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The story so far…

Anya the Bikini Thief,one of the most sought after international criminals in the world, has found herself in the crosshairs of the ruthless crime boss Ace, who has put a price on her head after losing hundreds of millions of dollars to the sultry vixen. After she is attacked by two seductive bounty hunters, Anya finds herself stranded in the beach town of Marston’s Pointe, Ace’s backyard!

Alone, Anya realizes that the only people who can help her are the women of the Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Deparment, whom she last left naked, bound, gagged, and suspended hundreds of feet in the air. Hoping to make a deal, Anya discovers that Felicia, Gina, and Caitlyn have not been seen since that fateful night three months prior. Tracking down Felicia’s lover, Janet Rossi, the two bikini clad women soon discover that the trio of police women are being held captive by fellow deputy, Eva!

Formulating a plan, Anya and Janet sneak into Eva’s house, subdue the bondage obsessed Latina, and free Gina, Caitlyn, and Felicia, hoping that the three can forgive Anya for her past trangressions and help her elude Ace, who hopes to lure the bikini thief in a trap with the promise of a sling bikini made of solid gold...

1.

There was something mesmerizing about the way Eva struggled, and despite her best efforts, Janet couldn't take her eyes off of the nude Latina as she writhed around on the couch. After overpowering her, Janet, Gina, Caitlyn, and Anya had bound Eva hand and foot and laid her on the couch while they tended to Felicia, who was clearly not happy with her circumstances, despite being freed. Then again, Gina did have to remove a carrot from Felicia's ass and a thermometer from her vagina, so Janet understood Felicia's dark mood.

Before they gagged her, Eva had pleaded with them to free her so she could talk. The Latina had insisted that she never meant to put Felicia in the oven, that she really just wanted to play a sadistic, bondage chef fantasy with the girls. It was all in good fun in Eva's mind. Gina though, had enough of Eva's chattering and gagged her with one of the white cloths she had used to gag her and Caitlyn.

The awkwardness in the room could be cut with a knife, and Eva writhing around, bound, gagged, and naked, while they tried to talk wasn't helping matters at all.

“I can't tell if she's enjoying this or not.” Anya observed, clearly distracted by Eva's antics. After they had all been freed, Janet figured that there was a lot of explaining to do and figured they could talk in the living room about everything that had transpired, but Eva proved too distracting.

“Umm... hm... mmmm...” She moaned, arching and twisting her body. Janet could see that Eva's skin had raised into goosebumps and her nipples were erect. They had placed her on a small sofa at the back of the living room while they all talked in the middle of the room on several chairs around a nice, glass coffee table.

“I don't like how she's looking at me.” Caitlyn whined and tried to cover her considerable cleavage. Janet and Anya had found towels for the naked former captives to cover up with, but Gina and Caitlyn were considerably bustier than Felicia, and the towels exposed plenty of their heaving bosoms.

“Umm hm...” Eva moaned and winked in response to Caitlyn. Then Gina had the idea to use the other white cloth to blindfold Eva. All that did was succeed in keeping Eva from making eye contact as she writhed her nude body on the couch behind them.

And it certainly didn't make things less uncomfortable.

We have a lot to unpack here. Janet thought as she sat on one of the easy chairs next to Felicia. She had put back on her bra but left the sarong on the floor, leaving her only in the g-string. It was fine with Janet. The girls were used to the sight of each other in very little clothing.

Across the table from them sat Gina and Caitlyn, and standing in the middle, leaning against a mantle, was Anya.

Janet had just filled the others in on what happened, though she had to resort to talking over Eva's constant muffled moans in the background. The girls were not thrilled to learn that they had been captives of the Latina for three months. It took some time to explain Anya's presence as well, which was a problem Janet had foresaw.

They all sat there in uncomfortable silence. Janet looked over to Felicia to see that the girl was staring off into the distance. A few minutes passed but Felicia would not meet Janet's gaze. For these past few months, all Janet had envisioned was Felicia returning and jumping into her arms. She had fantasized about the two of them embracing, of their lips touching. Now here was Felicia, refusing to even look at her.

Finally, Felicia moved, but not to look at Janet, but to glare at Anya.

“Well, what are we waiting for. Let's arrest her!” She motioned at Anya.

“Mmmph!” Eva moaned from her couch at the back of the room.

Anya lifted her head, eyes wide when Felicia spoke.

“Hold on a minute.” Gina held up a hand. Janet could tell that she was deep in thought.

“Hold on a minute!” Felicia's voice was getting louder and she rose from her chair. “Hold on! We have her here, now! Let's get her!”

“We have a lot to think about. That's why I said hold on.” Gina rose, calmly. Her voice was even.

“She's the reason we're in this mess! We lost three months of our lives because of her!” Felicia kept gesturing to Anya as she spoke.

“That is true.” Caitlyn agreed.

“And you would still be her prisoners if not for me.” Anya pointed out.

“That is also true.” Caitlyn also agreed.

“Caitlyn... please.” Gina held up a finger to the muscular girl and she nodded.

“Anya does have a point.” Gina continued.

“So? She tried to kill me and Janet! She tried to blow you up!”

“Yes but that's in the past.” Anya took a step forward, hands out in a peaceful gesture. Felicia responded by glaring at her. Taking the hint, Anya stopped.

“Look, if you want to bring me in then you can. I'm still too weak to fight you all off.” Anya explained.

“There! See?” Felicia continued waving her hand at Anya. Her face was getting redder. There was one thing that Janet knew about Felicia, and that was that she had a hot head and fiery temper that often landed her in trouble.

Foreseeing a blow up, Janet stood and put a hand on Felicia's arm.

“Hey, why don't you sit-” She began, but Felicia snatched her arm away.

“Let go!” She barked. Janet's hand jumped to her chest, slightly taken aback by Felicia snapping at her.

Felicia too, realized what she had just done and her face softened.

“Everyone calm down.” Gina paced in between them, hands out like a referee. “Let's just talk this out. Felicia, yes, she did try to kill us, but if she is to be believed, that was because she was being paid to.”

“Yes, and I changed my mind.” Anya defended herself. “Plus, I left you on that construction site to be found by someone. I didn't know that your horny coworker would be the one to do it.”

“Urfff hrrry!” Eva moaned.

Felicia took a step forward, glaring at Anya.

“Maybe we should lock you up with Eva for three months like you did us. See how you like it.”

“Eeeep!” Eva squealed. It sounded like a sound of delight.

“You know, I've had about enough of your mouth.” Anya strolled forward, eyes narrowed.

Seeing a blowup coming, Janet jumped up in between the two women. Gina joined her. Caitlyn still sat on the couch, eyes wide. She reminded Janet of a child watching her parents argue.

“Felicia please, just listen to her.” Janet pleaded. Felicia glared at her.

“I can't believe you're on her side.” Felicia hissed.

“I'm not... but she can be useful.”

“If what she's saying is true, then she turned on Shelly. How do we know that she won't turn on us?” Felicia once again gestured wildly at Anya.

Janet had to admit that Felicia had a point. It was something that she too had been thinking over.

“Because you're the only ones I can trust.” Anya responded. There was something in her voice... something fragile... something vulnerable.

All of them turned to see Anya take a seat where Janet had just been sitting. Suddenly the bikini thief looked very tired and beaten down.

“Look, do you think I like having to come groveling to you? I know you have no reason to trust me.” Anya rubbed her eyes, the exhaustion still weighing on her face.

“I came to you because I know that you won't sell me out to Ace,” Anya continued “And I happen to know that you know what Ace does to women. Do you want that to happen to me? Could you in good conscious let that happen to a woman? Even one that you know to be a criminal?”

Gina's face had softened and she took a seat, watching Anya. Felicia still glared at her but also took her seat. Janet stepped back, watching the exchange unfold.

“You're officers of the law, and aren't you supposed to uphold the law? Would letting Ace have me be upholding the law?”

“What are you proposing?” Gina asked.

“You can't believe this!” Felicia shouted, sitting forward. Gina held up a hand to hush Felicia.

“Ace wants me, and he wants me bad. I'll draw him out, be the bait so to say, and you guys can catch him. I know you've been trying to for years now.”

Now all of them shared a look.

“What's in it for you?” Felicia crossed her arms, starring daggers into Anya.

“Well for one, I already live looking over my shoulders, I'm an internationally wanted criminal, but the police have rules, they have ways of doing things. I can anticipate cops and plan for them. Not with Ace. He has people everywhere and he has ways of sneaking up on you. If I run, sooner or later he'll catch me. No matter how far I run.”

“So I suppose that if you help us catch Ace, in return we let you go free.” This time Gina crossed her arms.

“There's no way!” Felicia shot to her feet, and once again Gina help up a hand to calm her. Felicia glared at both Gina and Anya and sat back down.

“That would be the idea, yeah. Like I said, I'm not in the shape to fight back so if you want me you can take me now.”

“Honestly, after all we've been through in the past three months, I don't think we're in the shape to fight you after having to fight Eva.” Gina added.

“Urrrfff hrrrfff hmmm hmmm...” Eva let out what sounded like a chuckle and Janet turned to glare at her.

“We're gonna let her walk to get Ace?” Felicia protested.

“How about this,” Gina started. “You help us get Ace. In return, we let you walk – this one time. After that, your Marston's Pointe privileges are revoked. The minute you set foot back in my town I will throw your ass in jail and prosecute to the fullest extent. I'll even make sure that you share a cell with Ace.” Gina never stopped meeting Anya's eyes as she spoke. Her voice was calm and even.

“Gina you can't-” Felicia stood up.

“Felicia, that's enough!” Gina lost her cool and turned to glare at Felicia.

The looks the two women exchanged told a whole story. Years of pent up frustration and resentment. Both had different kinds of venom in their eyes.

“Yes Felicia, you have a point,” Gina began. “But she did help rescue us and could deliver us the biggest crime lord in town. Catching Ace is what we set out to do and what we promised we will do so I'm willing to let things slide in order to get the bigger fish. That's how law enforcement works sometimes and you know that.” Gina's tone was like an adult chiding a misbehaving child.

And Felicia looked like a pouting child that had just been scolded. She sunk back into her chair and glared at Gina. Gina stood, placed her hands on her hips, and glared at Anya again.

“Be warned though,” Gina started. “If I catch a whiff of anything fishy coming from you, or any funny stuff then the deal is off and I am throwing you in jail.”

“Of course.” Anya nodded.

“And if the plan fails and we don't catch Ace, then the deal is off too. So you better deliver, because if we don't catch him then I'm taking you as a consolation prize.” Gina's tone said that she meant business, and Felicia perked up at hearing this and stared at Gina in shock.

Even Anya was taken aback by Gina's tone. She seemed to think it over for a minute and then nodded.

“Fine. It's a deal.”

Anya rose and extended a hand. Gina stepped forward but stopped, turning to look at the others.

“Any other objections?” She asked. Her tone indicated that she wasn't in the mood for more fighting.

Caitlyn nodded, unsurprisingly. Janet knew that Caitlyn was loyal to Gina, to a fault. Gina turned to Janet who also nodded. Finally, Gina turned to Felicia. Felicia stood and glared at both Gina and Anya.

“Fine, but if she screws us over, just know that I told you so.” Felicia responded.

Gina nodded and clasped Anya's hand. They shook and then Gina broke it off.

“Now there's another matter to attend to.” She turned to the writhing, nude body of Eva.

Sensing that they were talking about her, Eva paused her struggling and perked up.

“Hummph?” She moaned, listening.

Gina strode over to the naked Latina and stood over her.

“Umm hmm?” Eva nodded, still listening.

“What, you gonna trust her again too?” Felicia jabbed, prompting a glare from Gina. Then Gina turned back to Eva.

“Just before this all went down, I told myself that I was going to fire you from the force, Eva.” Gina began.

“Wufff?” Eva sat up, her chest heaving up and down. Somehow, this came as a shock to her.

“You held us prisoner for three months. You did unspeakable things to us, and would have kept us for much longer if we hadn't been rescued...” Gina went on.

“Mmmoo! Mmmoo! Ummm hmmm!” Eva shook her head, pleading through the gag at Gina. It struck Janet as strange that Eva was surprised at this, but then again, Eva was a strange girl.

“For that, I should lock you up and throw the book at you: kidnapping, assaulting an officer, sexual assault... you name it.” Gina continued.

“Mmmoo! Pssfff! Pffsss! Mmmeena!” Eva was begging through her gag. Janet couldn't believe that she was actually seeing Eva beg.

“But... I'll go easy on you.” Gina went on, prompting another sharp look from Felicia.

“Offf thmmm mmoo...” Eva mumbled.

“You have twenty four hours to pack up and get the hell out of here. I don't want to see or hear from you again. Same conditions that I gave Anya: if you set foot in Marston's Pointe again, I'll arrest you and charge you to the fullest extent of the law.”

“WFFFF! MMMMO!” Eva sat up straight upon hearing that. The blindfold kept her from seeing Gina so Eva's head kept sharply turning, trying to find where Gina stood.

“And since you like being tied up so much, I'm going to leave you like this...”

“Mmmmph! Mmmooo!”

“Oh yes,” Gina leaned forward, a slight smile spreading across her face. “I'm sure you'll figure a way out. Better be fast too, because when I come back tomorrow, you better not be here.”

“Ummpph! Mmmph!” Eva lunged forward from the couch, but Gina anticipated this and stepped back, causing Eva to flop belly first onto the floor.

All of them stood in a circle, looking down on Eva as she wriggled around on the floor, her ass cheeks clenching as she struggled.

“Ummm hmmm! Mmmph! Mmoo! Psssff!” Eva wriggled her nude body like a fish on dry land. Janet couldn't help but watch her struggle in awe. This woman, who seemed so dangerous, like an animal on the prowl, now seemed so weak and pathetic. They all knew that Eva loved being tied up as much as she loved tying people up, but Gina had somehow found a way to turn that on her.

Janet turned and looked at Gina with awe. Gina's face was cold and hard as she watched Eva struggle.

“Okay, let's go.” Gina ordered, and spun on her heel and started strolling out of the room. Caitlyn turned to follow. Anya and Felicia shared a look, and then Anya shrugged and followed. Felicia glared after her and then stalked over.

Janet took one final look at the writhing Eva.

“Urrmmm... mmmrrmmmph!” Eva moaned, now rolling towards the kitchen. Her body was slick with sweat, though her nipples and had softened, and her skin was no longer raised.

Janet pulled herself away from the struggling Latina and followed the others.

2.

It feels good to take a shower again. Felicia mentally sighed in relief as she felt the hot water cascade over her naked body. Of course, she had bathed while being Eva's prisoner, during those times she had been bound and gagged, and bath time with Eva had been some of the most violating and humiliating things that Felicia had endured. Part of her still couldn't believe that she was free, and she kept looking over her shoulder half expecting Eva to burst through the shower curtains like some sex crazed Norman Bates.

It's okay, you're free and showering in your own home thanks to Janet and Anya.

Anya... Just thinking of the bikini thief set Felicia's blood boiling. They wouldn't have been captured by Eva if not for her, but now they were going to trust her. Part of Felicia half hoped that Anya would turn on them just so she could say “I told you so.”

And Janet... she couldn't believe that Janet trusted Anya and went to bat for her. Anya! The same woman that had locked Janet in washing machine and tried to kill her!

Janet knew that Felicia was angry about it and had spent all night and most of the morning trying to talk to Felicia, but to no avail and finally left for her job at the bar. The strange thing was that Felicia found herself relieved that Janet was gone because that at least meant that she didn't have to deal with Janet following her around trying to talk things over.

Relax Felicia, she's probably spent the last three months worrying sick about you, and then you go and ignore her.

The thing that Felicia couldn't get out of her head was Janet, her hands tied, mouth gagged, and in that tiny g-string, dancing for Eva's obvious delight. Janet claimed that it was Anya's idea as a way of distracting Eva while Anya freed the others. The image of Eva eyeing Janet up like a piece of prime rib kept flashing through Felicia's mind, along with Janet, shaking her body for the Latina.

Many times in the bedroom Felicia had let Janet tie and gag her, but the few times that Felicia had asked Janet if she could do the same to her, Janet refused.

“I don't think that's the dynamic of our relationship” Janet would say.

Before her ordeal with The Queen, Felicia would have agreed, but then Felicia overpowered and gagged the dominatrix before finding Jack and Tanya, two of her main tormentors, both bound, gagged, and helpless.

Nothing had matched the sexual thrill Felicia felt at being able to control her enemies while helpless. She hadn't felt anything close since.

The rational voice in Felicia's head told her that Janet was just doing what she felt she had to do to save her, but it kept being drowned out by the bitter angry voice.

Janet left you with Eva for three months. The voice said.

Janet was vulnerable around Eva in ways she'll never be with you!

Janet trusted the Bikini Thief so fast! Don't you wonder why that is?

Felicia shook her head, banishing the angry voice. Today was her first day of freedom, she was going to spend it relaxing by the pool, and maybe walking by the beach, clearing her head. Maybe she would calm and have a rational conversation with Janet when she got home. Before that though, she was going to take the world's longest shower.

She felt filthy after spending months as Eva's prisoner, and wanted to wash the stink of all of the unspeakable things the Latina had done to her from her body and mind.

Another pang of anger washed over Felicia, this time directed at Gina. Not only was Gina working with Anya, but Gina had opted not to arrest Eva and instead gave her a chance at escape, a twenty-four hour head start.

Felicia shook the thought from her mind and stood directly under the shower head, feeling the warm jets of water blast her in the face. After a few seconds she stepped back and looked down over her naked body. Though she retained all of her curves, three months of not working out meant that she had lost a lot of tone and muscle definition. It would take some serious overtime in the gym to get back to where she was. When Felicia was a prisoner of The Queen's, she had been forced to stick to a strict fitness regimen because The Queen liked her girls tight and in shape. Eva was not as disciplined, and though she kept her prisoners fed and washed, she did little else for them.

While she was admiring her naked body, Felicia also noticed that her deep tan was beginning to fade. She had always enjoyed tan lines, especially since she only wore thong bikinis to the beach. For some reason she loved the sight of a stark, light tan line highlighting the curves of her already sizable and impressive backside. Now her tan lines were much more subtle thanks to three months of being kept inside. There were a few times that Eva did bring the girls outside, but they were usually secured to chairs and still bound and gagged. At one point, Caitlyn had managed to get free of a chair that she was bound to, and even though her hands and feet were still tied and her mouth gagged, had tried to hop away to freedom. Eva though had easily caught up to the naked, muscle bound girl, and rarely took her prisoners outside after that.

There was also the matter of Felicia's hair. When she had been the prisoner of The Queen, her captor had shaved down the sides of her head and trimmed the top so that it fell around her ears, giving her an undercut. After she had been freed, Felicia found that she quite liked the hairstyle on her and had kept it. The sides and top of her brown hair had grown out quite a bit during her captivity with Eva, and now fell around her neck.

Maybe I'll make a hair appointment today too.

That would be a nice way to relax. But first, she was going to shower until the water was ice cold.

As it turns out, she didn't have to wait long for that, as mere seconds later, the cascade of hot water changed to a blast of wintery cold daggers against Felicia's bare skin. She cried out and covered her breasts, and her skin rose in goosebumps as she fumbled for the handles.

It seemed to get colder as her hands grasped for the cold metal handle of the shower and turned hot all the way up to maximum. It did nothing. There was no hot water left. Felicia must have looked like some sort of crazed animal, shivering with one hand over her bare chest and her wet hair plastered to her face, and she quickly turned the water off.

What happened to the hot water?

Felicia had only been in the shower for five minutes tops. Then she remembered that they had two new housemates to deal with now.

A fresh well of anger sprang up inside her, making her forget about the biting cold of the shower. With a dark cloud over her head, she ripped open the shower curtain and reached for a towel only to find the towel rack empty. Felicia fumed, and then felt a breeze of cold air hit her naked body. Crossing her hands over her bare chest, Felicia stepped out of the shower, her whole body shivering, in search of a towel

***

Felicia's search for a towel was fruitless, and five minutes water, still wet and shivering, Felicia stalked down the stairs, holding a white hand towel over her breasts with one hand and her other hand holding another white hand towel between her legs. She was going to chew someone out for this, and god help whoever that would be.

Because Caitlyn had lost her apartment during her captivity, Gina offered to take her in until she found a new place, which meant that Caitlyn took up a spot on their couch. Also staying with them on a sleeping bag on the floor was Anya because she had no place to go either. Felicia had been fine with Caitlyn staying with them, but had objected to Anya, pointing out that Anya had a massive luxury yacht to stay on. Anya didn't refute this, but claimed that the yacht was in another town that was most likely being patrolled by Ace's people. Plus, Gina said that she wanted Anya close.

When she got downstairs. Felicia was greeted by the sight of Anya with one towel wrapped around her body and the other around her head, keeping her hair up. Gina and Caitlyn stood next to her, dressed like they were going out for a night of clubbing.

Caitlyn wore a form fitting black dress, and by form fitting, it clung to her body like a second skin, accentuating every curve and muscle in her impressive physique. Like Felicia, Caitlyn's muscles had lost some definition in during her captivity, but were still quite impressive. She also wasn't wearing a bra, judging from the incredible amount of cleavage the dress exposed, and the fact that her nipples poked through the front of the thin fabric. Gina on the other hand, wore a skin tight skirt that looked to barely come past her ass and a matching tiny pink top that was little more than a bra, pushing up Gina's already massive breasts. Both women also carried small handbags that could hang easily from their wrists.

“What the hell is this? Are we going clubbing?” Felicia huffed, suddenly realizing how ridiculous she looked, storming the living room in two hand towels.

“Felicia, what are you...” Gina's jaw dropped at the almost naked Felicia.

“What happened to the hot water? And the towels?” Felicia sighed, backing towards the wall, her ass suddenly feeling exposed.

“Caitlyn and I had to get ready.” Gina motioned to their skimpy get up.

“Yeah sorry,” Anya added. “I felt the hot water going when I was in the shower.” As the bikini thief leaned back, Felicia noticed that she had a square watch on her wrist that hadn't been there yesterday. A smart watch? How could she had gotten one so quickly.

The only answer was that she took it from one of them, or it was given to her.

“Now, Caitlyn and I have to go check on a lead that Anya gave us.” Gina continued, picking up a small purse. Felicia noticed that Gina wore a watch similar to Anya’s.

“Where at? You look like you're going out dancing?” Felicia said. Gina used to dress in an equally revealing manner when her and Felicia used to cruise the LA clubs. In those days, most men were defenseless against Gina’s revealing outfits, which meant that Gina never spent those nights alone.

“There's a club along the boardwalk, Ace uses it as a front to scout girls.” Anya interjected.

“Then you should stay away from it.” Felicia barked.

“Here,” Anya handed Felicia a flyer.

Awkwardly, Felicia tucked the hand towel between her legs and reached for the flyer. It was for a pool party at the Lady Luck Casino showcasing a new “Golden Sling Bikini”. Some mystery model apparently would be the lucky lady to wear this priceless bikini.

“You know that this is Ace trying to draw you out.” Felicia added, handing the flyer back to Anya.

“No doubt.” Anya smiled. “And you don't have to hide, ain't nothing we haven't seen before.” Anya eyed up Felicia's practically nude body as she spoke. Felicia glared at her and returned to holding the towel between her legs with her hand.

She means to take the bait! Felicia realized.

“So wait, you're going to walk into this trap?” Felicia accused Anya.

“We think that Ace and his people are going to be scouting this club for a girl to wear the Golden Sling.” Gina informed.

“And you want that to be one of you? Ace and most of his men know what you two look like.” Felicia shook her head. This was a terrible plan.

“We know, and we don't want to be picked.” Gina continued.

“We don't?” Caitlyn looked at Gina in confusion. Gina ignored her and continued.

“Hopefully we can get close to whoever they pick to model the bikini and place surveillance on her. Whoever she is, she'll get close to Ace's inner circle, maybe Ace himself. By following her, we can figure out what their next move is.

“Still, once again Ace knows who you two are.” Felicia pressed. This whole plan gave her a bad feeling.

“And we've been missing for three months, and technically still are. They won't be expecting us.”

“And what am I supposed to do while you're out clubbing?” Felicia blurted, already exasperated.

“Stay here and keep an eye on Anya.” Gina motioned to the bikini thief reclining on the couch. Anya smiled and waved.

Felicia fumed.

“I'm a babysitter?” The dark cloud over her head grew to encompass the whole room as she spoke.

“You're doing your job, which is protecting a valuable witness.” Gina's tone was that of an adult scolding a child.

“I'm supposed to watch her, here, by myself?” While Felicia and Gina spoke, Anya's head whipped back and forth between them in obvious amusement.

Gina pointed to the watch on her wrist and then Anya's.

“See these? This is something I got last year but didn’t get the chance to use until now. It's like an ankle monitor that tracks her every movement.” Gina pointed to Anya, who flashed a “who me?” face.

“And if she ventures off of the property for any reason,” Gina turned to glare at Anya. “That voids our agreement.”

“Hey I'm staying right here.” Anya threw up her hands and flashed an innocent face.

“Also, it works as a radio.” Gina pointed to a button on the side of her watch. “If Anya has any trouble she can get in direct touch with me.”

Anya smiled, held up her watch, and pointed to the button on the side.

“I can't believe that you two are going out cruising while I'm stuck here with the chick that started it all.” Felicia grumbled.

“Felicia, I'm the Sheriff, you're a deputy, and those are my orders.” Gina's tone meant that was her final word. Felicia glared at her.

“You really got a whole “moody teen” vibe going, don't you?” Anya interjected.

Felicia turned and glared at the bikini thief. Almost forgetting her near nudity, she took a few steps towards her, eyes blazing.

“Felicia that's enough!” Gina stepped forward, her eyes blazing too. “You two just stay out of each other's way. I'll be back in a few hours.”

Felicia glared at Gina, then at Caitlyn's face, and then at the amused look at Anya's face.

“Fine.” Felicia grumbled and turned to storm up the stairs, not even bothering to cover up her bare ass as she did.

***

Since she couldn't go for a walk on the beach, Felicia decided that exercising in the back yard would be a good way to blow off steam. After storming upstairs after her conversation with Gina, Felicia used the tiny hand towels to dry off as best she could, though by that time she had air dried pretty well, and then put on a tiny pair of blue thong panties and pair of black, skin tight spandex work out shorts.

She had forgotten how small the work out shorts really were, and turned to admire herself in her full body mirror. The shorts came about halfway down her backside, leaving most of her ass cheeks completely exposed. Part of Felicia thought that she should dress at least somewhat modestly, but then she realized that she wasn't leaving the house so who was she worried about seeing her ass?

There's Anya, but she's seen you naked already.

As she pulled on a black sports bra, Felicia realized how strange and infuriating it was that the woman downstairs, who was practically a stranger, had seen Felicia's nude body on several occasions. Not only had Anya seen Felicia naked, but every time it had been against Felicia's will. Just thinking about it caused the red hot anger to come creeping back and boil up inside of her.

Just go outside and work out, work the anger off. Don't do anything else. Felicia told herself as she admired her body in the mirror. She had lost her muscle tone, but still was quite a sight in her tiny work out shorts and sports bra. Today would be the first day of her quest to get back in shape.

And a day of exercising would be a good way of ignoring the fact that the woman who had kidnapped and tried to kill her was now sharing a house with her.

Despite her efforts to put thoughts of Anya out of her mind, the dark cloud followed Felicia out of her bedroom, through the hall, and down the steps. She passed through the living room and caught sight of Anya, still in her towels, with the remote control in hand flipping through channels.

“What cable package do you have?” She asked Felicia as she passed.

“I don't know.” Felicia replied flatly, not slowing down on her quest to get outside.

“Hey, where are you going?” Anya asked, her tone like a mother asking her teenage child if she was going out.

“Outside.”

“Why?” Now Anya's tone was that of a child. Felicia sighed, gritted her teeth, and stopped, not turning to face her “guest”.

“I'm going outside to work out.” Felicia said through gritted teeth.

“And what am I supposed to do?” Anya whined.

“I don't know. Figure out something.” Felicia continued her march towards the back yard, not waiting for a response from the bikini thief.

It was a bright, hot day outside, and the heat hit Felicia like a fist when she stepped outside.

I didn't know it was supposed to be this hot outside? Beads of sweat were already gathering on her body, and a voice in her head told her to go back inside where it was cool and comfortable.

Except Anya was inside, which meant it wasn't comfortable in the slightest.

Felicia strolled past the patio and the pool and stopped in the grassy yard beyond. In front of her was the decaying old shed, and beyond that a foot path leading down to the beach. With the heat like it was, people were already milling by, taking the path down to the beach and cool waters beyond. For a moment, Felicia stared at the shed and thought of how Janet had caught Tanya and left her tied up the shed before saving Gina and Eva from a bomb planted by Anya.

Tanya had escaped though, but according to Anya, went on to be recaptured and left stranded at sea, naked and tied to a surfboard.

Serves her right. Felicia nodded unconsciously. Still, there was something disconcerting about how Anya had casually mentioned that she left Tanya and Shelly out to sea, and how Anya had left Gina and Eva to be blown up.

Felicia knew that she couldn't trust Anya, and should keep a close eye on her. She could be plotting something even now. A fresh bout of rage started welling up inside of Felicia.

Relax, just... work out. Use that anger as fuel.

Taking several deep breaths, Felicia started stretching, loosening up her sleeping muscles after months of not being used.

I did use them... but in vain. Felicia spent the past three months using her muscles to strain against rope keeping her in place, or fighting against Eva's violating touches. Now, she finally got to use her body in a way that she wanted to. Once her muscles had been sufficiently loosened, Felicia settled in and started her first set of squats. Repeatedly, she had been told that her ass was her best physical asset, and during her modeling days had taken great care to make sure that her posterior was in peak shape, and squats were the perfect exercise for just that.

Already sweating from the oppressive heat of the day, soon Felicia found herself absolutely dripping with sweat during her exercises. Even her skintight workout shorts started to get soaked from her perspiration. Felicia never stopped her exercises though except to rest between sets. Her body was an ancient machine coming back to life, shaking free of decades worth of rust, and it felt good. The endorphins from exercising were starting to kick in, and Felicia's pent up anger and frustration were starting to fade away. Worried that as soon as she would stop that the anger would return, Felicia continued with her exercises.

As she neared the end of her exercise routine, she decided that a dip in the pool would be a good way to cool down from her workout, but going into the house to get a swimsuit meant having to pass Anya.

I could just swim in my underwear, or go naked.

There was something thrilling, and freeing, about swimming in her own pool in the nude, but she quickly banished the thought from her head when she noticed that she had an audience.

How long the onlookers had been there she didn't know, but she was getting up for a rest between sets of sit ups and saw a group standing a few feet beyond her fence. They were all younger men, somewhere in their 20s, clad in swim trunks, muscle shirts, and sunglasses. She didn't have to see their eyes to tell that they were lusting after her.

Worse off, she recognized the one in the front, the “leader” and his mop of shaggy, blond hair. She had referred to him as “Blondie”, and he had once harassed her at the bar months back, before they became Eva's prisoners. Blondie was practically salivating over the sight of her now, like a puppy looking at a fresh bone. He and his friends didn't seem to care that Felicia finally noticed their presence, and in fact started chuckling amongst themselves. Felicia felt the white hot anger boiling up inside her and narrowed her icy gaze at Blondie. Last time they had encountered each other, she had been armed.

Slowly, she saw the recognition creep across Blondie's face as he realized that he recognized her. The sick grin on his face shifted to a look of terror. Never once did Felicia break off her death glare. Blondie started to shrink beneath her gaze, and the look she gave him sent the perfect message.

I will fucking kill you.

Blondie started to back up, and signaled to his friends to do the same. Then Felicia started to rise, uncoiling her muscles like a serpent getting ready to strike, never breaking off her gaze. The blood in her veins had turned into venom.

Blondie was backing towards the foot path leading down to the beach, and patting his friends on the arms, getting them to follow. Felicia knew this type of man all too well, the type that always traveled in a pack. A weak man that hid behind a shield of other weak men. Blondie's pack had noticed his growing fear and were now following suit, their fear mounting as well.

Then Felicia sprang up, like a serpent, rearing to sink it's teeth into it's prey.

Blondie jumped and ran, his friends following him. They all scrambled down the foot path after him. She stood poised in her yard, muscles stiffened, watching as the group of weak men stumbled over each other down to the beach. Most of them probably didn't know why they were running, or scared, and once they had gotten down to the beach and caught their breath, would ask their leader why he had ran.

“That bitch is crazy man” He would probably say.

Maybe, once they had gathered their courage, they would come back up that way, telling themselves that they would stand up to Felicia that time.

Good, let them come. She would meet them just the same.

She relaxed her tired muscles, unclenching her fists, and looked down over her sweat soaked body. Her whole body was glistening, shining in the harsh sunlight.

“Damn girl, what did you do to them?” An accented voice said from behind. To Felicia, Anya's voice was like nails on a chalkboard, magnified times ten.

Her white hot anger turned supernova as she turned to tell her house guest that it was none of her business.

Anya was standing by the pool, rubbing tanning oil over her cleavage.

Felicia's tanning oil.

If Felicia Fetters could have turned big and green in that moment she would have. Not only was Anya using her tanning oil, but she was wearing a purple thong bikini with black trim. Felicia's purple thong bikini with black trim. She had bought it to wear at the bar but didn't get a chance to wear it yet due to getting kidnapped by Eva.

Now here was Anya, getting to take that maiden voyage without her.

Anya noticed Felicia glaring at her and stopped massaging oil on her breast to shrug.

“What?” Anya asked innocently.

“Is... that... my... bikini?” Felicia huffed through gritted teeth.

Anya shrugged again. “What? I don't have any of my own here? I'm just borrowing it.”

Clenching her fists again, Felicia stormed towards Anya, who went back to applying the oil to her heaving bosoms.

“It was my favorite of the ones you had.” She said, not bothering to look up.

Felicia skidded to a stop, her chest rising and falling in anger.

What?

“What... do... you... mean?” She huffed again.

“I took a look through what you have. You have great taste.” Anya continued, still not looking at Felicia.

Still huffing and puffing, her muscles tensed, Felicia stormed past her and into the house. It felt like the house was shaking under her as she marched through the kitchen and dining room and up the stairs to her bedroom. When she saw her room, she felt like she was going to scream, an earth shattering scream, a scream that would have decimated every window in the house. Instead, she clenched her fists and felt her whole body quiver in fury.

Felicia had quite a collection of bikinis, though it was nothing compared to Anya's, but she was quite proud of it. This collection had been kept in a large, antique trunk that had belonged to her father at the foot of her and Janet's bed. That trunk had been overturned, the contents of it spilled out over the floor. Some of the bikinis lay strewn about the floor in front of the trunk, and then there was a short trail of bikinis leading up to the full size mirror on the opposite wall. Lying in a circle around that mirror was a large pile of bikini tops and bottoms. Altogether, it told Felicia a story of how Anya had dumped out her trunk, left behind the bikinis she didn't like, and tried on the ones she did like in front of the mirror while Felicia had been outside exercising.

As Felicia looked over her room, she noticed open drawers in her and Janet's dressers, and the closets were open too. Janet had a drawer of bikinis in her dresser too, and it looked like Anya had taken those out and inspected those as well before deciding they wouldn't fit, seeing how Janet's breasts were considerably larger.

If Felicia's anger was supernova before, this was something more, like ten supernovas all erupting at once. The nerve of that bitch! First she comes into their house, then she uses all of their hot water, and then raids both Felicia's and Janet's bikinis! Felicia moved to the window and looked out over the backyard. Anya was now lying on her back on one of the beach chairs, her breasts gently rising and falling, the combination of oil and sweat causing them to glisten in the sunlight.

The white hot fury was em compassing all of Felicia's being, blocking out every thought. What made her angriest was that she could do nothing but allow Anya to go on because they needed her.

But...

A smile started to creep across Felicia's face. Gina said that Anya couldn't leave, and Felicia had to watch her, she didn't say much more. A plan started to take shape in Felicia's anger clouded mind, a way at getting back for all that Anya had done to her. No doubt Gina wouldn't be happy about it, but oh well. Thanks to Anya, Felicia had spent three months in bondage, Anya could spend an afternoon tied up as a punishment. It would serve as a lesson to the bikini thief. As long as she was staying under their roof, it was Felicia in charge.

Felicia felt her erect nipples pressing through the spandex of her sports bra, and realized that the moisture between her legs was more than just sweat. The thought of dominating Anya and tying her up was a titillating one. Just the image of Anya bound, gagged, and squirming was getting Felicia aroused. She tightened her fist, resolving to do it.

Anya deserved some punishment after all.

***

Felicia took note of the footpath leading down to the beach as she approached the lounging Anya. It was clear. Good. But that meant that Felicia had to work fast, she didn't want anyone passing by and rushing to help Anya. As she crossed the yard towards the lounging bikini thief, all of the ways that Felicia wanted to humiliate and embarrass her crossed through Felicia's mind. Her body quaked from the arousal at having this woman helpless and degraded like she had once had Felicia.

Maybe when I'm done with her, I'll get that bitch Eva too.

Momentarily, the memory of her and Eva on Anya's boat flashed through Felicia's mind, and the kiss they shared. Felicia shook the thought out of her head, deciding to leave Eva for another day.

Then she was there, hovering over Anya, who was lying flat on her back on one of the beach chairs. Anya didn't seem to notice that Felicia was there, and stayed still, eyes closed. Felicia turned herself around and hovered her ass above Anya's head, and then gripped the waist band of the skin tight workout shorts and started to peel the sweat slick clothing from her backside.

Her shorts clung to her like a second skin, and didn't want to come away from her body, but Felicia tugged and slowly lowered the black spandex down, exposing her round, full ass and the tiny thong undergarment she wore underneath. Beads of sweat had been collecting along her posterior and now started sliding down along the curve of her ass cheeks as she pulled her shorts down.

With every second, more and more of her ass was exposed, and Felicia found that she had to restrain a sigh of excitement as she looked down at Anya's sleeping, unsuspecting form. Her skin rose from the arousal as she imagined the bikini thief squirming underneath her. Was Anya awake? Did she suspect something? Maybe she thought that the shadow over her was a cloud passing over the sun. She would surely be in for surprise when she opened her eyes, expecting to see the sun obscured by a cloud, and instead finding that her light was being blocked by Felicia's ass.

Felicia looked down to see that Anya was now stirring. The blond woman's face contorted slightly in annoyance and then she opened her eyes and looked up. Her entire field of vision was blocked by a view of Felicia's ass and the thong riding between her cheeks.

Now!

Felicia dropped, sitting down on Anya's face. Her entire ass eclipsed most of Anya's head.

“Mmmm! Wwmm!” Anya moaned, and started to kick and squirm under Felicia.

Felicia stifled a sigh and felt a tremor rock her body as Anya struggled beneath her. Looking down, she could only see the mane of blond hair jutting out between her legs, the rest of Anya's face underneath her ass.

“Ummph! Mmmmp! Ulllm!” Anya's feet kicked up and down on the chair as she tried to muscle her way out from under Felicia.

Felicia licked her lips as she felt Anya struggle. The bikini thief's hands swatted at her thighs in a vain effort to hurt Felicia, prompting Felicia to grab Anya’s wrists. Anya's hands continued to struggle and pull as Felicia's tightened her grip around her flailing wrists, causing a fresh wave of arousal and excitement to rock through Felicia's body.

Oh yes... keep fighting.

Felicia rubbed her ass up and down over Anya's face, feeling the bikini's thief's lips sliding between her ass cheeks and down...

“Uhh...” Felicia sighed, unable to restrain herself as she felt Anya's blubbering lips brush against her asshole.

“Ummmfffllll mmmmmph! Umm ggglllmm!” Anya moaned, all of her screams being caught in Felicia's sweat covered ass cheeks.

Felicia was rocking her whole body back and forth, rubbing her pelvis up and down over Anya's face, listening in rapt pleasure at the blond woman's muffled protests.

“Ufffll! Mmmgggmmm! Umm!” Anya's feet were kicking frantically up and down, her whole body was in panic mode, desperate to escape from Felicia's smothering embrace.

Unable to restrain herself any longer, Felicia let go of one of Anya's wrists and slid her hand down the front of her panties. A wave of pleasure rocked her body as the tips of her pointer and middle finger found her clit.

“Yeah... yeah...” Felicia sighed, pleasuring herself to the sounds of Anya's muffled pleas.

“Mmmoo! Umm! Mmmm!” Anya's free hand swatted at Felicia's side in a futile gesture.

“Oh yeah...” Felicia moaned, riding Anya's face like it was a mechanical bull in a country bar. She felt the oncoming climax building, like a giant wave about to crash over a beach.

Anya's struggles were starting to slow, her swats against Felicia's body losing their already minimal impact.

“Um... mmmooo...” She moaned weakly. Felicia could feel her starting to lose consciousness.

Anya's kicking feet were slowing, now just reduced to spasming against the beach chair.

Felicia felt the climax building, growing stronger with every move her fingers made. She quickened the pace.

Then Anya went still, her muffled protests dying completely.

Felicia cried out as she came.

***

Anya looked so peaceful with her eyes closed, almost like she was sleeping.

Well, I guess she is sleeping, in a way. Felicia thought as she looked down at her captive. Anya's face was blank and passive, and at first glance you wouldn't suspect that she had been smothered into unconsciousness by Felicia's ass.

The unconscious captive even looked somewhat snug in the antic trunk that she was shoved in. Felicia always joked that the trunk was big enough to hide a body, and she turned out to be right, because Anya fit in it perfectly, though there was no room for her to move. The bikini thief's hands were bound behind her back and her feet tied to together at the ankle, and Felicia had to bunch Anya up a little to squeeze her into the trunk. At one point she was afraid that the bikini thief would wake up while Felicia was tying her or shoving her in the trunk, but she stayed unconscious the entire time.

Felicia also couldn't believe her luck that no one had walked by while she was smothering out Anya or when she was dragging the unconscious woman into the house. She had considered tying Anya up outside, but didn't want to test her luck, so she dragged the unconscious bikini thief into the kitchen and tied her there and then ran up to her room to retrieve the trunk. Anya stayed unconscious the entire time.

Good, Felicia wanted it that way. Though she wanted Anya awake for the final part. No, she needed Anya awake for the final piece.

Felicia stood over the unconscious bikini thief, naked except for the tiny thong panties and holding a thick, white cloth in her hand. She was still aroused from earlier, and waited with tremulous excitement for Anya to wake up.

Thankfully, she didn't have to wait long.

Anya started stirring, groaning softly to herself. Her eyes fluttered a few times, and Anya let out a pained groan. Felicia could only imagine the headache that Anya must be experiencing right now.

She watched with amusement as Anya's muscles tightened and she tried to stretch, stopped by the confining walls of the old, wooden trunk. The bikini thief kept her eyes closed but furrowed her brow and pushed out, feeling out her prison. Then Felicia watched as Anya tugged on the rope keeping her hands tied behind her back.

It's time. Felicia smiled, knowing that Anya would probably be opening her eyes any minute now, and she slid off her panties, which were still moist from the sweat, and dangled them by one finger.

Finally, Anya lifted her head slightly and opened her eyes, blinking several times up at Felicia.

“Rise and shine.” Felicia smiled and stooped over the helpless bikini thief.

“Felicia, wha-MMMMMPH!” Anya was silenced when Felicia shoved her sweaty panties in her mouth, cutting her off mid-sentence.

“Wufff! Mmmmmph!” Anya moaned, trying to spit out Felicia's panties but Felicia clamped a hand over her mouth, keeping them in place.

“Oh shush! I'm sure they taste fine, don't they?” Felicia asked, watching as Anya's face contorted in disgust as she chewed on the other woman's underwear.

“Mmoo! Whhmmm mmmo bbbfff!” Anya spat, trying to twist her head away from Felicia. Felicia only laughed and brought over the white cloth.

“Here, this will help keep you quiet.” She chuckled, and moved her hand. Before Anya could react, Felicia pressed the white cloth over the bound woman's mouth and tied it at the back of her neck.

“Uffff! Mmmp! Mmmm!”Anya twisted and moaned, trying to shake off the gag, but Felicia made sure it was secured tightly over the bikini thief's mouth.

Felicia stood up, watching as Anya's eyes took in her naked body.

“Ah, now see Anya, Gina said that I had to watch you, but she didn't specify how.” Felicia smiled.

“Wffff!” Anya moaned, freezing. Her eyes were wide as she stared up at her nude captor.

“So, you're gonna have a little time out now since you were misbehaving. Someplace nice and quiet where you can sit and think about what you've done.” Felicia chuckled again.

“Wfff! Mmmoo! Hhrrrmmph!” Anya moaned and strained against her bonds.

Before her captive could get the idea to sit up, Felicia slammed the lid of the trunk shut.

“Mmmm! Mmm mmmmoo!” Anya moaned from inside, pushing up on the lid.

“Oh stop struggling! Or I'll keep you in there longer!” Felicia sat on the trunk, putting her full weight down on it. She could feel Anya kicking at it from inside.

“Urrggl! Mmmuurgg! Mmmmph!” Anya moaned, still struggling and kicking.

Felicia chuckled and while Anya struggled she reached down and closed one of the latches on the crate, locking it.

“Mmmooo! Urrrff!” Anya moaned, no doubt hearing the latch click into place.

Felicia chuckled again and closed and locked the other latch. Now Anya truly was trapped inside the trunk. She sat there for a moment, feeling the trunk shake underneath her as Anya kicked and struggled inside. Just the thought of having this helpless woman trapped underneath her brought a fresh wave of arousal to Felicia.

“Urrrmm! Mmmm! Mmmph!” Anya moaned, slightly muffled by the thick wood confining her.

Felicia slid a hand between her legs as she felt Anya struggle and used her other hand to stroke one of her erect nipples.

Yes, she had told Anya that she was going to keep her in the trunk, but Felicia truly had no intention of keeping the bikini thief around for long. Anya had done too much for Felicia to just let things go, and Felicia knew they couldn't trust her.

No, once Anya was done struggling for a bit, Felicia was going to get rid of her. She had considered keeping Anya tied up as bait to lure Ace into a trap, but Gina would never go for that. Hell, Gina wouldn't be happy if she found out about Felicia tying Anya up in this crate.

No, Felicia knew that she had to get rid of Anya, so after a bit, she would drag the trunk down to the beach and toss it in the ocean.

Part of her thought that she should feel bad about getting rid of Anya like that, but Anya had tried to kill her and the other girls and clearly didn't feel bad. Gina wouldn't be happy, but Felicia would just tell her that Anya had slipped away when she wasn't looking.

She would tell Gina that she should have known that Anya couldn't be trusted.

Until then, though, Felicia was going to enjoy having Anya as her prisoner.

Once again, Felicia started to pleasure herself while listening to Anya's muffled moans and feeling her struggling inside of the crate.

3.

“God, I can't wait to get in there and party!” Caitlyn exclaimed, and proceeded to do some sort of wiggly dance motion that only succeeded in causing her pendulous breasts to heave from side to side in way mesmerizing to even Gina. Gina could feel the eyes of every man in line outside of the club straying to Caitlyn when she did her little dance and then quickly dart away before Gina noticed them staring.

She had half a mind to tell Caitlyn that they were there to work, not to dance, but decided not to. After everything they had been through in the past few months, the muscle bound girl deserved to let loose and have some fun. Come to think of it, so did Gina.

Maybe after this job I'll take some time to relax.

All the while they were waiting in line, Gina had been making a mental list of all of the things that she had to do to get the police department back on it's feet before she could take some time off, and it was quite a list. But first, she had to make it through this undercover mission. Historically, she didn't have good luck on undercover missions.

“You can dance as much as you want, just remember why we're here.” Gina said to Caitlyn, who nodded radiantly.

“Of course, but we have to blend in, and that means dancing.” Caitlyn smiled and once again wiggled her chest at Gina. Gina did her best to ignore the mesmerizing effect of Caitlyn's giant breasts heaving back and forth, but failed.

She'll have no trouble getting male friends in the club with that move.

Gina tore her eyes away and looked down the line towards the bouncer standing at the door. He was a large, muscle bound man in a suit, and was eying up the line for who he would let in next. The bouncer made eye contact with Gina, who flashed him a smile. In all of her years, she had never had trouble getting into a club, and she wasn't about to start now.

Even though it was the middle of the afternoon, there was still a considerable line to get into the club. Whoever had the idea to open a new dance club on the beach that opened in the early afternoon clearly had the right idea, judging by the crowd waiting to get in.

“You can dance and have fun in there, but remember no drinking.” She said to Caitlyn, not taking her eyes off of the bouncer, and still not losing her brilliant smile.

The bouncer nodded back, and Gina's heart fluttered.

Yes! They were in... hopefully.

“No drinking!” Caitlyn exclaimed, causing several people in line to turn and gawk in there direction.

“Shh...” Gina held up a finger and then added under her breath, “Yes, no drinking. We're working.”

Caitlyn pouted, looked around and then said under breath, “Just one?”

“No.” Gina's tone told Caitlyn that was final.

Gina wasn't happy about it either, she could use a drink herself after these past few months – a lot of drinks, actually. They were here on police business though, so they were staying sober.

“Look, here he comes!” Caitlyn exclaimed and jumped up and down in excitement. Gina turned to see the bouncer walking up and down along the line, choosing who would go in next.

“Be cool...” Gina whispered to Caitlyn, and then proceeded to jut out her hip and flash the bouncer one of her smiles. Next to her, Caitlyn leaned against the building and folded her arms under her chest, which succeeded in pushing up her considerable cleavage.

The bouncer stopped in front of them, his eyes tracing every curve of their bodies like they were pieces of meat or prize animals being bought at an auction. His hungry eyes settled on both women's cleavage, and then to Gina's long, practically bare legs. Gina's dazzling smile hid the disgust that she was pushing down at being treated like cattle. She had to tell herself that she was here for work, and was dealing with criminals and lowlives.

Ace runs this place, you know how he treats women!

It seemed like the bouncer stood appraising them for hours. Finally, he wagged a finger at them.

“You ladies can go in.” He said, his face still flat and passive.

Gina batted her eyes at him. “Thank you so much!”

Caitlyn let out a squeal of excitement and followed Gina as they followed the bouncer towards the entrance. Behind them, several people jeered and protested as the two women were lead out of line towards the entrance. Gina felt the resentful eyes of other women glaring at them. She was sure that they were commenting behind her back on their appearance and clothes, saying that was the only reason they were getting let in. Which was fair, and true, Gina picked out these outfits specifically because she hoped they would get them noticed.

The bouncer lead them over to the door to the club and held it open. Loud, blaring music, flashing lights, and hazed came flowing out like the frosted double doors were the only thing holding them back.

“Thank you so much!” Gina smiled and headed inside.

“Thanks!” Caitlyn blew him a kiss as she followed Gina in.

Together, the two women plunged into the dingy, loud, flashing world of the club. The doors closed behind him and they found themselves plunged into a world of sweaty bodies pressed close against each other, the smell of spilled alcohol, and swinging spot lights. They stood together, looking out over the mass of bodies on the dance floor, and the DJ booth at the head of it where a greasy looking guy with a laptop controled the music.

“Ok, you check out the dance floor. I'm heading to the bar.” Gina said, and took a step towards the crowded bar next to the dance floor.

“I thought you said no drinking!” Caitlyn whined.

“I'm not.” Gina said, not turning around. She didn't have to look back to see Caitlyn's confused shrug before she headed to the dance floor.

Gina could feels heads turning to watch her as she strolled to the bar. She didn't stop to acknowledge any of them. She knew that the key to behaving in situations like this was to act like you were the only one in the room. When she reached the bar, rested on a stool, and leaned forward, giving the bartenders a nice view of her bountiful cleavage. Unfortunately, it was a busy day and the bartenders, a woman and a man, both in looking to be in their early 20s, were too busy fetching drinks to notice her. As the male bartender hurried past, Gina made eye contact and smiled at him. The young, dark haired boy almost stumbled, then stopped, nodded, and kept walking. The girl behind the bar, a short dark haired girl, ignored Gina completely. While the boy wore a dark button down shirt and pants, the girl wore skin tight booty shorts that showed off plenty of her butt cheeks, fishnets, and a black tank exposing her cleavage.

As Gina sat, she slowly and carefully scanned the bar area, noticing the eyes of both men and women glancing at her and then quickly looking away. She realized this was the very reason the female bartender was ignoring her – she saw Gina as a rival for attention, and she counted on that attention for tips. All Gina could do was shrug and hope that she wouldn't be an obstacle to the poor girl for long.

“What can I get you?” the male bartender smiled at her. Gina returned his smile and perked up.

“Just a soda please.” She responded.

He flashed her a confused look, and then nodded and told her he would be right back. After he left she continued to scan the bar, ignoring the sideways glances from her fellow patrons. Then she noticed a man standing at the far corner of the bar, a tall man in a well fitting suit. The man had dark skin, and his dark hair was receding back along his head to meet his bald spot. Something about him had an air of authority. Maybe it was in the way he carried himself, looking like he was trying hard to blend in while also very keep an eye on all activity in the club. A moment later Gina's suspicions about the man were confirmed when a shot girl, dressed in similar attire to the bartender, came up to him and said something. Gina couldn't see the man's reply, but it seemed curt and to the point, and the shot girl frowned and stalked off. A moment later, another man in a suit came up to talk to him. This man's suit was ill fitting, obviously off the rack, and everything about his demeanor spoke of middle management. The two talked for another moment and then the man in the cheap suit nodded and walked off somewhere. All of this served to confirm Gina's position that the dark skinned man in the suit was high up in this establishment, maybe even the top guy.

He turned to watch the bartenders now, and Gina slowly turned her gaze out to the dance floor. Her eyes immediately fell on Caitlyn, who had no trouble finding a male dance partner. The dark haired girl gyrated and twisted her body, tossing her main of black hair back as sweat collected on her body. The man dancing with her, a muscle bound, oily looking man, swayed his hips back and forth while staring at Caitlyn's breasts as they bounced up and down under her flimsy dress. Gina's attention was pulled away from the dance floor when the bartender returned with her soda.

“Here you go.” He smiled at her and Gina returned his smile and leaned forward. The bartender tipped his head to listen.

“Could you send a gin and tonic down to that man down there?” Gina motioned to the man at the end of the bar in the suit.

The bartender's jaw dropped and he swallowed. “That's Mr. Wallace, he runs the place.”

“So?” Gina flashed him a doe eyed stare.

“He... He's working.” The bartender stammered.

“If he runs the place, no one is going to call him out for drinking on the job. Just send the drink, on my tab... please.” With the final word, Gina batted her eyes and touched the bartender's hand. He nodded, perspiration now collecting on his brow, and turned to make the drink.

Gina settled back in her seat and watched the man, Mr. Wallace, as he surveyed the dance floor. Her gaze kept shifting between him and Caitlyn, who's dance partner now had his arms wrapped around her waist and his hot, tight body pressed against hers.

Well, can't say she doesn't have a type. Gina thought, watching as their bodies intertwined. She should be annoyed that Caitlyn was using this operation to pick up a guy and not working like she should, but Gina also knew that she shouldn't be surprised.

At the other end of the bar, the bartender handed Wallace the drink with an apologetic shrug and pointed down at Gina. Wallace looked down the bar at her and Gina smiled, batted her eyes, and winked at him. Confusion registered on his face, and then amusement. He picked up the drink and strolled over to where she was sitting.

“I'm more of a whiskey man.” He said, standing next to her with his drink in hand.

“I'm sorry, I took a guess. I'll order you another one.” Gina signaled for the bartender, but Wallace held up a hand for the bartender to ignore her.

“I'm Alexander Wallace, manager of this establishment.” He held out his hand for her. Gina smiled and took it.

“Gina,” She said, shaking his hand. “Won't you join me?” She patted the bar stool next to her.

Wallace looked at the chair and then her. “Forward, aren't you?”

“I'm not used to men saying no to me.” Gina responded.

“I can understand why,” Wallace smiled, leaned against the bar, and set his drink down without taking a sip. “So what brings you here?”

“I'm new in town,” Gina began. “And I hear this is the hot place to be noticed.”

“Is that so?” Wallace arched his eyebrows in amusement. “Noticed how?”

“Look at me,” Gina waved a hand over her chest. “A girl like me doesn't just work any old job.”

“What kind of job does a girl like you work?”

“One where my... talents... are best put to use.” Gina leaned back and took a sip from her soda.

“And you think that this is the place for that?” Wallace took a seat, his eyes running up and down over Gina's body.

“So far, yes.” Gina crossed her legs, watching as Wallace's eyes strayed to them and then back to her eyes.

“Well, this one hell of a way to apply to be a waitress or shot girl.” Wallace smiled, amused.

“Oh please,” Gina laughed and took another sip from her soda. “Do I look like a waitress or shot girl to you?”

“You would make great tips.” He smiled. She knew he was testing her, seeing exactly what her game was.

“How do you know that I just didn't see a handsome man sitting across the bar and wanted to buy him a drink?” Gina asked.

“You could have any guy in this place.” He replied.

“I know, and I chose to talk to you.”

“That's why I'm thinking you want something.” Wallace smiled again.

“Certainly not to be a waitress. I have standards.”

“Most waitresses would kill to have a body like yours.” Wallace gestured up over Gina’s body to accentuate his point.

“Imagine this body in a sling bikini.” Gina smiled and took a sip. Wallace's jaw dropped but he quickly recovered his composure.

“I... I think you would be quite irresistible.” He stammered.

Gina smiled and leaned forward, pressing her lips up against his ear.

“You see, my friend and I have a little bet going over who would look better in a tiny, itty bitty slingshot bikini.” She whispered and ran her hand along Wallace's thigh. He swallowed hard and leaned back.

“Is that so?”

“Turn around.” Gina stood and place her hands on Wallace's shoulders, steering him around. Once he was facing the dance floor, she once again pressed her lips to his ear.

“See that girl out there? With the giant boobs and tiny black dress dancing with that lug?”

Wallace's attention immediately fell to Caitlyn and her guy. His hands had pulled up her dress slightly, exposing her thick thighs.

“It's certainly a tough choice.” He stammered.

“That's what they all say.” Gina pouted and sat back. He turned around to face her again.

“I guess the only way to know is to see us in a slingshot bikini and see how it goes?” She shrugged, still pouting.

Wallace seemed to think this over, his brow furrowing in thought, and then he took a seat.

“You know, I think we have a place for you girls at the club.”

“Not as shot girls or waitresses?” Gina arched her eyebrows.

“No, the other club.” He smiled at her.

“The other club?” Gina leaned forward in interest.

This time, he leaned forward, as if about to share a secret.

“This, all of this,” he motioned to the loud, crowded place around them. “... isn't the club. This is just the window dressing.”

Gina leaned back and smiled. “Oh, you're sneaky.”

An underground club?

“You can say that. We may have use for girls like you at this club.”

“Doing what exactly?” Gina asked.

“Well, we may be looking for someone who looks good in a sling bikini.” He smiled at her. Gina smiled back.

“I think you got two of them right here.”

Wallace smiled and stood, and then motioned off in the distance. At the back of the club, next to the DJ booth was a black door with an AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY sign above it.

“You see that door?” He said in her ear.

Gina nodded, noticing the burly security guard clad all in black standing next to the door. She almost missed him because of how he blended into the shadows.

“Collect your friend and meet me there.” He started to walk away.

“Does that mean we got the job?” Gina perked up, batting her eyes at him. Wallace paused.

“It means tonight will be an audition of sorts.” With that he smiled and strolled off, disappearing into the crowd of dancers. Gina kept up her eager smile until Wallace was out of sight, and then she downed her soda and strolled away from the bar.

Most of the dance floor seemed to sense that she was a woman with a mission and seemed to part for her like the red sea. Gina never stopped to acknowledge them or thank them, instead keeping her eyes on her target – Caitlyn.

Her dance partner was pressed up against her from behind and Caitlyn was shimmying her body against his, stroking his face with her hand while her other hand kept his from pulling her skirt all the way up. Something told Gina that if this man could have Caitlyn right then and there on the dance floor he would. As Gina approached, Caitlyn seemed to sense her oncoming presence like a coming storm. The girl's head turned and she saw the way Gina was walking, and the purpose in her eyes, and knew something was up. Like a child that's just been caught misbehaving, Caitlyn pulled herself away from the man and straightened her skirt while giving Gina an apologetic look.

“Come on.” Gina said, grabbing Caitlyn's arm and pulling her.

“What's up?” Caitlyn hurried after Gina. Despite the fact that Caitlyn was more muscle bound than Gina, she seemed like a child being pulled by an angry parent.

“It's show time.” Gina said, not looking back.

“Hey, what gives?” Cried Caitlyn's dance partner, hurrying after them.

“Sorry... Antonio...” Caitlyn apologized, fumbling over the man's name.

“It's Enrique!” He cried, still following.

“Sure...” Caitlyn shrugged.

Gina didn't look back and continued leading Caitlyn towards the door at the far end of the club and the shadowy security guard.

“Gina, where are we going?” Caitlyn whined.

“Just follow my lead.” Gina replied.

“Yo, wait up!” Enrique called, buzzing around them like a fly.

Just go away. Gina gritted her teeth. She hoped that the man would get the hint so she wouldn't have to cause a scene.

He didn't, and continued to pester and follow them across the dance floor the entire time.

“Come on! Come back out and have a dance?”

“Sorry, I can't... I have a thing.” Caitlyn shrugged.

“Wait, are you two like... a thing? That's hot!” Enrique squealed in excitement.

Finally, they were at the door, and the large security guard stepped out of the shadows and appraised them with beady, suspicious eyes.

“Restricted area.” He grunted.

Gina and Caitlyn stopped and Gina flashed him her best smile.

“Mr. Wallace told us to be here.”

“Whoa, what is this, some VIP area?” Enrique asked behind them. Gina resisted the urge to roll her eyes.

Next to her, Caitlyn did her best to smooth her dress, fix her hair, and generally not look like a sweaty mess. The guard eyed all three of them and then spoke into a small radio clipped to his shirt. Gina didn't notice the radio, or the guard's clear earpiece and the wire running to a walkie talkie on his hip. She strained to hear what he was grunting into his radio over the loud, blaring music, but it was next to impossible since they were right next to the booming speakers of the DJ booth. A moment passed, and then the security guard nodded at them and stepped out of the way.

“Thanks.” Gina smiled and strolled past him like she owned the place, Caitlyn following. Enrique attempted to follow as well but the guard stepped in his way and placed his paw-like hand on Enrique's chest with a loud THUD.

“Hey what's the big deal!” Enrique whined, eyes blazing.

“Ladies only.” The guard grunted.

“I'm with them!” Enrique reached out towards Gina and Caitlyn for help.

“No he isn't.” Gina said and pushed open the door. Caitlyn only looked back at him and shrugged and then followed Gina.

“Wait! Hey!” Enrique cried.

“I'll only tell you this once: Walk away.” The guard's tone said he meant business. Before the door closed behind them, Gina saw Enrique take a step back and throw up his hands.

The door closed behind them and Gina and Caitlyn found themselves in what could only be described as a lobby. There was a desk with a pretty girl sitting behind it – only this girl wore a skin tight leather bodysuit. Wallace waited next to her and smiled at Gina and Caitlyn as they entered.

“Ah! Welcome to the real club! Club Fet!”

“That's quite a name.” Gina said, still smiling and taking a step forward.

“It's for people to indulge their more... hidden desires.” Wallace said, and then reached over the receptionists desk to grab something.

Gina met the receptionist's gaze. Her cold grey eyes seemed to be staring daggers into both her and Caitlyn. A moment later, Wallace lifted two white, porcelain face masks from the desk and held them out to either girl. The masks were full face masks, complete with the eyes blacked out, and had black, ornate feathers protruding from the top.

“We operate a safe place for everyone to indulge themselves in an entirely anonymous way.” Gina and Caitlyn each took a mask from Wallace.

“Though we do have a rather strict dress code.” Wallace's tone shifted to something slightly colder and harder.

“I think we can handle these.” Gina said politely and started to lift her mask to put it on.

“You must wear these at all times. Only these.” Wallace emphasized, gesturing to the masks. Both Gina and Caitlyn froze and exchanged a glance.

“You can't be serious.” Gina stammered.

“That is the rule.” Wallace said with a hint of apology.

“I wish you would have told us sooner.” Gina chided.

“Everyone in there will be dressed the same. If you wish we will allow you to wear panties but no more,” Wallace gestured to a door next to the receptionist. “You may change and keep your clothes and other things in there, nothing else is allowed in the club. No phones, no cameras, computers, or any other communication devices.”

Gina placed her hand with the watch radio behind her back. “I don't feel comfortable leaving my things unattended.”

“I will be here the entire time and the door will be locked. No one will be allowed in except you two.” The receptionist sighed with annoyance.

“Failure to comply with these rules will result in ejection from the club... or worse.” Wallace's tone was deathly serious. Gina glanced at both him and the receptionist.

“Well, I'd hate to see what “worse” is,” She laughed nervously. “Come on Caitlyn.” Gina lead the other girl into the changing room and closed and locked the door behind them.

“Gina, are we really...” Caitlyn began.

“Yes,” Gina cut her off. “We're gonna get in, get info, and get out.” With that, Gina reached behind her back and started to undo her top.

Caitlyn lowered the straps to her dress and slipped out, revealing a pair of tiny, black thong panties and nothing else. Gina removed her top and set in on a bench along with her small handbag containing her wallet and phone, and then unzipped her skirt and let it drop, exposing her own pair of black thong panties. Then Gina unclasped her watch and went to set it down with the rest of her things but stopped. She took at long look at the tiny radio, not really wanting to part with it but also knowing that they wouldn't let her in the club with it on. To be honest, she didn't feel entirely safe going in there without a way to call for help, and she didn't trust Anya to be left alone without a way for Gina to get in touch with her.

If I do bring it in with me, there's only one way to hide it. Gina grimaced.

“Hey, are you ready?” Caitlyn's tone was that of an impatient child.

“Just give me a minute.” Gina responded, and then sighed, knowing what she had to do.

Gritting her teeth, she tore the straps off of the watch, leaving just the small, square body, and then lowered her panties, bent over, and inserted the watch between her full butt cheeks.

“What are you doing?” Caitlyn's eyes were wide and concerned.

“Making sure we have a way to call for help.” Gina grunted and wedged the watch between her ass cheeks and hiked up her panties, hoping the small thong would be enough to hold it in place.

“Are you... okay?” Caitlyn asked, arching both her eyebrows.

“Yes, just... let's go.” Gina sighed and slipped on her mask, Caitlyn following her lead. It took all of Gina's will power to walk casual and act like she wasn't in discomfort over a small, square watch currently wedged up her ass.

Sufficiently “dressed, both women stepped out of the dressing room to find Wallace still waiting. His eyes widened at the sight of the near nude, masked women stepping out of the room. Gina felt his eyes immediately fall on her bare breasts and felt a wave of self consciousness and crossed her arms over her bare chest.

“Ladies, please, this is no place for modesty. Especially women like you.” He smiled, still tracing every curve of their bodies with his eyes.

“I just... feel so exposed...” Gina lowered her head.

“Here, it will be better once you get in there.” With that, he stepped over to another door and opened it. Music could be heard in the distance.

“After you, ladies.” He gestured in, holding the door for him.

It took every ounce of her will to lower her arms to her sides, but Gina did, and strolled towards the door, Caitlyn following. Both of the masked women nodded in thanks to him as they did. Once inside, Wallace closed the door behind them.

“Just down the hall.” He said, waiting behind them. Gina started walking down a long hallway, but couldn't shake the feeling that she was being herded.

Or he just wants to get a look at our asses. She thought, realizing that was the most likely reason. Caitlyn kept pace with Gina as they walked down the hall, towards a pair of batwing doors like something out of a saloon in the old west. Unlike in the old west, these doors had two naked women tied to them. Heavy leather straps kept them suspended from the ground and secured to the doors, and big, red ball gags muffled the women's sighs... or protests. Gina heard Caitlyn gasp under her mask and Gina almost stopped but instead just slowed her pace and reached out to grab Caitlyn's arm and pull her along.

“Oh please ladies, it's nothing,” Wallace chuckled and strolled past them towards the doors. “They look uncomfortable, but they love it.” He reached the doors and pushed through them like they were nothing. With no other choice, Gina followed, thankful that the mask hid the fact that she couldn't take her eyes off of the bound and gagged women.

The women moaned into their gags as Gina and Caitlyn approached, and Gina still wasn't sure if they were cries of pleasure or not.

“Should we... help them?” Caitlyn leaned in and asked.

“No...keep moving.” Gina gripped Caitlyn's arm with both hands and hurried her along.

They reached the doors and pushed through, eliciting more moans from both women as they did. The doors swung behind them as Gina and Caitlyn found themselves now inside Club Fet.

Music blared and lights shimmered throughout this club just like the other one, but this was a much, much different club. Gina's jaw dropped, making her once again thankful for the mask. It was filled with masked men and women much like them, some wore panties or underwear, while others were completely naked. On a rack against a wall, a bound and gagged woman was being whipped by a naked masked man with a huge erection. Elsewhere, a naked, masked woman dragged a gagged man on a chain towards a door marked “dungeon”. There were ball gags, cloth gags, tape gags, and muzzles all over the place. Nude waitresses, gagged with thick leather muzzles, carried drink trays around the club.

“It's probably a lot to take in.” Gina jumped at hearing Wallace's voice, not knowing that he was right next to her. He laughed and patted her on the shoulder.

“It's okay, take your time and pick your poison.” He said, hand still on Gina's shoulder.

“It's so overwhelming.” She responded, turning her head to take in the club.

“People come here to be free.” Wallace observed.

“By being restrained...” Gina finished.

“Here, come” Wallace steered her over to some booths against a wall. “There's someone I think you two should meet.”

Gina went along with him, Caitlyn following. They were headed towards a large booth where a man sat with his back to them. A waitress, gagged with a thick, white cloth with a knot in the middle, handed the man a drink. The man slipped a crisp bill into the waistband of the waitresses thong and she nodded and mumbled “Thnnk ymmooo” into her gag and strolled off. Wallace escorted them around to face the man.

Under her mask, Gina gasped and her eyes went wide.

The King!

Joseph “The King” Kingston, Manager of The Lady Luck casino and one of Ace's top people, sipped from a scotch and looked up at Wallace.

“Ladies, meet The King, co-owner of this establishment.”

The King eyed up both women's bodies like they were prime rib.

“Hmm, new blood?” King smiled, still appraising their bodies.

Gina didn't move or say anything. Thanks to the mask, The King didn't recognize either of them.

For now...

“These ladies were just telling me how much they love slingshot bikinis.” Wallace said, waiving his hand over their bodies.

“Is that so?” King asked, not taking his eyes off of them.

“Apparently they have a contest going over who would look better in one.” Wallace continued.

The King squinted, as if picturing it.

“Hmm, well we are looking for a very particular kind of lady that can wear such a bikini.” The King smiled, then settled his gaze on Gina's bare breasts.

Gina resisted the urge to shrink back and instead stood, meeting his gaze. The King's eyes narrowed.

“There's something familiar about you... have you ever been to The Lady Luck Casino?” The King asked.

“Once or twice.” Gina shrugged.

His brow furrowed and he shook his head.

“Maybe that's it,” The King gestured to his booth. “Have a seat and let's talk bikinis.”

***

“Urrrfff mmm glllmmm!” Anya moaned into her gag as she did her best to twist and struggle inside the tight confines of the crate. She was pressed in from both sides, her lithe body forced to contort into a tight ball and her only movement was a slight rocking back and forth.

That bitch Felicia! How could she do this to me! Anya fumed, biting down on the panties filling her mouth. When Felicia had first gagged her with the underwear, the overwhelming salt smell and taste of sweat had almost been enough to knock her out again. Now, the panties gagging Anya only tasted like her own saliva.

The things I'm going to do to her once I get out of here... The bikini thief bit down on the gag again, which was the only way she could truly vent her frustration. How could Felicia betray her like this, especially after giving her word to Gina that she would watch Anya.

Gina! That was it! She could contact Gina!

If only I could reach the wrist radio! Anya let out a moan of frustration again. If even she could use her radio, the gag would prevent her from talking clearly enough to alert Gina.

“Grrrmmm...” She mumbled. Anya had no idea what Felicia had in store for her, but stuffing her bound and gagged inside a trunk told her that it was nothing good.

She had to escape, or get help, and fast.

“Urrrfff! Mmmurff!” She grumbled, slamming her shoulder against the wall of her wooden prison. The trunk was old but sturdy, and held tight.

Dammit!

She ran her fingers over the ropes securing her wrists behind her. Felicia must have taken notes after being tied up so many times, because the knots were pretty secure. Then her fingers traced the outline of the wristwatch radio and felt the raised notch of the button on side. Presumably, if Anya held that button in, she would be able to communicate with Gina's radio.

Or... Anya's mind moved at the speed of light, forming a plan.

Morse code!

Yes! Even though she was gagged, she could tap the talk button on the side, sending a message to Gina about her situation.

Though...

Anya paused. There was a very good chance that Gina didn't know morse code. Most people didn't. But Gina was also a police officer and had studied law enforcement, and cops were the kind of people who knew morse code.

Still, no harm in trying... Anya shrugged. Even if Gina didn't know morse code, maybe she would be smart enough to figure that Anya was in trouble and couldn't talk so she would hurry back to see what was happening. Hopefully she would be fast enough to save Anya before Felicia enacted whatever he plan was.

Then, once she was free, Anya would deal with Felicia.

She pressed her thumb on the talk button on the side of the radio, hearing a small burst of static. Then she started to tap her thumb against the button in a rapid motion, repeating her message over and over again...

***

Gina and Caitlyn sat on the opposite side of the booth from King and Wallace, watching as the older man sipped from his scotch, his gazing shifting between either woman's bare breasts.

“Can I offer you two ladies a drink?” King asked.

“Sure-” Caitlyn began before Gina cut her off.

“No thank you.” Was Gina's curt response.

King set down his glass and smiled. “Please ladies, no need to be nervous.”

“I'm sorry,” Gina bowed her head apologetically. “This is all new to us.”

“Which is understandable.” King nodded back.

“So what do you think of them?” Wallace asked. His nervous eyes kept shifting from the naked, masked women to King.

“I like them,” The King smiled, never taking his greedy eyes from their giant, exposed breasts. “Here's the thing ladies, I'm throwing a little bit of a party at my casino, and I'm looking for a certain type of lady...”

“What kind of party?” Gina asked.

“A sort of homecoming. I need a very extraordinary woman to wear a very special bikini. The type of woman that would look irresistible in it.”

Gina smiled under her mask. “I think one of us is your woman.”

“Well, we would have to see how you look in something similar.” King added.

“Of course.” Gina responded.

“Now of course, you'll have to-” The King started, but Gina's attention suddenly shifted when she felt the hard, uncomfortable watch up her ass vibrate and emit a loud “BEEP”.

She shifted slightly in her seat and gasped. The King went silent, as did Wallace. Their wide eyes focused on her. Gina looked around, as if she too was looking for the source of the noise.

“I'm sorry, that sound scared me, do you know where-” She began, but then more BEEPS emitted from her ass, a steady rhythm, each accompanied by a BUZZ from the watch. Despite her best efforts to maintain her composure, Gina felt herself shifting and jumping in her seat with each noise.

“Did you... bring a phone in here?” Wallace eyes narrowed in accusation.

“No... I...” Gina was gasping, barely uttering each word between beeps. “I... don't...” Her mind raced to find an excuse, some way to smooth this over.

King stood and snapped his fingers at someone out of their line of sight. Gina's mind went into full panic.

“Run... Go...” She pushed at Caitlyn, who didn't need to be told twice. The bigger girl hurried out of the booth, with Gina hot on her heels.

Unfortunately, they weren't fast enough, and several large, muscle bound guards dressed in black were already there. Two of them pounced on Caitlyn, each of them clamping their giant hands on either of her arms. Caitlyn cried out and twisted, trying to pull free from the guards, but they held her like a vice. Gina was halfway out of the booth when they caught her, a guard on either side of her, each also gripping her by both arms. These guards must have been waiting silently and still in the shadows for when they were needed, like the one at the door.

Gina and Caitlyn twisted and pulled but the large, burly men didn't loosen their grips on the struggling women. All the while, the radio in Gina's ass kept up it's chirping. King and Wallace were up as well, and glaring at the two women.

“Honestly...” Gina gasped, trying to ignore the strange vibrations and sounds coming from her ass. “It's not us...”

Wallace paced around them, while once his gaze was filled with lust, now it was icy cold anger. He stepped behind Gina and listened for a moment.

“What... did you...” He stammered, and she didn't have to turn around to see that he was gawking at her ass, realizing that was the source of the beeping.

“Look, just let us go, we'll be quiet, we didn't see anything-” Gina started, but then felt Wallace grab the back of her panties and pull them down, at the same time the two guards holding her pushed her forward so that she was bent over.

“Hey wait listen! It's not-” Her protests turned into a grunt as she felt Wallace's fingers prodding between her butt cheeks.

“Urrrgh! Hey!” Gina grunted, and with a sharp tug, he pulled the radio free. She cried out and then the guards pulled her back into a standing position. Wallace though, didn't bother to pull her panties back up.

“Check the other one too.” He ordered.

“Hey wait!” Caitlyn cried, and Gina turned to see her bent over as well. Another guard came from behind and yanked down Caitlyn's panties. She grunted and protested as the guard's invading hand started prodding in her ass as well.

Gina turned back to Wallace, who was holding the radio up for King to inspect.

“It's some kind of radio...” Wallace mumbled. King glared at him, tore the radio from his hand, threw it to the ground, and smashed it with his foot.

The beeping from the radio went silent as King ground the communication device into dust. Next to Gina, the guard finished his rectal examination of Caitlyn and she was pulled back up into a standing position. The King stormed over to Gina and ripped her mask off. Their eyes met and his filled with shock, surprise, and recognition. He ripped Caitlyn's mask off as well and glared at her, and then took a step back.

“They're cops,” He muttered, Wallace's face going pale when he heard this. “You let in two fucking cops!” King was livid, glaring at the both of them.

Gina and Caitlyn both pulled again at the guards restraining them, but still had no luck. Wallace swallowed hard.

“Do you... should we get rid of them.” He said in a low voice. King spun to glare at him, and then at the girls. After a moment, his face softened.

“Hmm... no.” King said pensively. Wallace stared at him in shock.

“No,” King continued. “You know what, let's put these girls to work instead.” He smiled and reached out to stroke Gina's chin. She pulled away and glared at him.

“There will be others, they'll come looking for us.” She bluffed.

King wasn't fazed and made a hand gesture to his guards.

“Take them the back.”

Without another word, the muscle bound guards started to drag the two struggling, naked women off to meet their fate.

4.

I could do this all day. Felicia Fetters thought as she took a sip from a glass of iced tea while propping her feet up on the trunk containing Anya, her bound and gagged prisoner. Anya had not ceased struggling or moaning and the box continued to shift and move under Felicia's feet. Despite the fact that she had pleasured herself to the sound of Anya's muffled moans, Felicia still found herself aroused at the thought of Anya bunched up and helpless inside that box, chewing on Felicia's panties.

Felicia still planned on dragging the trunk containing the bound and gagged Anya down to the beach and tossing it in the ocean, but first she wanted to rehydrate after her exhausting and sweaty workout outside. Plus, she knew that dragging a trunk containing a struggling, bound and gagged woman would be a whole different kind of workout.

“Mmrrrmpph mmo! Urrggh!” The crate wobbled under Felicia's feet as Anya struggled inside. It was music to Felicia's ears. She took another sip and leaned back, listening with rapture at Anya's helplessness.

“Urrggllmm... mmoo bbff!”

Felicia laughed andstarted to unconsciously move her hand under her bikini bottoms. After masturbating earlier, Felicia changed into a blue thong bikini with white trim, fully intending to drag Anya down to the beach then and there before deciding to relax first and have a drink, which then turned into her pleasuring herself for a second time.

Now here she was, almost finished with her iced tea and about to pleasure herself for a third time. There was a voice in her head though, telling her to get on with getting rid of Anya. Felicia frowned, sipped from her drink, and tried to push the voice out of her head.

Gina, Caitlyn, or Janet could be home any minute! What would they do if they caught you like this?

Felicia finished her iced tea and thought about maybe getting something alcoholic to hush the annoying voice of reason. She didn't know how long Gina intended to be gone, but Felicia knew that Gina wouldn't be happy to find out how Felicia had been treating Anya. Neither would Janet.

Come on! Just get rid of her and then you can masturbate all you want!

Felicia gritted her teeth and withdrew her hand from under her bikini bottoms. She hated that her inner voice was right. Plus, if Gina or Janet came back and found Anya like this, they would no doubt let her go, and Felicia knew that Anya would get her back in some terrible and devious way.

Yes. The moment Anya goes free, she'll wait until she has you alone and get back at you. The voice said.

Felicia nodded to no one in particular and got up, determined to get rid of this thorn in her side once and for all. If she could work her way, she would keep Anya as a hostage for three months like she was. Maybe she would stuff Anya in a clothes washer while she was bound and gagged, or hang her from a crane while completely naked. Instead, Anya would have to settle for being thrown into the sea. Maybe Anya will end up washing up on another beach somewhere, and she could become someone else's problem.

Well, time for a beach work out. Felicia thought and slipped on a pair of white sneakers. She did a few stretches to limber up her tired muscles, but she could already feel the soreness from her work out earlier starting to set in. In retrospect, it was probably a bad idea for her to go so hard on an exercise after months of inactivity, but she needed it. Feeling sufficiently stretched, Felicia realized that she was as ready for the long trip down to the beach as she would ever be, and gripped one of the handles to the trunk and started to drag it across the floor.

No doubt feeling the movement from inside, Anya's struggles increased ten fold.

“Hrrrrryy! Pllsss! Mmmmo! Stttp!” She moaned, tossing back and forth inside the trunk.

“Hey stop that!” Felicia hissed and continued the long journey towards the back door.

“Whhy mmoo! Urrrghh wwfff glll...” Anya mumbled and moaned from inside the trunk.

Felicia huffed as she dragged the heavy wooden box and it's contents from one side of the house to the other, already working up a sweat.

Maybe I'll go for a swim in the ocean after! She thought, realizing that the idea of a cool dip in saltwater would be a good reward after getting rid of Anya. They reached the sliding back door, and Felicia set down the trunk, prompting an “Oooffm!” from its gagged occupant. Then Felicia unlocked and slid open the door and continued her journey to the beach. There was a small step leading down to the patio, causing another “Oooffm!” From Anya as the crate dropped down.

Then, the crate was being dragged across the cement patio. The sound of the ancient wood on the hard surface seemed almost deafening to Felicia, and she started looking around to see if she was drawing attention from anyone. To her relief, they were alone, but the sound of the wood on concrete was like nails on a chalk board to her.

It's old, what if it breaks open? She thought, suddenly having the mental image of the old crate collapsing and a bound and gagged Anya falling out and attempting to wriggle away. What would Felicia do then? There was no way she could take her to the beach like that. Maybe she would keep her locked in the shed until the sun went down and take her to the beach then?

Thankfully, the old trunk was sturdy and held together over the long journey across the patio, though the loud, scraping sound made the walk feel like hours. Thankfully, the sound ceased once Felicia reached the lawn. Felicia's muscles though, were not as well rested and hydrated as she thought, and started to cry out in protest at this new exercise. Already sweat drenched and in pain, Felicia paused halfway across the lawn to rest.

“Mmmph! Ummm mmmo!” Anya moaned, rocking the trunk back and forth.

“Oh shut up...” Felicia huffed, surprised at how winded she was. She would have to add more cardio to her workout regimen.

She wiped some sweat from her brow and resumed her journey towards the back gate. Her muscles though, did not appreciate the renewed journey, and screamed in protest as she dragged her victim towards her fate.

Maybe after I dump her and take a swim I'll lay out in the sun a bit. Yes, that sounded like a good idea. She would take a long, relaxing day as a reward.

“Urrrmm mmmm! Grrmm!” Anya continued to protest and struggle. Felicia grunted and continued to heave the box across the yard, straining against the bound and gagged woman's struggles.

This would be easier if she wasn't kicking and making a fuss! Felicia grumbled. While at first she found Anya's protests alluring, now they were actively making her job so much more difficult.

Maybe I should have knocked her out again. Felicia mentally kicked herself. How would she even do that? She would probably have to smother Anya with her ass again, seeing how she didn't have any other way of doing it.

After another eternity, they reached the rear gate, which Felicia absentmindedly kicked open and proceeded to haul her struggling cargo out. At this point, Felicia's entire body was soaked in sweat, and every muscle in her body screamed at her in anger for daring to put them through this torture. In pain, wheezing, and slick with sweat, Felicia set the box down next to the foot path leading down to the beach and took a seat on it.

“Urfrmm mm! Urggl! Mmmm! Ggrrrm!” Anya moaned, rocking back and forth inside the crate under Felicia. Tired and annoyed, Felicia kicked the box under her.

“Hey, calm down in there!” She barked.

“Ffff mmmoo!”

Felicia grimaced, wishing there was a cliff she could just throw the crate off right here and now. Just relax, catch your breath, and then start again. Felicia knew that she couldn't take all day though, Janet and Gina would be back at some point.

Suddenly Felicia had the mental image of Janet coming up the footpath and stopping and staring at her while she dragged the crate to the beach with Anya rocking back and forth inside. Maybe it was that thought, or the fact that she was drenched in sweat, but suddenly Felicia felt disgusted by herself. There was no way Janet would forgive her for doing this.

“Hi Felicia, where's Anya?”

“Oh, I tied her up and threw her in the ocean!” This imagined conversation caused another sensation of self loathing to wash over Felicia. Is this was she was resorting to? Killing a defenseless woman.

You killed Jack. A voice said. Yes, Felicia had caused Jack's demise, but accidentally, and he was a monster, she felt nothing bad about that.

Anya's a monster too.

Anya had come to them in good faith though, and Gina had promised her that she would protect her. Felicia broke that promise. Not only that, Anya had helped Janet free them from Eva. Felicia knew that if Gina or Janet knew what she was about to do, they would never speak to her again. Hell, Gina may toss her in jail. Worst of all, Gina and Janet were trusting Felicia, and Felicia was betraying their trust. She thought back to earlier, and her anger at Janet. Now, she saw that Janet was doing what she thought was best. Janet didn't have a choice in aligning with Anya, and from Janet's point of view, Anya was the only person that could help her. Felicia had been doing what she always does, acting impulsively and rashly, without a thought of the consequences.

Well what? What will you do with her then?

“Hrry! Mmmo! Umm!” The box rocked under her.

I'll bring her back to the house and face them. Felicia sat up. She would have to keep Anya tied up, but she would tell Gina and Janet what happened and accept whatever punishment they gave her, and hope that Anya was merciful as well.

She stood up and turned to grip the trunk, ready to drag it back into the house, when she heard a male voice call out behind her.

“Well look at that ass!”

Felicia grimaced, knowing that voice. She turned and glared at Blondie and his friends coming up the footpath from the beach. Despite the sunglasses covering his eyes, she knew that he was gawking at her thonged posterior. Like earlier, Felicia flashed him an angry glare. Blondie seemed to shrink back at first, but then took a moment to draw strength from his friends.

“Whoa lady, I was just appreciating a work of art.” Blondie's tone was brash and unapologetic. Felicia balled her fists, ready to teach the punk a lesson, but then remembered that she had a bound and gagged woman in a trunk to deal with and hesitated.

“Mmmpph! Hhlllp! Hhrryy!” Anya called from the trunk, rocking it back and forth from the inside.

Blondie lowered his glasses and stared at the wooden trunk, and all of his friends did the same. Felicia's eyes widened and she turned to look at the trunk as well.

“Hrrrrmmph! Hllp psss!” Anya moaned, the trunk shuffling back and forth.

“Do... is someone in there...” Blondie stammered.

“I... no...” Felicia stammered for an excuse. “It's police business! Keep moving!” In that moment, she wished she had a badge or uniform, or a gun.

“Hrrry! Hrrrllpp mmeee!” Anya continued to moan.

Panic set in, and Felicia rushed towards the trunk. She had no idea what her plan was, maybe to hurry and drag it back into the yard? Somehow, her mind irrationally reasoned that the house was a safe zone that the young men couldn't cross. The boys shouted something behind her and in a moment they were on her, grabbing her by the arms and pulling her away from the now violently shaking trunk.

“No! Get off me!” Felicia screamed and pulled, but her workout, followed by dragging the trunk, had tired her out, and she had practically no strength left.

“Ullmm! Pllss!” Anya continued to struggle from inside the trunk.

Blondie and a friend of his stood over the trunk and then looked at Felicia, struggling futilely against the shirtless, buff young men restraining her.

“I guess we should open it?” Blondie asked his friend, who shrugged.

“If you open that, you will be in so much trouble!” Felicia barked, pulling again at her captors.

“I think you're the one who's in trouble right now.” Blondie spat, and started to unlatch the trunk.

“Look, I can explain. There's a dangerous criminal in there! I'm transporting her!” Felicia stammered, angry at that being the best excuse she could come up with.

“Uh... cops don't transport prisoners this way.” Blondie said in a mocking tone, and opened the final latch.

He threw the trunk open with a flourish, and the sun glinted off of a mane of brilliant blond hair as Anya sat up and tossed her hair back, revealing her gagged face. Every man stared at the bound and gagged bikini clad woman in shock, and then back at Felicia.

“Damn, I knew this bitch was crazy but... damn!” Blondie's head shifted from Anya to Felicia, gawking at both of them.

“Hyy! Hlllp!” Anya mumbled at him.

“Should we untie her?” Blondie asked his friend, who shrugged.

“Ummm hmmm!” Anya nodded, her face filled with annoyance.

“NO!” Felicia screamed, once again pulling against the men restraining her.

Blondie leaned over and pulled down the cloth over Anya's mouth. Once that was done, she immediately spit out the now soaked panties.

“Oh thank you! Thank you so much!” Anya played up and exaggerated her accent while batting her eyes at her rescuers.

“Uh... sure...” Blondie stammered, fixated at the panties lying in the grass next to the trunk.

“Please, untie me! It's a miracle you came when you did!” Anya stood up, turned around, and bent slightly so that Blondie could see her bound hands... and her nice, round ass in the thong.

“Uh...” Blondie stammered, his gaze fixated on the thong cleaving Anya's ass cheeks.

“Please untie me...” She wiggled her ass at him.

“Don't untie her! She's a dangerous criminal!” Felicia protested.

“Now... uh...” Blondie's gaze shifted from Anya's ass to Felicia.

“No! Please! This woman is crazy! She's Anya, the infamous Bikini Thief!” Anya pleaded with Blondie and motioned to Felicia.

Felicia's eyes went wide and her blood boiled.

“No-no she isn't-no I'm not... I'm Felicia Fetters, a member of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department! She's Anya the Bikini Thief!”

“Please, you must listen,” Anya batted her eyes at Blondie and his friends. “I'm Felicia Fetters. This woman kidnapped me and has been impersonating a police officer!”

“You can't be... you're an idiot if you believe her!” Felicia spat.

“Hey now! Don't call me that!” Blondie barked at her.

“She's a master of disguise,” Anya continued. “She's posed as bartenders, models, you name it. All so she can rob poor women of their belongings, their clothes, and their dignity!”

“Shut up! Don't listen to her!” Felicia shouted.

“You know... you were a bartender... then suddenly a cop...” Blondie started stroking his chin.

“Oh my God, you're an idiot...” Felicia grumbled.

“You know what...” Blondie grumbled and picked up the panties from the ground and stormed over to Felicia.

“Hey wait don't! Just listen to-UMMMMLPP!” Felicia's protests were cut off by Blondie shoving her own panties, which had previously been in Anya's mouth, into her mouth.

“Make sure she doesn't spit them out!” Blondie ordered one of his cronies. One of the men holding Felicia clamped his hand over her mouth to keep her from spitting out the panties.

“Ummmph! Mmmm! Mmmmoo!” Felicia protested and pulled against her captor.

“Oh, please untie me!” Anya pleaded, once again wiggling her rear at one of Blondie's friends. The boy nodded and stared to untie her hands... very slowly.

“Urrgggm! Blllmmm mmm!” Felicia moaned, still pulling against the college boys restraining her.

While Blondie's friend untied Anya's hands, Blondie squatted down to untie her feet, looking up at her ass as he did.

“It's weird, I remember finding her one time tied up in the back of a bar...” He started.

“Mmsss! Ullumm gglllm!” Felicia nodded.

Yes! Hopefully he's figuring out that something isn't right! That time that Blondie found Felicia tied up in the back of the bar was not... a good time... but if he was able to figure out that Anya was lying then maybe Felicia could still salvage this.

“Yes, I caught her once before. I left her tied up there so I could go find some victims that she had left tied up elsewhere...” Anya began, stepping out of the crate and rubbing her wrists where they had been tied.

“Mmrrroo! Ummmph!” Felicia grunted, once again trying to twist free with no luck.

“I gagged her because she has a silver tongue, a master of lies and manipulation. It's wise that you did as well.” Anya smiled at Blondie and patted his bicep, causing him to beam.

“Ulllmm mmph!” Felicia protested, glaring at Anya.

“Sadly, she figured out a way to escape.” Anya stopped and glared at Felicia, who glared right back.

“Mmmoo bbff!” Felicia spat.

“Would you boys be willing to help me with a few more things?” Anya asked, batting her eyes at her beefy rescuers.

“Uh... sure...” Blondie stammered.

“Would you be able to bind her? I need to keep her secured until I call for back up.”

Blondie's jaw flapped around for a bit but no words came out.

“Oh please, it would be such a big help to law enforcement,” Anya cooed, leaning close and clutching Blondie's bicep. “Why, I could even work something out for you. You could get a commendation, a medal!”

“Urrr frrr...” Felicia grumbled, rolling her eyes. She couldn't believe how thick Anya was laying it on and how Blondie was falling for it. The young man, jaw still slack, turned to his friends and managed to finally utter some words.

“Well boys... lets get her tied up.”

“Grrrmph!” Felicia cried, trying once again to twist free.

No! Not again! She had just spent three months as a captive, and she wasn't about to do it again. Not only that, but once they had her tied up, then what? What would Anya have in store for her, or what would Blondie and his cronies have in store?

Felicia kicked and fought, pulling against her captors, but they held her tight. Anya picked up the ropes used to bind her and handed them off to Blondie.

“Here, please make sure she's tied nice and tight.”

“Mmmph!” Felicia cried and pulled. Her eyes started to race around the foot path, hoping that people would be passing by to help her.

It's a busy path, and a beautiful day, people have to walk by! Certainly a passerby would see that there was something wrong with this picture... right?

Part of Felicia had to appreciate the irony that earlier she was hoping that no one would be using the path, and ultimately she got her wish, she was alone with Anya, Blondie, and his cronies.

“Urrrmmf!” Felicia grunted as one of Blondie's buddies pulled her hands behind her back and crossed her wrists, then she felt the sadly familiar sensation of rope wrapping around her hands, securing them behind her back. At the same time, another one of the boys was tying her ankles together.

The final touch was when they pulled the white cloth that had previously been used to gag Anya over Felicia’s mouth, securing the panties in her mouth as well.

“Nice and tight, she's a slippery one.” Anya chuckled, watching as the college boys bound Felicia.

“Ffffmmo!” Felicia mumbled, tugging on her bonds. They were securely tight.

“Grrrummph!” The cronies loosened their hold on the now bound and gagged Felicia, but still kept their arms around her shoulders to keep her from falling over and flopping around in the grass.

“Well there... umm “Officer”, she bound and gagged.” Blondie hovered over towards Anya. She nodded approvingly.

“Good, good...” Anya stroked her chin thoughtfully. As she did, Blondie seemed to hover near her. He gave a look to his friends and they all closed in as well.

“Hummmph...” Only Felicia seemed to notice the group of well muscled beach boys closing in on Anya. Despite her anger at the bikini thief, Felicia had a bad feeling about this.

“So... where's your back up?” Blondie's voice was icy, and the question came up more like a dare. Anya now noticed the young men closing in like wolves.

“Oh, I just need to use this to contact them.” Anya smiled and held up the watch radio given to her by Gina. Blondie seemed to freeze at the sight of it, as did his friends.

“I tried to use it when I was tied up, but the gag prevented me from talking.” Anya chuckled, her eyes constantly shifting between the pack surrounding her, and pressed the button on the radio.

“Anya to Gina...” She said, waiting for a response. All that came back was static.

“Gina, come in...” Anya said again, still waiting for a response.

Felicia stood frozen, waiting for a response.

Where was Gina?

It was possible that Gina was in a position that she couldn't talk at the moment, seeing how she was undercover and all. Or she was in a position where she couldn't talk because she was in trouble. Just the thought of that caused Felicia to close her eyes and will Gina to safety.

No, her and Caitlyn are just busy, she can't answer...

Felicia was feeling whiplash from how fast the dynamic of this situation was changing. It's quite possible that her and Anya could be stuck at the mercy of these horny young men.

“Gina...” Anya continued, watching as the boys circled in like sharks smelling blood.

“Hmm, doesn't seem to be working.” Blondie said and wrapped his beefy hands around Anya's wrist. She tried to back up and bounced into the barrel chest of one of Blondie's buddies.

“Mind if I have a look?” Blondie narrowed his gaze at Anya. She swallowed hard and nodded.

“Go ahead...”

Blondie flashed a sinister smile and removed the radio from Anya's wrist. He eyed it only for a moment, and then tossed it over his shoulder.

“It's junk.” Blondie grunted, still advancing on Anya. She stoodwith her back pressed against the big man behind her.

“You know...” She stammered. Felicia could see Anya faltering, the numbers weighing on her. “I am an officer of the law, think before you act.” She raised her chin, trying her best to look tough.

“I doubt that.” Blondie chuckled.

Now, the man behind Anya clamped his massive hands on her shoulder, causing her to jump. Blondie was right up in her face now.

Anya smiled, and he smiled back. Then she delivered a swift kick right to his balls.

“Ummph!” Felicia cheered on, somewhat not believing that she was rooting for Anya.

Blondie grunted and doubled over. The man behind Anya wrapped his massive arms around her in a bear hug and lifted her off the ground. Her feet kicked and she cried out, and then elbowed him in the gut. He grunted but still kept a hold on her, then she elbowed him again. Once again, the man grunted, but still kept his grip. Anya delivered another sharp elbow and the man bent a bit, just enough for her to bring her foot down on his. With that, the man cried out and released his hold on her.

“Mmmm gmmph!” Felicia moaned and pulled on the men holding her, but they kept their grip. Her captors though were exchanging nervous glances, unsure if to keep holding onto her or help.

With the big man no long holding onto her, Anya sped off, sprinting down the foot path to the beach. Blondie grunted, face red, and glared after the fleeing bikini thief.

“Well get her!” He barked.

“What about her?” One of the men holding Felicia asked.

Blondie's glasses had fallen off and his bleary, blue eyes surveyed Felicia and then the empty trunk.

“Put her in there and pack her into the truck!” With that, hands still clutching his sore balls, Blondie stumbled after Anya.

“Wfff! Mmmo!” Felicia cried and tried to pull away from her captors. One of the college boys gripped her shoulders tight while the other came around to grab her feet.

What are they going to do with me?

“Urrrfff mmo!” She moaned, trying to twist away. They lifted her, one holding her under her arm pits while the other held her by the ankles, Felicia struggling and kicking the whole way.

“Calm down lady!” Said the boy holding her by the ankles, a muscle bound guy with a buzz cut.

“Hlllp! Hlllp mmmee! Plllss!” Felicia moaned, twisting kicking, and doing everything in her power to make this as difficult as possible for her captors.

“Come on hurry up before someone sees us!” Cried the one holding her by the armpits.

“Mmmoo! Grrrmmm ffmmmm mmpph!” Felicia cried, still twisting and kicking as they lowered her into the trunk. With the lid of the wooden box hanging open, it felt more like the gaping maw of a coffin than a box she once kept her bikinis in.

Despite her struggles, the two young men packed Felicia into the tight, claustrophobic space. Felicia had flashbacks to her first day as Sheriff and being bound and gagged and stuffed in a crate by Jack. This was much tighter, and smaller, and she could barely move, and her body was forced into a tight ball. She looked up just to see the two young men look down at her, laugh, and then slam the lid shut, forcing her into darkness.

“Mmmoo! Hlllmmp!” Felicia cried, alone with nothing but her muffled cries for company.

***

A few months ago, Tony had been lured to the town of Marston's Pointe with the promise of a summer spent drinking at the beach and hooking up with hot local girls.

“It's a small beach town, women there see the same dudes every day! We'll be up to our knees in desperate ladies!” Chad screamed, arms gesturing wildly, his mane of unruly blond hair whipping wildly.

When they got to Marston's Pointe, they found a bustling seaside town filled with summer tourists, and a group of Frat boys like them were just faces in a crowd.

“Don't worry, the night life here is probably crazy!” Chad promised.

It wasn't. The boys ended up more often than not heading back to the hotel alone and drunk. Overall though, Tony thought they had made the best of the summer, and in a few weeks knew that they would have to head back to school. He never would have expected that they would have rescued a bound and gagged foreign chick from that crazy chick that used to work at that one bar on the beach. Likewise, Tony never would have thought that he would see Chad get kicked in the balls before ordering them to shove that chick from the bar with the great ass into a trunk.

Chad had been obsessed with that Chick From the Bar with the Great Ass for months. Tony and the other boys didn't get it, but they imagined that it had something to do with Chad's hurt pride and that eventually he would get over it.

He didn't. In fact, as the summer wore on, that's all he wanted to talk about.

Now here they were, with the Chick from the Bar with the Great Ass bound and gagged in stuffed in a trunk, carrying her out to the truck.

What the hell does Chad have in store for her? Tony wondered as he carried the heavy wooden trunk along a path next to what he presumed was the Chick's house. Inside the trunk, she continued to kick and squirm while screaming into her gag.

“Urrrmmp! Mmoo! Mmmm!”

Tony considered himself a fairly in shape guy, but the trunk was heavy enough, plus the weight of the girl inside. Her constant struggles meant that he constantly had to strain so that he wouldn't drop the trunk.

“Ugggh...” Tony sighed, adjusting his grip on the constantly shifting trunk.

On the other side of the trunk was Johnny, who stopped and gave Tony an annoyed sigh.

“Come on man!” Johnny whined.

“Sorry, she keeps kicking...” Tony grunted, doing his best to hold the box still.

“Mmmph! Ummp! Hlllp!” The Chick moaned from inside.

“The longer we're out here means the more likely someone's gonna catch us!” Johnny spat and picked up the pace.

“If she keeps kicking like this then someone will definitely notice!” Tony shouted.

Johnny stopped and let his end of the trunk fall to the ground.

“MMMPH!” The girl cried.

“Shh! Or someone definitely will catch us!” Johnny admonished.

“You shh!”

“Hmmm!” The girl finished. Both college boys looked down at the box.

“Come on, let's get this over with.” Johnny huffed and picked up his end of the trunk again.

“Urrrfmmm mmmbllmm! Blllm!” The girl seemed to be struggling and kicking more, and the box felt like it was about ready to jump out of their hands.

Tony felt sweat collecting along his palms, not only from the heat but from the strain of carrying the trunk. It felt like he was carrying a box filled with thousands of Mexican jumping beans. He huffed and once again tightened his grip, but almost immediately felt the wood slipping in his moist hands.

“Okay, hold on.” Tony sighed and gently set down his end of the box.

“Come on man!” Johnny, equally sweaty, glared at Tony.

“It's heavy, and all of her struggling isn't helping.”

“Well what can we do about it?” Johnny set his end down and paced. They were halfway to the street but it felt like it was miles away.

“I don't know... knock her out or something?” Tony suggested.

“Hmmmph!” The girl screamed.

“How do you suggest we do that?” Johnny asked.

Tony rubbed his chin, realizing that he didn't really think his solution out beyond that.

“I don't know... what do they do in the movies? You know that thing where they press a cloth over their face...” He began.

“Chloroform?” Johnny finished, exasperated.

“Wffff!”

“Yeah!” Tony snapped his fingers, eyes lighting up.

“Mmmmoo!”

“Do you have any chloroform?” Johnny's tone came off more like a challenge.

“.... no...” Tony finished.

“Exactly,” With that, Johnny picked up his end of the box. “Come on, we're almost at the street.”

Tony sighed and picked up his end of the trunk and they continued the seemingly endless journey to the street. All the while, the girl inside the box continued to squirm and struggle. Despite all of his bluster, Tony could hear Johnny struggling with the weight of the box too. Both of them wore swim trunks and nothing else, but the strain of lifting combined with the heat of the day meant that both of them were slick with sweat.

What does Chad even want with this chick? Tony wondered, and then realized that Chad was leading the other boys in a chase after the foreign chick. What did Chad intend to do with her? Somehow a summer of drinking and partying was turning into a summer of kidnapping.

Tony figured that he would worry about those questions later. He had more pressing issues to worry about, namely getting to the truck without being caught. They came out from the side of the house and carried the box towards the sidewalk, and Tony realized that part of their journey was over but they still had a long way to go seeing how they had parked clear at the end of the street and walked to the foot path.

“Hold up, hold up...” Tony sighed, realizing that his chest was burning from the exertion. He knew there was no way he could carry this crate all the way to the end of the street.

“Jesus Christ!” Tony huffed and dropped his end of the crate. It connected with the concrete sidewalk with a loud THUD.

“GRRRMMPH!” The cried screamed from the impact.

“Jesus Christ man!” Tony retorted, instinctively looking up and down the street to see if anyone heard. He gently set his end of the trunk down on the sidewalk.

Thankfully, they were alone, but at the end of the street and moving closer to them was a garbage truck. It's journey towards them was slow, as the truck would stop every few feet and wait while the men hanging on the back of it would collect trash from the sidewalk and toss it into the back of the truck. After every second house or so, the truck would pause while the workers switched on the giant compacter, crushing and compacting the contents of the truck's rear towards the front in order to make room for more.

“Look, we can't carry this all the way to the truck-” Tony began but Johnny cut him off.

“Then what the fuck do you want us to do!” Johny spat, his eyes wild and mop of wet dark hair flying as he spoke.

“If you let me finish,” Tony sighed, trying to push down the rising tide of frustration. “I'll wait here with her, you go, get the truck, and come back and we'll load her up together.”

Johnny clenched his jaw and looked down at the heavy trunk which was still shaking back and forth thanks to the bound and gagged woman inside, and then up at Tony. Tony knew that Johnny thought it was a good idea but didn't want to admit it.

“Fine, make sure she doesn't go anywhere.” Johnny's tone was defeated and resigned.

Tony beamed, deciding to enjoy this victory. Johnny nodded and took off down the street, doing his best to look casual... too casual. He stuck his hands in the pockets of his trunks and started to whistle as he walked like something out of a cartoon.

“Ummm! Ufff hmm! Hllp!” the girl in the box screamed. Tony looked up and down the street but other than he was alone besides the slowly advancing garbage truck.

Unconsciously, Tony placed his hands in his pocket and sat down on the trunk, hoping to shield the fact that the trunk was still shaking back and forth thanks to the struggling woman inside.

“Mmmmph! Ummm mmmph!” Tony planted his feet, feeling the wooden box shaking back and forth under him.

“Hey lady, shhh...” Tony leaned down and whispered to his captive. Looking up, he saw that the garbage truck was only a few houses away.

“Mmmpph! Umm! Mmmph!” The woman screamed, continuing her struggling inside the box.

“Shhh, come on lady.” Tony whispered again. The truck stopped, waiting for the garbage men to fill it with fresh trash.

“Hlllp! Hllp mmmee! Mmmff!” The woman screamed, tossing back and forth inside the box. It felt like he was sitting on top of a small earthquake happening only to him.

He looked up again and saw that once again the garbage men were running the compacter. The sound of the engine combined with the compactor and the sound of garbage being crushed and pushed to the front of the giant vehicle drowned out the woman's muffled screams.

“Ummmff! Fmmmo ggrrluummph!” She moaned.

“Shh! Quiet!”

“Hummph! Mmph!” The woman was unsurprisingly not being obedient to her kidnapper.

Down the street, the compactor went silent and the garbage truck lurched forward, inching ever closer.

“Mmmph! Ummph!”

Desperate, Tony kicked the box under him.

“Stop it! You hear me!” He barked, then looked up. Thankfully the garbage men didn't hear him and were going about collecting trash bags from nearby houses.

“Ummph! Hllp!”

“Stop!” Tony kicked the box again.

The garbage trucked moved another few feet and stopped.

“Hhrrrmmp! Ummmph! Fmmm!” Tony found himself almost thrown from the box because the woman inside was struggling so much.

“Dammit!” His temper rising, he stood up and delivered a sharp, quick kick the box. It was so hard that his foot exploded in pain, causing him to jump and down and favor it like a character in a cartoon. Inside the box, he heard a dull THUD from his kick connecting with the wood, and from the wood connecting with something soft inside.

“Ummm...” The woman moaned inside, and then the box went still.

Tony stood, holding his aching foot, and looked down at the box. It was still and quiet. Forgetting about the pain in his foot, he bent over and listened to the trunk.

“Mmm...” The woman moaned inside. He must have dazed her with his kick.

The sound of the compactor drowned out everything again. He turned and looked, seeing that the truck was only two houses away now.

Where the hell is Johnny? Tony looked down the street but saw no sign of Johnny or the truck.

He looked back at the trunk. Though she was dazed, it was only a matter of time before the girl inside got ahold of herself and started making noise again. Tony needed to keep her still and quiet, or else those garbage guys would no doubt notice.

Fucking Chad. Why did he have to go and rope them all into this? Why couldn't they have kept walking and just let these two crazy – but hot – chicks do whatever the hell they were doing?

He turned and looked at the house they were in front of – the chick's house. Tony looked it up and down, and then back at the crate.

If this chick was crazy enough to have another chick tied up in a box, then it would stand to reason that she had stuff in her house that could knock out people, right? She seemed crazy enough to have something like that Chloro- stuff.

Tony turned back to the garbage men to see them struggling with an old dresser from one of the houses across the street. Knowing he didn't have much time to lose, he gave the trunk a quick glance and then hurried towards the house.

Where would he even look for something like chloroform in the house? The bathroom? That seemed like something you would keep in a medicine cabinet, right?

He tried the front door and found it unlocked and hurried inside.

Maybe sleeping pills? He thought, then realized he would probably have to force pills down the chick's throat, which would cause so much more trouble.

Tony took the stairs two at a time and quickly found the bathroom. Looking inside the medicine cabinet, he found that it contained about the same stuff that any other medicine cabinet would contain.

His eyes still raced over the bottles and packages, hoping that maybe something would stick out to him, but he also had no idea what he was looking for.

“Damn this is heavy!” A voice called from outside. Tony froze.

He rushed to the window and threw it open in time to see the garbage men tossing the trunk into the back of the garbage truck.

Shit!

Tony's body broke out in a cold sweat and he darted out of the bathroom, not even bothering to close the medicine cabinet. Like before, he took the stairs two at a time and burst out of the front door like he was shot out of a cannon, not bothering to close it after him.

He stumbled out into the front yard to see the garbage men switch on the compacter. The giant, metal wall lowered from the top of the garbage and pressed forward, crushing everything under it and moving it forward.

Tony could only stand and watched, his jaw agape, as the compactor finished it's duty and retracted, showing no sign of an antique wooden trunk or the woman inside of it. Then the garbage truck meandered onto the next house.

To be continued...
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