmmph! Ufffll!” Tanya increased her struggling, kicking and stamping her feet with all her might. She felt long fingernails digging into her cheek as her captor hand gagged her, and soft breasts pressing against her back.

A woman, her captor was a woman.

It definitely must be Anya's accomplice!

“Mmmmoo! Hlllpp! Hllpp!” Tanya screamed, still struggling against her captor. Whoever this woman was, she was strong and had a grip like a vice.

Tanya was carried through the back gate, and stared at the looming back door, wondering what fate awaited her on the other side. What was Anya doing to Gina and Eva inside the house?

But instead of being carried towards the house, Tanya found herself being carried away from it.

“Hmmph?” Her eyes raced around, confused.

Then they stopped, and she heard a sound like a door being opened, and a moment later she was dragged inside a large, wooden shed.

“Hrrrm? Mmmm?” She twisted her head, looking around at the large structure. The walls were lined with tools of all shapes and sizes.

Oh no!

Was her captor planning on torturing her?

“Hllllp! Hllllp!” She moaned, blubbering into the muffling hand.

“Oh shut up.” A voice said in her ear.

A familiar voice. Tanya tried to place it...

Then the hand came away from her mouth, and she was spun around, coming face to face with Janet Rossi. Tanya's jaw went slack, and she stared at the deeply tanned woman in a bikini top and short cut-offs.

“Janet...” Tanya stammered.

“Yeah, remember me?” Janet glared at her.

“I...” Tanya stammered again, trying to piece what had just happened together.

“More importantly, remember the last time we met?” Janet's eyes were filled with pent up fury. Tanya barely had time to register when Janet grabbed her, spun her around, and grabbed the straps to her bikini and yanked them down, exposing Tanya's bare breasts.

“Ahh! What are you-” Tanya was cut off when Janet roughly pushed her down, bending her over a wooden work bench.

“Arggh!” Tanya cried, the wind knocked out of her.

“Remember when Felicia and I were both tied up naked?” Janet asked, her voice cold and harsh as she pulled Tanya's hands behind her.

What... Tanya's mind raced, and then she remembered, finding them tied up in the back of their bar.

“Wait, Janet, listen!” Tanya pleaded, but then felt Janet grab the thin, see through string that held her bikini up. There was a long pause, and Tanya realized she was holding her breath.

Janet pulled, the string snapped. The flimsy bikini fell, leaving Tanya completely naked.

“Hey! What are you doing?” She screamed.

“I'm doing what you did to us, gonna leave you here tied up naked until I can get Gina to haul you off to jail where you belong.” As Janet spoke she wrapped one of the straps around Tanya's wrists, tying her hands together.

“Janet listen, it's Gina and Eva! They need help! Listen!”

But Janet wasn't listening. She finished tying Tanya's hands and then pulled her up by her bound wrists.

“I've listened to enough of you.” She spun Tanya around as she spoke.

“No, they need help, they're-UMMMMPH!” Janet grabbed a dirty, oily looking rag from a shelf and shoved it in Tanya's mouth.

“Mmmm umm! Ummm mmmph!” Tanya moaned, trying to spit out the disgusting rag. It tasted like motor oil.

Janet brought up the other strap to her bikini and wrapped it around her mouth, securing the dirty rag in place.

“Ugggh! Mmmrgg!” Tanya groaned, biting down on her gag.

“There, how do you like the taste of that?” Janet smiled while she looked at the bound and gagged Tanya.

“Ffffmmmo!” Tanya spat. She tugged on her bound hands but the bikini strap held tight.

“Now, you just stay here and I'll go inside and call Gina-”

“Mmmo!” Tanya pleaded, eyes wide.

“Oh what, scared of Gina?” Janet said in a mocking tone.

“Mmmo! Mmeeena ummm Effaa ifff immm trrbbbll!” Tanya tried to say through the gag. Janet stared at her in confusion.

“What?”

“Eyyyy mmnnn ttrrbbll! Ummmyya!”

Janet furrowed her brow, still not getting it.

“Ummmya!” Tanya said again. Janet still didn't seem to get it.

“Mmmmook! Mmmmook!” She motioned towards the house with her head. Janet turned and looked out the open shed door.

“Ummmya!”

“Are you saying Anya?” Janet asked.

“Umm hmm!” Tanya nodded.

“In there?” Janet motioned to the house with her head.

“Ummm hmm!”

“With Gina?”

“Ummm hmm!”

Janet looked at the house, and then back to Tanya.

“Okay, stay here.”

“Wffff!” Tanya's eyes went wide. Surely Janet couldn't leave her tied up here in the shed!

But Janet did just that, turning around, stepping out of the shed, and closing the door behind her without even giving Tanya a second glance.

“Mmmo! Mmmmph! Mmm!” She screamed, and kicked at the door. It held fast. Janet must have bolted it.

“Fffff mmooo! Fffffmmm bbffff!” Tanya screamed. That greedy bitch wanted to save her friends and keep Tanya as a hostage.

“Mmmph! Umm!” She kicked the door, but then stopped. If Anya heard, there's a possibility that she could capture both Janet and Tanya, and Tanya didn't want to be captured anymore than she already was.

She stepped away from the door. So, here she was, naked and tied up in a shed.

Wait a minute, this was a shed! There had to be something sharp in it that she could use to cut herself free!

“Mmmm...” she tried to smile. Janet was tough but not that bright, leaving Tanya tied up in a shed with plenty to cut herself free. She turned and started to scan the large shed, looking for something...

There! Hanging from a peg on the wall was a pair of gardening shears.

Tanya walked over it. Her day was looking up already.

***

“Tie her to the chair.”Anya motioned with her gun to a wooden chair set in the middle of the room.

Gina who was naked and had a woman aiming a gun at her, had no other choice and sat as Eva grabbed what looked to be several lengths of sheet that had been torn into long strips from the nearby dining room table. Despite all that was happening: being kidnapped, naked, and now about to be bound by her own Deputy, Gina still found time to be annoyed at Anya for presumably tearing up her linens to make bindings.

“Those better not be from my bedsheets.” Gina said to Anya while trying her best to look defiant.

Anya only shrugged and smiled. Eva approached, arms full of the bindings.

“Oh, sorry Gina.” Eva also shrugged and flashed her devilish smile that told Gina that the Latina wasn't sorry at all.

“Eva, when I get out of this, we're going to have words.” Gina warned, but the nude Latina didn't seem to care. She grabbed one of Gina's arms and pulled it down to her side. The chair that Gina was being tied to didn't have arm rests, so Eva had to bind Gina's long, slender arms to the legs.

Gina was proud of the antique dining room set that she had acquired for the house, and now here she was being tied to one of the antique chairs.

“I was hoping to catch some of your roommates at home too, but alas, I'll still have a surprise waiting for them when they get home.” Anya said, watching as Eva secured Gina's hands to the legs of the chair.

“How did you find us?” Gina asked. Maybe she could keep Anya talking until Felicia or Janet got home.

Then what? Most likely they would just end up tied up too.

“Oh please, you think that I didn't do my homework on you ladies before I decided to pay your town here a visit?” Anya chuckled.

Meanwhile, Eva had finished securing Gina's arms to the chair and now moved around to in front of her. She stood in front of Gina, winked, and bent over to tie her legs to the chair.

“Eva, listen. I take it all back, you won't be fired, you can stay on the force. Just help me, together we can over power her.”

“Sigh, you still talk too much.” Anya stepped behind Gina and grabbed a particularly thick length of binding.

“Eva please, if you help me now we can-ummmph!” From behind Gina, Anya threw the cloth over her head and pulled it tight through her mouth. Gina bit down on the thick gag and felt it being tied at the back of her head.

“Ah there! Just as I like you.” Anya chuckled.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” Gina grumbled, trying to spit out the thick, cloth gag, but it was too tightly tied.

Eva finished securing Gina's ankles to the legs of the chair and stood up, smiling down at the nude, bound and gagged Sheriff.

“Efffa hllpp mmmee!” Gina mumbled, straining and pulling on her bonds, but Eva had secured them tightly, and despite being an antique, the chair was sturdy.

“Okay sweetheart, your turn.” Gina turned her head to Anya stepping back, training the gun on Eva.

“Oh no...” Eva sighed and stroked her own breasts, clearly enjoying every minute of this.

“Grrrrmmmbbll mmmbbll!” Gina moaned. How could Eva think this was a game?

“Oh hush you.” Anya said as Eva sat in another chair next to Gina.

“Hmmm urrggll bbllummph bbbllb!” Was Gina's muffled response.

Eva sat in the chair and sighed as Anya started to tie her wrist to the leg.

“Oh dear... you have me now...” Eva sighed as Anya secured her wrist. Gina looked and saw Eva's other hand sliding down between her legs.

“Urrrrfff mmmmpph!” Gina spat, feeling a well of anger and helplessness build up inside of her.

Her and Eva could easily have had the upper hand on Anya. Hell, the four of them could have overpowered her on the boat if not for Eva. Gina couldn't believe how badly this had been botched.

“Ufff... mmffff...” Gina sighed, once again straining against her bonds, but it was no use. She looked back over her shoulder to see Anya grab Eva's other hand out from between her legs and start to secure it to the other chair leg.

“Oh no, the fun isn't over yet.” Anya cooed as she tied Eva's other hand. Eva seemed to be having the time of her life as Anya tied her up.

How could she be enjoying this? Eva couldn't actually believe that Anya had something good in store for them, could she?

“Efffa cmmm mmmnn!” Gina mumbled. Eva's legs weren't secured yet, she could still kick Anya or something. Hell, Eva wasn't gagged either, she could still call for help.

But Eva did nothing but sigh and roll her head. The Latina's entire body was slick with sweat, and Gina could see her skin raised in excitement. She was enjoying every minute of this.

“Efffa! Effa! Hlllp! Hlllp!” Gina moaned, straining against her bonds, even though she knew it was futile.

Anya meanwhile, finished securing Eva's ankles to the legs of the chair. The bikini thief stood and looked down at the bound Latina with pride. Eva sighed and squirmed in her chair.

“Ohh... ohhh...” She moaned, clearly in a deep state of arousal.

“Now for the final touch.” Anya smiled, patted Eva's cheek, and then grabbed a thick, white cloth from the table. Eva froze, looked at the cloth, and sighed in excitement.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Gina moaned and pulled on her bonds again.

Anya stepped behind Eva and pulled the gag tightly between her pouting lips and tied it at the back of her neck while Eva sighed and moaned.

“Oofffm.... mmmmm... ummm...” Eva's lips pursed around the gag and her head tossed back in pleasure.

“Offf ffrrr ggddss ssskkk...” Gina mumbled, rolling her eyes. Despite the circumstances, she somehow found time to be annoyed at Eva.

When I get out of this... if I get out of this... she is so fired!

“Mmmm...ummm....” Eva mumbled.

Anya looked down at her hostages with satisfaction and then took a step back.

“Now, I wish I could hang around to do the same to your friends when they get back, but sadly I have places to be.” As Anya spoke, she stepped over to the table again.

Gina's eyes followed Anya and she noticed the thief reaching towards something cylindrical and metallic that was resting on the table. She didn't need to know what the object was to know that it was bad news. How had she not noticed it before?

Then Gina realized that it was most likely under the bindings, deliberately hidden until Anya had them both helpless.

“Thankfully, I have this little number as a surprise.” Anya help up the fat, cylindrical object for the helpless police women to see.

“Mmmoo.. mmooo...” Gina pleaded, knowing exactly what it was.

A bomb.

“Ummm... mmmm....” Eva seemed too wrapped up in her own arousal to notice.

Anya smiled and knelt down, setting the bomb down in the middle of the room. Gina could only watch, frozen in horror.

They were bait, her and Eva. The other girls would rush to their rescue and get blown up for their troubles.

“Ufff...mmfff..” Eva sighed, not noticing.

“Hrrry! Mmmph!” Gina moaned, trying to get the lusty Latina's attention.

“Ummm... gmmm...” Eva was rubbing her pelvis back and forth along the chair.

“MMMMPH!” Gina moaned.

“Mrrra!” Eva snapped to attention, flashing Gina a dark, angry look.

“Mrrrrkk!” Gina motioned with her head towards Anya. Eva rolled her eyes and looked towards their captor.

Anya meanwhile, had pulled a line of long, thin wire from the bomb and extended it all the way to the back door, where she looped it around the knob several times. Once done, she walked back over the bomb and extended a length of wire from the other end.

“You see, this is a new toy that I've been dying to play with.” Anya smiled and pressed a button on the center of the bomb. A display lit red.

“Hrrrmm muurrm?” Eva mumbled, furrowing her brow. She seemed to be getting it now.

“You see, this bad boy is fully armed, and once these wires move, then boom.” Anya smiled and extended the other wire to the opposite door that lead to a hallway.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmo!” Gina moaned.

“Wfff? Mmmo!” Eva moaned too, suddenly it all seemed to dawn on the Latina. As much as she liked being tied up, she didn't want to die.

Anya opened the door slightly, stepped through, and then wrapped the wire around the knob.

“Once your little friends burst in here, then you all go out with quite the bang.” She smiled, and then retreated, leaving the door open just a crack.

“Mmmooo! Wmmmmttt!”

“Mmmmmoo bbbfff!” Eva moaned, and started pulling on her bonds. Gina couldn't help but roll her eyes at the sight of it.

Now she cares!

Gina shook her head. Now was not the time to be bitter. She had to think fast and act fast, or else her, Eva, and the other girls could die.

“Hllllp! Hlllp mmmmee!” Eva moaned, rocking her chair back and forth. The floor shook and the bomb wobbled.

“Eeep!” Gina moaned. Eva froze, her bare breasts heaving up and down as she stared at the bomb in the center of the room.

Both women sat, frozen, bound and gagged, staring at the explosive set in the middle of the room. The red light on top was blinking steadily, though neither knew what that meant.

Then someone tapped on the back window. Gina and Eva both jumped and whipped their heads towards the sound.

Janet, in a bikini top, was standing at the back window, tapping on it while staring in at them.

Gina felt her heart freeze and her insides tighten.

“Mmmooo! Uummmfff mmmph!” Eva moaned, shaking her head.

“Nnnnrrroo! Hruuummph mmmo!” Gina did the same, moaning into her gag, doing her best to warn Janet not to enter.

***

Janet stared through the back window at the two bound and gagged women, both of them moaning into their gags and shaking their heads.

“Shh! Shh!” Janet held out her hands. Even though Anya had left, Janet was still worried that the thief might still be lurking around and could subdue Janet just like she had with Gina and Eva.

“Shh! Wait!” Janet said in a hushed voice, but neither woman could hear her thanks to the glass and their own muffled cries.

It was commendable of them, actually, trying to warn her off. There was no way they could have known that she had been watching through the window and had witnessed the whole thing.

So, now Gina and Eva were bound and gagged in the house, with a bomb hooked up to trip wires that would go if the doors were open. To say that the situation was bad would be an understatement.

“Mmmmmo! Mmmmph mmm!”

“Ummm! Mmmmm!”

Janet held out her hands, palms up, signaling for them to be be quiet.

“Shh! I know! I know!” Her voice was getting louder. Hopefully Anya was long gone.

“Mmmmmooh! Ullllmm!”

“Bbbmmm! Bmmm!”

“I know there's a bomb!” Janet screamed as loud as she could.

Both women froze and stared at her, eyes wide and pleading.

“I know about it, I saw it all. Now please, just give me a minute!” She yelled, mind racing.

Part of Janet knew that this was something that she couldn't rush through, but also knew that at any minute Felicia could be coming in through the front door. She would see the dining room door cracked slightly and rush in to help the bound and gagged Gina and Eva...

And then boom.

Janet looked in at the two naked, bound women, both of them looking to her for help.

Think Janet! Think!

Then she once again flashed back to the time she had found Felicia bound and gagged in the basement of her bar next to a time bomb. Felicia had walked her through disarming it and had later told her that a few guys on the LAPD bomb squad had been into her and given her some pointers on how to disarm a bomb in an attempt to impress her.

Dammit, where was Felicia now? She could use that expertise.

Once again, the image of Felicia running through that door and triggering the bomb went through Janet's head.

Come on Janet!

Then she remembered something Felicia said to her about freezing a bomb. Something about cold temperatures slowing down the chemicals or something like that.

Freezing it. How would she do that? They were in the middle of California, on a beach...

Then she remembered how when they moved in, safety conscious Gina had purchased a fire extinguisher. At first they kept it in the kitchen, figuring that would be the natural place for it, but the bulky extinguisher took up a lot of room, and Felicia had enough and moved it to the shed.

Of course, she didn't tell Gina that. Felicia knew that Gina wouldn't approve, but Gina didn't seem to notice.

“Okay, hold tight. I'll be right back!” She said to the helpless, naked women.

“Hmmm?”

“Wrrrrtt!”

But it was too late. Janet had already spun around and was sprinting across the lawn towards the shed. In all of the excitement, she had forgotten about tying up Tanya and leaving her in the shed.

Oh well.

Janet was sure that she would be able to deal with a tied up Tanya while grabbing the extinguisher.

Janet reached the shed, unlocked it, and braced herself to have to push past Tanya when she entered...

She froze when she entered and found the shed empty.

What?

Janet braced herself, thinking that maybe Tanya was hiding and would jump out at her, but then she saw a large hole towards the back of the shed. It looked like Tanya had kicked out several of the old, rotting wooden planks and slipped out.

Janet grimaced, her heart racing. Tanya being on the loose was a problem, but she would deal with it later. Right now she had to deal with Gina and Eva.

Her eyes scanned the shed, searching for the old, forgotten extinguisher...

There!

Covered in dust, sitting forgotten in a corner, was the fire extinguisher. Janet grabbed it and hurried out of the shed, not even bothering to shut the door behind her.

It's not like she was hiding a hostage in there anymore.

Janet hurried back across the lawn, lugging the extinguisher with her, and once again stood at the back window. Gina and Eva were still where she left them, bound, gagged, and naked.

She realized that she would have to break the window open, and if some glass hit the bomb or the wire, it would risk setting it off.

Dammit.

It wasn't like she had a choice though, sadly.

“Okay, brace yourselves!” She shouted, and without waiting for a response, stepped back and slammed the butt end of the extinguisher into the glass.

The window shattered.

“Mmmmph!” She heard Gina cry. Technically, she did own the house, and it was her window Janet was shattering.

Oh well, it was that or get blown up.

Janet hit the window a few more times, clearing away any glass shards, and then peered back in through the window at the bound and gagged girls. Both of them were still staring at her with wide eyes, their naked chests heaving up and down with quick, terrified breaths.

“Okay, Gina, I know you can't answer, but I'm going to use this to freeze the bomb, then I'm going to need you to get it over to the fire place.”

Janet motioned to the large, empty fireplace at the far end of the room. Despite all the times they had mentioned having a fire, to date they had never used it.

“Mmm... ummmm hmm....” Gina nodded, though the look on her face told Janet that she was still terrified and dubious of this plan.

Janet pulled the pin on the extinguisher and stuck the hose through the broken window, aiming it at the bomb in the center of the room. She gritted her teeth and squeezed the trigger.

The extinguisher roared to life, sending a jet of cold white vapor directly at the metal cylinder. The room filled with white chemicals as Janet doused the bomb as much as she could.

This might not work at all. She thought, realizing that she was only operating from second hand information. Gina could try and move the bomb and kill them all.

Janet had to believe that tt would work. It had to work.

She sprayed a little more and then let go of the trigger. White smoke billowed inside of the room.

“Ufrrrggg... gggrrrggg...”

“Aggg...gggaggg..”

The bound and gagged woman coughed under their gags. A moment later the vapor dissipated and there sat the bomb, covered in white frost. More so, the red light, once an intermittent blinking, now shone steady.

“Okay Gina, get it to the fire place.” Janet called.

“Ummfff..” Gina moaned, and rocked her chair forward. Because of the way she was bound, it took all of her strength to move her chair across the floor towards the bomb.

And she had to make it fast because if the bomb thawed then it was all for naught.

“Mmfff... ggggrrfff...” Gina huffed as she shuffled across the floor towards the bomb. Finally, after what seemed to be an eternity, she looked over at Janet for guidance.

“Okay, now...” Janet hesitated, knowing Gina wouldn't like the next part. “Grab it with your feet and drag it towards the fire place.”

“Mrrrfftt?” Gina glared at her.

“Look, it's frozen. The wire won't trip the mechanism.” Janet had no idea if that was true but certainly hoped it was.

“Hrrrf...” Gina sighed into her gag, and used her foot to pull the bomb towards her.

The trip wires strained, resisting Gina's pull. Her bound feet could only do so much, and she strained and huffed into her gag.

“Hrrrrrggg...” She moaned, dragging the bomb with her feet.

The wire attached to the back door snapped.

“Mmmmeep!” Gina squeaked.

“Mmmo!” Eva moaned.

Everyone froze.

Nothing happened. The bomb sat.

“Gina, hurry.”

“Grrrpp...” The sheriff moaned, dragging the bomb across the wooden floor with her bound foot while pushing her chair back as well. Sweat covered her entire body, no doubt from both the strain and nerves.

The trip wire attached to the dining room door tugged on the bomb, causing it to drag. Gina's foot lost it's hold and the bomb rolled an inch away from her.

“Mmmmooo...” Eva moaned, tossing her head back.

Gina didn't miss a beat and rocked her chair forward and clamped her feet around the bomb.

“Mmmmrrrrh!” She moaned, and started dragging it again. The trip wire resisted again, pulling the door slightly open with it.

Gina didn't stop, and channeled all of her strength into pulling the bomb towards her.

“Urrrgg... mmmmmfff...” Gina grunted, biting into her thick gag.

The trip wire snapped, and the bomb rolled out from under Gina's foot.

“Mmm!” Eva moaned, watching it roll across the dining room floor.

Gina turned her head, eyes wide, watching...

The bomb stopped just a few feet shy of the fireplace.

Everyone froze. Gina's naked, sweat covered breasts heaved up and down as she stared at the bomb.

The steady red light blinked. Just once. A warning. The layer of flaky frost had started to fall away

“Urrrmmm... mrfff... mmm...” Eva moaned.

Gina groaned and started to use her feet to turn the chair around.

“Gina, get it to the fire place!” Janet cried.

“Urrrggg... mmmmrrmm!” Gina mumbled, and finished turning herself around. Without missing a beat she started scooting her chair across the floor.

“Mmmrrroo! Mmmoo!” Eva encouraged her.

“Urrrfff... mmmfff...” Gina huffed, scooting her chair towards the bomb.

The red light blinked again.

Gina's foot closed around the bomb. Her long, slender leg stiffened, every muscle in it coiling like an animal ready to strike.

And she kicked. The metallic cylinder rolled across the floor...

And into the fire place. The red light blinked several times.

Janet aimed the extinguisher at the fireplace and let it rip.

The bomb was doused in a white cloud.

Something whirred and clicked in the bomb as Janet sprayed it down.

Come on! Aren't the chemicals supposed to freeze or something!

The bomb buzzed, and sparked.

“Mmmmph!”

“Hrrrrrp!”

Sparks jumped and flew from the fire place. Then the bomb caught fire. Still, Janet kept dousing it.

A moment later, the sparks stopped, and the bomb went silent. Janet released her hold on the trigger.

A heavy cloud hung in the dining room. After a moment it dissipated.

The bomb sat in the fireplace, a blackened, charred mess, covered with white frost, but ultimately harmless.

Janet sighed and let out a chuckle. Never in her life would she think that she would disarm one bomb, let alone two.

“Hrrryy hlllp!” Gina moaned.

Janet turned towards her. Both her and Eva were still tied up and staring at her anxiously. Part of her considered leaving them like that, mostly because she didn't want to hear Gina complain about her breaking the window.

9.

After her escape, Tanya was faced with a choice: sneak home along the beach naked, or pursue Anya, the bikini thief, while also naked.

She decided to pursue Anya since Tanya didn't have a bikini for the bikini thief to steal.

Stupid Janet can't even secure her hostages well!

Tanya had easily used the gardening shears to cut through her bonds, but then realized that once she was free that her bonds were also her clothing. At that moment, standing there in the shed, she cursed herself mentally for being too focused on her own freedom to think of covering herself.

Being temporarily naked is better than going back to jail! She told herself repeatedly while trying to find a way out of the shed that she had been locked in. Tanya didn't know what was going on with Janet, or with Gina and Eva, whom she presumed were captured by Anya, but if things worked out for them then all three of them could easily overpower her and drag her off to jail.

She couldn't let that happen. The entire point of her returning to Marston's Pointe was to clear her name... that and to have Brad fuck her.

Thankfully, the shed was old, and she discovered some loose boards at the back that she was able to easily kick out. With one hand over her large breasts and the other over her freshly waxed vagina, Tanya emerged out of the hole she made into the bright afternoon sunlight. Her eyes had adjusted to the dim light of the shed, and she took a moment to blink away her disorientation and adjust to the outside.

What's my next move?

Well, she was naked, and out in broad daylight, but there was also Anya, Gina, and Eva to consider. Something was going down inside that house and she would be a fool to pass up the opportunity to find out what it was.

Maybe you can find something to wear inside the house, like a towel or something.

Her eyes had adjusted and she turned towards the rear gate that lead down to the beach when she heard the shed door open.

Shit!

Tanya froze and pressed her nude body flat against the shed, to the right of the hole she had made, but she knew it was a futile gesture. Whoever had just entered the shed would see the hole and step around to investigate, especially if it was Janet.

It is Janet, coming back to check on her hostage!

Her breath froze in her lungs as she waited and listened, expecting to hear footsteps on the grass as Janet came around to investigate, or see a shadow looming.

Instead, she heard rummaging from inside the shed, and then the sound of something heavy being lifted. A moment later the shed door closed. Tanya stood frozen still, waiting and listening. If it was Janet, her only option would be to run as fast as she can.

But nothing happened. Tanya's chest started burning and she realized that she still hadn't taken a breath. Slowly she exhaled, relaxing. Maybe it wasn't Janet that came into the shed, and if so then that meant she had a few minutes to plan her next move.

As she watched the back gate, and the path leading down to the beach, she saw a head of straight, blond hair hurry down from the side of the house. The bright sun reflected off of the golden head of hair of Anya as she hurried down a side path from the house and down to the beach, not stopping to look back.

Tanya realized that she had a choice: let Anya go, or follow her. If she followed her, she risked running up and down naked along the beach.

Screw it. Most of the beach had seen her ass anyway this morning.

But then again, it would call attention to herself, which was the last thing she wanted if she was following a known criminal.

Then she imagined Brad, hearing the talk of a naked woman on the beach coming to investigate for himself. The thought brought a smile to her face.

They could take Anya together, her and Brad.

The smile spread even further across her face and she imagined her, naked, and Brad, shirtless and sweat covered, subduing and tying up Anya. Brad would make love to her while the bound and gagged Anya could only watch, helpless.

Tanya found herself getting aroused at the thought, moisture collecting between her legs and her nipples going erect and pressing against the hand that covered them.

No, stay focused! Follow Anya and then worry about what happens next!

Taking a deep breath, Tanya pulled away from the shed and hurried through the back gate, not stopping to look back. Anya was at the bottom of the path, almost on the beach.

The naked red head stayed low and to the side of the path, using bushes and hills as cover.

Hopefully she doesn't have far to go. Tanya thought as she stalked her prey, a naked hunter following fully clothed prey.

***

Tanya, naked and slick with sweat, slipped and tumbled on a sand dune. The hot sand burned her bare feet beneath her, and it took every ounce of will not to curse loudly.

Holy shit, how far up the beach are we?

She didn't know how long she had been following Anya, but it felt like hours. Anya moved at a brisk pace up the beach, while Tanya stayed to the sand dunes and brush next to the beach. At first she imagined that Anya would tire of her quick pace and slow, or finally reach her destination, but no, she kept moving without any signs of slowing.

This explains her tight, thin body! Tanya thought bitterly as she wheezed and stumbled along, still keeping Anya at a distance but in sight. Her entire nude body glistened with sweat, and her legs were starting to burn. Her patience was running thin, and the further Anya moved up the beach, the further it took Tanya from her hotel room.

Best case scenario, once she figured out where Anya was headed, then she would have to make her way back down the beach, also naked, and back to her hotel room.

She had hoped to find a discarded towel or something along the beach, but no such luck. On the good side, she was probably getting nice tan with the sun beating down on her, and it would probably eliminate her tan lines.

Ahead, Tanya saw several structures along the beach.

Oh no...

As she got closer, she saw more and more, smaller structures, and people... lots of people...

No, keep walking... just keep going...

But Anya started to veer towards the structures... and the people...

It was the boardwalk, and it was the busy time. People milled about all over the wooden deck stretching the length of the beach.

Shit! Shit! Shit!

Anya was heading straight for the boardwalk, and Tanya would lose her among the crowds of beach goers and tourists. Even if she didn't lose Anya, she would definitely draw attention because of her nudity, and most likely be stopped because of it.

God dammit!

She had come all this way, buck naked, just to have to turn around.

Then she saw Anya head straight for a wooden building at the edge of the boardwalk. Despite the crowds of swimsuit clad people, the crowd was sparse around this particular structure. It's dust covered windows were boarded up from the inside, and the sign on top which read SURFS UP, had long been ravaged by sun and time.

From her vantage point, Tanya watched as Anya approached the old, closed surf shop, opened the back door, and walked in.

Is that her hideout? An abandoned surf shop?

There was only one way to find out. Tanya took a breath, steeled herself, and prepared to sprint across the beach towards the large, rickety structure.

She took a brief look around, and then hopped out from behind a sand dune and sprinted across the beach, all too conscious of the sun on her bare, sweaty ass cheeks. Hot sand kicked up around her feet as she ran. The few seconds from the sand dunes to the surf shop felt like hours, and Tanya was terrified that at any moment someone on the boardwalk would notice a naked, buxom woman running across the beach and draw attention to her.

But Tanya crossed the distance without a problem and crouched down against the side of the building facing the beach, catching her breath and planning her next move.

I need a way inside...

She couldn't enter the way Anya had, it would draw too much attention, but what then?

Then she remembered the loose boards in the shed that she had kicked out. Could the old surf shop have something like that as well? Maybe she could move some old boards or find a hole in the side and sneak in? Tanya knew that she had to act fast, because any minute now someone could walk by and notice a naked woman hiding by an old abandoned building and raise a stink about it.

Still crouched down, Tanya started testing the walls of the surf shop with her fingers. The wood was old, the salty sea air had done quite a job at eating away at it. She didn't know how long the building had been abandoned but judging from how soft and brittle the wood was under her fingers, it had been a while.

She shimmied down the side of the building, tugging at the boards with her fingers, until one budged. Tanya's heart skipped a beat and she started to slowly peel it back. The wood let out a low screech of resistance, causing Tanya to let out a low squeal and freeze. Her heart pounded against her chest and she felt her body breaking out in a cold sweat on top of the normal sweat.

Nothing happened. She waited, listening, but could only hear the sound of the ocean and beach goers around her. Tanya tightened her fingers around the wooden board and pulled some more. This time, the wood was more gracious, and moved easily for her. There was resistance as the brittle piece of wall started to tear, and Tanya stopped and slowly started to shimmy the lower portion of the wooden board away from the top portion. After a few twists, it broke off, leaving a jagged edge pointing down and a small gap leading inside of the building.

Can I fit in there? Tanya wondered, squatting down on all fours and peering inside. The hole she had made revealed shelves lined with old, dusty surfboards, and tables covered with debris. Dust particles drifted lazily in slits of sunlight shining through the boarded up windows.

And voices, she heard two voices. Female voices.


Did Anya have an accomplice?

Tanya leaned forward, straining her ears, but the sound of the ocean and the boardwalk drowned the voices inside.

I have to get in there!

Tanya turned to her side and fit her head and shoulders through the hole she had made. The voices got more distinct. She continued to press herself through the hole but then stopped, reaching a natural obstruction.

Damn these breasts of mine!

Her naturally large breasts were stuck! She could go no further unless she peeled away more boards. Only her head and shoulders were inside of the building.

“I imagine that I'll be hearing news of that any minute now?” A voice said, a familiar voice.

“Oh no doubt.” Said an accented voice, Anya.

Tanya looked up. Several old boxes and crates thankfully kept her hidden, and through a gap between the boxes she could make out Anya's head of blond hair as she spoke to another woman.

Shelly. Shelly Arnold.

Tanya twisted her head to peer through another crack in the row of crates. Shelly stood in a black, thong string bikini, hand on her hips in a pose of triumph.

“What if the other two don't show up?” She asked Anya.

“Then I'll get them another way.” The bikini thief shrugged.

“Your attempt at the laundromat wasn't successful, what makes you think this one will be?” Shelly sighed, she seemed annoyed.

“How was I supposed to know that the tall one would show up and save them?” Anya said petulantly.

“You should have stayed around, make sure nothing like that could happen! Hell you could have gotten all three of them then!” Shelly balled her fists, her temper rising.

Anya flashed her a dark look. It scared Tanya. The look on the bikini thief's face was full of long held rage, resentment, and violence. After a second Anya's features returned back to their normal beauty a second later, almost like a dark cloud passing, but thatbrief murderous glare that passed gave Tanya chills.

Shelly though, didn't seem fazed. Unsurprising, she was a cocky bitch.

“Have you ever watched laundry? It's soo boring.” Anya spoke like a sassy teenager.

“I'm paying you a lot of money to do this laundry for me. I expect you to sit and watch it to make sure it's done properly. “ Shelly's voice was firm, commanding.

So Shelly's paying her to be here! Tanya stifled a gasp. She's paying Anya to take out the girls of the Sheriff's Department.

For Tanya, it had been a year since she had been home to Marston's Pointe, but often during that time she had wondered what Shelly had been up. Much like Tanya, Shelly was now a wanted criminal, but had she been planning this during her time on the run? Had Shelly been hiding out in an abandoned surf shop plotting revenge?

Tanya stifled a snicker. Oh how the mighty had fallen.

As the two blond women continued to bicker and fight, Tanya realized that she had what she needed. She knew the location of Shelly and Anya's hideout, or at least their meeting place. With that information, she could trade the Sheriff's Department for some kind of deal. Gina and her crew would have a field day arresting both Shelly and Anya.

Tanya dug her feet in and pulled back, but she didn't move.

Oh no!

She gritted her teeth and pressed her hands on the outside of the shop and pushed, trying to squeeze her head and shoulders out, but it was her breasts, again, that kept her stuck.

Shit!

Tanya heaved and pushed, attempting to wriggle free of her prison, but she stayed stuck.

No! No! No!

Tanya took in a breath, gritted her teeth again, and pushed back with all her might. The wooden walls shook around her.

“What was that?” Shelly asked.

Tanya froze. Her eyes went wide.

Please don't see me! Please don't!

She stayed perfectly still, like a statue. Through the crack, she could see Shelly and Anya looking up and around. Tanya didn't even take a breath.

“Maybe it was the wind. We are in an old building.” Anya said, head scanning the building around her.

Shelly's head moved down and to her right, directly at the pile of boxes and crates. She zeroed in on the gap that Tanya was peering through and cocked her head.

Tanya went into full panic mode and started kicking and pulling with all of her might. The whole building seem to shake around her as she struggled.

Then the boxes were torn away, and Shelly and Anya both looked down at her, smiles on their faces.

“What have we here? Long time no see, Tanya.” Shelly smiled.

Tanya looked up and flashed what she hoped was a cocky, defiant smile.

“Oh hey neighbor.”

“Looks like you're in quite the tight spot.” Shelly smiled, cocking her head.

“Oh you know, I'll be out in jiff.” Tanya sighed. Maybe she could keep Anya and Shelly talking long enough for someone to come by and notice a woman's naked ass sticking out the side of a building.

“Anya, why don't you step outside and see if you can give my friend Tanya a hand.” Shelly turned to the thief, who looked down at Tanya and smiled.

“With pleasure.” She said, and stalked away.

Then Tanya was alone with Shelly.

“So, still sticking your nose where it doesn't belong?” Shelly asked, grabbing something from on top of the boxes next to Tanya.

“And you are still the same old conniving bitch I always knew.” Tanya spat, trying again to wiggle out from the hole.

Shelly laughed and crouched down in front of the naked woman.

“You always did have a big mouth.” Shelly said, and with that shoved a white cloth into Tanya's mouth.

“Mmmph! Murrrumm! Mmm!” Tanya moaned, and tried to spit out the gag, but Shelly pressed another white cloth over it, wrapped it around her mouth, and tied it at the back of her neck.

“Ah there, just like I like you: gagged.”

“Mmrrrfff mmmo! Fffffmmmn bbbfff!” Tanya moaned, chewing on the cloth that gagged her.

Shelly giggled and stood up.

A moment later Tanya felt soft, supple hands grip either of her ass cheeks on the other side.

“Wrffff?” She turned her head. No sooner had it happened then she felt fingernails dig into her ass and push.

“Mwwwooo! Mmmmmph!” Tanya moaned, teeth biting into the cloth gagging her.

“Oh come on Anya, push harder!” Shelly giggled.

Anya complied, putting increasing pressure on Tanya's backside.

“Mmmmmmm! Ummmm! Mmmoo!” Tanya moaned. Normally she wouldn't mind intense pressure on her ass, but not like this.

“Mmmmm! Grrrmmm!” Tanya moaned as Anya kept pushing.

“Oh come Anya! Push!” Shelly blurted, losing patience.

“I am!” Anya snapped back.

Then Tanya felt the muscular bikini thief ram her shoulder into Tanya's bare ass.

“MOOOF!” Tanya exhaled. Then Anya rammed her again.

“OOFFF! URRRG!” Tanya moaned with each impact.

“Oh for...” Shelly sighed, and then grabbed Tanya's shoulders and pulled with all of her might.

“Help me!” Anya cried from the other side.

“I... AM!” Shelly grunted, pulling on Tanya.

“URRRGGH.... GGGRRRR...” Tanya moaned.

Then another hit, at the same time Shelly was tugging, and Tanya heaved forward, through the hole with a PLOP.

Shelly tumbled backwards, carrying Tanya with her. Tanya landed face first in the smaller woman's crotch.

They both lay there for a moment, catching their breath, Tanya's ass throbbing in pain.

Run Tanya! This is your moment!

She realized that with Anya outside, and Shelly winded, she would have to escape now.

Sadly, Shelly too also realized that, and raised her long, lithe legs and wrapped them around Tanya's head and squeezed.

“MMMMLLBBB!” Tanya moaned and gripped Shelly's powerful thighs, trying to pull them apart. Her head felt like it was about to burst like a melon, and her eyes were bulging so wide she thought they would pop out of her head.

“URRRGGGH! MMMMMBBB!” Tanya moaned, her bare feet kicking on the floor. Shelly gritted her teeth and looked down at her captive.

Then a moment later Anya hurried over, catching her breath, and giggled at the sight.

“Will you shut up and help me! Tie her up!” Shelly cried.

“MMMMOOBBB! BBBBBLLL!” Tanya wheezed, her face turning as red as her hair.

“I'm sorry, this is just ridiculous.” Anya chuckled.

“She's naked! You didn't notice a naked woman chasing you! What good are you!”

“Hmmmpph! Hmmm!” Tanya's struggles slowed as her vision blurred.

“No, I didn't notice her, she's good.” Anya shrugged.

“Hummm...” Tanya tried to appreciate the compliment, but everything was going dark.

Tanya gave a final heave with the last bit of strength she had, but it was no use. Her lungs were burning, the darkness threatening to encroach on everything.

Before she passed out, Tanya saw Anya step behind Shelly and hold a large, black object high in the air.

A gun!

One of Tanya's final, coherent thoughts was that Anya was going to shoot her, but instead, she saw Anya bringing the flat, butt end of the gun down, towards Shelly's head.

Then it all went black.

***

Despite their deafening volume, the sirens did nothing to drown out Gina's thoughts. They raced through her head as fast as the circling red and blue lights on top of her police cruiser. Images of her getting there too late, images of finding what was left of Felicia and Caitlyn.

A hand on her thigh brought Gina back to reality. She jumped, causing the police cruiser to swerve on the empty road. In passenger seat, Eva smiled at her and removed her hand.

“Oh, this has been an exciting day.” The Latina smiled and exhaled. They both were in their police uniforms, though Eva's tan shirt was only buttoned up halfway, exposing a black bra and her heaving cleavage.

“Eva, how can you be excited at a time like this?” Gina sighed, keeping her eyes on the road.

“Oh you aren't? Death is... such a turn on.” Eva reclined in her chair and stared out the window at the sun, which looked like it was about to sink into the ocean as it set.

Gina didn't bother to respond to the Latina. Not that long ago, Eva had been naked and blubbering into a gag, terrified that she was going to die. Now she was acting like it was all fun and games.

“You know, it's okay to admit that you were scared. I know I was.” Gina said, attempting to get Eva to open up to her.

Eva said nothing though, and just continued staring at the setting sun.

After Janet untied them, Gina considered firing Eva right there on the spot, but then they heard the message from Felicia on the answering machine.

“Hey, Gina, it's Felicia. If you're there, pick up! I'm...I'm with Caitlyn, we're at a secluded dock, somewhere outside of town. There's a security gate at the end of it, and some cliffs. Anyway, Brad and his men are here, and they're gearing up for-MMMMPH!”

Felicia and Caitlyn were in trouble, and Gina needed help to rescue them, so she had Eva tag along.

Hopefully we get there in time!

Gina knew where the dock was that Felicia described. She had spent many long nights patrolling Marston's Pointe and the area around it, making note of out of the way and abandoned places that Ace and his men might utilize. That dock seemed like prime real estate for shady, criminal doings. Now, Gina hated to admit she was right.

She had no idea what Brad and his men might do to Felicia and Caitlyn, but a lot of time had elapsed since that phone call, and anything could have happened. Gina didn't know what she hated more: the thought of them getting there and finding what was left of Felicia and Caitlyn, or the thought that they would get there and find nothing, and would never know what happened to her fellow officers.

Then she saw it in the distance, the security booth at the front, the office, and the sheltered dock just beyond it.

And a boat pulling away from the dock and out to sea.

Gina pressed the gas.

Eva leaned back, sighed, and slid a hand between her legs.

“Ohh Gina, I like this side of you.”

Gina ignored her. There was a gate next to the security booth. She didn't bother to slow down. Her car hit the old, rotted gate full force, causing it to splinter into thousands of brittle shards.

The headlights and flashing red and blue lights illuminated another boat still anchored next to the dock. Several large men next to the boat were carrying a large, rusty barrel towards. They turned towards the police car and froze with deer in the headlights expressions on their faces.

Gina didn't see any sign of Felicia or Caitlyn either, but she saw Brad, on the boat, motioning to some of the men. He looked up at the approaching cruiser with wide, panicked eyes.

Gina's eyes narrowed and her blood boiled. It had been some time since she had seen Brad, and the sight of him brought back a flood of emotions.

She hit the brakes and the car skidded to a stop. Without missing a beat she put it in park and got out, her hand going to her side arm.

As she got out, her and Brad made eye contact. She could practically feel his blood go cold. Then she watched as his eyes went to her hand reaching for the gun.

“No! Leave it! Come on!” Brad shouted and motioned for his men to get on the boat.

“Sheriff's Department, hands up!” Gina raised her gun.

The men carrying the barrel dropped it on the dock and hopped on the boat, others scrambled to get on as some of the men aboard pulled up the anchor and cast off the line.

“Freeze!” Gina cried again, pulling back the hammer on her gun.

Brad looked at the flurry of activity around him, and then at Gina, and gave a shrug.

She fired. The bullet missed, but shattered the window of the boat behind him. Brad jumped and ducked down.

“Hurry! Let's go!”

The last of the men hopped aboard and the boat engine roared to life. Slowly the boat pulled away from the dock as Gina ran forward, gun still out.

“Stop!”

She fired another shot. This time it hit one of the men in the back. He cried out and fell overboard. Everyone else on the boat crouched.

Gina ran past a row of barrels to the end of the dock. She fired again. The men on the boat cried out in alarm but she didn't seem to hit them.

She stood on the edge of the dock and took aim, but the sun was too low now. Everything was a dark blue as the night slowly encroached. The men on the boat were now just shadows and silhouettes in the boat's spotlights.

In frustration, she fired, shooting out one of the spotlights. Glass shattered and the men on the boat let out another scream.

“Crazy bitch!” One yelled. Gina fired again.

The boat drifted off into the darkness, now too far for her to do any good. She could only stand on the dock and watch it dwindle in the distance. Gina lowered her gun and watched as Brad and his goons sailed off into the black.

“Damn!” An accented voice said behind her. Gina turned to see Eva with an amused look on her face.

“Should I be this turned on?” Eva smiled at her.

Gina only glared at her and holstered her weapon.

“Look around for clues. We need to find out what happened to Felicia and Caitlyn.” Gina knew it was a useless statement. Most likely Felicia and Caitlyn were on one of those boats, bound for a watery grave, or worse.

No sooner had she spoken than she heard the familiar sound of muffled cries.

“Urrrrmmph! Hrrrfff!”

“Hlllp mmsss! Hlllp!”

The cries were accompanied by the sound of banging metal. Gina's heart skipped a beat. Felicia and Caitlyn! They were okay! She had been able to make it in time!

Gina and Eva turned towards the noise and saw two of the barrels rocking back and forth. One of the barrels had been the one the men were about to load onto the boat when Gina and Eva arrived.

Had they been a few moments later then those men would have loaded the barrels onto the boat and no doubt tossed them overboard with Caitlyn and Felicia inside. Gina shuddered at the thought.

Eva purred at the sound of her bound and gagged coworkers.

“Ooh, sounds like they had a fun night too.”

“Urrrrff!” One of the gagged women cried from inside the barrels.

Gina ran over to one of the shuffling barrels and gripped the top.

“Hold on, I'll have you out in a minute!” She cried, pulling at lid, but it held tight.

“Urrrm kkyy!” The captive woman inside cried.

The other barrel kept shaking.

“Mmmmph! Ummmp!”

Eva walked over to the other barrel and leaned over the top, baring her cleavage at Gina while watching the Sheriff try to pry it open. Gina sighed and stopped her attempts, glaring at Eva.

“Eva, will you help! Go find a crowbar or something!” Gina sighed. Eva sighed and stepped away from the barrel.

“Hrrry! Cmmm mmmon!” The woman in the barrel next to Gina cried. It was most likely Felicia.

“I'll be right back!” Gina cried, and hurried away from the barrels.

“Wwfff mmo!”

Eva was meandering around the docks, head down in a pretense of looking for something to pry the barrels open, but Gina knew better. She knew that Eva was enjoying all of this.

Gina ran into the nearby office, over to a desk, and started ripping open the drawers. Eventually she found a flat head screwdriver.

It will have to do. Gina thought, and hurried back out to the barrels.

Gina reached one of the shaking barrels, inserted the screwdriver under the lip of the lid, and pushed with all of her might. Slowly, she felt the lid of the barrel start to raise

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” The woman inside cried and the barrel started shaking again.

“Stay still in there!” Gina cried, straining with every muscle to get the lid off.

After a moment there was a loud, metallic popping noise, and the lid fell back. Caitlyn, wearing a ridiculous and tiny slingshot bikini that barely contained her large breasts, stood up, hands bound behind her back and gagged with a thick, white cloth.

Gina froze, staring at the bound and gagged bodybuilder's skimpy attire.

“Uh, what are you wearing?” Gina stammered.

“Muurrurrm! Mmmp gfff!” Caitlyn mumbled. Gina moved away to the other barrel.

“Hrrry!” Caitlyn moaned.

Gina ignored Caitlyn's protests and started to pry the lid off of the second barrel. A few moments later the lid popped off and Felicia, also bound and gagged in a bikini, stood up.

“Offff...” She sighed, looking around, and then at Gina.

“Well Felicia, you didn't waste much time in getting tied up again I see.” Gina smiled.

“Mmmpph! Hrrry ffffff mmooo!” Felicia muttered into her gag.

“Ohhhmmm...” Caitlyn moaned, and Gina turned to see Eva stroking the bound woman's arm.

“Oh, all those muscles, and you couldn't power out of this one.” She sighed.

“Mmmmoo! Urrrmm mmmm!” Caitlyn moaned.

Gina sighed and turned back to Felicia, taking the gag out of the woman's mouth.

“Took you long enough.” Felicia muttered.

“Hey, I can put that gag back in.” Gina warned. Felicia clenched her jaw and stared at her.

“Besides, we ran into... some trouble.” Gina added.

“I heard them talking. Brad and his men are heading out looking for that plane. Apparently Ace was behind it the whole time.” Felicia said while turning so Gina could untie her hands.

“I guess we'll have to find it first.” Gina said, and turned back out towards the ocean.

Both Brad and Anya were looking for that plane. If they could find it first, then it could be used as bait.

Gina hurried to untie Felicia. It had been a long day for all of them, and it wasn't over yet.

Not by a long shot.

10.

Tanya was in her happy place, with the sun on her bare ass, and the smell of an ocean breeze enveloping her. She realized that she could stay in this moment for the rest of her life and forget everything else around her. When she was outside tanning in her thong, nothing mattered, not Shelly, not catching Anya, and even clearing her own name seemed like it didn't matter anymore.

Then she realized that the familiar feeling of a thin bathing suit running between her ass cheeks was gone. It was just her naked ass, out for all to see, soaking up the warm late morning sunshine.

Oh well, maybe she had decided that she didn't want tan lines anymore. Or had she simply forgotten her bikini, like those dreams where you forgot to wear your clothes to school.

Tanya shifted and felt something hard and flat under her bare breast. So she had forgotten her bikini top too. How had that happened?

How did she end up here? Out in the sun, what had she been doing? She realized that she was bobbing up and down, and she could hear the gentle lapping of waves around her.

Was she on a boat?

She lifted one eye lid and the bright light hit her like a fist. Tanya winced, suddenly feeling a stinging in her head. Instinctively she tried to raise a hand to rub her eye.

Her hand didn't move. Tanya tried again and felt coarse rope digging into her wrist. She attempted to move her other hand but found that too was securely tied.

Then it all come flooding back to her, being naked on the beach, following Anya, seeing that she was working with Shelly.

Shelly!

Tanya's eyes snapped open.

“Ummff...” She moaned, and realized that she was still gagged.

“Wfff? Mmm...” Tanya lifted her head as best she could. As more sensation came back to her, she realized that she was lying face down on a long, wooden plank of some kind...

A surfboard.

“Mmm... ummm!” She moaned and pulled at her bonds. She could feel ropes lashed across her back, thighs, and legs. Her hands were tied to her thighs, and ropes intersected over her body, tying her flat to the surfboard.

Looking up, Tanya saw that she was on a boat. One of the small, speedboat types that could only fit a few people. Straight ahead, she saw a tall, fit blond, wearing a small, thong bikini. From where Tanya lay, she was perfectly level with the blond's perfect, toned ass.

Anya.

The thief was busy at the helm and if she heard Tanya's muffled cries, she didn't pay any mind.

“Ummmfff..” Tanya groaned, and turned her head.

Blue endless ocean greeted her.

“Mmmmph!” She moaned, and turned her head to the other way. Anya must have her lying on a shelf or something right on the edge of the boat.

Tanya was shocked when she turned her head and found herself face to face with Shelly.

“Offff mmo!” Tanya moaned.

Shelly had her eyes closed, and her head turned facing Tanya. Upon hearing Tanya's muffled shout, Shelly groaned and lifted her head.

Tanya scanned her rival to see that like her, Shelly was also naked and tied face down on a surfboard. Unlike her, Shelly wasn't gagged, yet.

“Ugh...” Shelly groaned, shifting around and lifting her head.

Why was Shelly tied up? Wasn't she working with Anya?

Then Tanya remembered, just before she passed out, that she thought she saw Tanya going to hit Shelly with something... her gun! Yes, that was it.

“What?” Shelly cried, pulling on her bonds, her head started shifting from side to side, her eyes wide, filled with panic, anger, and surprise.

“How...” Shelly gasped, and then met Tanya's eyes. Immediately, Shelly turned her head and went back to struggling.

“Where am I?” Shelly asked, her perky, toned ass wiggling like a fish as she tested the ropes holding her down.

“Oh good, you're both awake.” Tanya heard a voice. She turned her head to see Anya had turned around to face both of them.

“What do you think you're doing? Release me this instant!” Shelly demanded, and then resumed her struggles.

Anya strolled over, smiling.

“I don't think you're in any position to make demands.” She taunted.

“What, I'm paying you... and is that MY BIKINI!” Shelly's voice rose in awed offense as she stared at the thong clad thief.

Anya giggled and then looked down at her bikini clad form.

“Why thank you for noticing, yes it is. And it looks great on me?” She batted her eyes, feigning flattery.

“How could you do this to me? When I get out of her I'm going to-URRGGGH! MMMPH” Shelly was cut off by Anya gagging her with a thick, white cloth with a large knot in the middle. The knot filled Shelly's mouth, her pouty lips curving over it quite sensuously.

“Mmmph! Ummm! Lllfff mmmmeee mmmo!” Shelly struggled and wiggled like a helpless shrimp as Anya secured her gag and then knelt down until she was eye level with her.

“You see Shelly, yes, you were paying me, but... well you're too high maintenance.” Anya exclaimed.

“Mmmfff! Uffffll mmmffllgggllbbll!” Shelly moaned, biting and chewing on her gag.

“But it's also just bad luck and bad timing on your part. You see, I found a much higher paying gig out here.”

Shelly stopped her struggles and stared at Anya.

“Wfff?” The gagged woman asked.

“You see, there's a plan, somewhere at the bottom of the ocean around here, filled with several hundred million dollars, and that is much more to me than the peanuts you're paying to kill those women.”

“Offff fffrrmm mmmfddss ssfff!” Shelly moaned.

“Don't worry, maybe I'll still kill them, depending on my mood, but you Shelly, well I get the feeling you aren't the forgiving type.”

“Ufff mffff!” Tanya chimed in, rolling her eyes.

“Sffff mmmpp!” Shelly moaned and glared at her. Anya looked between her hostages and smiled.

“Yep, definitely not,” Anya stood. “I don't know if you've ever tried surfing, but I hear it's quiet the rush.”

“Wfff? Mmmo!” Shelly looked around, finally figuring out what all this was about.

Tanya too, also realized it.

She means to toss us in the ocean!

“Mmmmph! Mmmmo!” Tanya moaned, also wiggling, straining against her bonds with all her might.

“Just keep yourself flat, and go with the flow, and you just may make it back to shore.” Anya smiled, and place a foot on Shelly's surfboard.

“Mmmo! Wfttt! Pffffss!” Shelly begged, shaking her head.

“Surf's up!” Anya giggled, and pushed out. Shelly's surfboard tipped back and flipped overboard.

“Mmmmeee-” Shelly's muffled scream was cut off by a splash.

Tanya watched, wide eyed, trying to catch a glimpse of her once rival over the edge of the boat.

Then a shadow fell over her. Tanya turned and looked up to see Anya standing overhead.

“Hrrrr...” Tanya groaned.

“Your turn now Red.” Anya laughed and placed her foot at the head of Tanya's surfboard.

“Mmmo! Hlllp! Mmmm!” Tanya shook her head and moaned into her gag.

Anya pushed out with her foot slowly, a cruel smile spreading across her face.

She's enjoying this! She likes watching me struggle! Tanya realized.

The cool spray of water hit her bare feet, and Tanya realized that her legs were hanging off the back of the boat. She turned to look behind, seeing the undulating waves behind her, and then back at Anya. Tanya did her best to look stoic, tough, unafraid. The last thing she wanted to do was give Anya that satisfaction.

Their eyes met. Then Anya cocked an eyebrow and pushed the surfboard out a little further.

“Wttt! Mmmoo! Hlllp! Hllllp!” Tanya moaned, dropping all pretense of toughness.

Anya gave one final push, and Tanya felt herself falling straight back.

“Mmmmoooooooooo-” She cried, and then was completely submerged.

She was upside town! The surfboard having flipped when Anya kicked it off of the boat.

Water filled her nostrils. Tanya attempted to hold her breath but she didn't have time take a breath before Anya kicked her over board.

Then she was being lifted. It was a wave, lifting up and-

She broke the surface, water spraying out of her nose. Tanya shook her head, tossing back her wet hair.

“Mmfff-”

Her surfboard landed face down, and she gasped, nostrils and lungs burning for air.

There was a sound in the distance, an engine. Tanya looked up to see Anya's boat speeding off, leaving her and Shelly to fend for themselves.

Shelly! Where was she at?

Almost on cue, Tanya heard a muffled cry.

“UMMMPH!” Tanya turned her head to see Shelly almost perfectly riding a wave while still bound, but her eyes were wide and terrified. Then Shelly dipped under water, overtaken by the large, angry hands of the sea.

Tanya watched, not sure if Shelly would resurface, but a moment later, the ocean spat the blond woman back out. Like Tanya, Shelly tossed her head back, clearing her face of her wet hair. Her eyes were still wide and terrified.

Tanya had no sooner taken in this sight when a shadow fell over her and a split second later a giant wave enveloped her like a closed fist. She was completely submerged in the dark, murky water. Her eyes and nose stung from the salt. The gag filling her mouth tasted like the sweet tang of the ocean.

A second later the ocean spat Tanya out again, the buoyancy of her board carrying her to the surface. She coughed and gagged into the cloth filling her mouth and opened her red, stinging eyes.

A massive wave rose before her. She saw Shelly in it's clutches, doing something like a barrel roll. The woman's eyes were wide and terrified.

Then the massive wave took Tanya in it's embrace as well. She bobbed up and down on top of it as it rose, crested, and receded.

As the wave came down, Tanya felt her board hit something, causing hers to flip over.

“URRRFFFM!” Someone cried.

“Mmmmo!” Tanya screamed as her board flipped in the air and plunged into the ocean upside down.

Once again, Tanya was plunged into the wet darkness. Her board must have hit Shelly's, causing hers to flip.

I hope hers flipped too! Tanya thought. Even in the face of drowning, she was still petty.

Then she felt herself being lifted up, water rushing past her as the wave carried her up and-

-She broke the surface, gasping into her gag, and her board landed face down on the tumultuous surface.

Tanya gasped and shook her head, trying to blink the salt water out of her eyes.

“Urffff mmm..” Someone moaned. Tanya turned her head to see Shelly, water logged and miserable, still trying to work free of her bonds.

They caught each other's gaze for a moment. Shelly's eyes were filled with rage and desperation. A moment later she broke off eye contact and went back to trying to wriggle free.

Good luck, I think we're stuck like this. Tanya thought, but with no other choice, she too tugged on the ropes securing her to the surf board. They held tight, not even giving her a centimeter of slack to work with.

Anya knew her knots, and she had left both of them to die alone at sea. Part of Tanya thought that it was fitting for her final moments to be spent with the woman that had gotten her into this mess in the first place, her life long rival, Shelly.

It was also fitting for Shelly to once again be done in by one of her own schemes. In a way, both of them were attempting to recapture what they once had, and now were here, paying for it.

Tanya continued to struggle and turned again to face the also struggling Shelly.

“Urrggg!” Shelly grunted and turned away.

“Mmmrrrr...” Tanya agreed. She didn't want one of the last thing she sees to be Shelly's naked, wriggling ass, and she assumed Shelly felt the same.

Tanya looked out over the angry, tumultuous ocean, and saw a sight that made her heart skip a beat.

A boat! She could see it, just beyond the rising and falling waves. And people! She could see them moving back and forth on deck.

“Mmmmph! Hhhhhllp!” Tanya moaned, and started wriggling her body, trying to turn the surfboard towards the boat in the distance.

“Hrrrmmpph?” She heard Shelly inquire behind her. Tanya didn't bother turning to fill her in.

“Urrff...” Tanya grunted, using all her remaining strength to shift her body towards the boat.

Then she felt another wave swell up beneath her.

“Mmmoo!” She moaned as she was lifted up carried down, face first-

“Mmmmooff!” She moaned as she was plunged beneath the surface. A moment later she reemerged, coughing and gasping.

“Hrryy! Hlllp! Mmmmp!” Shelly moaned. She must have noticed the boat. Tanya turned her head to see Shelly's head raised, eyes pleading.

“Mmrrrfff!” Shelly moaned as a wave crashed over her. A second later, Shelly reemerged looking like a drowned rat.

Tanya couldn't help but cherish the sight. If she got out of this, she would treasure this memory.

She turned back to face the boat. It was turning, it's pointed nose angling around to meet them! It was coming towards them!

“Hllp! Ppppfff-” Tanya started but then another wave crashed over her.

“Hummmp hhmmm hmm...” Tanya heard muffled laughter and tossed her wet hair out of her face. She turned to see Shelly watching her with glee.

“Hummph!” Tanya spat, and turned back towards the boat.

“MMMMOOO!” Shelly exclaimed, and then a moment later crashed into Tanya thanks to a wave.

“Mmmp!” Tanya moaned. A second later, both women were submerged as a particularly large wave crashed over them.

Tanya was weightless, lost in the endless expanse of ocean. She couldn't talk, couldn't breath, couldn't cough. Water was everywhere.

She bumped off of something, Shelly's surfboard, and let out a squeal.

A second later she felt air on her face and gasped, trying to greedily take in as much oxygen as she could. Her lungs were starting to burn. When she breathed her lungs sounded like paper being wrinkled up.

That probably isn't good. Her half delirious mind thought. She knew that it would only take a few more waves and she would be a goner.

“grrrff... mmmfff...” Tanya opened her eyes only to be greeted with a stinging sensation. She blinked and groaned.

Her vision was starting to blur, but she saw Shelly with her head down, resting on her surfboard.

Is she... Tanya started to wonder, and then her vision started to clear. Shelly's back was rising and falling which meant that she was still breathing. A moment later she lifted her head. She looked tired, defeated.

Neither of them could hold out for much longer.

Tanya turned towards the boat. It was close enough now that she could make out details. She could see the men on deck, pointing to them. There was a flurry of activity on deck as they tried to determine what to do about the women floating in the ocean.

“Mmmoo... mmmoo... mmooo...” Tanya heard Shelly start to moan. She turned her head to see a wild look in the blond woman's eyes. Shelly was trying to angle her body away from the boat.

What? Tanya cocked her head, confused. Maybe Shelly was delirious due to lack of oxygen?

“Mmmmooo... mmooo!” Shelly was moaning. Despite her best attempts, she wasn't moving at all.

Tanya turned back to the boat. It loomed over them, several men stood on the deck with long fishing hooks, ready to pull the woman in to safety.

Then another man came towards the others with a confused look on his face.

Tanya's heart fluttered and she lifted her head. Despite all that was happening, she felt her nipples go erect against the surfboard.

Brad.

He approached the other men with hooks and looked at them, confused.

“Seriously guys, we don't have time for-” He started, but then followed the other men's gazes. His jaw dropped when he saw Tanya and Shelly floating there, naked, gagged and tied to surfboards.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmm!” Shelly moaned, shaking her head.

Tanya didn't do anything though, she just gazed up at Brad. He was clad in a skin tight, black t-shirt that clung to his every muscle, and tight blue jeans.

Their eyes met. His eyes were filled with confusion and bewilderment. He crossed his arms and cocked his head down at them.

“I assume theres a story here.” He said to no one in particular.

“Hlllp! Hllp!” Shelly called in vain. Who else would hear? Who else would come to their aid?

They were alone, and at Brad's mercy. The way Tanya liked it.

“Okay, bring them in and take them down to my cabin. Then get back to work.” Brad ordered, and then turned away as the men reached towards the helpless women with their curved hooks...

11.

Over the past few hours, Tanya Donnelly had found herself stripped naked in public, knocked out, kidnapped and bound and gagged, and almost drowned. Now, she was still bound, gagged, and naked in the lower cabin of a boat belonging to some of the most dangerous criminals in her hometown. Next to her, also naked and bound and gagged, was Shelly Arnold, a conniving would be criminal and Tanya's long time rival.

And Tanya couldn't be more turned on.

She had spent the better part of a year thinking about what she would do if Brad got his hands on her again. There had been so many long, lonely nights where she passed the time pleasuring herself to thoughts of letting Brad tie her up and have his way with her. Now after all this time, fate seemingly had delivered her into his waiting clutches.

“Umm...” She moaned, rubbing her bare crotch against the flat surfboard beneath her. Brad's men had fished her and Shelly out of the ocean, rescuing them from certain death, and then had carried them down to a large, spacious cabin that she took to be Brad's.

She had no idea how long they had been down there, but it felt like ages. Every passing minute felt like a lifetime, and scenario after scenario passed through her head of what she would do when she saw Brad again. Her heart beat erratically in her chest, and her skin flushed. Tanya's bare nipples had gone erect and were sending tiny rivulets of pleasure through her large bosoms whenever she rubbed them against the surfboard. Moisture was collecting between her legs, and not the kind from being in the ocean. The bound and gagged red head wanted nothing more than to release the steady stream of arousal building up between her legs, but the constricting rope, which added to her arousal, also ironically prevented her from releasing herself from this torment.

All Tanya could do was wriggle her naked body back and forth, moaning softly into her gag, waiting for Brad to release her from her torment of pleasure.

Or would he? He could just as easily get rid of her, couldn't he?

No. If he wanted her dead then why bring her on board, he could have just left her out in the ocean.

Unless he wanted to sell her through one of Ace's brothels.

Just the mere thought of that caused Tanya to freeze. She had seen Ace's brothels, and had experienced them, and knew enough to know that she wanted no part of that. Brad wouldn't do that to her...

...would he?

Brad had proven to be a wildcard. It was hard to tell what his next move would be.

“Urrrgggh mmmfff gglllbbblll!” Shelly moaned, still struggling. She was placed on the floor next to Tanya, and hadn't given up on her struggling since they had been brought aboard.

Tanya turned to look at her fellow captive. Shelly's eyes were blazing, full of defiance, anger, and determination. Like Tanya, she had almost drowned but now was determined to remain defiant in the face of her utter helplessness.

And she was helpless, still naked, bound, and gagged. All of her attempts at bravado came out as muffled moans, and despite her attempts to escape, the ropes still held her tight.

It turned Tanya on. She relished watching this woman that had tormented her so struggle helplessly, her defiance nothing but a futile gesture. If Tanya's hands were free, she would be pleasuring herself at the sight.

Maybe she could get Brad to untie her and let her.

The thought brought a fresh wave of arousal over her and she couldn't help but moan.

“Uooommm...” She sighed, rubbing her crotch against the surfboard. Shelly ceased her struggles to stare at her fellow captive.

“Wffff...” Shelly looked at Tanya, confused.

Tanya didn't care, she let out another moan.

“Mmmm...” Her ass arched high in the air as she imagined Brad's hands on her as they watched Shelly struggle.

Shelly's eyes widened and she turned away from her bound and gagged companion.

“Hrrrrppp! Pffff!”

Once again, she resumed her futile struggle, tugging and pulling on the ropes securing her to the surfboard. Tanya turned to watch Shelly's cute little ass wiggling, her cheeks tightening and clenching as she strained against her bonds.

A door opened behind them.

“Oh... hello there.” Brad said, somewhat confused. It occurred to Tanya that her ass too was also arched up in the air.

“Mmmo! Mmmph!” Shelly cried, turning to stare at their captor.

Tanya turned but didn't make any sound, instead slowly started to lower her ass.

“Ummm...” She moaned, batting her eyes at him. Brad cocked his head and met her gaze.

Something stirred in his jeans.

Brad stepped into the room and closed the door behind him, still looking down at the captives with a combination of confusion and amusement.

“I must say, that finding you two out here in the middle of the ocean was really the last place I expected you to turn up.”

“Ufff mmm...” Tanya sighed and wiggled her ass for him.

Brad made his way over to a chair. She could tell that he was doing his best to avert his gaze from her naked rear end.

“Mmmmph! Urrrff mmmfff!” Shelly moaned, also turning to face him.

Brad sat and rubbed at his face with one of his hands.

“You see, I kinda got a situation here, and first this bikini thief lady shows up, then I got those girls from the Sheriff's office popping up.”

“Brrrffff! Lffffsssnnn ooo mmmmee!” Shelly tried to implore through her gag.

“And now I have you two, whom I haven't seen or heard from in a year. I imagine that you're mixed up in all of this.”

“Mmmmph! Ummm fflllm mmmmph!” Shelly moaned, once again resorting to struggling. Brad watched her ass wiggle for a bit and then turned to Tanya.

Her eyes went from her bare ass, which she slowly shifted from side to side, to Brad.

“Normally, I would be excited at you two falling into my lap like this, but my ass is kinda on the line here so I'm gonna have to leave you two down here until I figure out what to do with you.”

“Mmmmpp!”

“Mmmoo!” Tanya chimed in. Brad looked up at her. Her eyes were wide and pleading.

“Tanya, it's so nice to see you again, but I really do have some work...” He trailed off as Tanya raised her ass up again, batting her eyes at him.

“Uffff... mmm...”

“Wffff!” Shelly exclaimed, watching Tanya and then Brad.

“Tanya, I admire the attempt but really...”

She gyrated back and forth, rubbing her bare crotch over the surfboard and turning to face him. Tanya kept her eyes wide while moaning softly into her gag.

“Mmoo! Mmmmooo bfff!” Shelly spat, glaring at Tanya.

Tanya looked at Brad to see the front of his jeans starting to extend.

“Umm hmmm...” She moaned, once again shifting her gaze to her ass. It occurred to her that this seduction would be so much easier if she wasn't tied up, but she would have to make do.

“Tanya, seriously, that's enough.” Brad got up, clamped a hand on her ass, and forced it down.

“Mmmm...” Tanya sighed. Feeling the palm of Brad's hand on her backside sent jolts of electricity through her body.

“Mmmfff! Mmmggg!” She moaned and wiggled her ass under his grasp.

“No!” Brad ordered, and then clamped his other hand over the other cheek.

“Grrfff! Mmmph!” Tanya sighed again and arched in his grasp. Brad's hands were soft but firm, and his touch on her sent charges of erotic energy through her body.

He knelt there for a moment, hands clasping her naked ass, and then softly started to massage them.

“Urrrfff! Ooohhmm!” Tanya moaned. The movement of his hands sent waves of intoxicating euphoria through her backside. Her muscles, once tense and on edge started to retract and loosen like putty in Brad's hands.

“Mmmmp! Mmmmooo! Wffff mmmo! Grrrrph!” Shelly though, did not approve, and was currently wiggling around madly, trying to will the constricting ropes from her body.

Brad sighed and let go of Tanya's ass.

“Mmmmttt! Mmmo!” Tanya protested, flashing Brad an urgent look. Her gaze changed to red hot fury as she turned to Shelly.

Shelly glared at them with disgust and revulsion.

“Mmmmph! Urrrggglll! Bllubbbmmm mmm!” The blond woman spat venom into her gag.

Brad sighed and sat down.

“Really mom, you're such a prude.” He chided at his ex-stepmom.

“Fffff mmo! Pffff mffff ssfftt!” Shelly defiantly groaned.

Brad sighed and turned to Tanya, running a hand over the curve of her backside.

“You know, I've thought about you quite a bit in the past year.” He looked over her naked body as he spoke.

“Offff mrrrrll?” She slid her ass up and down under his hand.

“Oh yes, all the things I would do if I got my hands on you again.” He smiled as he spoke.

“Ohhmmm...” Tanya sighed, drunk off of Brad's mere touch.

“I even bought a few things...” He rose and approached an end table. Tanya froze, watching him with rapt attention.

Brad pulled open a drawer on the end table and rifled around in it. A moment later he held up a long, silver, cylindrical object, with a wire extending to a control.

A vibrator.

“Offf... mmm...” Tanya sighed, raising her rear end and wiggling it, showing that she was ready to accept it.

This was it. The moment she had been fantasizing about for the past year, about to be realized. She realized that Shelly's presence should have ruined it, but that just added to Tanya's arousal. There was something delicious about Shelly being forced to watch her former stepson fuck the woman she hated the most.

“Urrrpph! Mmmprrrr ffffrr!” Shelly moaned, her angry gaze shifting between Brad and Tanya.

Brad approached, vibrator held in one hand, control in the other. Tanya turned back towards him, willing and ready.

Then Brad knelt down next to Shelly.

“Wffff!” Tanya's eyes widened. What the hell was this?

Shelly too, was equally as confused and alarmed.

“Mmmo! Stttp! Mmmp!” She tried wiggle away, but the ropes and surfboard kept her secured where she was.

“You see mom, I don't want you missing out on the fun. What kind of ex-stepson would I be?” Brad held the vibrator out for Shelly to see as he spoke.

Shelly, it seemed, would have preferred to be left out.

“Mmmoo! Hllp! Ggggllbbbll!”

Brad shuffled over to Shelly's rear and lowered the end of the vibrator until the tip was touch the small of her back.

“Mmmp! Mmmoo! Mmmph!” Shelly's bare ass wiggled up and down as she tried to scoot away.

Tanya watched, growing wetter by the second. There was something about seeing Shelly toyed with, so helpless, that she found so erotic.

Brad's erection was pushing against his jeans, crying for release. He met Tanya's gaze and smiled.

“Ufff mmm...” She moaned and nodded.

Brad drifted the vibrator down between Shelly's wiggling butt cheeks.

“Mmmmo! Ufff!” She moaned, trying to wriggle free from his grasp. Brad used his other powerful hand to grip her by the cheek and hold her back side in place.

“Oh no, you aren't wriggling free of this one.” He mocked, dragging the vibrator down her ass crack.

“Mmmmrrrp! Ffff mmo! Urrrrm!” Shelly turned her head towards him, face contorted in fury.

Still, Brad's hand kept dragging the vibrator lower and lower.

Then he stopped, holding it in place. He met Tanya's gaze. Shelly too froze, looking down over her shoulder at Brad with the vibrator held over it's final destination.

“Mmmmooo... mmooo!” She shook her head.

Brad winked at Tanya and slid the vibrator into Shelly's asshole.

“URRURRRFFF! MRRFFF!” Shelly moaned, stiffening and squealing as the sex toy penetrated her.

It was the hottest thing Tanya had ever seen. The bound and gagged redhead wiggled her ass, feeling a fresh wave of lust over come her.

“Mmmm.. uffff.. mmm...” She moaned, writhing over her surfboard, fists clenching. Her muscles spasmed and clenched and she felt like she could break free from her bonds if she wanted to.

Brad finished inserting the vibrator up Shelly's ass and sat there, admiring her as she struggled.

“Mmm! Ufff! Lrffff mmrrr mooo!” Shelly wiggled her ass with renewed vigor, hoping to shake the sex toy loose.

Brad took the remote in hand and stepped over the struggling woman. Instead of turning it on, he set the remote in Tanya's hand, still bound to her thigh.

“I thought you would like to take the reins on this one.” He smiled and stepped back.

Tanya looked from him to the control in her hand, and then to Shelly. The blond woman's wide eyes were locked on Tanya.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmoo!” She pleaded, shaking her head.

Tanya flicked the switch, turning it up to it's highest setting.

“MMMRRRGGGH!” Shelly stiffened, raising her ass as high as it would go, and then lowering it. He cheeks giggled like jello, and then Tanya switched off the vibrator.

Brad giggled and slapped Tanya's ass.

“Nice! You have a mean streak!”

“Offff!” Tanya moaned, and switched on the vibrator again, once again to maximum.

“MMMMMO! URRRGH!” Shelly moaned, her ass shaking high in the air, cheeks clenching and unclenching.

“Offfmm... mmmff...” Tanya sighed, rubbing against her surfboard.

Brad climbed around to behind her and clenched her ass cheeks with his palms. Tanya sighed, overcome with a wave of pleasure, and switched on the vibrator.

“MMMMPH!” Shelly moaned.

Brad's hands slid up her cheeks and along her side, raising her flesh as he went.

“Mmm... mmm...” Tanya sighed and switched on the vibrator again.

“URRGGGGH!” Shelly stiffened, her crotch gyrating up and down.

Brad's hands cupped Tanya's breasts and she felt her hard nipples press into the palms of his hands.

“Ufrrr... mmmrrr...” Tanya sighed. She could feel Brad's waist pressed against her rear end, his throbbing, erect penis pressing against his jeans, crying out for release.

Tanya turned the vibrator on maximum again and let go of the controller.

“URRFFF! MMMMRRRF! UMMM!” Shelly moaned and writhed on her surfboard like the serpent she was. Her body was no longer her own, it had become Tanya's and Brad's to do as they wished.

“Umm...” Tanya sighed, rubbing her backside over Brad's crotch, feeling as his erection fought to get free from the confines of his jeans.

“Cmmm mmm...” Tanya sighed into her gag.

“MMMMOOO! MMMFFFF!” Shelly moaned, her ass whipping from side to side as the sex toy worked her over.

Brad's hands came away from Tanya's breasts and she turned to face him. He peeled off his shirt and tossed it behind him. His thickly muscled chest was slick with sweat and shined in the light of the cabin. His hands fumbled at his belt, unclasping it, and then at the button of his jeans.

His fly came down, revealing Brad's massive, throbbing, erect penis poking out from the fly in his boxers. Tanya sighed at the sight of it.

“Mmmm... ohhh...” She raised her ass and wiggled it before him.

“URRGGGH! UMMMMPH!” Shelly jerked. Her entire naked body was slick with sweat.

Brad pushed his pants down to his knees, his cock was like a compass, aiming right between Tanya's ass cheeks. She froze, holding herself in place, presenting herself to him.

Brad pressed forward, and a second later Tanya felt the tip of his penis penetrate her asshole.

“Uffff! Mffff!” She moaned. It hurt, but it was the best pain she had ever felt in her life. The pain from Brad penetrating her filled her with a deep, erotic pleasure that sent spasms of joy to every muscle in her body.

Deeper and deeper he went into her, waves of pain and pleasure coursing through her body. She spasmed, her breasts smacking off of the surfboard beneath her.

“Uffff! Mmmfff...” Tanya sighed. Her entire lower body was on fire with waves of blue tingles of joy, delight and pain.

Brad thrusted back and forth, sending fresh waves of pain and pleasure through Tanya's body.

“Urrrrf! Mmmmfff!” She moved back and forth with him, feeling him throbbing inside her.

“URRRFFFFFLLL MMBBBBLL!” Shelly wriggled and writhed, too focused on her own distress to notice them.

Brad was in a rhythm now, moving himself back and forth inside of her. Her entire backside was pins and needles.

Tanya felt the rush coming. She was going to come.

“Mrrrff! Urffff! Mmmo!” She moaned, getting light headed.

The first wave hit, and she felt her whole body constrict.

“MMMMMMPH! MMMPH!” Tanya moaned, stiffening.

Brad stopped and cried out as she felt him finish inside her, his cock pulsating with each movement.

“MMMMPPP! UMMMMFFF!” Shelly cried, her ass quaking.

“Uffff! Mmmfff!” Tanya huffed, now too slick with sweat. Her muscles were jelly, waiting for the orgasm to pass so they could coil up again.

Brad's penis throbbed a few more times inside her and then went still.

“Mrrggg!” Tanya grunted, a fresh wave of pain hitting her as he pulled out.

“Mmmmm...mmm...” Shelly moaned. Tanya turned to see Shelly's hair plastered across her sweat covered brow. Her ass still quaked and jiggled, but the rest of her was still, all the fight taken out of her.

Brad reached out, grabbed the control, and switched the vibrator off.

“Mmmofff...” Shelly sighed, and went still. Her back rose and fell in short spurts, and Tanya could hear her wheezing into her gag.

Brad reached over, grabbed the wire, and pulled, yanking the vibrator free.

“Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned in pain, raised her head, and then lowered it again, too exhausted to do anymore.

Tanya turned to watch Brad, who sat down behind them, staring blankly at the floor, his penis slowly deflating.

Here she was. The moment she had dreamed of for the past year had come and gone.

It was wonderful.

She stared at him, this young man who had swept her off her feet, who had given her some of the best sexual experiences of her life. Tanya had found him again.

The look in his eyes though. Brad's eyes were empty. He was lost in his own thoughts. She had seen that look somewhere before.

Wilson. The former Sheriff of Marston's Pointe. His relationship was Tanya was professional at first, but quickly became more. Wilson got that look in his eye every time after he fucked her. He would tell her about his wife, and how he couldn't believe he was doing this behind her back.

Tanya realized she hadn't thought about Wilson in a long time. Wilson was a good man, a man who wanted the best for his home town.

What would he think now of her? Of how she had been parading around the beach in skimpy bikinis just to catch the attention of a man, a man who was a criminal no less.

A man who had done terrible things to her and other women.

Tanya looked at Brad, staring off into the floor of the cabin, and realized that he was everything she had vowed to get rid of in her home town. Now here she was, letting him ass fuck her on a boat.

Brad shook his head and snapped to attention, looking up at her and smiling.

“Well, that was fun wasn't it?” He flashed her that winning smile of his.

Tanya didn't do anything, just stared at him.

“I really needed that,” He ran a hand through his thick mop of hair. “I mean, this whole plane thing... if I don't get it, Ace is gonna have my ass.”

He smiled again, reached out, and clasped a hand on her butt cheek.

“Speaking of asses, yours is still...” He smacked it to accentuate his point.

“Mmm!” Tanya sighed and tried to shift away. Brad looked at her confused.

“Hey, you know, I did miss you over this past year.” He scooted closer until he was right next to her face.

Tanya just watched him.

“I know that you've been on the run, and that the cops would arrest you if they got the chance.” Brad settled next to her.

“Why don't you come with us? You would be treated well, hell, Ace would let you run this town with me if I vouched for you.”

“Mmmeeep!” Shelly protested. Brad turned to face her, almost like he had forgotten she was there.

“Oh yeah. Look, we could just toss her overboard.” He motioned dismissively towards his ex-step mom.

“Wffff! Mmmo!”

“So what do you say? Want to run this town with me?” Brad asked, and reached down and pulled down Tanya's gag.

She spat out the cloth that had been wadded up in her mouth and looked up at him. Brad was smiling, eagerly anticipating her answer.

Tanya's lips trembled as she searched for the right words.

“Eat my ass Brad!” She spat.

At first, his face contorted in confusion, then shock, and then anger. Without missing a beat, he grabbed the cloth and shoved it back in Tanya's mouth.

“Mmmmph!” She moaned. He lifted the gag back up over her mouth, securing the cloth.

“You know what, fine.” Brad stammered, standing up. He towered over the bound women.

“I thought I was being nice, offering you a chance, and you threw it in my face.” He glared at her.

“Mmmmpph! Ufffff mmm!” Tanya glowered defiantly.

“I think I'm gonna have to do something with you two because we just don't have the room for you on my boat here.”

“Wffff! Mmmo!” Shelly moaned, and then turned to glare at Tanya. The look in her eyes said that whatever was about to happen was Tanya's fault.

“Urfff mmmfff!” Tanya moaned dismissively, looking from Shelly to Brad.

The hard look in his eyes said he meant business.

Good, let him. What could he do? How could he make things worse?

***

Tanya regretted thinking how things could be worse as she stood naked on the deck of the boat, still bound and gagged, and tied face to face with Shelly.

At least the breeze is nice. She thought as the wind blew over them.

“Urrffff mmoo! Fffff mmo!” Shelly spat into her gag. Tanya turned and glared at her.

“Orrrmm hurrrm mmmmrr...” She rolled her eyes.

Their bare breasts pressed against each others as they stood. Shelly's hands were wrapped around Tanya's waist and tied together at the small of Tanya's back, and Tanya's hands were secured around Shelly's in a similar manner.

A large, thick rope wrapped around their waists, holding them together. A long length of rope then ran from the bound women to an anchor point on the deck.

All of the men on the boat gathered on the deck, regarding the bound and gagged women with hungry eyes.

“Urfff! Mmmurrgg mmmph!” Shelly mumbled into her gag, glaring at their captors.

Tanya turned and surveyed them as well, curious as to what they had in store for them.

No matter what happens, at least I have my integrity intact. She told herself. At least she could gain some solace from that.

Brad stepped forward and looked over the bound and gagged women.

“Well, as I said, we don't have room on the boat for two more passengers, sorry ladies.” He shrugged and smirked.

“Urrrff! Mmmmrff! Mmmmo!” Shelly moaned, tugging on her bonds.

“But we are gentlemen, so I figured that we would still give you two a ride back to shore with us.”

“Wfff?'

“Hrrrrmpph?”

Brad stepped towards them.

“That is, of course, if you can hang on.”

Suddenly, it dawned on Tanya as to what he meant. She looked at him, and then over her shoulder at the ocean waiting just beyond the deck.

“Mmmoo! Wttt! Mmmoo!” Tanya turned back to him, shaking her head.

But it was too late. Brad gave her and Shelly a might shove. Both women tipped over the edge of the deck and into the yearning waters below.

Once again, Tanya found herself submerged, her mouth filling with salt water. Shelly kicked against her, panicking, trying to pull free.

Something roared to life above them and the water churned around them.

The engine!

Tanya barely had time to register this before the boat whipped forward, dragging her and Shelly with it. The ropes tightened around their waists and they were moving, whipping through the ocean.

They broke the surface, both women gasping into their gags, water cresting over them as they boat dragged their naked bodies behind it.

12.

Gina couldn't help but feel hungry eyes on her as her deft fingers undid the buttons of her uniform shirt. The top few buttons were undone, exposing her lacy, white bra and her large, bountiful cleavage. She stopped, taking in the open sea air, and pulled her shirt closed instinctively, feeling watched.

There's no one out here, you're on the open ocean. Well, technically she was with two other women, both of which were undressed or about to get undressed.

She turned to face Felicia, who stood at the helm of the boat, and watched as Felicia's head snapped back forward towards the ocean ahead.

Was she watching me?

Felicia didn't turn back around as she gripped the helm and kept the boat on coarse. Seeing how they were headed out over the water again, Felicia didn't bother to change either, and was still clad in the skimpy pink thong bikini that she had found on Anya's boat. Gina involuntarily found her gaze drifting down to Felicia's perfect back side in that skimpy thong bikini. On some level, she had always been jealous of Felicia's body and the fact that it was all natural.

Gina knew that her own body was the object of lust and envy for many people, but her breasts, the one thing everyone focused on, were enhanced. Felicia was a natural work of art, and Gina always admired that.

“What, you got nervous all of a sudden?” Caitlyn called from behind Gina. The sheriff turned to see the muscular, dark haired woman lowering the straps of her sling bikini and exposing her large breasts.

“No, just...” Gina trailed off.

“Come on, it's not like we all haven't seen each other naked before.” Caitlyn shrugged, stepping out of her skimpy swimsuit, now completely naked.

She had a point. They had all seen each other's bodies at one point or another, but Gina couldn't help but feel exposed despite being on a boat out in the middle of the ocean.

There was no one out here, just them, so why did Gina still feel watched? She turned to survey the ocean around them but saw nothing, only water as far as the eye could see.

Caitlyn, meanwhile, picked up a slick black wet suit and started to squeeze her considerably muscled body into it. Gina realized that she too should get into a wetsuit and once again started to unbutton her shirt.

The boat shifted hard to starboard under Gina and she tottered, trying to regain her balance. Caitlyn was in the middle of sticking one of her legs into the wetsuit when she tumbled over. Gina wheeled around to see Felicia spinning the wheel hard.

“Felicia, what are you doing?” Gina ran over as Felicia tossed her a semi-apologetic look.

“Sorry, still getting used to this.” Felicia turned back to the wheel.

Gina came up behind her and gripped the wheel with her hands.

“It's not a car Felicia, you just keep it steady.” Felicia hadn't been trained on sailing or boating, so Gina saw this as a good opportunity for her to get some supervised practice.

Still pressed against Felicia from behind, Gina tilted the wheel ever so slightly.

“Just like that, easy.” She said into the other woman's ear.

Gina felt Felicia press her thonged ass against her waist and lean back.

“See,” Gina said. “Just like that.”

“Yes,” Felicia sighed. “I see.” Her bare ass cheeks rubbed against Gina's pants and Gina pulled away and once again tugged her shirt closed.

Felicia turned and watched her, and then back to the ocean. What had just happened between them?

Gina stood straight and shook the moment off. It was nothing. Nothing, just the movement of the boat under them had caused them to touch.

Still, part of her felt like Felicia had been... trying to seduce her.

No, it was silly. Just in her head.

Gina cleared her throat and pointed to the sonar read out on the console.

“Just keep your eyes on that. Most big blips will be fish or something. Look for something solid, that doesn't seem to move.”

Felicia turned, nodded, and turned back to the ocean. Gina watched her for a moment and then turned away, shaking her head.

“You okay Caitlyn?”

“Yep!” The muscle bound woman acknowledged, her legs in the wet suit.

Gina realized that she couldn't waste any more time, and undid the rest of the buttons on her uniform shirt. She shrugged out of the tan shirt, revealing a white, lacy bra underneath. Next she removed her gun belt and kicked off her boots.

It still feels like someone's watching. Gina thought, and once again scanned the area around them. Once again, she saw Felicia whip her head around to face the front of the boat. She couldn't help but think that Felicia was watching her undress.

It's nothing. You're her commanding officer so she probably is just looking to you to see what's next. Gina told herself, but part of her didn't believe it.

Maybe she was uneasy because she also knew that Anya and Brad were also out on the ocean looking for the fallen plane.

Yes, that was it. She was alone at sea looking for something that two people who had previously made her life miserable were also looking for. That had to be why she was so wired.

Gina took a breath, telling herself to relax. Soon, they would find the plane, hopefully, and then use it as bait to trap Anya and Brad.

Brad. He was the reason why Gina was so anxious. She hadn't expected to see him, but should have known that if there was trouble, he wouldn't be far behind. Over this past year she had done her best to banish him and what had transpired between them from her mind. Now she knew that Brad had always been in her head, she had just ignored him. Gina was looking forward to catching him, to cuffing him, to throwing him in cell to rot...

And to running her hands over his rock hard abs.

Gina shook her head. No! He was a criminal, he had done terrible things to her and her colleagues.

The plane, the boat, Felicia. Those were things that needed her focus.

Gina shook her head again and undid the top button of her pants, and then the zipper. Her head scanned the area around her as she did. Caitlyn was now full clad in her wet suit, the zipper stopping just below her massive breasts. The wet suit clung to Caitlyn's muscles and looked like it was about to tear around her cleavage.

Maybe it wasn't as much as Caitlyn didn't zip the wet suit all the way up as much as she just couldn't. Gina thought, and then pushed her pants down, exposing the tiny, white, frilly thong panties underneath. As she did, she saw Felicia's head turn slightly and her eye zero in on Gina's butt cheek.

I was just admiring her body, she's probably doing the same to me. Gina thought as she shimmied out of her pants and stood up, clad in nothing but her underwear.

She reached out a nearby wet suit when Caitlyn cut her off.

“Hey, you aren't putting that over your underwear, are you?” The big breasted woman asked.

“Sure, why?” Gina shrugged.

“It will get soaked, you'll be running around the rest of the day with wet panties.”

Gina paused and looked around.

“I think I'll be fine.” She said.

Caitlyn shrugged.

“Like I said, we've all seen each other naked. May as well strip down.” She said and turned away.

Gina huffed. Caitlyn was right. Sadly, she didn't have the bigger woman's lack of shame when it came to nudity.

Still, she planned on changing back into her uniform, and walking around for the rest of the day with wet underwear was not her idea of a good time.

Gina sighed and reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She slipped down the straps and tossed the undergarment with the rest of her clothes with one hand while covering her breast with the other. Then, with one hand still covering her bare breasts, she started to push her panties down, shimmying and bending over as she did.

After an awkward few minutes, the flimsy pair of panties came off and Gina kicked it over to her pile of clothes, now covering her crotch with her other hand. She looked up and saw Caitlyn watching with an amused look on her face.

“We were literally all rolling around naked with each other yesterday.” She chuckled.

“Yeah, well it's not like that was our idea.” Gina sighed, and then looked at her wet suit, realizing that she would have to reach out with one of her covering hands to grab it.

She flashed Caitlyn a look, signaling for the other girl to hand her the suit. Instead, Caitlyn just sat back and smiled, clearly amused by the Sheriff's shame. Gina frowned and reached out, exposing her full, large breasts and nipples while doing so.

She pulled the wet suit over to her and then realized that she would need both hands to get into it.

Damn. She swore to herself, and then spread her legs and spread the suit out with both hands, exposing her full nudity to the whole boat.

“There, see it's not that bad.” Caitlyn taunted.

Gina stuck one leg into the wet suit and pulled it up, and then the other. It clung to her like a second skin. She pulled it up to her waist, feeling slightly more comfortable, and then shoved her arm in one sleeve and pulled it on, then the other. Once her arms were in the sleeves, she attempted to pull the sides of the suit over her breasts but found that she couldn’t.

Oh no...

She gripped the zipper and pulled it up, finding that it wouldn’t go up higher than just below her breasts.

Damn!

Gina sucked in a breath and pulled up on the zipper, trying to close the suit all the way.

“I had the same problem, I think these are a little small.” Caitlyn shrugged.

Gina sighed and gave up on the zipper. At least she was in the suit, but like Caitlyn would have to settle for showing an extreme amount of cleavage.

“Hey could one of you take over?” Felicia said from behind her. Gina turned to face her.

“What's wrong?”

“I just need to get suited up.” Felicia said, stepping away from the helm.

“No you're not, stay at the helm.” Gina turned around fully.

“What? No, I'm going with you.” Felicia didn't take the helm, and instead took a step toward Gina.

Gina placed her hands on her hips.

“No you aren't. You're staying with the boat while Caitlyn and I dive.”

“Why?” Felicia whined.

“Because...” Gina started, and caught herself. She was about to say “Because I said so” like she was a parent or something.

I basically am. She thought, and took a breath.

“Because,” Gina started. “You aren't SCUBA trained or certified.”

It wasn't a lie. Gina was a stickler for safety and wasn't letting Felicia dive without proper training.

“Bullshit, I'm going with you!” Felicia tried to shove her way past Gina but Gina blocked her.

“No, you aren't. You're staying up here, watching the boat, while we dive.”

“The boat can take care of itself!” Felicia was right up in Gina's face.

“Look, we have Brad and Ace's men, and Anya, all out here looking for the same thing. One of them could easily sneak up on us!” Gina hated to raise her voice, but Felicia needed a firm hand.

“Guys!” Caitlyn interjected.

“Look around! There's no one here!” Felicia shouted back.

“Guys!” Caitlyn shouted again.

“I'm your commanding officer, and I'm ordering you to stay with the boat!”

Felicia opened her mouth to protest, but was cut off by Caitlyn's scream.

“GUYS!” She was so loud that it echoed all around them. Gina and Felicia stopped and turned to face her.

Caitlyn was standing by the console, pointing at the SONAR screen.

“What's that?”

Both of them rushed over. On the screen was a large, solid blip. It wasn't moving, the image flashing over and over again as the sonar scan repeatedly passed over it.

“Drop anchor.” Gina said to no one in particular. Caitlyn hurried to the rear of the boat.

Gina and Felicia met each other's gaze.

“Stay with the boat, we're going down to investigate.” Her tone told Felicia that this was final.

Felicia clenched her jaw and nodded.

Once the anchor was dropped, Caitlyn and Gina slung the SCUBA tanks onto their backs. Gina was doing her best not to get too excited over this development.

It's probably nothing, a reef or something. She knew the odds of stumbling across a fallen plane were astronomical, but still... perhaps.

Once their tanks were on, they stepped into their flippers and set their goggles on their heads. Caitlyn started climbing down the side ladder into the water as Gina turned to face Felicia.

“Remember, keep an eye out.” Gina said, and then grabbed a length of rope that she had tethered to the boat.

“If anything happens, tug on this and we'll come back up. We'll tug too if we need you.”

Felicia nodded, and stepped back as Gina took a hold of the end of the rope and then climbed over the side, down the ladder, and into the water.

Once she was in the water next to Caitlyn, she nodded at the other woman, and they both lowered their goggles and inserted their breathing apparatuses into their mouths.

Then they dived below the ocean surface, plunging into the depths below. The ocean around them was clear, and they had no trouble seeing as they swam deeper and deeper under the surface.

It was almost calming, being this far below the surface, surrounded by nothing but water and sea life. Gina almost forgot that there were dangerous criminals also out on the ocean with them.

Schools of fish swam past the two police women, seemingly unfazed by their intrusion as the two continued their descent. Gina made a mental note to do some recreational diving one day, hopefully after they've arrested Brad and Anya and this was all past them.

A large cluster of fish swam past Gina, filling her entire field of vision. She considered stopping, but instead the fish scattered around her, revealing an expanse of blue ocean, and the floor not far below them.

And sitting there, among the seaweed and the rocks, was a small, private plane. It was big enough for two people, maybe. The cockpit door and a side cargo door hung open, inviting the ocean and anything beyond inside.

This was it! They had found it, the plane. Gina made a mental note to mark down the coordinates so she could hire a salvage crew to come haul it to shore, but for now, there was something else she wanted.

Gina turned to face Caitlyn who nodded at her. Both them angled their bodies down and swam towards the fallen plane. As Gina swam down, something floated up past her, coming out of the side of the plane.

Money. Hundred dollar bills, floating out of the open door like bubbles.

So there was still money inside, but how much?

Caitlyn reached the plane first, gripping the open cockpit door and peering inside. A moment later Caitlyn let out a blubbery cry, a scream stifled by her breathing apparatus and the water. The large, dark haired woman kicked herself back and away from the cockpit like she had been shocked.

Gina hurried over and gripped the door, looking inside.

Two dead men sat in the cockpit. Expressions of pain and fear frozen on what was left of their faces. Fish had gotten to them, having eaten most of their skin and eyes. Their hair danced on their scalps like sea weed.

Gina resisted the impulse to gag as she looked upon the dead men. If they were left like this, there wouldn't be much left of them thanks to the sea life. If they could get them back to shore, there was a possibility they could maybe ID them and see if they had ties to Ace and his organization.

She pulled away from the cockpit and swam towards the open side door. What she saw inside was a beautiful sight.

Three large nylon duffel bags. One was open, hundred dollar bills slowly trickling out in a steady stream. Gina swam closer and saw ragged bits of plastic around the money.

It had been wrapped in plastic! She checked the other two bags and saw that they were securely zipped shut. If the plastic held, then the money inside would be relatively unharmed, hopefully.

Gina zipped the one bag shut, and then motioned for Caitlyn to approach. The other woman swam over and Gina handed her the bag of money plus one more. Once Caitlyn had the other two bags in a firm grip, Gina grabbed the third one and heaved.

It resisted, no doubt water logged, and the Sheriff bit down and tugged. Finally, the final bag came free, but the heavy weighed her down.

How much money did they steal?

Judging from the way Caitlyn sagged, her bags too were heavy. Gina worried that they wouldn't be able to swim to the surface, but they would have to try.

Gina pointed up, and Caitlyn nodded, and they both began the climb to the surface. They hadn’t made it that far before the muscles in Gina's arms started to scream in protest.

Come on! It's just a little farther! She willed herself to go on, but knew that she was working against the resistance of the water as well as the weight of the bag. Gina turned to see Caitlyn lagging behind, her shoulders sagging. The weight of her two bags was proving too much for her.

Gina stopped and slung her bag over her shoulder and lifted the rope she held in the other hand. It was meant to be a sign of distress, but if Gina tugged on the rope and Felicia pulled it up to see the bags, she would hopefully understand. She started to tie the cord around the handle of the bag, and signaled for Caitlyn to come over to her. The large woman nodded and slowly trudged over to the sheriff.

Once Caitlyn was next to her, Gina wrapped the rope around the handles to her two bags and then tied it off, making sure all three bags were secured. Satisfied, Gina let go of the bags and watched as they plunged into the depths below, pulling the rope with them.

The rope went taunt, reaching the end of it's length, and Gina waited for Felicia to respond.

She didn't. Her and Caitlyn waited, gaze shifting between the rope and the surface. Looking up they could see the boat just above them.

Come on Felicia! Gina mentally chided the new deputy and pulled on the rope twice. Felicia is supposed to be the lookout, paying attention for stuff like this.

Still nothing. Gina tugged two more times on the rope. This time, someone tugged back. She sighed and swam back, watching as the rope was pulled up. Once the end with the bags secured to it passed them, Gina swam after it, Caitlyn following.

They climbed steadily towards the surface, Gina looking up to see the bags get hauled out of the water and presumably onto the boat.

Then Gina broke the surface, quickly removing her goggles and mouth piece.

“Felicia?” She called, but no one answered. Gina tried to peer over the edge of the railing but couldn't see anything beyond.

Maybe she's just seeing to the bags. Gina thought, and gripped the sides of the ladder. Next to her, Caitlyn broke the surface, also taking off her goggles and removing her mouth piece.

Gina ascended the ladder, calling to Felicia as she did.

“Felicia?” Still no answer, which worried her.

Gina reached the top of the ladder and froze.

Anya stood on the deck, gun in one hand, aimed at Gina. Her other arm was wrapped around Felicia's neck.

“Mmmmoo!” Felicia protested, wriggling in the blond woman's grasp. Several layers of duct tape were wrapped around Felicia's mouth, and presumably, her hands, which were secured behind her. She was also naked, her bikini lying on the ground next to a SCUBA tank.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmm!” Felicia moaned, still wiggling in Anya's grasp.

“Hey Gina, what's up?” Caitlyn called, on the ladder below Gina.

Anya held the gun to her lips, and then motioned with it for Gina to come. Gina stayed frozen where she was. The thief seemed to anticipate this, and placed barrel of the gun against Felicia's temple.

“Mmmmrrrpph! Mmmmo!” Felicia squealed.

With no other choice, Gina climbed onto the boat, never taking her eyes off of Anya.

Caitlyn came up behind her and froze at the top of the ladder.

“Hey, what-”

“Keep moving please.” Anya ordered, gun still against Felicia's temple.

“Urrmmm! Muurrrmm mmmph!” Felicia's eyes were pleading as she struggled in Anya's grasp.

How did she get here? How did she find us? Gina wondered, and then looked again at the SCUBA tank next to Felicia's bikini. Caitlyn's discarded bikini was also there.

Caitlyn stepped up onto the deck, putting her hands up. Gina did the same.

“Wondering how I got the drop on you, again?” Anya mocked.

“Just a little bit.” Gina said in a flat tone.

Anya cocked her head to the side. Gina followed her gaze to see a small spec on the waves in the distance.

A boat.

So she saw them in the distance, and used her SCUBA gear to sneak up on them. They never would have seen her coming.

“I wanted to drop by, reclaim some stolen property.” Anya motioned to the bikinis next to her SCUBA gear.

“But then you were nice enough to send this money up to me.” She kicked the bags, on the deck next to her.

Gina glared at her. They had given her everything. She won, and now they were completely at her mercy. The plan backfired, they had drawn her in, but too early.

Now what? What was her play?

Anya kept her gun pointed at Felicia's temple as she spoke.

“Your gear, drop it.” She ordered.

With no other option, Gina and Caitlyn tossed aside their goggles, dropped their tanks, and kicked off their flippers.

Anya still wasn't satisfied.

“Wetsuits too.”

“Hey, come on!” Caitlyn protested. Anya responded by pressing the barrel of her weapon harder against Felicia.

“Urrrff! Mmooo!” Felicia screamed into her gag.

“Wait wait!” Gina stuck her hands out, palms up in a calming motion. “Okay!”

With that, she reached down and pushed down the zipper to her wetsuit. Caitlyn did the same. Gina quickly shrugged out of it, watching as Anya's eyes lit up as she exposed her bare breasts.

Gina shimmied out of her wet suit and kicked it aside, standing naked on the deck of the boat. She turned to see Caitlyn too, also naked, with her arms crossed in front of her.

Anya pushed Felicia down into a sitting position.

“Don't move.” She ordered the bound and gagged hostage.

“Mmmph! Mmmmurrg!” Felicia spat.

Anya then produced a roll of duct tape, seemingly out of nowhere, and tossed it at Gina.

“Tape her up.” Anya ordered as Gina caught it.

“Come on! You have the money, can't you just go!” Caitlyn whined.

“Don't forget her mouth.” Anya smiled.

Gina held the tape in her hands, and flashed a look between Caitlyn and Anya. To accentuate her demand, Anya pointed her gun at Felicia again.

“Offf ffrrr ffffss ssskkm!” Felicia mumbled.

Gina nodded, unraveled the tape, and turned to Caitlyn. The naked woman sighed and turned around, pressing her wrists together.

“Make sure it's tight, I'm watching.” Anya warned as Gina wrapped the sticky substance over and around Caitlyn's wrists, securing them tightly.

“What are you going to do with us?” Caitlyn asked as Gina finished taping her wrists.

“Get that mouth of hers next.” Anya ordered.

Caitlyn sighed and turned to face Gina, who unraveled more of the tape.

“I'm sorry.” Gina shrugged in apology.

“Just get it over with.” Caitlyn sighed and pressed her lips together. Gina pressed the tape over Caitlyn's pursed lips and started wrapping it around her face.

“More, more layers.” Anya ordered.

“Urrrrfff!” Caitlyn moaned, flashing Anya an angry look.

Gina wrapped, packing layer after layer over the larger woman's mouth.

“More, I want her nice and quiet.” Anya cheered.

“Urrrm! Mmmmrrrmm!” Caitlyn moaned as Gina wrapped her mouth in duct tape.

“Okay that's enough, we need to save some for you.” Anya said in a mocking tone.

“Wfff!” Caitlyn moaned as Gina stepped away and turned to face Anya.

Anya motioned to Caitlyn.

“Sit.”

“Mmmoo!”

Anya aimed the gun at Caitlyn's head.

“Sit.”

Caitlyn sighed and sat down, pressing her legs together, knowing what was coming next.

“Okay, now her feet.” Anya ordered.

Gina knelt in front of the naked, bound woman secured her legs together by wrapping several lengths of duct tape around her ankles.

“Okay, that's enough. Step away.” Anya ordered. Gina stepped back as Anya approached, keeping her gun trained on the Sheriff.

Anya knelt in front of the naked, bound and gagged Caitlyn and tested the tape around her ankles.

“Mmmmmpph!” Caitlyn protested. Anya ignored her and reached behind her to test the tape around her wrists.

“Mmmm!” The naked bodybuilder moaned. Satisfied that she was securely taped, Anya stood and grabbed the tape out of Gina's hands.

“Now your turn, turn around, hands behind your back.”

Gina complied, and no sooner felt the familiar sticky sensation of duct tape being wrapped around her wrists.

“You got the money, now what?” She asked as her hands were secured behind her.

“I don't know, probably take a nice vacation.” Anya said, finishing binding Gina's hands behind her.

“You're making powerful enemies, not just us, but Ace and his people will-URRRRF!” Gina was cut off by Anya pulling a strip of tape over her mouth.

“I don't care, by the time they figure out what happened, I'll be long gone.” Anya whispered in her ear and started to wrap her mouth in several layers of duct tape.

“Urrrmmm!” Gina moaned, but Anya was unfazed, and wrapped several thick layers of duct tape around her mouth before stopping and stepping back.

“Now sit next to your friend.” Anya ordered.

“Grrrff!” Gina grumbled and complied, with no other choice.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” Caitlyn moaned.

Anya knelt in front of Gina and wrapped her legs together at the ankle. Once she was satisfied, she tested the tape to see if it was secure and stood, looking down at her three bound, gagged, and naked captives.

“Well, now that I have you, the fun can really start.” She smiled, looking them over. Anya had it all, the money, and now Gina, Caitlyn, and Felicia, bound, gagged, and at her mercy.

“Mmmrrrooo!”

“Mmmrrummm mmmrrrh! Mmmph”

“Ufffffll! Mmmbbbll mmm!”

13.

Brad's hands twisted around the metal railing as he watched the setting sun get lower over the ocean. It mocked him with it's beauty, and it's indifference towards the events around him. Tomorrow the sun would rise as always, not caring about whether or not Brad had found the fallen plane.

He stood on the deck, hands twisting around the railing, willing the cold metal to break under his grasp, but the metal was just as unyielding as the sun. Brad's blood boiled in his veins, every muscle in his body twitched and cried out.

Inside his jeans, he felt his cock twitch, blood rushing to it.

He needed to fuck something. Not just fuck something, he needed to own something, to dominate it. Control was what Brad ached for, to have something under his will. Brad was a man used to control, used to having things go his way, and when they didn't, he made it go his way. Its why Ace put him in such a high position in the organization.

Brad dreaded the thought of Ace right now. His boss would tan his hide if he didn't produce that plane, and fast. He may as well not even report to Ace if he had to come back empty handed.

He still couldn't believe that Gina had showed up and taken a shot at him. It wasn't just any shot, she was shooting to kill.

Crazy bitch.

Gina had been one hell of a piece of ass, a little young for Brad, but with tits like hers, he couldn't complain. He had always wondered how things would have been with them if they had come together under different circumstances, and had always hoped they would cross paths again. Looks like Gina though had different feelings.

It was a shame that she showed up though and rescued Felicia and Caitlyn. Brad had fully meant to toss those two into the ocean and finally get them out of his and Ace's hair. At this point, Ace had written all of those women off as lost causes and authorized Brad to take whatever actions he needed with them. Part of Brad had considered not getting rid of Felicia and Caitlyn though. Both of those women were prime pieces of ass, and he and Ace could probably still find uses for them in some way.

If he still had them, he could at least bring them to Ace in place of the plane.

Now though, he had been out on the ocean most of the day, and none of his boats had found the plane or the money.

There was still Shelly and Tanya though. As Brad realized this, he also remembered that he hadn't checked on them in a while.

He had gone to check on his prisoners a few hours previous and saw that they were still dragging behind the boat, their naked bodies bobbing up and down on the ocean surface. Their nude bodies wriggling about told him that they were still alive, which was good. Brad never intended to kill them, just scare them a bit and take the fight out of them.

Dragging them both behind the boat seemed harsh, and Brad now realized that he was probably lashing out, looking for something to punish because of things out of his control.

There were other ways to punish them though. He smiled and felt his cock getting harder.

Yes, maybe it was time to pull them back on board and have a little more fun with them.

He tore himself away from the railing, his knuckles white from gripping it, and stepped inside to the bridge. The man at the helm jumped to face him.

“Any news?” Brad asked. His face must have betrayed his feelings, because his man flashed him an apologetic look.

“Nothing yet.” His man motioned to the SONAR screen, which was empty.

“What about the other boats?” Brad asked, though he already knew the answer.

In response, the man merely shook his head. Brad nodded.

“Slow us down, I'm gonna go check on our guests.”

The man nodded and as Brad stepped out of the bridge he felt the engines grind to a halt.

As Brad made his way aft, he saw the rope that he had secured to the two nude women lying in the water, the end of it dipping below the surface.

Oh no... He thought, how long had it been like that? How long had they been under?

“Pull them in!” He ordered one of his men standing near the rear of the boat. The man nodded and started pulling in the rope.

The rope was coming in fast and easy. Too easily actually. It looked like the man wasn't expending any effort at all to reel in a line tied to two naked women.

Brad hurried over, heart pounding in his chest. He made it to the rear of the boat just to see the man drag the end of the rope out of the water.

The man held up the end of the rope, which looked like it had been snapped off. Water dripped off of the jagged edge, mocking him.

All of his men looked at the severed line and to Brad. His shocked expression must have betrayed his feelings, and he immediately closed his gaping mouth and stood straight.

“It must have got caught in the motor and snapped.” One man said.

“Or maybe the weight was too much.” Another added.

Brad nodded and looked out over the ocean. The waters were calm, and there was no sight of two naked women floundering.

How long had it been like that?

It was hard to say, and it would be virtually impossible to go back and retrace their course.

“Well,” Brad forced a smile. “ I certainly hope our friends knew how to swim.” He added a cocky chuckle for effect.

All of his men stood around, waiting his next command. Brad took the severed rope in his hand.

“Okay, back to work fellas.”

His men nodded and scattered. The boat lurched as the engines roared to life.

Brad looked at the severed end of the rope and then out over the ocean. He certainly hoped this wasn't the last he would see of Tanya or Shelly.

Somehow, he was sure it wasn't. Women like them had a habit of popping back up, whether you wanted them to or not.

And he would be waiting, if Ace didn't have his ass first.

For now though, he had to focus on the missing plane. They would be out here all night if they had to.

***

“Mmmrrrmm urrfff...” Felicia twisted, fighting against her bonds. Her feet dangled in mid air under her, and she felt herself and the other two girls sway back and forth.

“Mmmoo!” Gina warned through her gag.

“Mmmeeep!” Caitlyn squealed.

“Hurrrff...” Felicia sighed and ceased struggling. She looked down at her bare feet below her and instantly regretted it.

Cold, hard concrete waited, several feet below them. For the first time, she hoped that the ropes around her were tied tightly.

Felicia, Gina, and Caitlyn were still naked, and still bound and gagged. The only change was that Anya had removed the duct tape and replaced it with thick ropes. Their captor had also taken the tape away from their mouths but replaced it with thick, white cloth gags.

And also, she had tied them to a large, metal crane and then suspended them in the air. It was something of a genius move, limiting their struggles. If the girls managed to get free, the only place they could go was down.

The hooked crane that held them rested on a large, cement dock. It was part of an ongoing development, construction project. The metal skeleton of what would one day be a hotel loomed next to them, with various construction vehicles and the like scattered around them. Businesses, now closed for the evening, waited further down the dock. The ocean roared just next to them, and Felicia had a bad feeling about what Anya had in store for them. Night had fallen and the dock and surrounding beach was empty. Anya had them all to herself, and could do whatever she wished now.

Anya was below them right now, loading the bags of money into the back of a white, unmarked van. Felicia looked down at the athletic blond woman as she dragged the last bag towards the open rear double doors, the interior light of the van illuminating her as she approached.

“Mmmrrrpph mmmrrm! Mmmph!” Felicia mumbled into her gag. Instinctively, she wanted to pull against the ropes binding her, but she knew that would upset the other two bound and gagged captives.

All they could do was dangle in mid-air and watch as Anya reaped the spoils of their work. She would get away with the money, and leave them here, naked and exposed.

And that was the best case scenario.

Anya tossed the last bag into the back of the van. Instead of closing it up, she stopped and turned, looking up at her captives.

“Mmmrrrmmph! Mmm!”

“Urrrummph! Mmm!”

“Wffff mmo! Wfff uumm gffff offff offf ttsssh!”

“Comfy girls?” Anya asked, smirking.

“Ffffmmooo!”

“Hlllp! Hlllpp pffsss!”

Anya laughed and then started making her way towards the crane controls. The bound and gagged police women could only watch her, helpless.

“Mmrrrmmph! Mmoo!” Felicia moaned, pulling on the ropes. The crane started swaying again in the air.

“Mmmoo! Stttpp!” Caitlyn cried.

“Urrffff!” Gina warned.

Felicia didn't care. If Anya was going to take them out, then she was going to struggle the entire time.

Anya worked the controls and the crane started to move, lifting the naked captives higher into the air.

“MMRRRPPH! HLLPP! MOOOO!”

The three women's muffled cries intermingled as they were lifted higher. Then the crane stopped, and all three of them froze, silent. Their nude bodies were slick with sweat, and despite their reservations, they all stared at the ground below them.

Was she just going to leave them like this? Suspended?

No sooner had this thought passed through their minds then the crane turned, swaying out towards the churning ocean.

“Urrrrmmph!”

“MMOOO!”

“HLLLLPP!”

Felicia struggled and screamed into her gag, watching as her bare feet feet swung out over the dark waters below.

“URRRFFF!” Felicia cried as the crane lurched to a stop, with all of them now suspended above the churning waters below. The waves crashed against the rocks below the dock, letting out angry, hungry roars with each movement.

This is it! Felicia thought. She's gonna drop us into the ocean and be off with her money!

“Oh girls!” Anya called. All three bound and gagged woman turned to face Anya, smiling at them from the crane controls.

“You know, Shelly paid me a good deal of money to kill you all.” Anya started.

“Wfff!” Felicia cried. Shelly! That bitch was involved!

Felicia barely had time to process this before Anya flicked the controls and suddenly the crane was plunging, full speed, towards the waters below.

“MMOOOO!”

“MMMMPH!”

“GGGGLLLUMM!”

All three of them screamed in unison, and then the crane lurched to a stop.

“MMMMPH!” Felicia moaned, the ropes cutting into her stomach as they swung back and forth.

The waters still crashed against the waters below as they swung back and forth, but at least they weren't plummeting towards the ocean anymore.

The crane spun around and they faced Anya, who had stepped away from the controls.

“As I was saying, Shelly paid me to get rid of you ladies, but alas, she annoyed me so I got rid of her.” Anya shrugged.

“Urrrff?” Felicia questioned. What did she do to Shelly?

“Plus,” Anya began. “You ladies were nice enough to find this money for me, so I'm going to let you go... for now.”

“Urrrf frrrr grrrfffs sskkk..” Felicia rolled her eyes.

“But, if we cross paths again, I may not feel so merciful.” Anya warned, and with that stepped away from the controls.

“Wtttt! Mmmfff!” Felicia moaned, wriggling against the ropes. The crane shook, swaying back and forth over the angry waters below.

“Sttttp!” Caitlyn whined, but Felicia didn't listen.

She couldn't just leave them like this, tied up and naked!

This was a busy part of the beach, when the sun came up, people would notice!

Then Felicia realized that was Anya's plan. Leave them here tied up as a warning.

Her eyes narrowed, and she glared at the bikini thief as she approached the open back doors of the van and slammed them shut. Felicia doubted that Anya would ever return to Marston's Pointe, but if she did, she was dead because if Ace didn't find her first, Felicia would.

After she closed the rear doors, Anya made her way to the front of the van and stepped in without giving them a second look. So she was just going to leave them here to be found by the construction crew in the morning.

Felicia shuddered. She couldn't think of anyone worse to rescue them than construction workers.

The van started up and pulled away.

With no other alternative, Felicia could only watch as the red tail lights of the van disappeared into the night, taking the money, and Anya the bikini thief with them.

***

Felicia awoke to the sound of seagulls and the morning sun on her face. It felt good, warm and relaxing when coupled with the sound of the ocean. Part of her hoped that the events of the previous night had all been a bad dream, that she would wake up on the beach, lounging in a bikini without a care in the world.

Then she felt herself twisting in mid-air, and the cold metal of the crane against her bare ass.

“Urrffmmm...” She moaned.

Nope, it wasn't a dream.

“Mmmm...” She opened her eyes and looked at the sun, rising over the ocean.

How had she managed to fall asleep? She imagined that after all of the adrenaline and stress from struggling that her body had just decided to shut down for a bit.

She turned her head to see Caitlyn to her right, her head tilted down, also asleep. On her other side, Gina was the same.

Then Felicia looked down at the construction site to see several overweight men in hard hats starring at them, slack jawed.

“Mmrrrrmmmph! Murrrmm! Mmmm!” Felicia moaned, twisting and pulling against her ropes. The crane started to sway against her struggles.

“Urrrmm... mmm...” Caitlyn moaned and lifted her head.

“EEEEPP!” Caitlyn cried, the first thing she saw when she opened her eyes was the waves crashing against the rocks below. The crane swayed as the muscular woman strained and pulled.

“Urrrf! Sttttp!” Gina moaned, also just waking up, on Felicia's other side.

“Hrrrryy! Hlllp!” Felicia cried towards the construction workers, who were still starring.

Gina and Caitlyn had also noticed them.

“Hrrry! Hhhhllp!”

“Mmmfff mmmph!”

In response, the workers all took out their phones and held them towards the bound and gagged women.

Are they taking pictures! Felicia's eyes blazed with fury as she realized this.

“Hrrry! Sttttp! Mmmfff!” Felicia moaned, turning red with rage.

The workers though only chuckled and snapped away, no doubt taking photos and videos.

“Whfff mooo...” Felicia grumbled. Once she got out of this, she was going to throw all of their asses in jail.

Behind the workers, a police cruiser pulled up, and Felicia's heart skipped a beat.

Yes! Someone had called the police!

Then her heart sank. She was the police. Most of the police force was here, bound and gagged to this crane.

All except...

No!

Her eyes went wide.

“Mmooo! Hllpp! Mmmmmph!”

Caitlyn and Gina had arrived at a similar conclusion, and also were struggling against their bonds in vain.

“Mmmoo!”

“Hlllp mmmsss! Mmmmff!”

The crane was swaying back and forth like a pendulum now. On the dock, the driver's side door to the cruiser opened and Eva, clad in a typical tan uniform shirt, unbuttoned low enough to show her mocha cleavage, and black, skin tight pants, stepped out.

All three ceased their struggles, watching helplessly as the smiling Latina approached one of the construction workers. They exchanged words and then he motioned to another worker, who ran towards the crane controls.

Why couldn't they let us down! Felicia mentally cursed them. Why did they have to call the police!

She supposed calling the police because a bunch of naked women were tied up was a natural step, but usually you untied the women first.

Right?

A second later the crane lurched to life and started to swing the naked captives back over the cement dock.

“Mmmpph! Uffff!” Felicia moaned, watching as her bare feet slowly moved from over the water to hovering over the cement.

At least Eva had them in public. That meant she had to untie them, or face a lot of pesky questions and suspicions, right?

Once they were suspended over the dock, the crane lurched again and they felt themselves being lowered down. Felicia let out a huff of relief, anxious to be back on solid ground in a few minutes.

I can't wait to get this gag off. Then I'm gonna have words with these workers! Felicia thought, already preparing the verbal barrage that she was gonna let loose once she was free.

Finally, the crane touched the ground and stopped, but no one made a move to untie the women.

“Mmmpph! Ummm!”

“Grrrlbbbllmm! Ufffll!”

“Uffff!”

Eva stood, hands on her hips, looking over the nude women with the workers.

“You did the right thing by calling me first.” She said to one of the men, a big bellied middle aged man.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “We didn't want to do anything until the cops come. You know what they say about disturbing a crime scene and all that.”

“Wffff!”

“Mmmmeeep!”

“Smart move.” Eva nodded and turned towards the helpless women.

“Mmmoo! Hlllp!”

“Ummm ttffff mmeee!”

“These women are notorious pranksters, this is all just a cry for attention.” Eva said in a stern voice.

“Wffff! Mmmoo!” Felicia's eyes blazed and she pulled on the rope securing her to the crane.

Fuck you Eva! When she got out of this, Eva was dead too.

“Urffff! Hlllp!'

“Mmmo! Mmmff!”

“Too bad,” Eva began, giving all of the women a stern, chiding look. “Public nudity is a serious crime, and all three of you will be getting a serious punishment for this latest stunt.” She wagged a finger at them like a teacher scolding a student.

“Mmffff! Mmmmo!”

“Uffff!”

“Mmmmph!”

The women struggled and pulled on the ropes, but they held tight. Felicia turned towards the construction worker and flashed him a pleading look.

“Hffff mmsss! Hlllp! Pffff!”

He gave her a passive look and turned away.

“Well, lets get them loaded up.” Eva said.

“Aren't you gonna untie them?” The Construction Worker asked.

“Oh no. This is so much easier. They're practically gift wrapped!” Eva chuckled, and started untying the thick coil of rope that held them to the crane.

“Mmmfff! Mmmmo!” Caitlyn moaned, struggling again.

“Mmmmph! Ufffff!” Felicia whined, tilting her head up, imploring anyone for help.

“Pffffllss,” Gina beckoned one of the construction workers. “Hllpp mssss!”

A second later, the rope that held them to the crane fell away, and all three naked women tumbled to the ground.

“Ufff..” Felicia huffed. No sooner had she fallen then she felt hands wrap around her waist.

“Mmmoo! Hmmmmph!” She was being lifted to her feet.

“Hey, need help with the others?” A gruff voice, The Construction Worker, called behind her.

“Sure,” Eva answered. “Bring them over to the car.”

It was Eva who was lifting Felicia to her feet. Once she had the bound woman in a standing position, she bent, wrapped her hands around Felicia's waist, and lifted her onto her shoulder.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoo! Hlllp!” Felicia moaned as Eva carried her over her shoulder towards her police cruiser.

Felicia lifted her head to see one of the construction workers carrying Gina over his shoulder, her bare ass wiggling as he followed Eva. Another man, a large, muscle bound man, carried Caitlyn cradled in his arms. Caitlyn was a large girl but this man dwarfed her, and she struggled and kicked in his grasp, looking almost infantile.

“Mmooo! Ufffll hlllp! Bfff!” Felicia moaned, wriggling in Eva's grasp.

Eva clamped a hand over Felicia's bare ass.

“Oh don't worry, you'll be taught a lesson soon enough.” Eva cooed and patted Felicia's firm, naked ass.

“Grrrph! Mmmph!” Felicia whined, still wriggling in Eva's grasp.

Then they were at the police cruiser.

“Urrfff! Mmmm!” Felicia moaned, wriggling in Eva's grasp, but it was no use.

The Latina bent over, opened the rear passenger door, and shoved the wriggling, bound and gagged Felicia inside.

“Urrggggll! Mmbbbll!” Felicia moaned, feeling the cool leather seating against her bare bottom.

Eva stepped aside and then then one construction worker stepped over, Gina still slung over his shoulder. He stooped over and shoved her in the back seat next to Felicia.

“Urrggg...” Gina huffed.

The construction worker backed away and closed the door. On the other side of Felicia, the door opened and the large, burly worker dumped Caitlyn in the seat next to her.

“Mmmmeep!” Caitlyn moaned, and then the door was shut next to her.

All three looked out the side window to see Eva say something to the construction workers and then approach the driver's side door. They had been silent but as soon as Eva opened her door they started moaning in unison.

“Hrrry! Mmmph!”

“Urrrgggll! Bblllm mmph!”

“Ggggllbb! Llfffmm mmo!”

Eva turned on the engine, and then turned to look over her captives and smiled.

“I hope you chickas are ready for some fun.” She purred.

“Urrrmm hrrrm!”

“Mmmph!”

“Hlllp!”

Then the car was moving. Felicia turned to peer out the back windshield and saw the construction workers had ignored them and were back to work. In no time, Eva had turned out of the construction site and onto a lonely, beach rode.

Where is she taking us? Felicia wondered, realizing they weren't headed for the station.

She looked at the driver's seat to see that Eva kept flashing them looks in the rearview mirror. The Latina's eyes were deep and filled with hunger and lust.

Then Felicia looked down the road to see a familiar sight. Janet! Peddling on the side of the road on her bike! And she was headed straight towards them!

Felicia's heart skipped a beat. Even in her current circumstances, she felt herself flush with arousal at the sight of Janet, in tiny tank stop that showed plenty of cleavage and short, cotton shorts. Janet's large, tan breasts glistened with sweat.

“Mmmmph! Hllp! Jnnnttt!” Felicia moaned, leaning forward in her seat.

Caitlyn and Gina also saw the busty bartender peddling towards them and also leaned forward, moaning into their gags.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!”

“Hlllp! Pffffss!”

“Sttttpp! Uffffll ggglllbb!”

If Eva was worried about catching Janet's attention, she didn't show it, and kept on driving at a steady speed.

“Mmmph! Jjjnnttt pffffs!” Felicia moaned, willing her lover to notice.

But Janet kept her eyes on the road ahead and peddled on by, not even turning to look at the passing police cruiser.

“Urrrgggmmm bbblm!” Felicia turned, following Janet, moaning into her gag. The other girls did as well.

It was no use though. Janet kept on forward, giving the captives a nice view of her sweaty ass cheeks sticking out from her tiny shorts as she got further and further in the distance.

The police cruiser drove down along the beach, Eva humming to herself, itching with excitement to get her naked cargo back to her place for some alone time.

Felicia, Caitlyn, and Gina sat back, huffing into their gags, helpless prisoners once again and bracing themselves for what was to come next.

End of Volume 5.

The Ladies of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department will be back...

OEBPS/image_rsrc3YD.jpg
THE CASE OF THE BTKINT THIEF

DAMSELS ANONYMOUS: THE COMPLETE FIFTH VOLUME

VALEREYA JAMES






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Beginning


  



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

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302

		303

		304

		305

		306

		307

		308

		309

		310

		311

		312

		313

		314

		315

		316

		317

		318

		319

		320

		321

		322

		323

		324

		325

		326

		327

		328

		329

		330

		331

		332

		333

		334

		335

		336

		337

		338

		339

		340

		341

		342

		343

		344

		345

		346

		347

		348

		349

		350

		351

		352

		353

		354

		355

		356

		357

		358

		359

		360

		361

		362

		363

		364

		365

		366

		367

		368

		369

		370

		371

		372

		373

		374

		375

		376

		377

		378

		379

		380

		381

		382

		383

		384

		385

		386

		387

		388

		389

		390

		391

		392

		393

		394

		395

		396

		397

		398

		399

		400

		401

		402

		403

		404

		405

		406

		407

		408

		409

		410

		411

		412

		413

		414

		415

		416

		417

		418

		419






