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The Story So far…

Anya is an internally wanted thief, with the calling card of stealing the bikinis from her attractive female victims as well as their valuables. Having found her way to Marston’s Pointe, Anya faces both the forces of enigmatic crime lord Ace as well as the women of The Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department. When all is said and done, Anya leaves town with hundreds of millions of dollars of Ace’s money and leaving the women of the police force utterly humiliated.

Ace hasn’t taken the loss well, and put a bounty on Anya’s head. With nowhere to turn, Anya goes to the women of the Sheriff’s Department, who have been prisoners of the bondage-crazed Latina, Eva. After escaping Eva’s clutches, Sheriff Gina learns of an attempt to set a trap for Anya using a golden sling bikini as bait. Both Gina and Caitlyn go undercover to attempt to learn more about this plan, but are captured.

Meanwhile, Eva hasn’t taken losing her captives well, and kidnaps Janet, lover of deputy Felicia Fetters. Soon though, Felicia and Eva are caught themselves by bounty hunters looking for Eva, who intend to use the captured police women as bait…

1.

As Anya stalked stalked the muscle bound blond woman across the club floor, she told herself it was just recon and not what it actually was – obsession.

After the initial judging, Anya had hung around the edges of the club, watching as the blond, who's name Anya had learned was Amanda, moved gracefully amongst her fellow contestants and judges, smiling, laughing, enjoying drinks. Anya had to give it to her: Amanda knew how to play the game, and she wanted to win, badly. Amanda hung around the club for another hour or so and then Anya followed her back to her hotel room. From there, it wasn't hard for Anya to find out her name and personal details.

Her name was Amanda and she was an Australian fitness competitor/model and personal trainer. It seemed like she had made the trip to Marston's Pointe specifically to win the Golden Sling. That told Anya that Amanda was a goal driven and determined woman, and if she wasn't going to win this competition then she would put up one hell of a fight.

Good. Anya was practically giddy at the thought of Amanda's muscles flexing against tight, constricting rope while she rolled around naked, watching helplessly as Anya tried on the Golden Sling. It was a thought that Anya couldn't get out of her head, and at this point she would be just as upset as Amanda if the woman didn't win the competition.

Then again, if Amanda didn't win then Anya supposed that she could just tie her up and steal her bikinis for fun. After all, she did know where she was staying.

Anya spent the remainder of the day around Amanda's hotel until it was time to go back to the club for final judging, and then she discreetly tailed Amanda back to the club.

Once again, Anya hovered near the wall, watching as Amanda hugged Wallace and King, flashing her toothy smile and laughing at all of their jokes. Amanda wasn't wearing the Golden Sling, but Anya still practically salivated at the sight of her in her new bikini. The shapely woman had changed into a tiny, black slingshot bikini that accentuated her small but round and firm breasts and left little of her chiseled ass to the imagination. The bikini seemed painted onto Amanda's perfect, sculpted body, and like last time, Amanda wore her domino mask that barely concealed her face. All of the other contestants hovered near Amanda, trying to get their time in with King and Wallace. The other women vying for the prize knew that Amanda was their biggest competition, and all wanted her knocked out.

Wallace and King had pulled out all of the stops for this show, even busting out a giant, ornate chocolate fountain and placing it at the center of the club. The liquid chocolate cascaded like a water fall over the beautiful, naked bodies of Gina and Caitlyn. Anya could only stare and watch in amusement at the newest way their captors had found to humiliate the two captive women.

Both Gina and Caitlyn had their hands tied above them to the spout pouring the chocolate, and as best Anya could tell their mouths were gagged with tape, but it was hard to be sure since warm chocolate was constantly flowing over their nude bodies. Their feet were secured together at the ankle and then to the fountain, keeping both Gina and Caitlyn secure, and all they could do was wriggle their lithe bodies and blubber through their gags and chocolate.

“Mmrrrmmbbbll! Glllummb!”

“Mmlllbb! Bblbmmm!” Both women pleaded as chocolate poured over their faces.

Set out in front of the bound woman and chocolate coated women were tables covered with pretzels, lollipops, and other assorted things that could be dipped into the fountain and covered in chocolate. There was a constant crowd of clubbers who would pick up a pretzel stick and dip it in the chocolate flowing off of Gina or Caitlyn's bare breasts, much to the captive's chagrin.

“Stttllbb!” Gina protested as a man completely covered in leather pressed a lollipop between her breasts, coating it in chocolate.

“Ullllb!” Caitlyn moaned as another man pressed a pretzel stick between her butt cheeks, coating it in chocolate before taking a bite.

Anya somewhat pitied the women, but she also knew Gina and Caitlyn well enough to know that if there was one thing they were proud of, it was their bodies, and what better way to show off their bodies than to be put on display like this? She smiled under the mask. In a way, Gina and Caitlyn were getting exactly what they wanted: to be displayed and admired, forever.

Wallace and King escorted the five finalists over to the chocolate fountain and the candy table next to it and motioned for the scantily clad women to partake of the sweets. Most politely turned down the offers, no doubt trying to watch their figure for the upcoming competition but Anya had a sneaking suspicion that after the final judging that most of those women would be helping themselves to gratuitous amounts of chocolate.

The Bikini Thief drifted closer to the crowd of women in skimpy swimwear, hearing bits of chatter from their conversations with each other. Gina and Caitlyn continued to blubber into their gags, trying to get the women's attention with no success. The only thing these women seemed to care about was the Golden Sling.

“Hlllpp... ullpp...mmm...”

Gllumm...bbllumm...”

Anya now stood just outside of the group of finalists and snatched a pretzel stick from the table.

If it's here, I may as well enjoy it. She smiled under the mask.

A hush started to ripple through the club around her. Anya turned to the stage, expecting the judging to begin. Instead, she saw King and Wallace both climbing onto the stage while the finalists gathered below. It seemed like King and Wallace were going to make an announcement of some sort, no doubt laying out the rules and thanking the women for participating.

Wallace waited patiently for everyone to quiet down and then raised his hands, palms outward. The few remaining bits of chatter and whispers quickly died down.

“First of all, King and I would like to thank everyone who came out for this competition, especially our five beautiful finalists.” Wallace began, gesturing to the women standing by the stage. Amanda beamed when he did.

“You all did wonderfully, and are all amazing women,” he went on. “But unfortunately there's been a change in plans.”

A murmur went through the club. All of the finalists started to chatter amongst each other. Anya watched Amanda and could practically see the woman's calm, cool, charming veneer start to crumble. Her smile faded, and her eyes, once sweet and attentive, now grew hard and icy.

“We have decided to go in a different direction with the competition...” Wallace continued.

Anya felt her own heart start to race. What had changed? Why now were they changing their plans?

Something must have happened, but what?

A million scenarios ran through her mind. Did they know she was here, disguised as a competitor? She turned and looked to either side, expecting to see beefy men closing in on her, but no, she was alone.

“There will be other opportunities for models needed at the pool party tomorrow, so we would still love to have you, our finalists...” Wallace gestured to the women. “Take part if you're interested. Either way, we thank you for your time and hope that you enjoy the rest of your evening here at our exclusive club.” With that he stepped off stage, King following.

As soon as the two men stepped off the stage, the five finalists swarmed like a pack of wolves, with Amanda as the alpha.

“Excuse me, what do you mean you're going in a different direction?” It sounded like the once perfectly held together woman was using all of her self control to keep her voice calm and polite.

“I'm sorry, it came down from above.” Wallace shrugged.

“But what about the Golden Sling?” Amanda flanked Wallace, who did his best to seem polite and chipper. King though, couldn't hide his annoyance. All of the other finalists were chiming in as well, though Amanda was the loudest and most prevalent.

“What about us who came all the way here for this completion What are we supposed to do? Who made the change? Is this how you run things?” Amanda was firing off her questions/demands at a lightning pace, and Wallace was struggling to keep up.

“Look, it's a last minute development, and it came from management-” He started, hands up defensively, before Amanda cut him off by jabbing a finger at King.

“What about you? Aren't you management?” She jabbed her finger into King's chest with every syllable. King looked like he was fuming. He definitely wouldn't play as nice with her as Wallace.

“Even I answer to someone.” He said through gritted teeth.

Anya perked up at this. The only person that King answered to was Ace. So Ace made the call. What did that mean? Did Ace come up with another plan?

“Look ladies, the pool party will still go on as planned and we'll still have need of a few models-” Wallace once again tried to restore order, but Amanda wasn't having it, and was doing a very good job of getting the other finalists whipped up into a frenzy.

“Oh no! We didn't go through all of this just to be stand by arm candy!” Amanda hissed, her beautiful breasts heaving up and down with fury.

“I've had enough of this. You can be at the party, or you won't. I don't care.” King sighed and motioned for Wallace to follow him. Wallace obeyed, but Amanda wasn't giving up that easily.

“Now wait just a minute! I came all the way here to this nowhere town to win the Golden Sling, and I'll be goddamned if I'm going to leave empty handed!” Amanda kept pace with King, barking right into his ear.

King stopped, took off his glasses, and rubbed his eyes.

“Ladies,” He began. “I understand your position, but you have to understand mine. This is a situation beyond my control and there’s nothing I can do to change it.”

“What aren’t you telling us?” Amanda demanded.

King looked like he was about to blow a gasket and glared at her.

“I will tell you exactly what you need to know, no more, no less. This is our club, and this is how we run things and if I get any more trouble from you then you can join our friends up there!” He motioned to Gina and Caitlyn on the fountain and suddenly the group of finalists went quiet.

“Now, any more objections?” He asked.

They all shook their heads in unison.

“Good,” he clapped his hands. “Well please, enjoy the club. If you are interested in modeling opportunities, please talk to either myself or Mr. Wallace.” With that he stepped away, followed by Wallace.

There was a tension in the air. No one wanted to move, speak, or breath.

The music suddenly blared from the speakers, causing Anya to jump, snapping her back to the moment. All around, club goers went back to their business, taking the music as the unofficial “back to normal” signal.

Anya wandered back towards the chocolate fountain, trying to distract herself from thoughts of Amanda. There was something more pressing at hand anyway.

So if they changed plans, then they have a surprise in store... She rubbed at the chin of her mask. Anya didn't like surprises, and that would mean that she would have to be extra cautious when making her move for the Golden Sling.

She stopped next to the fountain, realizing that she still had her pretzel in hand, and hadn't even dipped it in chocolate yet.

“Hrrrllp... bbllmmm...” Gina tried to get her attention through the waterfall of chocolate rushing over her.

“Urrgggllmmm....hlllpp...” Caitlyn joined in.

Maybe she should just give it up? Too many variables out of her control...

“Hbblblmm...” Gina moaned again. Anya turned to face the chocolate coated captives.

She couldn't give up now and have Gina and Caitlyn's humiliation and sacrifice be for nothing.

Plus she had to punish Ace and his people for attacking and drugging her, and for cutting her off from her yacht and all of her beautiful, sexy bikinis.

“Hllbbb!” Gina was meeting her gaze now, blinking through a haze of chocolate.

Anya held out her pretzel stick and coated it in the chocolate flowing off of Gina's beautiful, bare breasts.

“Hullmm!” Gina's eyes widened.

Anya raised her mask so that Gina and Caitlyn could get a look at her face. Both of their eyes widened in surprise and hope.

“Hmmph! Ummmph! Mmmbbbbll!”

“Hrrrmmm! Umm! Bblllm!”

They continued to moan and plead with her as she took a bite of the rich, sweet chocolate covered pretzel stick, and then smiled, winked, and pulled her mask back down over her face.

“Hrrrmmm! Bbmm!”

“Uuullff! Ggmmmp! Mmmph!”

They moaned and pleaded through their gags and the chocolate as Anya turned and strolled towards the exit.

She had to prepare for the party tomorrow night.

2.

It was a long, awkward car ride in silence, and it wasn't because they were all still naked, bound, and gagged.

In fact, Felicia found herself thankful for the muzzle, or else she and Janet might be exchanging nasty words at the moment. Instead, both sat on opposite sides of the large white van, avoiding each other's gaze. Occasionally Felicia would catch Janet looking at her and would turn to face her only for Janet to look the other way, and vice versa. Sadly, their captors had seated Eva next to Felicia, and the Latina, apparently still aroused, kept trying to nuzzle up against Felicia.

“Nmmmooo!” Felicia mumbled and shoved against Eva, her bare breast brushing against the Latina's.

“Ummm....” Eva moaned, batting her eyes at Felicia.

“Cmmn mmooo...hllpp?” Felicia turned to face their captors, who sat on the bench across from her next to Janet, and motioned to Eva with her head.

Tee and Em snickered and gossiped amongst themselves in Spanish, and then shook their heads in unison, clearly enjoying the show.

“Grrrmmmm...” Felicia rolled her eyes. Part of her dreaded where they were heading, and the other part hoped that they got there fast.

The two women had kept the three captives in the house well into the night, Felicia couldn't be sure, but she knew that at one point all three of the naked captives had fallen asleep, but then the bounty hunters had roused them and ushered them out into a large van waiting in the driveway. One good thing was that they at least had detached Felicia from Eva, now both women had their hands manacled behind their backs and their feet manacled at the ankle, as opposed to being secured together ass to ass, like before.

The van was a large, unmarked white van with two benches, both set longways against either wall. Felicia was set on one bench, with Eva on the other, and immediately Eva slid down next to Felicia. Janet was placed on the other and the two women Tee and Em took seats next to her. Somehow Felicia had the suspicion that the ride wasn't as long as she thought but it felt longer with Janet ignoring her and Eva pressing her body against her.

Worse off, Felicia felt a rush every time Eva pressed her body against hers, and felt herself draw a sharp breath when Eva's erect nipples brushed against her own bare skin.

“Urrrmm...” Felicia closed her eyes, trying not to think about being tied up naked next to Eva, or about what happened with her and Eva earlier, or about what happened with them on the boat three months ago...

Stop! This woman kept you prisoner for three months! Why are you being like this?

“Urrrmmm hummm...” Eva moaned, pressing her warm body against Felicia's and sending an involuntary shiver through Felicia.

“Aw, she likes you.” Tee giggled from the other seat.

“Ufff mmmm....” Felicia moaned, trying to pull away from Eva, but she realized that she was at the end of the bench and up against the cage keeping them separate from the front seats of the van. One burly man was driving the van while the other sat in the passenger seat.

Felicia turned and again glared at their captors, and saw Janet with her head turned to stare out the extremely tinted back windows of the van.

“Urrrmmm hmmm...” Eva cooed, nuzzling Felicia with her gagged mouth.

“Ufff...” Felicia shuttered again.

Just close your eyes, don't think about it... Felicia told herself, squeezing her eyes shut.

“Hmm...ccmmm....” Eva continued nuzzling her.

Don't think about it...

But Felicia couldn't help but think about her and Eva, lying on top of each other, feeling up each other's asses...

Felicia felt her nipples starting to go erect at the thought.

“Oh look, she likes it.” Tee giggled, and Em responded with something in Spanish.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned, and backed as far into the corner of the van as she could. If she could have rolled up into a ball as disappeared she would have.

“We're here!” The driver grunted from the front seat.

“Mmeeep!” Felicia squeaked, relieved.

I never thought I would be relieved to be most likely be taken to certain doom or torment, but here we are! She mused to herself.

The van came to a stop and the driver and other goon got out. A moment later, the back doors of the van opened up, revealing that they were at a loading dock of some sort.

“Okay ladies, end of the line.” Tee said while holding up a wicked looking knife. Felicia realized that she had no idea where it had come from.

Tee slid down toward Janet and held the knife towards the nude captive.

“Ummm....mmmm... gggmmm!” Janet moaned, trying to slink away from the muscular woman.

“Hrrrry! Hhhhmm! Stttp!” Felicia protested, leaning forward in her seat. Suddenly Em was there, slamming a palm against Felicia's chest and forcing her back in her seat. The Latina towered over Felicia, giving her a hard stare. The nude captive glared right back at her, and then turned her attention to Janet and Tee.

Tee clamped on hand on Janet's shoulder and Janet stiffened while whimpering into her gag.

“Ummm... mm..... mmfff...” She leaned away from her captor as Tee leaned forward, knife held out...

… And cut the rope binding Janet's feet together. Janet squealed in surprise.

“Wfffttt?” She looked down at the sliced rope and back at Tee, who had flicked the knife closed and was clipping it back to her belt.

“Alright ladies, out!” Tee barked, and shoved Janet towards the open rear doors.

Janet shuffled towards the exit where one of the burly men grabbed her by the arm and pulled her out. Then Tee and Em removed the manacles around Felicia and Eva's feet and ushered them out of the van as well.

Out of the frying pan and into the furnace. Felicia thought for the tenth time that day. Part of her wondered how things could get worse, but at this point she knew it could get much, much worse.

All three of the naked captives were lined up on the loading dock and Tee stood off to the side, her gun in hand, while Em stood behind them with her gun trained on them as well.

“Alright ladies, move.” Tee ordered.

With no other choice, they started walking, Janet in front, followed by Felicia, and then Eva. One of the burly men lead them while other walked on the other side of them. They were lead through an open garage door that started closing as soon as they were inside and then through a small warehouse area loaded with shelves and fixtures.

Felicia tried to take in her surroundings but it didn't seem familiar. It certainly wasn't the facility where she had been held by The Queen, but then again she knew that Ace had locations all over town. Though as soon as she got out of the van she had felt a breeze and got waft of the familiar smell of ocean, so they must be by the water somewhere...

Then they were escorted through a door and into a kitchen area and Felicia realized where they were.

The club!

That new club that Gina and Caitlyn had gone to investigate and never returned from.

“Ummmfff fflll...” Felicia moaned involuntarily. She shivered, realizing that she would know soon enough what happened to the two missing women, and their fate may very well be her own soon.

Her suspicions were confirmed when they were lead out of the kitchen and into a large, open dance area. It must have been after hours at the club, which told Felicia that it was probably very early morning. The house lights were up, illuminating a large, open floor, with a stage, a bar, and various bondage and BDSM fixtures lining the walls, along with tables and booths.

In the center of the room was a sculpture of two naked, bound women. The sculpture looked to have been made of chocolate, and standing in front of it were three men, two of them were very familiar: King, and Brad. Standing with them was a third man, tall and slender, with dark skin and receding hair along with a thin beard.

“Urrfff fffmmm gggllmmm mmm!” Felicia mumbled through her gag at the three men. King turned and smiled at them.

“Well, look at this group.” He chuckled. All three captives were lined up in a row in front of him. Felicia did her best to look defiant as she glared at them.

“Are these all of them?” The third man, the one Felicia didn't know, asked.

“We waited at the house all day and night, these were the only women there, Wallace.” Tee said as she took a position next to the man called Wallace.

Wallace strolled along the line of bound women, eying them up and down. Felicia stared daggers at him as he did.

“This plan of yours better work.” Wallace said to Brad.

Brad smiled and stepped forward.

“Oh it will work, don't worry.”

“You only say that because it's your ass if it doesn't.” King flashed Brad a taunting smile as he strolled forward, looking the naked captives over.

“Don't worry, I got this,” Brad smiled, stopping to smile at Felicia. “I'm glad I didn't toss you into the ocean like I originally planned on.”

“Fffmmmff mmoo!” Felicia grumbled as Brad moved away. As he did, he opened up her view of the chocolate sculpture in the center of the room.

It was two women bound to a pole, one was taller, slender with big breasts, and the other was shorter, stockier but with equally massive breasts. The sculptures looked... incomplete... not as refined as sculptures usually are... this one was rough and lacked detail. It was like the sculptor had just made a rough outline of two women and called it a day.

Still... Felicia narrowed her eyes... there was something familiar about them...

“Ah, do you like our new decoration?” Brad chuckled, stepping over to the sculpture.

Then Felicia's eyes widened with recognition.

“Hmmmph!” She moaned, the sculpts were based on Gina and Caitlyn!

No... they weren't chocolate sculptures of Gina and Caitlyn, they were Gina and Caitlyn!

“Ummm mmoooo...” She moaned again. They had somehow dipped the two women in chocolate and put them on display!

“It's a good look for your friends, don't you think?” Brad chuckled and gestured to the chocolate covered women like he was giving a tour at a museum.

Felicia knew that Ace and his men could be sadistic but this... this was a whole new level...

“Don't worry, we left them air holes.” King added, stepping over towards the chocolate covered women.

“Hmmmph?” Felicia asked and then looked at Gina and Caitlyn again.

Their eyes and mouth were covered with chocolate, but she now saw that their nostrils were left open... and there was something else... she could hear it now... a low moaning... coming from them.

They were alive in there! Buried under mountains of chocolate, but alive! That was good, for the moment.

“We have something different planned for you all,” Brad said, running his hand over Gina's chocolate coated bottom as he talked. “For all of you actually.”

“With that said,” King interjected. “Why don't you take our new guests somewhere comfortable until the party tonight?” He asked Tee. The woman nodded and motioned with her gun for them to move.

“What about them?” Brad gestured to Gina and Caitlyn.

“What about them?” King seemed genuinely confused by the question.

“Shouldn't we... you know...” Brad motioned to them again.

“Well, the club doesn't open until noon, by then, sitting here in this room with no air conditioning, they should be melted out by the time we come back. By then we can get them washed off and prepared for the party tonight as well.”

“Wummmfff?” Felicia asked through her gag. They were just going to let Gina and Caitlyn sit here and melt?

“Okay whatever.” Brad shrugged. He didn't seem happy with King's answer, but King obviously seemed higher up on the totem pole than him.

“Come on ladies, let's go.” Tee motioned with her gun, and they were moving, being lead to a set of double doors at the far end of the dance floor.

Felicia kept looking over her shoulder though, back at Gina and Caitlyn, unable to see or talk, trapped in a chocolate prison...

What did they have planned for them all after this?

***

As Chad watched Gary work away on the heavy metal door with the pry bar, he couldn’t help but feel a rush of blood flowing directly to his dick. A voice at the back of his head, what was left over of his modesty and reason, told him calm down or else he would have a boner in front of all the other guys. That voice was quickly drowned out by all of the other drunken voices in Chad’s head and the promise of what lie behind that door:

Babes.

The most beautiful women in the world, wearing the smallest of bikinis, showing off their perfect asses, and their bikini tops barely containing their massive, heaving jugs.

That had to be it, why else would they not allow him into this room?

“Hey, come on Chad, it isn’t working.” Tony brought him out of his drunken fantasizing by tugging on his shoulder. The steady flow of blood to Chad’s penis quickly dried up.

Chad turned to glare at Tony.

Fucking Tony, man. Tony had already screwed up once royally by letting that chick with the perfect ass get taken away in a garbage truck. A fucking garbage truck! Like yeah, that chick totally deserved to be taken down a peg or two (which he intended to do) but like, to get thrown away as garbage? What a fucking waste!

“Dude, the sun’s coming up. The place won’t even be open!” Tony whined. Chad resisted the urge to sock Tony on the jaw right there.

I never should have invited him, he’s ruining this vacation! Tony always had been a downer, and Chad had hoped that partying and maybe getting his dick sucked would mellow Tony out, but if anything, he got worse over this summer.

“Relax man, it’s an after hours club. They never close!” Chad slurred, and turned back to watch Gary work his magic with the pry bar on the heavy steel back door.

“Look man you’re drunk-” Tony began, and grabbed Chad by the arm. Chad wheeled around and glared at him.

“Hey! I’m not drunk!” Chad slurred.

“Guys! Shut up!” Gary shushed them. “Or else we’ll be caught!”

Chad and Tony glared at each other. They had brought the whole crew, about 8 of them in all, and half had formed a protective circle around Gary while the other half were now congregating around Chad and Tony in case a fight broke out. Tony flashed a look at Gary and then backed away, prompting a smug smile from Chad.

Call me drunk! Chad mentally grumbled. He only had five or six beers that night… he thought. Then a shot… or two… or three...

The important thing was that he could still get a boner, and that was all he needed for this club. He and his boys were going to stroll into that club like they owned it. That will show those fucking people for not letting him in.

They wouldn’t let him! Him! If they knew his family then they would have rolled out the red carpet and paraded all of their best ladies for him and his boys.

That was okay though, because if Chad wanted something then he would just take it, like he was now. If they had a problem, or found out that he and his boys had broken into the club, well then he’ll just get his Dad to buy their pathetic little after hours beach club.

Chad turned to watch Gary’s progress and saw that the metal rear door was starting to give into the sturdy pry bar. So far, they still had the back alley to themselves.

But the night, once pitch black, was starting to lighten around them, and quickly. An early morning jogger or something could run by at any moment and see them. Not that it would be any bother, Chad’s father would hire the best lawyers and get them out of trouble.

What he was really worried about was not being able to party with and fuck the women that this club was keeping hidden in this secret area, especially that blond chick with the great ass. Granted, she didn’t have an ass like that other chick that got taken out with the garbage, but still…

Her fucking body! Chad felt himself getting hard again just thinking about her, and seeing her there, bound and gagged in that trunk, and then her bending over in that thong…

Chad could feel his dick growing harder just thinking about her! God, he almost had her and that other chick with the perfect ass!

But his boys blew it! The blond got away and the other chick got taken out with the trash! He did end up seeing the other blond chick again at this club, being let into the “Private” area, except she had changed her hair color.

Maybe she did it to hide from Chad and his boys?

Well too fucking bad for her, there was no hiding from him. If he wanted something, he got it.

God he hoped she was in that club right now! What would the look on her face be like if she saw him and his boys when they cornered her? He was imagining it now, placing his dick between those amazing ass cheeks of hers.

He was rock hard now.

Soon…

So soon…

There was a satisfying crunch of metal. It must have scared the others because they all jumped and started looking around to see if they drew any attention. More and more of the darkness of the early morning was giving way to the morning light. The sound of the door crunching open didn’t scare Chad though. It was a rewarding sound, the sound of a night of drinks and debauchery giving way to a morning of drinks and debauchery.

“Okay, we’re in!” Gary announced and tossed aside his pry bar.

“Let’s go boys!” Chad announced and took point, charging past Gary and the bent and ruined door, and into the club.

The first thing that struck him was how quiet it all was. He should be hearing music or something.

Maybe sound proofing. He thought and pressed on further. They had broken through into a hallway of some sort, with a large, black door at the end.

That had to lead out to the club. It had to!

Chad marched towards the door, his boys all falling in behind him like they always did. It was still weird that he didn’t hear any music, or laughing, or people talking, but he couldn’t let his boys know that he thought it was weird. If he showed hesitation, then they would too. The boys would start saying that they should turn back, that they had made a mistake. He couldn’t have that. They hadn’t made a mistake. If anyone had made a mistake, it was the club for not letting them into the private area in the first place.

He practically floated to the door at the end of the hall. It felt like his erection was pulling him along, guiding him. Chad didn’t care if the other guys saw it, they would soon be just as hard as he was when they saw what was behind the door.

Hopefully it isn’t locked. It would suck to have to send Gary back out, grab the pry bar, and open this door up to. Plus now that they were inside it meant that they stood a greater chance of being caught.

He gripped the handle and turned…

Unlocked.

Chad’s heart thudded in his chest and he let out a long sigh. This was it! Just on the other side of the door. He turned to face his boys, all waiting behind him, and flashed them a toothy grin.

“Boys, prepare yourselves. It’s going to be heaven behind this door.”

They all nodded in agreement and excitement. He had spent all night telling them about how this club probably only let the hottest chicks into this back room, and how their dicks wouldn’t know what do with so many fine ass ladies.

Now it was time. He pulled open the door with a flourish and stepped through…

… into an empty room.

No!

No...no...no…

Chad wandered further into the room. This couldn’t be it! It couldn’t be the club!

That voice at the back of his head, the sensible one, broke through his drunken haze to tell him that yes, it was club. There was a bar, a stage, and a DJ booth.

Still, Chad kept wandering into the club, wading further and further out onto the empty dance floor, as if he was trying to will a crowd of half naked, beautiful women to materialize out of thin air.

Not even the house lights were on, and the only light in the club was from the morning sun cutting through some high up, vent like windows near the ceiling. The heat from the past few days was returning as well, and the room was starting to get muggy.

“Well, looks like they are closed.” Tony sighed, a hint of validation in his voice.

Chad turned and glared at him.

“Shut up Tony.”

“Oh look,” Tony strolled past Chad. “These must be those hot chicks you kept saying the club was going to be packed with.”

He was gesturing towards a sculpture in the middle of the dance floor. It looked to have been sculpted out of… chocolate?

All of the other guys gathered around Tony to admire the sculpture as well. It was of two women, one tall and slender with gigantic tits, and the other shorter but with just as amazing of a body and equally massive tits.

Chad found himself oddly...aroused by this chocolate sculpture of two naked women. The women would be extremely hot… perhaps two of the hottest women he’d ever seen, if they weren’t made from chocolate.

Gary stepped forward and snapped a piece of chocolate from the thigh of the shorter one and popped it in his mouth.

“Tasty too!” He smiled and snapped off another piece.

“Anyway, that door may have been alarmed, we should go.” Tony urged.

But Chad ignored him though, instead his attention was fixed on the one sculpture, the taller one with massive tits. There was something familiar about her… He felt like he had maybe seen her somewhere…

Nah, she was a sculpture.

Still, his dick was still rock hard, and he didn’t think that chocolate would ever turn him on like it was.

“Chad,” Tony whined. “We should go.”

Chad reached out and stroked the leg of the sculpture. Something about it didn’t seem finished, like there was still fine tuning to be done…

Looking up, he saw that the sculptures had their hands above their heads like they were tied up, a manacle securing them to a pole.

“Hey, someone get up there and take them down.” Chad ordered, knowing that one of his boys would obey.

“What?” Tony buzzed in Chad’s ear like a fly.

“We’re taking the ladies with us.” Chad smiled, watching as Gary climbed up onto the pedestal with the sculptures and stared to detach the manacles from the pole.

“You do know that they aren’t real women?” Tony sighed, and Chad glared at him.

How drunk does he think I am?

“I know,” Chad sighed. “I just want this place to know that we were here and this is what they get for not letting me in.”

“What…” Tony grumbled, but Chad was ignoring him, watching as Gary removed the manacles securing the tall babe to the pole.

“Someone go bring the truck around.” Chad ordered, and heard footsteps as one of his boys ran out to pull the truck into the alley.

“What are we going to do with them?” Tony asked.

“We’ll bring them back to the hotel and admire them as works of art, as of course, partaking of their sweetness.” Chad smiled, watching as Tommy jumped up to the pedestal and helped Gary lowered the tall babe with the tits down to the floor. Meanwhile, two more of the guys, Alex and Johnny, were working on removing the manacles from the shorter sculpture.

Yeah that was it. This will show those fucking assholes why they should have just let him into their secret back room. Maybe when he and the boys were done eating up these sculptures they would break in during actual club hours.

He watched, grinning as his boys lifted the beautiful sculptures down and carried them towards the rear door. Even though they didn’t seem finished, there was something so lifelike about them, something that Chad couldn’t put his finger on.

He remembered watching a “Making of” documentary on some movie, and how they placed an entire actor in a mold so they could make a statue of them or something. Did they do something like that with these chicks? Did they get two incredibly hot women to pose in a mold and then fill that mold with chocolate?

His eyes fell onto the bare breasts of both sculptures as they were carried past him. They looked so real, like… like they had just poured chocolate over two women and left them.

As the sculptures were carried past him, he almost though he heard a sound coming from them… a weird sound…

Like someone was trying to talk, but their mouth was covered with layers of chocolate!

Chad chuckled and shook his head. These damn sculptures were so good that he was here thinking there were real women trapped inside of them.

They were just sculptures. Incredibly hot sculptures, but just sculptures.

And they were his now.

To be concluded...
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