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Prologue

Lisa always knew that pursuing a life in organized crime would lead to some strange situations. In the past month alone, she had been party to several kidnapping plots, including most recently, abducting the entire Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, which at the time consisted of former bikini models turned police women. The strangeness didn't end there, and Lisa herself had become the victim of a kidnapping plot, and had spent the better part of the last few days naked and bound with a used butt plug taped in her mouth.

So her current situation paled in comparison to that, but if you would ask where she thought her night would go, being involved in a high speed chase while wearing a cocktail dress and heels while also driving a truck filled with bound and gagged bikini clad women wasn't something she was expecting to happen. Well, the cocktail dress and kidnapped, bikini clad women were part of the plan, but the fleet of black SUV's speeding up beside her certainly were not.

Lisa frowned as she looked in the driver's side mirror and saw one of the SUVs pull up directly along side the truck. She didn't have to be a detective to know who was driving the pursuing vehicles:

Ace's men.

Ace was the crime lord that practically controlled Marston's Pointe, and Lisa and her boss, Shelly Arnold, had recently made enemies of his organization. The bound and gagged women in the back of the truck, the former women of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, were meant to be taken to Ace's brothels but Shelly had stolen them back, intending on selling them off to buyers of her own. It seemed that Ace wanted them back.

Lisa's heeled foot pressed on the gas as she saw even more SUVs pulling up beside the truck. Her own safety was paramount, but she couldn't help but worry about Shelly too, who was waiting for her back at a party, hence the cocktail dress and heels. The dress was a deep crimson and completely skin tight, accentuating every muscle and curve on Lisa's body. It also had a deep, plunging neckline that exposed plenty of Lisa's impressive cleavage. Her massive breasts were the only thing on her body that were surgically enhanced, everything else came from hours in the gym, including her round, muscular ass, which she was very proud of.

The form fitting cocktail dress stopped just below Lisa's peachy rear, and underneath she wore a matching, red thong. She was hoping that after she off loaded the girls and collected the money from the buyers that she could enjoy some drinks at the party and then later enjoy Shelly ripping that thong off of her.

But first, she would have to survive this chase. Lisa jerked the wheel, veering the truck to the side and slamming it into the SUV. The pursuing car careened off of the lonely road and into the dark woods that surrounded it on both sides. Judging from her mirrors, it seemed that there were three more cars in pursuit.

If I can just make it to the docks! The buyers, traffickers who couldn't resist buying a bunch of sexy former bikini models, were waiting at there, and Lisa hoped that once she got close, her pursuers would back off. Ace was above all else, a businessman, and she hoped that he wouldn't risk pissing off another criminal enterprise on his turf. One of the reasons that Shelly was so adamant about getting the girls back from Ace was that she knew that if she didn't deliver on five women like she promised the traffickers, then they would scourge Marston's Pointe until they collected five women to replace them. Marston's Pointe was a beach town that made money off of tourists, and if tourists started going missing, it would bring a lot of attention to the town that Ace didn't want. So Lisa was banking that as soon as she got close to the docks, Ace would decide to cut his losses and let her go.

Another SUV pulled up along side her and she once again veered into it, ramming it but not knocking it off the road.

Damn! She also knew that she had to be careful to not injure the helpless women in the back.

Suddenly the truck jerked. Lisa gritted her teeth and steadied the wheel just as it jerked again. One of the SUVs was ramming her from behind!

She hit the gas, watching as the SUV next to her kept pace.

They want to run me off the road! If they did that, they could easily collect the girls and do as they please with Lisa, which probably meant tying and gagging her and bringing her to The Queen, the sadistic dominatrix working for Ace. The Queen was the woman who pulled a butt plug from her own ass and shoved it into Lisa's mouth, and Lisa wasn't about to cross paths with that woman again.

She swerved again, hitting the SUV next to her. It started to careen and the driver slammed on the breaks. One of the SUVs behind saw this and attempted to swerve out of the way, but only succeeded in slamming into the other SUV.

Looking in her rearview, she watched as the final SUV, the one that had been ramming, screeched to a halt beside the other two. Her eyes drifted between the road ahead of her and the SUVs as they grew smaller in her rearview mirror.

Odd that he broke it off like that. Maybe the driver didn't think he could handle Lisa and the kidnapped women alone? She knew that she should feel relieved that the chase was over, but this felt... too easy. Most likely the last car was calling for reinforcements, which meant she had to get to the docks fast.

There was also Shelly to consider. If they knew where she was, then what about Shelly?

While still driving with one hand, she reached into her small hand bag sitting on the passenger seat and retrieved her phone. Lisa had Shelly on speed dial, and held the phone to her ear as she waited with baited breath for her boss to answer.

No answer. She dialed again. Once again, no answer.

Shit! Lisa knew that this wasn't time to panic. Shelly could easily not hear her phone, or have it on silent, or in another room.

Or worse, that she was unable to answer.

Lisa dialed again and once again got no answer. She tossed the phone on the seat next to her and continued to speed down the road, more determined than ever to get to the docks, unload the girls, and get back to the party to check on Shelly.

They couldn't have gotten to her at the party? It was a public place, kidnapping a woman would make a scene.

But Lisa knew better, and knew that Ace's men were capable of anything after she had worked with them for a bit as Shelly’s mole.

The rest of her journey was uneventful but felt like an eternity, and she allowed herself a small sigh of relief as she pulled onto the lonely street of the old warehouse district at the docks. There was a long, lonely dock at the end of the street where she was going to meet the traffickers, give them their prizes, and collect payment from them.

If all went according to plan.

As she steered the truck down the empty street surrounded by industrial buildings on both sides, she thought that maybe this would go off without a hitch, and she could see the dock waiting just at the end of the road.

As she drove closer to the dock, she could see the lights from a boat bobbing up and down on the waves of the ocean in the distance. No doubt they were the buyers, the men who take the helpless women and sell them to the highest bidders. Lisa started to slow, her eyes focusing on the sea, the usual pristine blue waves now oily black in the night. From the looks of things, it would take a few minutes for the boat to dock. The truck slowed to a stop and Lisa idled there, staring at the dark ocean ahead.

She realized that she was tapping her toe up and down against the truck floor, willing the boat in the distance to hurry up. Lisa wasn't surprised that she was antsy, after the high speed chase, Shelly not answering, and now this.

It's like watching paint dry! She gritted her teeth as the boat continued to bob and weave in the distance.

Maybe I should try Shelly again.

Lisa picked up her phone and dialed Shelly again, holding her breath as the phone rang. Once again, it went straight to voice mail.

“Damn...” She sighed and tossed her phone on the seat next to her. Where was she?

Lisa took a deep breath and realized her heart was pounding. She had to get ahold of herself.

Just unload the girls, get the money, and hurry back. She told herself. Once she saw Shelly at that party, completely fine, then she would relax.

That's it, just picture her at the party, smiling at you in her tight, black cocktail dress. She'll laugh and say that she left her phone in the bedroom. You'll laugh at how foolish you were being.

Lisa's eyes scanned the warehouse area around her. It was like a ghost town, even during the daylight hours. Still, she couldn't help but feel exposed, and no doubt that Ace's men were calling reinforcements. Maybe getting somewhere less in the open would help her feel less vulnerable and exposed.

She took her foot off the break and started to steer the truck towards a nearby side street, illuminated only by a few streetlights. Her eyes continued to scan the area all around her, anticipating an attack from somewhere.

Relax, you're alone!

Once on the side street, which was nestled between two decaying brick buildings, Lisa pulled the truck up onto the curb and killed the engine. Everything went silent, though she could hear the gentle roar of the waves in the distance.

Guess I better go greet them. She thought and opened the truck door, a warm breeze hitting her bare legs. Before stepping out, she grabbed her phone and handbag from the seat next to her. Opening up her phone, she brought up her text icon and sent two messages. First was to Shelly, quickly informing her about the chase, to be on her guard, and that she was about to make contact with the buyers and that she would message again to confirm when it was done. Her second message was to the buyers themselves, particularly her contact, someone named Red. In the message to Red, she said that she would be the large breasted woman standing on the docks in a red cocktail dress. Lisa could have given him a more in depth physical description, but honestly, most men didn't look past her boobs anyway.

Lisa waited a moment, hoping that Shelly would respond, but never received a message back. She opened up her messaging app and saw that Shelly hadn't even opened the message.

It's okay, she just doesn't have her phone on her! Just keep your head in the moment!

Lisa took another breath, clearing her head. Focus on unloading the girls, then back to Shelly. Once she had relaxed a bit, she stuck her phone back in the hand bag and stepped out of the truck cab, closing the door behind her.

No sooner had her heels touched the cobble stone road beneath her then she felt the cold, hard end of a gun pressed against the back of her head.

“Nice dress, but maybe a little too fancy for this end of town.” A stern, female voice said from behind. Lisa froze and gritted her teeth.

Who the hell is this?

She stood completely still and tightened her grip on her handbag. Whoever it was, they were good, somehow managing to sneak up on her like this.

They snuck up on you because you let your guard down! You were too worried about Shelly!

“You'd be surprised at the clubs around here, its quite the scene.” Lisa said in a tone as flat as possible.

“I think your clubbing days are over.” The woman said. Lisa couldn't place her voice, though she could easily be one of Ace's operatives.

Lisa felt someone pull her bag out from under her arm. Two hands were used, which told her that there were more than one person behind her.

“Okay, hands up and turn around.” The woman said. Lisa felt the gun pull away from her head but she knew that it was most likely still aimed directly at her. With no other option, Lisa raised both her hands above her head and slowly spun around to face her attacker.

She was a dark haired woman, with striking, angular features. Her skin was somewhat dark, and Lisa could see that her whole body was lithe, feminine muscle underneath black, form fitting clothing. The woman's eyes were deep, penetrating brown as well, and as she stepped back, her whole body rippled with cat like grace.

Next to the woman with the gun was a shorter woman, with blond hair, lighter skin, and full, pouty lips. Though the blond wasn't as thin as the darker haired woman, she curves to make up for it, including full, round breasts and no doubt a booty to go with them. The blond was rifling through Lisa's bag, and lifted out the gun with two gloved hands and gave Lisa a curt shake of the head.

“I think you may be trouble.” The blond chided, before dropping the gun in the bag and taking out Lisa's phone. Lisa did her best not to stiffen when she saw the blond start to scroll through it.

“A girl needs protection these days.” Lisa shrugged.

Another woman came out of the shadows behind the other two women. This one was older, mid-forties to early fifties by Lisa's guess, but she looked better than most women half her age. She had jet black hair, and extremely dark skin, either Latina or Italian by Lisa's guess, and stood several heads taller than the other women. Like the other two, she wore skin tight black clothing that accentuated her every curve, or in this case, her large breasts.

“What have you got here?” The older woman asked, motioning to the truck with her head.

“Dirty laundry.” Lisa deadpanned, her eyes shifting from each of the three women. Who were they? They didn't seem like Ace's people, in fact they way they talked they almost sounded...

… like cops.

The FBI! Lisa gasped when she realized that. Shelly had told her about three female FBI agents at the warehouse, though Shelly thought she had taken care of them. To be more specific, she had left them bound and gagged with their own bikinis with a bomb wedged between one's butt cheeks, and a stern warning to stay out of their way.

Judging from the stone cold looks all three women were giving Lisa, it was clear that these women didn't heed that warning, and were not happy about how they left.

“I guess you wouldn't mind if we took a look?” Asked the woman with the gun. Lisa glared at her. They already had her phone, if they looked in the back of the truck and found five bound and gagged women, it was all over.

Unless... unless she stalled them. Yes! That was it! The boat was close to docking, if the traffickers docked, they would be waiting for their merchandise, Lisa could call for help and bring the traffickers down on these women. Hell, if it worked out, the traffickers could take these FBI ladies as a bonus.

“That depends on if you got a warrant.” Lisa said in a cold tone, challenging the agent.

“Ah so you figured it out?” The woman with the gun smirked.

“I know a cop when I see one.” Lisa snapped back.

“Then you know how your employer left us.” Said the tall, older woman.

“You shouldn't have poked your nose in other people's business.” Lisa challenged. All three women glared at her.

“Oh we're gonna have fun with you, and after that, it's on to Shelly.” Said the woman with the gun.

“This is personal, we're gonna make you two look like even bigger fools than you made us look.” Said the older one.

“Now,” The younger woman leveled the gun. “Open the truck.”

Lisa opened her mouth, ready to let out another snappy come back when the blond woman cut her off.

“Guys, wait!” The blond cried, jumping up and down and flapping her hand while staring at Lisa's phone.

“Maria, not now.” Said the younger woman.

“No Tammy, listen! I think a human trafficking deal is about to go down!” Maria cried, louder this time. Tammy paused, eyes shifting between Lisa and the other FBI agent to her side.

“What...” Tammy murmured.

“I'm going through her messages, a deal is going down, at this dock, now. The buyers are probably here right now.” Maria looked up from the phone to Lisa.

“In the truck, are those the women that you, Shelly Arnold, and Tanya Donnelly kidnapped?” Asked Tammy.

“What women?” Lisa shrugged.

“Don't play stupid,” The older woman stepped forward. “We know that you abducted several police women and paraded them through town before they disappeared, and all this not a month after the previous Sheriff, Felicia Fetters, disappeared after last being seen with business owner Janet Rossi.”

Damn, they did their homework. Lisa only shrugged.

“I'm just here to get rid of my laundry.”

“What do we do?” The older woman asked the other two.

“We have her, but think, we could bust the buyers too! A whole trafficking ring, down!” Maria cried.

“We aren't here for that.” Tammy said through gritted teeth.

“Don't you want out of this backwater? Think of the promotions!” Maria was practically giddy.

Lisa only watched. Good, let them bicker. The more time they wasted, the closer the buyers would get to the dock. She listened, hoping to hear other voices in the distance that would tell her that Red and his men were waiting.

“Fine,” Tammy sighed. “Why don't we tie her up and pose as her to meet the buyers?”

This caused Lisa to perk up. No! They can't... shit!

All three of the FBI agents shared a glance.

“No good.” Maria shook her head, causing Lisa to sigh with relief.

“Why not?” Tammy shot back.

“She sent them a physical description, and I doubt she would cooperate if we sent her out.” Maria stared right at her as she spoke while also holding the phone out for Tammy and the older woman to read. Tammy kept her gun aimed at Lisa while looking at the phone.

“You know, she only says that she's wearing a red cocktail dress and has big boobs.” Tammy looked up, and Lisa could see the wheels turning in her head.

Damn!

After saying that, Tammy turned and looked at the older female agent with the large breasts. Being somewhat an authority on breasts enhancements, Lisa could tell that the older woman also had implants.

“Why me?” The older woman backed away. In response, both of her fellow agents leveled their gaze at her breasts.

“Fine...” The older woman sighed and turned to face Lisa. Tammy did as well.

“Okay then,” Tammy aimed the gun at Lisa with both hands. “Strip!”

***

“Grrrumm! Ummm! Mmmm!” Lisa, now almost completely naked, felt the cold handcuffs click into place around her wrists.

“Oh stop whining, once this is done we'll give you your dress back.” Tammy patted Lisa on her bare ass cheek and strolled around to face their prisoner, a smirk on her face while keeping her hand wrapped around Lisa's arm. Though she was smaller than the larger breasted woman, she had a tight grip.

“Mmmmlllrgggl! Umm!” Lisa spat.

“We'll definitely keep that gag on though.” Tammy looked over at Maria and the older woman, who's name turned out to be Trish, for confirmation. Both nodded.

“Grrrmmm...” Lisa grumbled. To say that this night had not gone as planned would be an understatement. The fact that she was standing here in a thong and pasties while handcuffed and gagged was a visual testament to that.

While holding her at gun point, the FBI agents had forced Lisa to strip out of her cocktail dress. The whole time she was undressing, Lisa couldn't help but notice Tammy's face as Lisa revealed more and more of her thickly muscled body. The look in Tammy's eyes was more than just one fitness girl admiring another, it was almost... lustful.

Because of the plunging, cleavage revealing neckline on her dress, Lisa wasn't wearing a bra, and the only thing that kept her from being completely topless was a pair of red pasties over her nipples. The only underwear she had on was a pair of red, lacy, tiny thong panties. They were Shelly's favorite to see her in.

Once she was out of her dress, she bent over to take off her heels but Tammy stopped her.

“Nah leave them on, I like them.” Tammy sighed. Lisa could only stand there, feeling ridiculous in her near nudity, and look at the now heavily breathing FBI agent. Then she noticed two small protrusions under the woman's skin tight black shirt and realized that Tammy's nipples had gone hard at the sight of Lisa's exquisite body.

“Time to make sure you don't spoil our plan” Maria, the blond said, and approached Lisa with a role of black duct tape. Lisa opened her mouth to object, but then saw Tammy with the gun leveled at her and chose not to. So she stood there, feeling as layer after layer of sticky tape was wrapped around the lower half of her face.

“Keep going, we don't want her to utter a sound.” Tammy's eyes were wide and intense.

“Mmffff...” Lisa sighed. Could be worse, at least she didn't have a butt plug shoved in her mouth this time.

Eventually, the tape stopped just below her nose, and covered everything below it down to her chin. Once that was over, Tammy stepped behind Lisa with the handcuffs.

“Hands behind your back.” She ordered. Lisa complied, and Tammy seized her hands by the wrists and crossed them.

“Umm!” Lisa cried out, and felt as Tammy pressed her entire body against Lisa's from behind as she fastened the cuffs.

And now here they were, Tammy's hand wrapped around Lisa's arm while Trish held Lisa's dress in her hands.

“I don't know if this will fit me.” Trish said, looking up at her partners.

“Only one way to find out.” Tammy shrugged. Trish looked at her and then Maria.

“Well, okay, Maria can you hold this?” Trish held out the dress. Maria obediently stepped forward and took the dress from the tall woman.

Lisa was literally a captive audience, with no other recourse but to watch, and she realized that under normal circumstances she would enjoy watching a woman with Trish's figure strip. Trish was wearing a thin leather jacket, and shrugged out of it to expose a skin tight, black tank top that hugged her breasts. As soon as the jacket was off, Tammy's grip tightened on Lisa's arm.

“Umm!” Lisa protested and turned to face her captor, but Tammy's eyes were focused on Trish like a laser.

“Umm hmm?” Lisa shifted her gaze from Tammy to Trish, but Tammy ignored her.

Once Trish was out of her jacket, she unbuckled a gun belt from around her waist. The belt had a holster with a gun, several spare magazines, an FBI shield, and handcuffs. She set the belt down on top of her jacket and turned to face Tammy.

“What about my gun? I'm not going out there unarmed.” She placed her hands on her hips as she asked.

“I have an idea, just str... I mean get ready.” Tammy stammered, eyes still wide and intense.

Trish sighed and gripped the waist band of her black tights and slid them down, exposing the top of what looked to be a very tiny pair of black panties. Tammy sighed and dug her hands into Lisa's bicep.

“MMMPH!” Lisa protested. Tammy flashed the prisoner a look of apology and loosened her grip. Trish looked up, tights around her knees and a curious look on her face.

“What's up?” She asked.

“Nothing, prisoner getting feisty.” As Tammy said this through gritted teeth, she gave Lisa's bicep a hard, painful squeeze.

“GGGLLUB!” Lisa cried and glared at her.

I swear, once I get out of this she is getting it! Lisa grumbled and turn back to Trish, who's pants were still around her knees. She kicked off her black boots and then finished slipping out of her pants, dumping them in the pile with her belt and jacket. Trish stood now in her black panties and tank top, and immediately lifted up her skintight top, exposing her dark, six pack abs.

Lisa had to give to the older woman, she had an amazing body for a woman her age. With her height and large breasts, her body reminded Lisa somewhat of Gina with how statuesque it was, but Trish had thicker muscles than Gina, sinewy muscles that ripped with every movement. Then Trish had the tank top off, exposing a black sports bra that contained her considerable breasts, and tossed the top in her pile of clothes next to her.

“You're gonna have to lose the bra too.” Tammy said, eliciting a look of annoyance from Trish.

“What?” The older woman sighed.

“It won't work with that dress, you have to lose it.”

“Seriously?” Trish had both hands on her hips now.

“Look, the buyers may be here already, we can't waste time.” Tammy shrugged. Trish sighed and started to lift the sports bra. A second later, she tossed the bra onto the clothes pile next to her and stood there completely topless. Her breasts were just as dark as the rest of her body, though lightened by small, pink nipples which were going hard in the cool night air. Immediately, Trish wrapped her arms around her bare breasts and stood there.

“Okay, what about my gun? I'm not going out there unarmed.”

“Maria,” Tammy began. “See if you can stick her gun down the front of her panties.”

“What?” Trish said in a cold, annoyed tone.

“It's the only place you can hide it!” Tammy defended.

“No, just give me the dress.” Trish held out one hand while keeping the other over her bare breasts. Maria gave a look of questioning to Tammy, then handed the cocktail dress to Trish, who sighed and slipped the dress on over her head.

Though Lisa was taller than Trish, she was bigger, and though Trish's breasts were immaculate, they weren't nearly as large as Lisa's, therefor the dress did not fit the FBI agent well. It barely came past her crotch, and one wrong step meant the dress could slide up and expose her black thong panties. The plunging neckline, which clung to Lisa's cleavage like a second skin, hung around Trish's chest loosely. With nothing to hold her breasts in place, it meant that if she stepped wrong a nipple or entire breast could pop out at any moment.

Trish looked over herself in the ill fitting dress, and at Tammy in annoyance.

“I look ridiculous.” she sighed.

“No, you look...” Tammy's lustful eyes took in Trish in the humiliating dress. “...sexy.”

“Sexy will get me killed, what about my gun?” Tammy held out her hand for the weapon.

“Here.” Maria held out Lisa's hand bag.

“Mmmph!” Lisa protested. It was bad enough they were taking her dress, but now her bag!

Trish nodded, and bent over to grab her gun from the holster. As she did, the too small dress slid up, exposing her thick, tanned and muscle bound butt cheeks. The dark fabric of her thong disappeared in the crack between her wonderful glutes.

Tammy sighed again and her grip tightened on Lisa's arm for a split second before relaxing again. Lisa still grumbled into her gag and stared at her captor.

Just because you're into your partner, don't make it my problem!

“Hmmm...” She mumbled.

Trish stood up, gun in hand, and placed it in the hand bag. As she did, Lisa couldn't help but notice that the dress kept shifting around her shoulders.

She better watch out, or that whole thing could slide off!

Now armed and ready, Trish stood in her ridiculous, ill fitting dress.

“Now what?” She gripped the bag with both hands as she spoke.

“Time to go out and greet the buyers.” Tammy said.

***

Trish couldn't help but feel ridiculous as she strolled down the empty street towards the dock in the world's worst fitting dress on her way to meet with human traffickers. On her free time, she had competed in body building and bikini competitions, and had no problem strutting around in tiny bikinis in rooms filled with men ogling her, but this wasn't a competition.

She had one hand around the hem of her dress, keeping it pulled down because she knew that if she didn't, it would slide up and expose her panties, all the while keeping her hand bag tucked under her other arm.

Ahead, she could see the dock and the boat tied to it. At a glance, the boat looked like a normal, private boat. It wasn't too big or too gaudy, so it wouldn't draw attention.

Perfect for transporting human cargo she supposed.

Dammit Tammy and her hair brained schemes. Despite all their bravado, they hadn't come here on a bust. Yes, they had been surveilling Lisa and Shelly and knew they set up this sale, but the reason the agents were here was purely personal. They wanted to get back at Shelly for humiliating them at the beach, particularly Trish wanted back at her for putting a bomb between her ass cheeks.

Just thinking about that made Trish's blood boil with rage. Once they had Shelly in custody, they were going to have so much fun with her!

But first, now she had to focus on the group of men that wanted to sell several law enforcement officers into slavery. Trish took a breath to focus and looked up, seeing that several men were getting off the boat and looking in her direction. She gritted her teeth and pressed forward.

***

“Mmm! Umm! Mmm!” Lisa protested as Maria wrapped several layers of duct tape around her crossed ankles.

Shit! How am I supposed to run now! She thought. Everything about this day seemed to be backfiring on her.

“Oh stop your whining.” Tammy whispered in Lisa's ear. The FBI agent was behind Lisa, her arms wrapped around Lisa and held her in a standing position while Maria secured Lisa's feet.

“Okay, she isn't going anywhere.” Maria ripped off the role of tape, looked over Lisa's bound feet, and stood up, smiling at their bound and gagged hostage.

“Mmmfff mmo!” Lisa spat, pulling against Tammy's grip. Tammy held her firm though, and in fact didn't even seem to be breaking a sweat.

She's strong! Lisa was almost impressed.

“Okay, you keep an eye on Trish while I stash our prisoner here somewhere out of the way.” Tammy ordered. Maria nodded, drew her pistol, and slunk to the end of the side street to peer around at her partner.

“Mmmo! Mmmmph! Umm!” Lisa tried to resist as Tammy dragged her deeper into the side street.

“This will be easier if you stop resisting” Tammy sighed in Lisa's ear.

“Mmmph! Mmooo!” Lisa stamped her bound feet in protest, but despite her struggles, Tammy dragged her down the street with ease. This woman looked smaller than Lisa, but she might be stronger, and clearly spent a lot of time in the gym.

Tammy dragged Lisa to the front of the truck, and stopped, pressing herself against Lisa from behind.

“You know, I think we got a few minutes to kill.” Tammy whispered. Lisa's eyes went wide.

“Ummm hmm!” Lisa shook her head. How could this woman still be turned on.

“Oh yes...” And with that, Tammy cupped both of her hands around Lisa's massive breasts.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo!” Lisa tried to twist away, but then Tammy tightened her grip, digging into Lisa's nipples and sending jolts of pain through her large, almost bare breasts.

“MMMMMPH!” Lisa cried, her whole body going stiff.

“You know, bondage isn't usually my thing but you wear it so well.” Tammy sighed, and her hands shifted down to Lisa's buttocks and dug into her butt cheeks.

“Ulllpp!” Lisa cried, feeling the woman's hands clasp around her backside.

“Solid! Nice! You do squats.” Tammy congratulated her and smacked her ass with both hands.

“UMMMMPH!” Lisa jumped.

“You know, I think I might have to do a cavity search, to see if you're hiding any hidden weapons.” Tammy backed away and Lisa's eyes went wide.

“Hmmmph!” No sooner had she asked this then she felt Tammy grab her arms and twist her towards the hood of the truck.

What! No!

What the hell is this? She can't be doing this while a bust is about to go down?

Right?

“Ummmph!” Lisa cried out as Tammy slammed her chest first onto the hood of the truck. Her breasts took most of the impact, but the shock still caused her to let out a cry of surprise.

Then Lisa felt Tammy grab the top of her panties and yank them down, exposing her bare backside.

“Sorry, busting bad guys like you just gets me so... hot...” Tammy wrapped her hands around Lisa's butt cheeks as she spoke.

A moment later, Lisa felt some cold and wet sliding down her ass crack. She didn't have to be an expert to know that it was Tammy's tongue.

“Urrmmm.... hmm...mmmm...” Lisa sighed as shivers ran through her body.

***

The buyers, three casually dressed men, strolled towards Trish. One of them, whom she took to be the leader, had a briefcase in one hand. His red hair was cropped short, military style, and Trish surmised that this must be Red, the contact that Lisa was going to meet.

Red stopped a few feet away from her, and immediately started eying her up from top to bottom. Trish watched his eyes, which kept straying to her chest. Feeling self conscious, she tightened her arm around her bosom.

“You must be Lisa.” Red narrowed his gaze at her as he spoke.

“That's me.” Trish held on hand on her hip in an attempt to look sassy, though it was mostly to keep her dress down.

Red's hungry eyes bore into her, and she swallowed and attempted not to look nervous. This man was a human trafficker, and if he decided that he wanted her, there was little she could do to stop him.

“Well, here's the money,” He held up the briefcase. “Where are the goods? Or are you it?” He leveled his gaze at her breasts with the last part.

“Oh the goods are down here.” She motioned behind her with her head, trying to move as little as possible.

“I want to see them first.” Red motioned for her to lead on.

Damn!

“Sure,” she flashed him a smile. “Follow me.”

***

“Urrrmm... mmmm... hhhm....” Lisa sighed, her whole body rocking with convulsions as Tammy's tongue worked the outside of her asshole.

Why does this feel so good?

Probably because of the adrenaline and fear? At least that's what she told herself, either way, once she got free, she would have to try this with Shelly.

“Hey, they're coming-” Maria came around to the front of the truck and froze, eyes wide.

“Hmmmph!” Lisa cried out, glaring at the blond FBI agent.

No! Lisa hated to admit how much she was turned on, or how close she was to orgasming.

Go away you blond bimbo!

But a split second later she felt Tammy's tongue come away from her backside.

“Uhhh...” Tammy stammered, stepping away from Lisa.

“Mmmoo! Mmmph!” Lisa shifted her gaze from the wide eyed, shocked Maria, to Tammy, who was also in wide-eyed shocked embarrassment.

“Ummm.... so...” Maria stammered.

“I was just... checking her cavities... for contraband...” Tammy avoided Maria's gaze as she spoke.

“Bbbbblll shhhhfff!” Lisa cried. She didn't care anymore, she was turned on and wanted to finish.

“Hey, shut up!” Tammy cried and smacked Lisa's ass.

“Ufff....” Lisa sighed in pleasure.

“Anyway... we should get ready.” Maria blurted and turned to walk to the back of the truck.

“Right away...” Tammy said quietly and started to follow the blond woman.

“Hhhyyy! Hllp! Hhhhy!” Lisa blubbered into her gag. They can't just leave her like this, turned on, heart pounding, bent over the hood of a truck with her panties down, can they?

***

Trish held her handbag in a death grip as she lead the men towards the waiting truck, hoping that Maria and Tammy were in place and ready to go. She was fully expecting things to go bad, and if that happened, they would all need to move fast.

“I certainly hope these women are as amazing as your boss described them. I already have several interested buyers.” Red chuckled from behind her.

Trish only bit her tongue. They hadn’t even checked on the women in the back of the truck, hopefully they were all right. If things went wrong, Trish would be a party to trafficking, and she wasn't sure if she could live with herself if that was the case.

Red was followed by the two other men that got off the boat with him, but a quick glance behind her showed Trish that several more had gotten off the boat and were approaching.

Damn! Her and the rest of the girls would be outnumbered. Presumably these men were armed, but Trish could only hope that the element of surprise would work in the agent's favor.

They turned the corner onto the side street and there was the truck, waiting, Tammy and Maria nowhere in sight. Trish came to a stop and motioned at the solitary vehicle.

“There it is.” She nodded. Red eyed the truck and then her.

“Well...” He shrugged.

She just stared back at him.

“The merchandise?” He shrugged again.

“Right there.” She motioned at the truck again, though she knew what he was really after. He wanted her to open it up, to inspect the “goods” so to say.

“Let's have a look. You didn't think I was just going to take your word for it?” Red's voice was getting sterner now. Trish looked him over and then at the two other men behind him, the looks on their faces told her that they all meant business. She could see the others from the boat approaching. After that, she turned and looked at the truck.

Come on girls! Where are you!

She could only stall for so long, and soon Red would start to suspect something was up.

“Sure.” She smiled, and started heading for the rear of the truck. Trish was hoping to avoid this, she didn't want the captives in play. Presumably, they were all bound and gagged in the back of the truck, but at least that meant that they were safe. If a bunch of helpless women ended up out in the open during a bust, well... it could get nasty.

But Trish had no other choice, so she had to play along until Maria and Tammy made their move.

Hurry up girls!

At the back of the truck, Trish set the hand bag down in front of the door and unzipped it, making a show of fumbling for keys.

“No funny stuff dearie.” Red chided from behind her. Trish gritted her teeth, her hand brushing against the butt of the gun in the bag, but she told herself it wasn't time yet. Her hand moved past the weapon and touched a set of keys. Slowly she drew the keys from the bag and dangled them for Red to see.

“Good, now open up.” He ordered. Trish didn't know what she dreaded more, opening the back of the truck to reveal the captives or having to bend over in this dress.

She gripped the lock to the rear door with one hand and the keys with the other, and then stooped to insert a key. As she did, she felt the left shoulder of the dress sag while the bottom rode up. Red and his men snickered.

“Maybe once this is done you can use the money to buy a dress that fits.” He chuckled.

Trish felt her face redden as she stooped more and inserted the key, feeling the dress slide up even more and expose the bottom of her ass cheeks to the men behind her.

The key didn't work. Damn. She tried another one.

“There a problem?” Red was getting impatient, and she knew that if she kept stalling that he would start to suspect something.

“No... sorry, it's a rental.” Involuntarily, she shrugged, and felt the dress slide up even more and expose more of her ass to the traffickers. Her face grew redder as she heard them giggling behind her. Trish could feel their hungry eyes on her backside. To make matters worse, her dress kept sagging in the shoulders, limiting her movement.

She tried another key, no success. Then another.

“Hey, we haven't got all night!” Red barked, causing Trish to jump – and drop the keys. She froze as they hit the concrete by her foot.

Damn. Behind her, she head some of Red's men start to whoop, knowing exactly what would come next. Slowly, she twisted her neck to face the men.

“Well, aren't you going to pick those up?” Red crossed his arms. His face was a combination of both amusement and annoyance.

Trish could only smile and nod.

Dammit girls, hurry up!

Slowly, she turned back around and started squatting down to grab the fallen keys, feeling as her dress continued to slide up along her bottom. Her hand brushed the keys, and she felt the dress slide up past her thong underwear, completely mooning the men behind her.

I hope they enjoy the view! She thought as she started to rise.

Then she felt something cold and hard press into her side. A gun! Red was behind her, pressing a gun into her side, and she could feel his hot breath on her face.

“That's enough there dearie, why don't you hand those keys over.” Red barked in her ear. Trish immediately felt herself break out in a cold sweat.

Tammy, Maria, now would be a good time!

With no other choice, she raised the hand with the keys and one of Red's men snatched it away.

“Now stand up.” Red ordered and backed up. Both hands raised, Trish stood to her full height. She looked at the truck to see one of the men trying the keys in the padlock while the other went through the hand bag. Immediately he withdrew the gun and held it up for Red to see.

“What have we here?” Red hissed at her.

“A girl's gotta have protection.” Trish shrugged.

“Okay, off with the dress.” Red ordered. Trish turned around to see him leveling the gun at her.

“What?” She asked.

“Everything about this is mighty suspicious, so off with the dress! I want to see if you're wearing a wire!” With that, Red pulled back the hammer on the gun.

Trish's eyes scanned the area around her, hoping for some hint of Maria or Tammy, but no luck. The warehouse district seemed completely deserted. She had no choice but to play along.

If I get out of this, I'm killing those two!

With a sigh, she grabbed the bottom of the dress, already around her waist, and lifted. The ill fitting garment came off easily, and when she finished lifting it over her head she could see the two men by the back of the truck gawking at her bare breasts.

Trish lifted the dress off and held it bunched in her hands over her head.

“Toss it aside.” Red ordered from behind. With a sigh, she dropped it.

“Now turn around, keep your hands up.” Trish gritted her teeth and spun to face the man.

This has to be the most humiliating experience of my life! Suddenly she couldn't wait to bust this perv and to see him rot in prison, but she also couldn't wait to chew out Tammy and Maria for sleeping on the job.

How could they let this happen to me?

Trish spun to face the man, hands held up, wearing nothing but a pair of skimpy thong panties. His eyes immediately fell to her large, bare breasts.

“Well, clearly you aren't wearing a wire.” Red chuckled. Trish glared at him and realized that she had to stay in character.

“Yes, now can I please get dressed?” She held her head high, trying not to let her humiliation show.

“Not yet.” Red motioned with the gun for her to step aside. As she did, she lowered her hands to cover her breasts.

Just then, she heard a click as the lock on the rear door was opened. Trish and Red both turned at the same time to see one of the men pull the padlock off and slide up the retractable door.

Inside, the truck was filled with large, white laundry bags. The bags looked to be filled with clothing or sheets of some kinds.

No, then Trish saw that some of the bags seemed to be moving, wiggling. As she focused more on the back of the truck she took a harder look at the moving bags. She could make out vague forms, female forms, struggling inside. Then she heard their moaning.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!”

“Hlllp! Hllllpp mmmmee!”

“Urrrgglle!”

Red smiled at his men, and then at Trish, clearly satisfied with what he saw.

“Can I get dressed now?” She asked.

“Not yet.” Red smiled, and gestured with his head at one of his men. The man hopped inside the back of the truck and grabbed the nearest, struggling bag. He undid the drawstring end, revealing two shapely feet, bound at the ankle and kicking desperately.

Red's man grabbed the rest of the bag and pulled it away, exposing the beautiful, bikini clad, large breasted hostage underneath.

“Ulllmmff!” The woman sighed, flashing the man a look of annoyance. She had on a light brown thong bikini, with a fringe around the breasts and hips. A white cloth covered her mouth, gagging her, and she long dark hair, and massive, obviously fake, breasts. Trish recognized her immediately: The last time she had seen this woman, it was in photos of her bound and gagged on a horse, being lead through town in a perverse, public shaming.

Gina Dollson.

Gina looked at the man, and then at her surroundings. Immediately her gaze fell on the near nude Trish and the gagged woman cocked her head in confusion.

“Hmmff?” She asked. All Trish could do was shrug.

The man in the truck moved to another struggling form and pulled the bag away. This woman was shorter than Gina, with brown hair, and a deep tan that was starting to fade. She wore a black bra and a pair of black thong panties. Like Gina, Trish recognized this woman as well: Felicia Fetters.

Felicia was Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, but had disappeared under unusual circumstances. Local gossip was that Felicia had run off with a local business owner named Janet Rossi, mostly because according to rumors, Felicia and Janet had last been seen streaking along the beach together in the nude. This was supported when Gina appeared as Sheriff, claiming that Felicia had appointed her Sheriff before stepping down.

The story had always seemed fishy, and part of the reason why Trish and the other girls were assigned this detail was to find out what happened. Trish looked at the other, struggling and moaning forms in the back of the truck, and she didn't have to be Sherlock Holmes or Nancy Drew to guess that one of them was Janet Rossi as well.

“Okay, move them out and get the others.” Red ordered. Trish had noticed that his other men had all clustered around the back of the truck. One of them grabbed Gina and pulled her out of the truck. Another man grabbed Felicia and did the same.

“Grrrr... Urmmm!” Felicia spat through her gag as she was stood next to Gina. Trish couldn't help but notice the look of venom that Felicia gave Gina.

Something's going on between them.

Then everything seemed to happen at once.

Something moved by the front of the truck. Trish's gaze immediately went in that direction and saw Lisa, still bound and gagged, but with her panties down around her ankles. The big breasted henchwoman was hopping towards them.

“Grrrmmm! Uruumm! Mmmm!” Lisa was grumbling. All of Red's men stopped and stared at her in confusion.

“What the-” One of them started, but then Maria and Tammy came out from behind them, guns drawn.

About Damn time! Tammy sighed.

“FBI, freeze!” Tammy barked in her authoritative, no-nonsense tone. All of the men froze in place. Red turned to glare at Trish.

“You!” His eyes filled with fire.

“Hmmmph?” Both Felicia and Gina mumbled into their gags and exchanged a look of confusion.

Taking advantage of the momentary lapse in action, Trish sprang forward, grabbing her gun from where the one man had set it down on the truck bed. She grabbed it and held it directly at Red's head.

“Don't move!” Trish ordered, feeling somewhat more confident, despite her near nudity.

Then in the distance they heard the squeal of tires.

Oh God, what now? Trish sighed to herself. In the street behind her fellow agents, several large, black SUVs screeched to a halt. For a moment, Trish almost thought that they were agency vehicles, that Tammy and Maria had called in back up.

But then she realized that there was no way back up could get here that fast. The three of them were the only agents for miles.

“UUMMMPH!” Someone moaned, and Trish turned to see Lisa turn around and start to hop down the street away from them.

What?

Trish's attention was called back to the street where several car doors started to open and close. She looked at the SUVs to see several large, armed men getting out, and she recognized the man at the head of it all. He was big, muscle bound, with his dark hair spiked straight up.

Jack. He was the man on the street for the crime lord known only as Ace. Trish and the other girls had nearly nabbed him earlier, but he had just slipped away.

“FFFFRRRF!” Somebody cried out, and Trish turned to see Felicia starring daggers into Jack.

Now he was approaching, holding a large machine gun and flanked on either side by men armed with shotguns and machine guns.

Tammy and Maria immediately spread out, waving their weapons between the traffickers and Jack's men. The Traffickers were doing something similar.

“What the hell is going on?” Red demanded, his gun waving between the newcomers and the agents.

Jack stopped, his gaze shifting from Red, Tammy and Maria, Gina and Felicia, and finally to Trish. Immediately, his eyes widened at the sight of a topless, gun wielding woman and he licked his lips.

“Well, this seems like a typical day in Marston's Pointe.” Jack chuckled.

“Who the fuck are you?” Red demanded.

“Hey, manners!” Jack stared at him, eyes turning icy cold. Then, almost immediately Jack flashed his trademark smile.

“Looks like we're at a bit of an impasse.” He said, continuing to move forward. Tammy leveled her gun at him.

“FBI don't move!” She ordered. Jack stopped and smiled at her.

“I'm sorry am I interrupting something?” He asked with a puckish smile.

“Yes!” Both Tammy and Red answered in unison, then both glared at each other.

“Well, I think I brought the bigger guns, so I get to make the orders now.” Jack shrugged.

“Bullshit,” Red spat. “This is my deal!”

“On MY turf.” Jack shot back.

“This is OUR bust,” Tammy waved her gun between the two of them. “You're both under arrest.”

Neither man paid her any heed.

“Those girls are mine,” Jack motioned to the bound and gagged Gina and Felicia. “Hand them over and we'll be on our way.”

“Mmmmoo!” Felicia spat.

Meanwhile, Lisa was still hopping away down the side road as fast as she could.

“It's my deal, I'm taking them!” Red's face was turning a similar shade to his hair.

“They aren't yours to take.” Jack shrugged.

“Hyyyy!” Gina shouted, clearly not enjoying being spoken about like she was property.

“Both of you be quiet! You are both under arrest!” Tammy screamed again.

“If you want my girls, come and get them!” Red challenged, raising his gun. All of Jack's men responded by lifting their weapons.

Then Tammy raised her gun in the air and fired, clearly in an attempt to get everyone's attention. It didn't work.

Immediately, everyone started firing.

***

The racket of gunfire was deafening, muzzle flashes lit up the dark warehouse district as Red's men fired on Jack's men while both sides simultaneously dived for cover. The three female FBI agents, woefully outmatched, also dived for cover from the barrage of bullets.

Trish dove for the far end of the alley, and saw the goons that were holding the bound and gagged Felicia and Gina turn and run, leaving the helpless women to wobble and catch their balance. The half naked FBI agent hurried towards them, knowing that the bound and gagged women were moving targets being left like that.

“Mmmmph... ummm...” Felicia wobbled, then lost her balance and tumbled into Gina.

“Ooofffmm!” Gina cried out, falling to the ground, Felicia on top of her.

“Ugglllm! Mufffm! Mmmooo!” Both women moaned into their gags as they rolled around on top of each other.

A moment later Trish was there, grabbing the bound Felicia and rolling her off of Gina.

“Mmmo! Grrrfff!” Felicia thrashed, her hair whipping around as she kicked back at Trish.

“Stop! Stop!” Trish grasped at Felicia's bound, kicking legs, attempting to hold them in place with one hand while keeping her gun up in the other.

“Hlllp! Hhlllp!” Felicia moaned, trying to wriggle away from the topless agent.

“Stop, I'm FBI!” Trish screamed, slapping Felicia across the face as she did.

“Urrrggh!” Felicia cried out and then froze, glaring at Trish. She was flashing Trish a look of suspicion and confusion, and honestly Trish couldn't blame her. Here she was, a topless, thong clad woman who just tried to sell her a few moments ago now claiming to be FBI. Still, Felicia ceased her struggling, but continued to stare daggers into Trish.

Gina however, had a look of curiosity, and... maybe hope? She sat and stared calmly at the agent.

“Now,” Trish began, her eyes shifting between the two bound women. “I'm going to untie you two, and as soon as I do I want you both to get as far away from here as you can, stay low, avoid the guns. Do you understand?”

Gina nodded in agreement, but Felicia continued to give her angry looks.

“Grrrmm...” The former Sheriff mumbled. Trish flashed her a look.

“I said, do you understand?” Trish said through gritted teeth.

Felicia continued to glare, and then nodded solemnly. Satisfied, Trish reached forward and pulled down the white cloth that gagged Felicia. Once the gag was off, Felicia spat out a white wad of cloth that was stuffed in her mouth with gusto.

“Gah, that feels good...” Felicia exclaimed, flexing her jaw. Trish went to work untying her feet.

“So what's your story?” Felicia asked as Trish hurriedly undid the knots around her ankles.

“Not now!” Trish shouted as a bullet whizzed past her head. Felicia immediately shut up.

“Hey!” Trish heard Tammy shout and immediately looked in her direction. It looked like Jack and his men were pinned down behind their vehicles as half of Red's men laid suppressing fire on them, but Trish saw Red, and a few of his men, slinking towards the open back of the truck.

They mean to sneak out with the girls!

Trish continued to scan to see Tammy and Maria pinned down behind one of Jack's vehicles, two henchmen lying next to them with bullet holes in their chests.

Damn! There was no way Tammy or Maria could stop Red's men from sneaking off with the remaining women, and if they opened fire, they were likely to hit on of the helpless women!

Trish gritted her teeth and pulled the rope away from Felicia's ankles, and then hurried behind the former sheriff and started to untie her hands.

“Okay, look, I have to go, but untie your friend here and run!” Trish ordered, pulling the rope off of Felicia's bound wrists. Felicia let out another gasp and started to rub her wrists, sighing in relief the whole time.

Trish didn't stay around to hear Felicia respond to her order, she just hurried off and opened fire on Red's encroaching men.

***

It feels good to be untied! Felicia thought, still flexing her jaw while rubbing at her sore wrists. She had spent the better part of the last month bound, gagged, and humiliated and demeaned in a prison cell.

Her prison cell. She was still Sheriff, and after this, she planned on filling those cells with everyone who had wronged her, but she had to focus on other things at the moment, and right now, that meant getting to safety. Felicia wanted to stand up, to stretch and flaunt her new found freedom, but right now, there was a massive firefight going on, and Felicia was in her lingerie.

Instead, she crouched low and turned to her former mentor, and former captor, Gina Dollson. Gina was still bound and gagged, like Felicia had been just a few seconds prior. The tall, well endowed woman gave Felicia a wide eyed, hopeful look.

“Ummm hmmm!” She motioned with her head for Felicia to come over to her. Felicia just sat, motionless.

“Hhhyyy! Cmmmm onnn!” Gina moaned, and then turned slightly to wave her bound hands at Felicia, who cracked a smile.

This is all her fault, we wouldn't be in this situation if not for her!

Gina had kidnapped Felicia, along side Janet, and kept them as prisoners while Gina declared herself Sheriff, but then Gina and her group of women had somehow gotten caught by Tanya Donnelly and Shelly Arnold, who hatched a scheme to sell them to human traffickers, which brought them to where they were now.

Janet! Felicia realized that her lover, the busty bar owner, must still be on the truck, probably in one of those bags like she was!

Felicia turned to see several armed men running up to the open back of the truck while the topless FBI agent that just freed them ran towards them, gun raised, and shouting something. As far as Felicia could tell, she was attempting to order them away from the truck, but it was hard to hear over the gunfire.

“Mmmph!” Gina moaned and kicked at Felicia. Felicia turned back to the big breasted woman and smiled.

“Oh, poor Gina, all bound and gagged. Doesn't this seem familiar?” Felicia giggled.

“Mmwwwt? Hllp!” Gina moaned, kicking her again.

“I think you deserve a little more quiet time.” Felicia smiled and patted Gina on the thigh.

“Mmmo! Hlllp!” Gina recoiled and flashed Felicia a pleading look.

Something came over Felicia in that moment, something carnal, something animal. This woman had held power over Felicia for so long, and now here she was, helpless and at Felicia's mercy. There was one other time Felicia felt like this...

That time was when she watched Gina in her dressing room through a hidden peephole, waiting for men to come in to bind and gag her.

Now, Felicia forgot about the ongoing gun fight, about how exposed she was, all she could think of was having Gina at her mercy, finally. It turned her on.

Felicia slunk over to Gina on all fours. Gina must have saw the look in Felicia's eye because she started to recoil.

“Mmmeey! Mmmoo! Mmmo!” Gina started to shake her head and slink back, but Felicia sprang like a cat, mounting the bound women and wrapping her hands around Gina's breasts.

“How does it feel? To be helpless at my mercy?” Felicia hissed, feeling her heart beat against her chest.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Gina tried to pull back, but she had nowhere to go. Felicia dug her hands into Gina's bikini top and tore it away, exposing her large, bare breasts.

“Ullllm! Mmmph!” Gina kicked her feet and moaned into her gag. Felicia's breath came out in ragged gasps as she moved her hands down and grabbed the knots at either end of Gina's bikini bottoms.

“All mine now! I can't tell you all of the things that I dreamt of doing if I ever had you in this position...” Felicia hissed in Gina's ear.

“Mmmo! Mllleassse!” Gina begged.

Good! Felicia smiled, and with a flourish pulled at the knots holding up Gina's bikini bottoms. They came loose easily, and Felicia pulled and a moment later held up Gina's bikini bottoms in one hand with a smile.

Gina's eyes went wide and she stared at the bottoms dangling on Felicia's outstretched finger.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph! Ummm!” Gina started shaking her head furiously.

Felicia smiled and started to bend over when a bullet ricocheted off the wall just a few feet away from her. Both her and Gina froze.

Shit!

She was getting carried away, now wasn't the time for this.

I have to get out of here! Then a smile spread across her face.

With Gina!

Yes, if she could make off with Gina, then she could have unlimited playtime with her! But how...

Then she saw it, an SUV sitting alone and isolated behind the others. Felicia scanned the area around her and saw that she had a clear line to the lone vehicle.

I can grab it, load Gina in, and drive off!

It was perfect! Now she just had to get to the SUV. She turned to Gina and patted her on her gagged mouth.

“Don't you go anywhere.” she smiled.

“Ffffff mooo!” Gina spat. Felicia just giggled and slunk off into the shadows.

***

Trish should have realized that a group of male human traffickers probably wouldn't take a topless, thong clad, gun wielding woman seriously, but she tried to be as authoritative as she could as she aimed her gun at Red and the group of men making their way to the back of the truck and ordered them to back away.

They all turned to face her, their eyes immediately falling to her bare breasts, and drew their weapons. Trish stayed her ground, aiming her weapon at them, but then realized that they stood in front of the open back of the truck, where there were still three more bound and gagged women.

Damn! Trish bit her lip. That was their play, they knew she wouldn't endanger the captives.

She stood there, frozen, gun aimed at the men who had their weapons aimed at her. Realizing that she had no real leverage, she raised her hands above her head, holding her weapon loosely in one hand. The men smiled, two of them turning to the truck while Red and one other approached her, guns outstretched.

“Well,” Red smiled. “Looks like we may have a little bonus treat.”

“I wouldn't be so sure.” She did her best to look defiant as Red's henchman grabbed her gun from her head and tossed it aside. Behind Red, his men closed the back of the truck.

“I think it's time we thought you some manners.” Red hissed through gritted teeth.

“I think it's about time we--- Hey!” Trish cried as Red's man grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back. A moment later, she heard the familiar sound of duct tape and felt the sticky substance being wrapped around her wrists.

“Hey, get off of me!” She screamed, kicking and fighting as her hands were taped together at the wrists.

Then she heard the engine of the truck roar to life and froze.

They're getting away.

Red took advantage of her being momentarily distracted and pressed himself against her, his hands groping at her panties.

“Hey! Get off!” She screamed, attempting to push back against him, but Red gave a powerful tug and her panties came off with a SNAP!

No!

“Oh you are paying for this! When I get you I'll-UMMMMPH!” Red shut her up by shoving her panties, her own underwear, that she had worn all day, had sweated in, and just wore while getting into a gun fight, in her mouth.

“Gummmmph!” She gagged and attempted to spit out the panties, but Red clamped his hand over her mouth. As he pressed his body against her, she could feel that he had a massive erection that was throbbing against her bare leg. Looking into his eyes, she saw that they were filled with the raw, animalistic gaze of lust.

“Gubbblll!” she tried to pull back, and a moment later Red withdrew his hand.

Then she heard the sound of duct tape, and a second later felt the sticky substance pressed over her mouth.

“Mmmooo!” Trish tried to recoil as a layer of duct tape was wrapped around her mouth.

No! She wouldn't allow herself to be made a captive like the other girls!

“Hold still, dearie!” Red cackled as he continued wrapping the tape around her mouth, effectively sealing her lips around her panties.

“Hey, back off creeps!” Someone cried.

“Hummph?” Trish turned towards the voice, Red and his men followed.

It was Tammy, charging, gun aimed square at Red. The trafficker's eyes widened and he pushed Trish back into the man behind her her.

“Ghhuuumph!” She cried, colliding into the goon as Red stumbled away. The man behind her caught her, wrapping his hands around her bare, heaving breasts. Trish looked down at his hands fondling her and elbowed him.

“Mmmph!” She cried, eyes alight with fury. The man cried out and let go of her.

Oh no! Her balance was off and Trish was falling straight back...

Then Tammy was there, wrapping her arms around Trish's waist and heaving...

What?

“Ummmph!” Trish gasped as Tammy heaved her up and over her shoulder, her strong, firm hand resting just under Trish bare ass cheeks.

“Hold on a minute, Trish.” Tammy said in a cold tone, and Trish turned her head to see Tammy aiming her gun at the fleeing Red and his man.

What? Not now Tammy! Trish bit down on the panties filling her mouth. Really, she was here, bound and gagged and naked, and Tammy was taking the time to try and shoot someone?

“Urrfff!” Trish kneed Tammy with impatience.

“Hey, what the-” Tammy started, but then they heard the roar of the truck's engine. Both Trish and Tammy turned to see the white truck backing out of the side street, heading straight for them!

“Mmmmmoo!” Trish cried. She didn't want to die bound, gagged, and naked.

Tammy though, reacted instantly, dropping her gun and holding Trish over her shoulder as she sprang out of the way of the vehicle.

They avoided it just in time as the speeding truck slammed into a parked SUV. The men driving it didn't miss a beat as they turned the vehicle and started heading for docks.

***

Felicia was digging through the glove compartment of the lone SUV, searching frantically for keys, and with no luck.

Come on! They couldn't have taken them? She imagined that these men, Ace's men, would want to make a quick getaway and leave the keys in the ignition, but it didn't seem like the case.

Outside, she heard a sickening crunch of metal and glass shattering. Looking up, Felicia saw the white truck backing into one of the empty SUVs and turning to drive down towards the dock.

Felicia froze and went pail.

Is Janet still in there? She thought, realizing that she had been so blinded by her rage and lust, that she had forgotten about Janet, who was most likely still bound and gagged in the back of that truck.

Felicia's jaw dropped and her heart quickened as she watched the tail lights of the truck get further and further away. She could have done something, could have saved Janet, but instead, she decided to be petty. In that moment, all of Felicia's self loathing and guilt that she had been feeling in the two years since she organized Gina's kidnapping flooded over her. This was all her fault, from the very beginning. She could blame Gina, and probably a dozen other people, but she had dug this grave herself.

And now Janet, a good woman, a woman Felicia had strong feelings for, was in that truck headed for god-knows-where.

Felicia gritted her teeth. No. She could still save Janet, still salvage this. She just had to find the keys to the car.

She checked one of the overhead visors when she heard engines starting. Felicia looked up to see men piling into the SUVs around her and starting them up.

They were retreating.

Outside the SUV was a flurry of activity. All of the vehicles, including hers, had tinted windows so none of them could see her inside.

Shit!

She had to escape, but she knew that if she got out of the vehicle now, one of the men, most likely armed, would see her. All she could do was pray that the SUV she was in belonged to one of the men who got shot.

Then she looked out the driver's side window and Jack, a sour look on his face, heading straight for the car.

***

“Oooofff...” Trish exhaled as Tammy set her down on the ground behind a dumpster and then immediately pressed herself flat on top of her.

“Stay low...” Tammy huffed into Trish's ear, her breathing heavy as she pressed her body against Trish's.

Could she at least untie me? Trish thought, and to send the hint, wiggled underneath the younger woman.

“Ummm!”

Tammy only tightened her grip on Trish, her warm, sweat covered body pressed against the nude Trish.

“Just lie still, I got you...” Tammy whispered, arms holding Trish flat to the ground.

“Mmmph!” Trish wiggled again, eager to spit her panties out and get dressed. Tammy though, kept her grip on Trish, her breathing heavy.

Trish sighed and turned her head. The dumpster was slightly elevated thanks to wheels on all four corners, allowing Trish a view of down the road.

The truck was idling on the dock, a line of armed men standing a few feet from it, shooting covering fire down the street.

From the back of the truck, Trish could see two burly men unloading a struggling, bagged form and carrying it towards the waiting boat.

“Hhhhmmph! Mmmph!” Trish started to wriggle again, motioning with her head towards the dock and the prisoners bound for a life of bondage.

“Shhh, just relax...” Tammy reassured.

“Mmmmo! Mmlllkkk!” Trish whined, then she felt Tammy's fingers brush her thigh.

What? Trish's eyes went wide. What the hell was she doing?

“It's okay, Trish...” Tammy whispered, her hand drifting up Trish's bare thigh. “I'll keep you safe.”

Then Trish felt Tammy's fingers tracing around the edges of her bare, waxed vagina, sending tiny vibrations of pleasure through her pelvis.

“Ummp!” Trish sighed, eyes widening at the surprising pleasure.

“That's right, just relax...” then Tammy moved in, fingers dancing inside of Trish.

“Ummfff... mffff...” Trish sighed again and turned. From under the dumpster, she saw men loading two more bagged forms onto the boat.

***

Trapped! Felicia was trapped.

Jack was moving closer to the car every moment. She had to think...

Men were still scrambling into their SUVs all around her.

I can't just sit here! She may as well gift wrap herself for Jack if she did that.

Then an idea hit her. Felicia smiled and scrambled over the passenger seat to the backseat. If this was Jack's car, then odds were that he was heading home, or to report back to Ace. If Felicia could hide, then she would be able to find out some valuable information, and then come back with several armed police officers and make some arrests.

What about Janet though? Felicia would have to cross that bridge later, right now she had to focus on her own survival.

Felicia didn't slow down once she was in the backseat and immediately scrambled over it and into the trunk of the SUV. The floor of the trunk was littered with all kinds of materials, but Felicia could fit back there comfortably with plenty of room.

As long as he doesn't look back here. She thought, crouching down on all fours and examining what she had at her disposal: rope, cloth, duct tape, and various other items. Felicia wasn't surprised at the rope, cloth, and tape. Jack seemed like a guy that liked to tie up his ladies, so figured that he would travel with these items.

Still on all fours, she looked out the window to see Jack's progress.

He was right outside. Felicia lowered herself down, bracing for when he opened the driver's side door.

He didn't. Instead, Jack kept moving down...

Towards the trunk.

Shit! Felicia's heart started pounding and she broke out in a cold sweat. Why is he heading back here?

Then she saw the large gun in his hands. He was going to hide it back here. Dammit, she should have thought of that.

Think, Felicia, think!

An armed Jack opening his trunk to find an underwear clad Felicia in the back would be like him finding her gift wrapped.

Felicia started to back away from the rear hatch of the SUV when he hand brushed something cold and metal. She looked down to see that it was a small, silver, pocket knife. As she inspected it, she saw the tape, rope, and cloth next to it and an idea formed.

What if she just gift-wrapped herself?

Some part of Felicia loathed the idea of tying herself up, but she didn't have a choice, a better plan, or time to waste.

Felicia grabbed the small knife, knowing she would need it, sadly, she had only a few spots to hide it.

Realizing what she had to do, she grabbed one of the black clothes lying on the floor and pulled it tight between her teeth and knotted it at the back of her neck. Once she was gagged, Felicia picked back up the knife and pulled down the back of her underwear.

Here we go...

Biting down on her gag, Felicia pressed the folded knife between her round, firm butt cheeks.

“Ooofff, mmm...” Felicia grunted, the metal was cold and hard between her cheeks. Then still biting down on her gag, she pulled her underwear up.

Not wasting a second, Felicia grabbed the roll of duct tape, pressed her ankles together, and wrapped several layers round them.

Now the tricky part – Her hands. Felicia dropped the roll of tape and grabbed a length of rope. She wasn't good with knots at all, but she was confident that she could fasten something that looked convincing. Taking the rope, she looped it at both hands and twisted the middle around several times until it looked vaguely like a knot. Once she was satisfied, she slipped her wrist through one loop and pulled her arms behind her back. Her hands now behind her, she slipped her free arm through the other loop and pulled.

“Mmmfff...” Felicia grunted, feeling the rope tighten around her wrists.

Jack was now at the rear hatch of the SUV, still unable to see her through the tinted windows. She heard his key insert in the lock and immediately set herself on her side and widened her eyes, doing her best to look fearful, which wasn't hard, considering that she was still terrified.

The lock clicked, and a second later the rear hatch lifted. As soon as it went up, Felicia kicked her bound feet and moaned into her gag.

“Mmmph! Ummmmph!” Felicia moaned as a stunned Jack stared down at the lingerie clad hostage.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” Felicia chewed on her gag and recoiled against the backseat. Jack only stared at her dumbfounded while holding his machine gun limply in both hands.

“Well... this is unexpected.” His jaw hung slack as he stared at her.

“Mmmmoo! Hlllp! Hllllp!” Felicia kicked her taped feet again.

Jack looked around, and then down at her again.

“How did you end up here, Ms. Fetters?” He chuckled.

“Mmm ummm mmoo!” She shook her head.

“Well,” Jack lowered his weapon and eyed her up. “Looks like tonight wasn't a total waste after all.”

Felicia froze and stared at him, wide eyed.

“We're going for a little ride.” He smiled, and with that closed the rear hatch. Felicia let out a sigh of relief, and then watched through the windows as Jack made his way back to the driver's side.

So far, it seemed that her plan was working.

So far...

The driver's side door opened and she turned to watch as Jack hopped in and set his gun down on the passenger seat. He turned and smiled at her.

“I must warn you, it may get a bit bumpy back there.” With that, he put his key in the ignition and started the vehicle.

“Mmooo! Hlllp!”

“I am curious as to how you ended up back there, but we'll have plenty of time to catch up later.” Jack said as he started to drive off.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmm!” Felicia moaned and started to struggle, hoping Jack bought the act.

“How about some tunes?” Almost immediately, loud rock music blasted from speakers on either side of Felicia. She had failed to notice them earlier.

“MMMMMPH!” This time, she was not acting. The music was excruciating. The floor below her started to vibrate from subwoofers that she had also, failed to notice.

Jack laughed from the front seat. Part of her had give him credit, the loud music and subs would drown out her struggles so that any passing car probably wouldn't notice her. Though, she was less concerned about that and more concerned about the knife, concealed between her butt cheeks and held in place by her thong, which was starting to fall free.

Damn! She hadn't counted on the movement.

“Grrrmmm...” Felicia bit down on her gag and clenched her butt cheeks while also using her bound hands to keep the knife in place.

She hoped this wasn't a long car ride.

***

“Offff....” Trish sighed into her gag as Tammy hooked her fingers up inside her. Her whole body quaked and convulsed with pleasure.

“That's right, how does it feel?” Tammy whispered in her ear.

“Ooohhh..mmmm...” Trish sighed.

“You're all-” Tammy started.

“What's going on here?” A female voice called. Both women froze, and a moment later Trish felt Tammy's fingers slide out from inside her.

“Mmmmwwwtt? Mmooo!” Trish protested.

“Oh, I was just... making sure Trish was alright.” Tammy's face was beat red as she stood up and turned to face Maria, who stared at them in slack jawed confusion.

Maria, who still had her gun drawn, did not look convinced or amused. Her eyes went from Tammy to the bound, gagged, and naked Trish.

“What happened to you?” Maria cocked her head.

“Mmmmp ummmph mmm! Gllummm mmmm mmm!” Trish blubbered into her gag.

“The trafficker and his men attempted to abduct her.” Tammy stood, arms behind her back, head down. Now that they were all here, Trish noticed how quiet things were.

“Well, they all got away.” Maria huffed. Tammy's eyes went wide.

“What about the truck?”

Trish remembered the men unloading the struggling forms and knew the answer that one. They were gone, the traffickers were gone.

Maria only stared at Trish in annoyance.

“Get her untied, and find her clothes.” Maria sighed and turned around.

“Hlllp! Hllllp!” A muffled voice cried in the distance. Trish sat up and looking past Tammy and Maria, saw Gina Dollson sitting alone on the concrete of the side street. Gina's bikini top had been pulled down to expose her bare breasts, and it looked like she had lost her bikini bottoms as well.

Trish had told Felicia Fetters to untie Gina and get to safety. If Gina was still here, then where was Felicia?

1.

Are we there yet? Felicia thought as she continued to kick, moan, and struggle in the back of the SUV like a good little damsel was supposed to do. Part of her suspected that if she was actually being kidnapped, and not feigning it, that she would have no trouble struggling and making a fuss, but here she was, pretending to be a bound and gagged damsel in distress and getting quite bored with it.

“Mmmrrr mweeee errrr mmmeeytt?” Felicia grumbled into her gag, confident that Jack would only here vague muffled moans from the back.

But they continued driving, and Felicia was getting tired of waiting, and mostly she was getting tired of clenching her butt cheeks to hold the small pocket knife in place.

During the car ride, she heard Jack speaking to someone, most likely a phone call, but she couldn't make out anything over the loud music and subwoofers. Other than his perceived accidental acquisition of Felicia Fetters, Jack seemed in a bad mood. In order to pass the time on the car ride, Felicia attempted to piece together what exactly had happened.

Her and the other girls were meant to be sold, she knew that much because Shelly Arnold had told them all that while holding them in the Police Station. Something had gone wrong though, and Shelly, her former partner Tanya Donnelly, and their big breasted henchwoman Lisa had gotten captured by Ace's men. Frank, a Deputy who had once worked for Felicia, had in fact been the mole working for Ace.

Felicia fumed at the thought. She remembered vividly that night that Frank lead a group of men into the cells to show them the bound and gagged girls. At first Felicia thought that maybe Frank was working for Shelly and was taking them to meet the buyers early, but instead the bound, gagged, and scantily clad women had been whisked away to the rooftop pool of the Lady Luck Casino to taunt the bound, gagged, and equally scantily clad Shelly, Tanya, and Lisa. Jack, a man called King, and a woman called Queen had said that they would put the girls to work in Ace's brothels, and then closed them in bags and whisked them off to parts unknown.

As best as Felicia could tell, after this Shelly had somehow gotten free and stole the captives back from Ace, and sent her woman Lisa with them in a truck to sell them at the docks. Presumably, Ace sent Jack and his men to get the girls back.

Then there were those FBI agents. At least, the topless woman who freed Felicia said she was with the FBI. How did the FBI get involved?

Either way, they botched it. Janet, the muscle bound Caitlyn, and the kinky and sadistic Latina Eva were taken by the slavers, and here was Felicia, pretending to be a captive in order to get information on Jack and Ace.

As Felicia thought all this over, she felt the car slow and make a turn. She sat up and looked out the front window to see a metal garage door lifting up. Jack turned off the music and turned back to face his captive.

“Here we are, home sweet home.” He smiled, and turned back to see that the garage door was up and a long, winding tunnel lead down. The car started moving again.

“Mmmfff... uffff...” Felicia whimpered into her gag, trying to place her location, but the walls around her were bare, gray brick.

She watched as the van descended down a winding driveway and then came into a wide, open room that seemed be a makeshift garage/mechanic shop.

A chop shop. Felicia realized as she took in the high walls covered in various tools, as well the benches and tool chests placed over the room. Several other cars, all in various states of disrepair, we all parked neatly around the room. Jack parked the SUV next to an unmarked white van with the back doors wide open.

“Ooomm... mmmmmm! Mmmmph!” Felicia bit into her gag and started to kick her bound feet. As she did, she turned to watch Jack as he got out of the driver's seat and made his way to the back of the vehicle. She froze, her chest heaving up and down as Jack got closer to the rear hatch.

“Muurrrmm hrrrmm... mmmmm...” She whimpered into her gag as the rear hatch raised and Jack looked down at his new prize.

“Well, here we are, alone at last.” He leered down at her. Felicia flashed him a defiant look.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmfff!” She kicked her feet and thrashed around, doing her best to make Jack think he was still in control.

His large hands reached out and clamped around her taped ankles.

“Mmoooff!” She barked into her gag. Felicia had forgotten how strong Jack was. Without exerting any effort, he yanked her out of the trunk towards him.

“Ummmp!” Felicia cried, feeling as the knife wedged between her butt cheeks slid down, thankfully her thong underwear held it in place.

Damn! Instinctively, her bound hands clamped over her buttocks to keep the knife from falling.

Jack pulled her to the edge of the vehicle, and then scooped her up and slung her over his shoulder.

Shit! Felicia bit into her gag and spread her hands over her ass, which was now high in the air and in easy view of anyone who would walk past.

“Mmmo! Uffff! Mmmmfff! Mmmmo!” Felicia kicked and thrashed, hoping to distract Jack from what she knew he would do next.

Jack wasn't fazed though, and did exactly what she knew he would. He smacked the open palm of his hand against her bare ass cheek.

“GRRRRMMM!” Felicia moaned as her right cheek erupted in sharp, stinging pain.

“Oh, I missed that.” Jack chuckled and patted her ass where he had just smacked it.

“Urfffffmm...” Felicia grumbled. And then they were moving, Jack still oblivious to the weapon she was hiding.

“First we're going to have to check you in. Once that's all done, you'll hang out a bit, then we'll probably have some questions for you before we have fun.” Informed her as they moved towards a door at the far side of the shop.

“Mmmo! Mffff! Hffff!” Felicia kicked and struggled, which only caused Jack to tighten his grip on her.

“Oh its not that bad, you might even see some familiar faces at check in.” Jack reassured her.

What?

“Mmfff?” She asked. Who could he be referring to? Could it be Gina? Felicia had left the other woman lying there bound, gagged, and practically naked, could one of Jack's men have snatched her up? Or maybe the FBI agents?

It didn't seem likely though. Jack seemed in dour spirits before he found her in the back of the car. It must be someone else.

They crossed the shop and went through the door, bringing them into a long hallway. It had gray stone work to match the rest of the building, but the long hallway was broken up by doors on either end. Felicia turned her head to look forward and saw a stairwell at the end of the hall leading up. So they were in a basement or subbasement of some kind.

Then Jack stopped by a door on his left, nudging it open with his foot and stooping to get in without banging Felicia's head off the door frame.

At least he's considerate. Part of her thought, but then she realized that he was doing so because he saw her as merchandise, and you can't damage the merchandise.

The air got instantly more humid as they entered. It felt like a sauna inside.

“Jack, bringing me another?” A female voice asked. Felicia didn't recognize the voice.

“A little surprise, figured I would let you check her in before we go have a little chat with The Queen.”

“Urrrfff mmrrrrmm urrgggle!” Another woman, obviously gagged, mumbled.

Jack closed the door, then leaned over and set Felicia down. She wobbled, attempting to stand on her taped ankles, then Jack grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around.

“Offf...” Felicia sighed, eyes wide.

They were in a sauna of some sort. A drain was in the middle of the room, and she could make out shower heads on the far wall. Steam rose up from vents all over the room.

And dangling from the ceiling like a piece of meat was Shelly Arnold. Her eyes met Felicia's and went wide, as did Felicia's.

“Muuurrrm?” Shelly cocked her head at Felicia as she dangled.

“Mmmfff?” Felicia cocked her head in return.

“Told ya you might see someone familiar.” Jack patted Felicia on the butt again and approached Shelly.

Shelly's bare feet dangled helplessly as she hung suspended. A white cloth covered her mouth, gagging her, and she was clad only in a black bra and black thong panties. Her blond hair was tied behind her in a tight ponytail, and her hands, bound behind her, seemed to be secured to a wire that ran to the ceiling.

“Mmmmrrrrmm mooo! Mmmrrffm!” Shelly mumbled, attempting to struggle as she did. Her kicking only caused her to spin around on the wire, revealing to Felicia that a rope also ran through the top of Shelly thong panties to the wire suspending her as well.

Standing next to Shelly was a blond haired, muscle bound woman in black lingerie, stalkings, and heels. No doubt one of The Queen's flunkies.

Jack steered Felicia over to a bench and pushed her down. Felicia didn't resist, and sat obediently, staring up at the spinning Shelly.

If they have her, do they have Tanya?

“How's our new guest?” Jack said, strolling towards Shelly, who's shapely, thong clad ass was eye level with him. He grabbed her by the ankle and spun her around, and she glared down at him.

“Mmrrrugggle! Mmmph! Ummph!” Shelly grumbled and attempted to kick him. Jack only chuckled and step away.

“Still got some fight in her.” He said, avoiding Shelly's flailing feet.

“Mmmrrrrmm!” Shelly moaned helplessly as she started to spin away from Jack.

“Yes, this and the red head have been feisty. I think a few hours in the steam room will tire her out.” the muscle bound blond said, watching as Shelly continued to squirm as she twirled.

Red head, so they got Tanya too!

“Shame, but oh well. Leave her up there a few hours and then I want to hang this one-” He motioned to Felicia. “--Out to dry for a bit too. Where's The Queen?”

“With the red head. She said she had unfinished business.”

Jack nodded and looked from Shelly to Felicia.

“We'll let them both sweat it out in here for a bit, but first...” Jack trailed off as he walked over to a table and grabbed what looked like a comically large rubber stamp, like something bouncers use to stamp your hands at clubs to show that you're of age, but much, much bigger.

Stamp in hand, Jack strolled back over to the spinning Shelly, who's ass was once again eye level. He grabbed her ankle to hold her in place and she immediately started struggling more.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmph! Ummm!” Shelly struggled and pulled, her free leg twisting and kicking in the air. Then Jack brought up the rubber stamp and pressed it hard against Shelly bare, right butt cheek.

“Mmmmmmmm!” Shelly moaned as Jack pressed the stamp against her slick flesh and then removed it. Where he had pressed the stamp was now the words “RESERVED” in shiny, wet ink.

“Remember, someone already claimed her, so no one can play with her unless otherwise specified.” Jack said to the lingerie clad blond, who nodded obediently.

“Mmwwwa? Mwwhaat? Mmoo?” Shelly kicked as Jack let go of her ankle and attempting to look over her shoulder at the branding on her butt cheek.

Jack then set the stamp back down on the table and headed for the door, the blond following with her head down.

“Lets go see how the other one is doing.” He said as he pulled open the door, let the blond exit, and then blew Felicia a kiss and followed the blond out, closing the door behind him.

“Urrgggh...” Felicia sighed and rolled her eyes. Now she was alone with Shelly, who's muffled cries broke the silence.

Felicia waited a moment, eyes on the door, and then went to work. She stood up and grabbed the top of her panties, stooping over slightly so she could push them down with her bound hands.

“Ummmph?” Shelly flashed her a questioning look before she rotated again, giving Felicia a look at the drying ink on her behind.

“Uffff... mfff...” Felicia huffed as she wiggled her ass in an attempt to help her panties fall loose from her butt cheeks. It worked, and her tiny undergarments fell down around the tape around her ankles.

“Mfff...” Felicia exhaled in relief and unclenched her ass cheeks, letting the knife fall onto the bench.

“Mmmm?” Felicia looked up to see Shelly's eyes zero in on the knife. The bound woman kept her eyes trained on it as she continued to rotate above Felicia.

Meanwhile, Felicia sat on the bench, took the knife in her bound hands, flipped it open, and proceeded to cut through the rope around her wrists. The binding cut away easily, and once her hands were free Felicia pulled back up her panties and went to work on cutting the tape away from her ankles After that, she stood triumphant and untied the gag and tossed the thick muffling cloth away.

“Ahh,” Felicia sighed, taking in the thick, steamy atmosphere. “That feels good.”

“Hlllp! Mmfff! Hllllp!” Shelly moaned, motioning with her head for Felicia to come over.

Felicia looked up at the bound woman, smiled, and closed the knife.

“Oh Shelly, how's it hanging?”

“Hlllp mmmeee... hlllpp!” Shelly moaned again, now kicking frantically at Felicia, her eyes wide and frenzied. It had occurred to Felicia that Shelly always fancied herself as someone in control, and now here she was, bound, helpless, and hanging like a piece of meat.

Felicia only smiled at the helpless woman and tucked the knife into her bra. It would be useful to have a weapon in a place like this.

“Oh Shelly look at you, all helpless with no where to go.” Felicia put her hands on her hips and eyed up the woman that once held her captive.

“Mmmmoo! Ffffffllleeaa! Pffffllsss!” Shelly moaned, her feet flailing beneath her.

“Remember when you held me hostage, and tried to sell as a sex slave?” Felicia asked, eyes narrowing.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmo! Pffffllfff!” Shelly was practically begging, no, she was begging. Felicia liked it.

“Now look at you, looks like they even got you reserved already for someone.”

“Mmmoo!” Shelly increased her struggles, every muscle in her dancer's body rippling as she struggled on the hook. It was such a pathetic sight and Felicia loved it.

Loved it a little too much, as Felicia realized that she was wet. The thought popped into her mind of her pleasuring herself to the sight of a helpless Shelly bound and dangling like a fish.

Stay on task! Jack could be back any minute!

Right, and she didn't want him catching her and tying her up for real. She could play with Shelly later.

“Why don't you hang around a little bit? Enjoy the show to come.” Felicia said with a wink.

It looked like Shelly's eyes might bulge out of her head. The color drained from her face as she realized that the former (and current) Sheriff wasn't going to help her.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmoo! Mmmmph! Hlllp! Hfffff!” Shelly started to struggle anew, kicking and struggling with all of her strength as Felicia turned and headed for the door.

“Hlllp! Pfff!” Shelly cried as Felicia opened the door, blasted by the far cooler air from the hallway. Behind her, Shelly's face reddened, going from desperation to rage.

“Fffff mmmo! Fffff-”

Felicia didn't hear the rest of the muffled insults as she stepped outside and closed the door behind her.

2.

Felicia wasn't prepared for how chilly it was in the hallway. Granted, it probably wasn't as cold as she thought it was, but compared to inside the hot, oppressive steam room it seemed downright frosty. It also didn't help that Felicia's body was slick with sweat when she stepped out, and that she was also only clad in a bra and thong panties. She tried to control her shivering as she darted down the cold brick hallway on her tiptoes, the sweat quickly cooling on her body and causing her skin to rise up in gooseflesh. Her nipples had gone rock hard from the cold and from her own arousal, and she could feel her right nipple pressing hard against the folded knife in her bra.

She was still wet and turned on from taunting Shelly, and despite her best efforts Felicia couldn't put the thoughts of the helpless, dangling woman out of her mind.

Come on Felicia, focus! She needed all of her wits about her since she was here in the heart of enemy territory. It was strange though, Felicia hated being tied up at the hands of her enemies, but in private she had allowed Janet to bind and gagged her and it had been the best sexual experience Felicia had ever had.

Then there was Gina. Felicia flashed back to two years prior when she was watching Gina in her dressing room through a peephole, unable to stop herself from being turned on at the thought of men bursting in to bind and gag Gina. It had come over her again on the docks earlier, when she was supposed to free Gina but found herself unable to resist the urges felt at having this woman helpless and at her mercy.

I'm going to have to explore these thoughts and urges later, but not now! Felicia shook her head, trying to stay in the moment. Right now, she had to focus on being alert for enemies, and also maybe finding clothes, as she couldn't continue sneaking around in a bra and panties all night.

She stayed close to the wall as she tip-toed down the hallway, and saw that at the very end of the hallway was a staircase leading up to a metal door. It looked like that was the only way to go, though Felicia didn't like not knowing what was on the other side.

Time to prepare for anything. She thought, and retrieved the folding knife from her bosom. Felicia stopped, looked up and down the hallway, and then flicked the blade open. It wouldn't do much if an armed guard was standing on the other side, but it could be useful if she caught someone off guard.

Felicia stopped at the foot of the stairs and eyed the door, holding her breath. She didn't know what she was waiting for, but every muscle in her body was tense, and her fingers were wrapped around the knife in a death grip.

Come on Felicia, the longer you wait means the closer you get to Jack coming back to check on you! She knew that either way she only had a limited amount of time. At some point either Jack or that woman would come back to the steam and room and see that Felicia was missing, so she didn't have a moment to lose.

Felicia let out a slow breath, relaxing her tensed muscles. Knife held in a fighting stance, she started to ascend, one stair at a time. She kept her eyes fixed on the door handle, ready to burst into action in case it turned from the other side.

But she made to the door without incident. At the top of the stairs, Felicia stepped to the side, gripped the door knob with one hand and held the knife ready with the other. She had no idea what awaited on the other side of the door, but she was ready for anything.

What if I'm outnumbered? What if they swarm on me and tie me up again? Felicia gritted her teeth at the thought. No, she would give them hell, give them the fight of their life. They could very well outnumber her and capture her again, but she would make them feel it first.

Felicia tensed and let out a breath. There was no more time to waste, she had to move. With that thought, she twisted the door knob, pulled the door open slightly, and slid through.

***

Darkness waited on the other side of the door. Felicia stumbled forward, hitting into something soft and raised the knife, eyes wild with righteous fury.

Voices, she heard voices. They were raised, but calm, conversational. She couldn't see where they were coming from and felt her heart quicken and pound against her chest like it was trying to break free.

Calm down, don't do anything rash. A voice told her from the back of her head. Felicia kept the knife raised and took a few more breaths to calm herself.

Light, there was light coming from somewhere ahead, and the voices. Male and female. Still calm, conversational.

They don't know you're here. Keep it that way! The voice told her. Felicia took a few more quiet breaths.

Coats, clothes. That's what she felt. As her eyes adjusted, she saw that several articles of clothes hung from a bar in front of her. A closet.

I'm in a closet. She thought. Felicia relaxed a little bit more and closed the door behind her. It was a secret door, leading to a closet.

Who's closet? Felicia stiffened, letting her breath out in slow, quiet bursts so that she didn't giveaway her position. The voices continued, oblivious, and she realized she recognized them.

Jack, the male is Jack's voice. Okay, so who's the woman? Felicia froze, straining to hear what they were saying.

The Queen! Felicia recognized the voice of the sadistic dominatrix that worked for Ace. Felicia had only seen her briefly on the pool deck of the Lady Luck casino, but knew her voice extremely well. For most of her captivity at the hands of The Queen, Felicia was kept in a large bag, and a voice was the best way to identify her captor.

Felicia leaned forward to hear what they were saying, but realized that the voices were growing distant.

Are they leaving? The voices were moving, growing faint. Then Felicia heard a door close, and there was silence.

Gone, they had left the room.

She couldn't stay here forever. If this secret door was the only way to the downstairs then presumably Jack and The Queen would be coming back to check on their captives at any moment.

I have to get out of here.

Felicia pushed aside a few of the coats, revealing that she was inside a large closet with sliding doors, the light coming in from the angled slats of the closet. She stepped forward, and pulled the coats back in place behind her, careful to mask any sign of her presence there.

She reached the closet door and gripped the knob to slide it open when she heard a door open outside. Felicia froze, her heart skipping a beat. A second later the door closed again and she heard someone moving around outside.

There were no voices. It was only one person. Breath frozen in her lungs, Felicia leaned forward and peered through the slatted closet door.

What she saw was a tanned, toned butt cleaved by a small, stringy thong. Below the shapely ass were long, shapely legs clad in black, sheer stalkings, ending in black heels.

The Queen.

Felicia let out her breath slowly and watched. It looked like the room outside was a dressing room of some sort. The Queen was bending over a vanity applying lip stick. As Felicia watched, she saw that the woman wore a black corset that accentuated her cleavage quite nicely, and she had her dirty blond hair up in a bun.

As she watched the dominatrix apply make up, Felicia felt her grip on the knife tighten. Shelly had planned on selling Felicia and the girls into slavery, but this woman planned on breaking them, making them work for her. Presumably, she ran all of the brothels for Ace, and bent any rebellious women to her will.

Felicia gritted her teeth. It was sickening to her that any such woman would align with slime like Jack and Ace.

What's my play here? Felicia bit her lip as she thought. She would have to wait for The Queen to finish up and hopefully leave the room, and then Felicia would plan from there.

The Queen finished applying her lip stick and stood, admiring herself in the mirror. Good, she was almost done.

Then Felicia's heart skipped a beat as The Queen turned and started walking towards the closet.

Shit!

Felicia had a split second to act. She held the knife ready in her hand and backed into the shadows away from the door, every muscle in her body tense.

Shit! Shit! Shit!

Then the closet door slid open, and The Queen was stepping in, reaching for one of the outfits hanging on the bar. In that fraction of a second, Felicia acted, jumping forward. The Queen was unprepared, and only gasped as Felicia emerged from the shadows and clamped her hand over The Queen's mouth while pressing the knife to the woman's throat.

“Ummmmph!” The Queen protested, eyes wide as Felicia pulled the woman against her.

“Shhh! Don't struggle and I'll make this easy.” Felicia hissed into the woman's ear.

The Queen stiffened but didn't resist as Felicia held her pressed against her body.

Now what?

***

Felicia stood in the middle of the dressing room and admired herself in the vanity mirror. The corset fit her well, pushing her breasts up nicely to give her rather immaculate cleavage. The stalkings and heels looked great on her as well, the heels giving her an extra lift that made her amazing ass look even better.

She had decided to keep her own panties on though, but had found a use for the pair of panties The Queen had on. Specifically, the panties were now wadded and shoved in the dominatrix's mouth.

“Ulllumm! Mmmmph!” The Queen protested from her spot on the closet floor. Felicia turned to face her captive and smiled.

“Oh what, don't like it now that you're on the receiving end?” Felicia winked at the nude, hogtied and gagged dominatrix.

The Queen flashed her a look filled with such venom and rage that Felicia had a moment of fear over what the woman would do if she got free and got her hands on Felicia. That wouldn't happen though, and if Felicia was scared of the now helpless woman, she wouldn't show it.

“Wyyy mmoo mlllllttlle bbfff!” The Queen spat into her gag, face turning red as she did.

Felicia's panties were almost soaked as she stared at her bound quarry. It had been invigorating, the entire process. First, with the knife pressed to The Queen's neck, Felicia forced her to undress and stuff her panties in her mouth. Since The Queen was a dominatrix, it wasn't hard for Felicia to find rope to secure her hands and feet, and a white cloth to wrap around her mouth to keep the stuffing in place. Once the nude woman was bound and gagged, Felicia made her lay on her stomach and then used a length of rope to tie her bound feet to her wrists, leaving her hogtied on the closet floor.

Then Felicia donned The Queen's clothes, and even put her hair up in a bun like The Queen. She felt invigorated, empowered, a sexual predator awakened and ready for her prey.

The Queen though, looked quite the opposite, and squirmed and wriggled on the ground in an attempt to get free from her bonds.

“Gffttt mmmmoovverr hhrrr! Mmlllet mmmm mooo!” The Queen moaned, her ass clenching as she struggled in her hogtie.

Felicia gasped as she watched, her panties getting more and more soaked as she watched the woman struggle.

Is this why guys enjoy tying me up? Felicia wanted nothing more than to sit and pleasure herself as she watched The Queen struggle, but now was not the time.

Neutralize the other threats, then you'll have all the time you need with her! True, and there were other fish to fry.

Felicia only smiled and stepped towards the closet. The Queen stopped her struggling and looked up at the looming captor, once a victim, now in control.

“Ysss pffff mlllet mmeee-”

Felicia only smiled, grabbed the closet door, and slid it shut.

“Mmmmo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” The Queen moaned as she was plunged into darkness. Felicia was sweating again, but not from the heat, and her heart was pounding from excitement and arousal. She felt like a new woman, a woman in charge.

Nothing could stop her. Beaming from this new power and control, Felicia turned to face the door leading out of the dressing room, ready for whatever faced her on the other side.

Feeling invincible in her dominatrix outfit, Felicia turned the door knob and stepped outside.

As powerful as she felt, and as turned on as she was, Felicia wasn't quite ready for the sight that greeted her.

“Oh there you are, I was wondering what was taking you so long.” Jack said, his back to her.

“Hrrrrmmmph! Mmmmph!” Someone muttered from under a gag.

Felicia froze, taking in the room she had just stepped in.

Jack's back was to her, which was good, and from the looks of things, he couldn't turn around if he wanted to. He was strapped sitting up right in a seat of some sort, his hands manacled behind him, and from the looks of things, he was completely naked.

A few feet away from Jack, in the center of the room, was Tanya Donnelly. She too was strapped to a bench, though she was straddling it, her bare ass sticking straight back, while her hands cuffed to the bench beneath her. Like Jack, she was completely nude, and her red hair was pulled back in a ponytail and a white cloth covered her mouth, gagging her.

Tanya turned to face Felicia and froze, cocking her head in confusion.

“Hrrrmmmph?”

Felicia flashed her a mischievous smile and strode forward. As she did, she grabbed a white cloth from a table against a wall.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Tanya started to struggle, pulling on her bonds, but she was secured tightly in place.

“Okay, let's get this show on the road.” Jack said, not turning around. As Felicia got closer, she could see over his shoulder and saw that yes, Jack was completely nude, and he was sporting a massive, raging erection.

Felicia smiled, stepped directly behind Jack, and held the white cloth between both hands just in front of his face.

“What? I don't do gags, you know-UMMMPH!” Jack's protest was cut off as Felicia pulled the thick, white cloth back over his mouth and tied it at the back of his neck.

“Uffff! Mmfff! Mmmo!” Jack barked into his gag as Felicia stepped around to admire her prey. Jack was here, bound, gagged, and naked at her mercy as she had once been with him.

And he did have an amazing body, solid muscle. He looked up at her and ceased his struggles for a moment.

“Hey Jack, remember me?” Felicia smiled.

“Ufff... mffff!” Jack tugged on his bonds, but they held tight. Felicia looked down at his large, rock hard penis and noticed that his erection had not subsided.

“Awww, a little excited are we?” Felicia smiled and took his cock in her hands. Jack froze, staring up at her.

“Thinking of all the stuff you would do if you had me in this position?” She winked. To her surprise, Jack winked back.

“Umm hmm...” He nodded.

That did it. It set of a spark of rage among the arousal Felicia was feeling. Jack's penis throbbed in her hand as blood pumped to it. She tightened her grip on his cock, her eyes flashing cold blue venom.

“Urrrmmm...” Jack grunted, and to Felicia's surprise, he grew harder!

Then an idea struck her. Masking her rage, Felicia flashed him a smile and stepped back.

“Well, you got me now. Let's try those things.” At this Jack cocked his head.

“Hmmmph?”

Felicia turned around, giving Jack a new, full view at her thonged behind. She flexed her glutes and then clasped her ass cheeks with both hands.

“Do you want this ass? Have you fantasized about it?” She turned to face him, digging her fingernails into her backside.

Jacks' eyes were wide with lust, his rock hard penis thrusting out towards her like an antenna.

“Ummm hmmm...” he nodded. Felicia only giggled and moved her hands along her hips while gyrating, wiggling her ass at him, taunting him. As she moved, her hands glided to the front of her now soaked panties.

I'm liking this! I can't believe it.

Felicia hadn't been this turned on since... well that time with Janet. There was a fire in her blood, and she was going to feed the flames. She stood straight up and reached behind her again to undo the knots on her corset.

“Ullgmmm... mmmmm!” Jack protested behind her and she heard his restraints rattle as he tried to pull free. Felicia only smiled at his. As she untied her corset, she looked forward at the bound and gagged Tanya, watching in confusion.

Oh don't worry, you're next. Felicia thought and winked at Tanya, who cocked her head at the stripping Sheriff.

“Mmmoo!” Tanya mumbled and pulled on her restraints, eliciting a giggle from Felicia.

The knots on the back of the corset came loose, and Felicia's hands moved to her chest to hold the garment against her breasts as she spun around to face Jack.

“Ullmm mmm!” Jack protested and pulled again on his bonds, but he was secured tightly. Felicia giggled again and bent over, giving Jack a view of her cleavage under the corset as she arched her entire body in a display of seduction and power.

Her eyes met his and she smiled, wiggling her breasts at him as she clutched the corset to her chest. She could see that his eyes were filled with anger, helplessness, and desire. Jack pulled again at his restraints.

“Mmmmrrggph! Mmmmp!” Jack twisted his head to look down at his bound hands, but they were manacled nice and firm. Felicia turned her back to him again and wiggled her ass slowly and deliberately at him.

“Mmmggglllp! Mmmmp!” Jack struggled and pulled at his restraints. She could practically hear the blood rushing to his penis, at his desire for her. With that thought, Felicia's hands came away from the corset, dropping it.

“Mmmm?” Tanya's eyes widened as Felicia bared her breasts at her.

“Mrrmmmgrruugl! Mmmm!” Jack's chair rattled as he struggled to get free. Felicia kept her back to him as she raised her hand and pulled her hair tie out. Her long, brown hair fell free around her shoulders.

Back still to Jack, she hooked her fingers in the straps to her panties and waved her ass at him in a taunting motion.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” She looked over her shoulder to see Jack, his face beat red, pulling hard on his restraints. His penis looked like it was about to burst any moment.

Felicia smiled and winked at him, and then lowered her thong panties a few inches, exposing the top of her ass crack.

“Would you like to tear these off of me?” She giggled at her captive.

“Mmmsss! Mmmm!” Jack protested. His red, rage contorted face was a stark contrast to the white cloth gagging him. Felicia loved it, loved having this man who had humiliated her so many times at her mercy.

She bent over more, sliding her panties down ever so slightly, exposing more of her rear end.

“Mummummm! Ugggllumm!” Jack mumbled. The sounds he made sent vibrations of pleasure through Felicia. Her whole body tingled, consumed by the desire and power she felt.

But she wasn't done yet.

She bent over more, sticking her ass straight out and let her panties drop. The flimsy, soaked undergarment fell around her ankles. Clad only in stalkings and heels, she stood up straight and turned to face Jack, allowing him a full view of her nude body.

He froze, eyes wide, his breath ragged and labored thanks to the gag. Felicia narrowed her gaze at the bound and gagged man and strutted forward. As she walked, she remembered every indignity he had visited upon her. She remembered how he had forced her to strip to her underwear and then packed her inside a box, and then how he had bound and gagged her next to a ticking time bomb.

Then, how he had kidnapped her and the other girls and forced them into bags with the intent of bringing them to this very brothel to be put to work.

Well, not anymore. Now, she was in control. With every step she took towards this man, she felt more powerful, more controlling, more dominant. This was her body, her skin, and she was going to own it.

In a few steps, she was towering over him, hands on her hips. Jack looked up at her, eyes filled with desire.

“Mmmmrhmm! Ullum!” Jack pulled on his restraints again. Felicia smiled and turned around, giving him a close up of her bare, beautiful, and fit backside.

“Is this the ass you wanted?”

“Ummm hmm....” Jack mumbled after a pause.

“Did you want to stick that big dick of yours into it?” She wiggled her backside as she spoke.

“Umm hmmm...” Jack moaned.

With that, Felicia bent over and back up towards Jack. She heard a huff as he held a breath.

If he thinks that I'm actually going to let him inside me, he has another thing coming! Felicia giggled and pressed herself against Jack, feeling his massive, throbbing penis upwards between her thick ass cheeks.

“Ufff...mfffff...” Jack sighed. His penis throbbed between her cheeks. She gripped his thighs and started to rub her buttocks up and down along his shaft, feeling as the organ pulsed with each movement.

“Offf... mmooofff...” He sighed with each movement. Felicia pressed herself back against Jack's body as she massaged his penis with her ass, feeling as he squirmed against her.

His whole, muscle bound body was coated in sweat, as was hers. Felicia kept her movements slow and deliberate, her ass rubbing ever so slowly against his rock hard penis.

“Ufffmm...mfffmm...” He sighed, squirming in his seat like a worm on a hook. He thrust his pelvis forward with each movement as best his chair would allow him.

Oh no... She smiled. Felicia wasn't about to let Jack have any of this.

“Uufffgglllmm....” He moaned, his penis starting to quiver-

-And Felicia stopped, stepping away from him.

“BFFFFF!” Jack spat into his gag. Felica turned around and wagged a finger at him. Jack's face was still red, and his penis swollen and twitching. He was close.

“Oh no, not yet.” She chided him, taking a few steps back as she did. Jack's eyes were full of anger and frustration now.

“MMMMO! MMMFFF!” He pulled again on his restraints, causing the chair to shift a bit under him. Looking down, Felicia saw that his chair was actually on wheels, though it looked like they were locked in place.

She smiled, a plan forming.

“Oh poor baby, I'm sorry.” She cooed, walking around the bound and gagged man. As she did, she brushed an arm across his muscle bound chest, causing him to let out a sigh.

“Ufff...”

“I'm not done with you yet...” She whispered in his ear as she slunk behind him. Her hand started to glide down his sweat coated chest.

“I have so much more fun in store for you,” She sighed, her hand now tracing his six pack abs. “And her...”

At that, Jack froze. Across the room, so did Tanya.

“Whaaffff?” She perked up.

Felicia's hand found Jack's penis and gently her finger glided up and down the bottom of the shaft.

“Uffff...” He sighed, trembling at her touch.

“And after that, I'll pull the Queen out of the closet I have her tied up in and have some fun with her.” She continued, still massaging his shaft with her fingers.

“Offff... mfff...” Jack sighed.

“Would you like that?” She started to move her fingers faster, feeling as his penis started to throb even faster under her touch.

“Hmmm....yssss...” He sighed.

As her one hand stroked his penis, she was using the other one to unlock the wheels to the chair.

“Oh, well too bad.” Her voice turned cold and she pulled her hand away.

Jack sat up and pulled again.

“Hmmmmph? Mmmmo!” He jerked, this time moving the whole chair. Jack froze, realizing that Felicia had unlocked the wheels.

“Yep, you'll just have to sit in the corner and imagine what's going on.” Felicia smiled as she gripped the back of his seat.

“Hmmm? Mmmmoo! Mmmmo!” Jack shook his head, veins bulging as he pulled on his restraints.

“I'm sure you can help yourself out.” Felicia taunted, and then spun his seat around. Jack faced the far end of the room, where there looked to be a shower stall of some kind. Aiming for the stall, Felicia took in all of her strength and pushed. The helpless Jack started to roll effortlessly across the room.

“Mmmmmph! Ummm! Mmmmoo! Mmmo!” Jack struggled and pulled as his momentum carried him right into the stall.

Felicia smiled and turned to face her new toy, Tanya.

***

“Ummmph! Mmmpph!” Jack twisted and pulled, using every muscle in his well built body to try and stop his chair from rolling into the stall.

Felicia! Stupid bitch! Once I get out of here she's dead!

He couldn't believe it, Felicia Fetters, the helpless little Sheriff with the amazing ass got the drop on him.

And now might be the end of him.

Try as he may, his chair continued to roll into the stall. Though on the surface, it looked like a shower stall with tile walls and floor, even a drain, it was actually used as a way of “disposing” of the more troublesome girls.

The floor was pressure sensitive, so once Jack's seat rolled onto it, it would trigger a chute above him.

And rain wet cement down on his bound and helpless form.

If he and The Queen couldn't break a girl, or make them behave, they would give them a “shower”. They would tie the girl under the chute and bury them in cement, then dump them in the ocean.

And Jack had to stop himself before he was next.

“Grrmmm! Mmmmph!” He flexed every muscle and screamed into his gag as his seat crossed the threshold and onto the pressure sensitive floor of the shower.

Jack froze, waiting, looking up at the mouth of the chute looming just above his head.

Almost immediately a steady stream of wet, thick cement poured out and over Jack's head.

“MMMMMMPH! MMMMMM!” Jack cried before the thick substance completely covered his head, plunging him into darkness and muffling his cries even more.

***

Felicia, meanwhile, was oblivious to Jack's plight. All of her attention was on Tanya, still bound and gagged on the bench. Tanya's eyes were still wide and she tensed as the nude Felicia took a step towards her.

“Mlllett mmee mmoo!” Tanya mumbled, pulling on her bound hands. Much like Jack's, the manacles held her tight. Felicia took another step towards the nude, big breasted red haired woman.

“Hlllp meee!” Tanya moaned, looking down at her bound hands and up at Felicia.

Now Felicia stood over her, still smiling.

“I'm sorry, what was that?” Felicia cupped a hand to her ear and bent over.

“Hlllp!” Was Tanya's muffled response.

“You're going to have to speak up, I can't make out a thing you're saying!” Felicia giggled and bent over.

“Ffffmmm bffff! Llllmmmp mmeee moo!” Tanya spat, her face twisting in rage. Felicia giggled and stood up straight, looking down at the helpless woman.

“Let you go?” Felicia condescended, putting her hands on her hips.

“Mmssss!” Tanya nodded.

“Oh Tanya, I'm not letting you go anywhere,” Felicia bent over as she spoke so that she was face to face with the bound and gagged woman. “If anything, I'm gonna have fun with you just like I did him.” At this, Felicia turned to motion to Jack and gasped.

Where Jack once sat was now a large mound of quickly drying cement. The sludgy like substance was quickly flowing down to cover his nude body. Oddly enough, his erect penis still protruded from the mass of cement covering him, and the tell tale white substance covering it told her that Jack must have just came.

Oops. Felicia shrugged and turned back to Tanya, now staring at the cement covered Jack. The older woman's eyes were wide with fear and she was starting to shake.

“You see, I still have some unfinished business with you.” Felicia stood up and started to circle Tanya. She had seen Tanya clad in a thong bikini a few times before, but this was her first look at her former neighbor completely nude. Despite the fact that Tanya obviously didn't work out, she had all the curves that men would find desirable, large breasts, and a nice, round ass.

As Felicia walked around the bound and gagged woman, she ran one of her fingers down Tanya's bare back.

“Ulllmmm!” Tanya squealed, skin raising under Felicia's touch.

“You see, I still remember very vividly being tied up and gagged inside a crate while you snapped photos of me. I remember you publishing those photos in the newspaper the next day.”

“Ummm mmm! Mmmoo!” Tanya shook her head and squirmed on the bench as Felicia's finger reached the cleft of her buttocks.

“I also remember being kept prisoner in my own jail cell by you and Shelly, and then almost being sold as a sex slave by her!” Felicia dug her nails into the top of Tanya's ass cheek as she spoke.

“Uffff...mfffff...” Tanya sighed into her gag. Was she liking this?

“And now that I have you at my mercy, I'm gonna have some fun.” Felicia smiled and delivered a viscous slap to Tanya's bare bottom.

“Huffff...” Tanya quivered and sighed into her gag.

Felicia furrowed her brow. That sounded like a moan of pleasure.

I'll just have to spank harder. She thought, bit her lip, and wound her hand back for another slap. This time, she connected harder, the sound of skin on bare skin echoing throughout the chamber.

“Oooffff...” Tanya sighed, arching and wiggling her now reddened ass at Felicia. Felicia bit her lip and wound up for another slap.

She threw all of her strength into this slap, the bare palm of her hand connecting straight at the bottom of Tanya's ass.

“Ooffff... mmm... oooommm...” Tanya sighed, stretching out as best as her bonds would let her and presenting her ass to Felicia like a present.

She is liking this!

A new strategy was in order. Felicia strutted back around to the front of the bound and gagged woman.

“You like that, don't you?” Felicia asked, hands on her hips.

“Yfff...mffff..” Tanya sighed. As Felicia came around to her front, she saw Tanya's nipples had hardened. Felicia stood over her captive now, hands on her hips.

“You like me playing with your ass?”

“Ummm hmmm...” Tanya nodded.

Well this is no fun. Felicia furrowed her brow, trying to think of a way to change this up.

“Cmmm hnnn...” Tanya urged, wiggling her ass as she eyed up Felicia.

Then Felicia had an idea, and her face lit up. She looked down at Tanya and reached over and pulled down the white cloth gagging her. As soon as the cloth was pulled down, Tanya spit out a wad of white cloth that was stuffed in her mouth.

“Come on... have fun with me...” Tanya cooed. Felicia turned and walked away.

“What would you have me do?” Felicia asked as she walked towards the pile of clothes she had left on the other side of the room.

“Lick my ass, stick your finger up it... fuck it...” Tanya sighed.

Felicia shook her head. She never would have guessed that Tanya was into butt stuff, but she was learning lots of things today. Still smiling, Felicia bent over and picked up her still wet panties and strutted back over to Tanya.

“Why should I?” Felicia asked, wadding her panties in her hand as she approached.

“Please, I'll do anything, I'll-UMMMMPH!” Tanya was cut off by Felicia shoving her panties into her mouth.

“Nnnnmmmo! Nvvvmm!” Tanya blubbered. Before she could spit out the panties, Felicia had pulled back up the white cloth, holding them in place.

“There, chew on those.” Felicia smiled and stepped back.

“Fffff mmmoo! Ffffvvvmm bffff!” Tanya spat, face turning red again. She squeezed her eyes shut and started pulling against her manacles, breasts jiggling up and down beneath her as she did.

“Grrrrvvvvffff! Mmvvvvffff fffvvrrr!”Tanya grumbled as she attempted to break free.

“Now,” Felicia began, turning around. “Why don't you lick my ass?” She smiled turning around to look down at her captive. Tanya's eyes were filled with anger and revulsion.

“Mwwwhtt? Mmmoo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” She recoiled as she struggled, pulling on her restraints with all of her strength.

Felicia giggled and backed up, her shapely ass inching towards Tanya's face. Tanya attempted to recoil as Felicia got closer, but the Sheriff anticipated this and reached behind her, grabbed a handful of Tanya's hair, and tugged.

“Ufffff!” Tanya cried as Felicia held her face in place.

Then Felicia backed up, closing the distance and burying Tanya's face between her ass cheeks.

“Ullubbb! Mlluubb! Gllllubb!” Tanya blubbered, muffled by her gag and Felicia's backside. Felicia sighed and started to rub her ass up and down over Tanya's face. As she did, she felt her blood turn electric in her veins. Desire and power washed over her as she humiliated the woman who once humiliated her.

“How does it feel? Do you like that?” Felicia goaded as she continued to rub her ass over Tanya's face.

“Hllbbbb lllbbb! Mmlllbb! Ggbbbbbll!” Was Tanya's reply.

Felicia stopped and pulled her ass away from Tanya's face, and heard a long gasp come from the gagged woman as she took in a breath of air.

“Take it in, enjoy the fresh air.” Felicia advised her captive. She didn't want Tanya to pass out... yet.

“Thhhfff.. Thfff mmoo...” Tanya mumbled, taking deep breathes through her nose.

Without warning, Felicia backed up again, feeling Tanya's nose plant itself directly between her thick butt cheeks.

“MMLLLLBBB!” Tanya cried. Felicia let out a smile and started to shake her ass from side to side.

“Bbbbllubbbb! Mmmmmllllbbb! Ulllbbbb!” Tanya screamed as Felicia jiggled her bare bottom over her face. Her ass cheeks made a TWAPPING sound as they repeatedly smacked against Tanya's face.

Felicia closed her eyes and sighed again. She loved the pathetic blubbering sounds that Tanya was making. They turned her on. With her one hand still gripping Tanya by the hair, Felicia slid her other hand down her bare crotch.

“Mmmlllbb! Ulllubbb gggbbblll!”

It was music to Felicia's ears, having this woman bound and humiliated at her hands.

Once I'm done with her, it's The Queen's turn! Felicia would have to think of something nice and fun for her.

As she pondered this and more, her fingers traced the outer lips of her vagina. She was still soaked down there, her whole body teetering on the precipice of an orgasm. Felicia sighed again as she rubbed her finger up and down along her outer edges, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

“Ullllb! Mmmlllb!” Tanya cried as involuntary convulsions rocked Felicia's body, causing her ass to quake a little faster over Tanya's face.

Felicia stepped away, allowing Tanya a breath. They both sighed at the same time, Tanya out of relief, Felicia out of pleasure.

“Oohh...” Felicia cried as her fingers moved in, tracing the inside of her lips.

“Hfff...mmfff...” Tanya huffed, barely having time to catch a breath before Felicia started to back up again.

“Mmmoo! Mmmoo! Mm—ULLLLBB” Tanya cried as her face was eclipsed by Felicia's ass again. More convulsions rocked Felicia's body as her fingers inch further and further inside her. Ripples of electricity resonated from Felicia's vagina to her whole body.

“Ulllbb! Mmmmlllb!” Tanya cried, obviously not enjoying the feeling like Felicia was.

“Ahhh!” Felicia cried as another convulsion rocked her body. Like Tanya, it was crying out for release...

...but she wouldn't let it off just yet.

Felicia stopped, her fingers just shy of her clit, and stepped away from Tanya. She let go of Tanya's hair and pulled the gag down. Almost immediately, Tanya spit out the panties.

“Gahhh... thank you...” She gasped.

“Do you want free?” Felicia gasped, her whole body still tingling.

“Please...” Tanya pleaded.

“Then lick it.” Felicia ordered.

“Wha—UMMMPPH!” Tanya was cut off by Felicia backing her ass up into her face again. Like before, Felicia started to rub her ass up and down, except this time Tanya didn't have a gag between her and Felicia's bare ass.

“LLLLBBBB! BBBBLLLLB! MMMLLB!” Her protests were also louder now without the gag.

“Lick it! Stick your tongue up it!” Felicia ordered. Her whole body was alight with pleasure, but she resisted giving into her urges, not yet.

“Mmmmlllb!” Felicia could feel as Tanya tried to shake her head.

“Yes!” Felicia ordered, grabbing a handful of Tanya's hair and pulling hard.

“BBBBFFFF!” Tanya spat. Felicia froze, holding Tanya's head in place.

“Stick your tongue up my ass!” Felicia grunted through gritted teeth.

“Mmmmmffffll! Ffllllbb!” Tanya tried to twist her head away but Felicia held it in place.

Felicia bent over slightly and slowly wiggled her ass back and forth over Tanya's face.

“Ummmmm...” Tanya whined.

“It's the only way you're getting out of here...” Felicia sighed, her fingers twitching involuntarily inside her.

Tanya went still, then Felicia felt it, her tongue slowly slide out of her mouth and trace the outside of Felicia's asshole.

It sent a tremor of excitement through Felicia's whole body. Her fingers started to dance along her clit.

“Oh yes...” Felicia sighed, whole body erupting into pins and needles. Tanya's tongue continued to lap along the outside of her butthole, each movement sending shivers of excitement through Felicia.

As Tanya ate her ass, Felicia's fingers continued to rub her clit, her body trembling with each movement.

“Oh yes... yes...” Felicia cried.

Tanya couldn't moan or protest, thanks to her tongue now vigorously lapping at Felicia's ass crack.

“Oooohh... yeah...” More tremors rocked Felicia's body and her fingers quickened their pace on her clit.

Then she felt the orgasm coming, like a great flood. It washed over her body, cleansing it, leaving her invigorated and anew.

“Ooooohh!!!!” Felicia moaned, letting go of her clit and Tanya's hair. Her hands lifted and pulled back her hair as the orgasm took control of her body.

“Yes! Yes!” She collapsed to her knees as she came, every muscle turning to jelly. Behind her, she could hear Tanya gasping for breath.

She felt serene, at peace. Felicia hadn't felt like this for months. The orgasm had passed but the aftershocks still rocked her body.

“Hey so you said- MMMMPH!” Felicia cut Tanya off by pulling the cloth gag back up over her mouth. There was no way she would let this woman ruin this moment.

“Mmmmph! Umm!” Tanya protested. Felica closed her eyes and leaned back, resting her head against Tanya's cheek while patting the other with her hand.

It was almost a perfect moment. Felicia had reduced this woman to her pet. She had taken control after spending so long as a prisoner. It was invigorating, and it was sexy. Never again would she be made helpless, never again would she lose control.

“Mmmm! Ulllmmm glllmm! Mmmm!” Tanya twisted against Felicia, moaning and struggling. Eyes still closed, Felicia sighed.

Some people just always have to ruin the moment.

Felicia spun around and felt blindly on the floor until she found her discarded panties. She lifted them up and opened her eyes to face Tanya.

“Some people just don't know how to stay quiet.” Felicia chided as she pulled down Tanya's gag.

“No wait-UMMMPH!” Tanya's pleas were cut off by Felicia once again shoving the panties in her mouth. The red-headed woman's eyes were wide and frantic as Felicia pulled the cloth up over her mouth.

“I might have to find a few more layers to keep you nice and quiet.” Felicia cooed, patting Tanya on the cheek.

“Mmmmmo! Mmmlllkkk! Mmmmo!” Tanya's eyes were on something behind Felicia.

Felicia just sighed. There was no way she was falling for that one.

“If you think that one is going to work on me, you got ano-MMMMMMPH!” Felicia was cut off by a strong but feminine hand clamping over her mouth and pulling her back.

“Oh Felicia, well done. Not many people can get the drop on me like that.” The Queen sighed in her ear as she pressed her nude body against Felicia's from behind.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmmmmph!” Felicia's eyes went wide and she tried to pull away, but The Queen held her firmly in place.

“What do you say we have a little play time?” The Queen hissed as her other hand cupped Felicia's bare breast.

“Mmmmooo! Ummmmm!” Felicia tried to resist, but the other woman pulled her to her feet like she was a rag doll and started dragging her across the room.

Felicia was a captive again.

3.

It had been a strange day for Felicia Fetters. It had started with her as a captive, about to be sold into slavery, then her escaping by posing as a captive, followed by her taking some of her enemies captive, and now back to her being a captive.

At least, she wasn't bound or gagged. That was a plus.

But she was still completely nude.

At least they could have given me some clothes! Felicia pouted as she sat on the bed, wrapped in a thin, white sheet to cover her nudity. The fact that they had locked her in a room with nothing but a bed, a dresser, and an empty wardrobe gave Felicia cause for concern. It made her think that whatever their plans for her, it wasn't something she would like.

The Queen, the dominatrix that Felicia had overpowered and tied up, must have somehow gotten free of her bindings and then had easily overpowered Felicia. It was really all a blur to Felicia, one minute she was gloating over a bound and gagged Tanya, and the next a naked woman had jumped her from behind and was dragging her down a hallway.

“Mmmph! Umm! Mmm!” Felicia strained and fought with all of her strength, but whoever this woman was, she was strong - freaky strong. She ushered Felicia down the hallway while keeping one hand over Felicia's mouth like it was nothing. Then they stopped outside a door and the woman opened it, pushed Felicia inside, and closed it.

Immediately Felicia grabbed the handle but it wouldn't turn. Then she started throwing herself against the door and pounding on it but to no avail. She did this for about a half hour before her hands started to hurt and she stepped away, realizing her nudity. All she had one were the long stockings and nothing else. At first she checked the wardrobe on the far wall but found it empty, so she had no choice but to take a sheet from the bed and wrap it around her nude body.

And here she was, waiting on the edge of a bed, naked under a sheet, waiting for her captors.

What are they going to do to me? Her mind raced with the possibilities. She imagined that they weren't happy with her, after what she did to Jack and all.

Did I kill him? I must have! Last she saw of him, he was buried under cement. Why would they have a cement chute in the corner of that room? What did they use it for?

Then she went pale, realizing immediately what they used it for. Images began to race through Felicia's mind of her bound and gagged under that cement chute, staring up helplessly as the gray sludge poured out over her head. That was not how Felicia planned to go out. Part of her realized that she should probably feel bad for what she did to Jack, but in truth, she didn't feel bad at all.

He would have done the same to me. He had tried to blow her up once! Jack deserved it!

Then she thought over the things she had done that night, to Gina, to Jack, and to Tanya. It was like something had come over her, some part of her that she couldn't control.

I should have just ran, not bothered to get in Jack's car!

Some sort of primal lust had taken control of Felicia, and now here she was, paying the price.

Whatever they do to me, just hurry up! The waiting, the suspense, was killing her. She had decided that when her captors came in, she would face them with defiance and dignity. Well, as much dignity as a nude captive could.

She had no way to tell time, but it felt like hours had passed of her waiting on the edge of that bed for something to happen. Eventually, she laid back, allowing herself a moment to relax and come down from the events of the day.

Maybe I'll just close my eyes for a moment, just to collect my thoughts...

A few moments later, Felicia was fast asleep.

***

Felicia was surprised when she woke up to find herself in the exact same situation. At first she was angry with herself for falling asleep.

I was completely helpless and vulnerable! They could have done anything to me!

But she sat up to find herself in the same room, and still completely naked. She must have tossed and turned while she slept because the sheet she had used to cover herself up was now haphazardly wrapped around her nude body. Felicia stood up and took a moment to untangle herself from the sheet. Once she had pulled the sheet off, she stood there, fully nude, and prepared to wrap it around herself again when something on the other side of the room had caught her eye.

The wardrobe was open. So someone had been in the room while she slept. Immediately Felicia fumed. Did they stop to cop a feel while they were at it? Or just stop to admire her nude body! Either way, she felt angry and violated.

Felicia dropped the sheet and approached the wardrobe, noticing that there was now something inside of it. Did they give her clothes? Getting closer, she saw that a black skirt hung from a hanger, and behind it was a blue button down police shirt. Hanging next to them was what looked like a black string.

No, not a string - it was a black, sling bikini. She was well acquainted with them from her modeling days. Skimpy and unpractical, they were meant to emphasize boobs and butts, and left very little to the imagination. Sling bikinis weren't much more than straps that slid up between your butt cheeks, over your vagina, and over your breasts, covering just the nipples and if you moved too fast you risked falling out. Photographers loved to get Felicia in sling bikinis because of her amazing ass and how it looked in a barely there swimsuit.

They expect me to wear this! Felicia placed her hands on her hips and glared at the skimpy outfit. No way. She wouldn't give them the satisfaction.

But after a few minutes, Felicia started to feel exposed and vulnerable, and decided that skimpy clothes were better than no clothes. First, she ditched the stockings, and then quickly slid on the sling bikini. It fit snugly, riding up through her butt crack quite uncomfortably. Even though Felicia had worn thongs plenty of times, these bikinis just felt like... nothing. Then she slipped the tiny straps over her breasts, which still exposed plenty of cleavage and her entire mid-section. Somehow this caused her to feel even more self conscious than when she was naked, prompting her to quickly grab the skirt.

It wasn't better. In fact, it was quite tiny. Felicia positioned the skirt around her waist, but it only covered about half of her sizable rear, exposing the bottom half of her butt cheeks to anyone behind her, and if she lowered it, then the top half of her bottom was exposed.

Fuck it, I'll just leave it like that and hope that the shirt is long enough! So Felicia left the skirt halfway down her ass and grabbed the blue police shirt.

It wasn't long enough. In fact, it was extremely small, and was missing the top few buttons. The shirt buttoned just above her navel, but with the top few buttons missing, exposed all of Felicia's gratuitous cleavage. She sighed and stared down at herself in the ridiculous costume.

Now what? In having her dress like this, she imagined that her captors didn't have anything good in mind.

To answer her, she heard the CLICK as the door to her room unlocked. Felicia spun, ready for anything.

Nothing happened. She waited, holding her breath. Still nothing. Then the door drifted open slightly and Felicia felt her heart jump into her throat.

Oh no, here it comes! She prepared herself for whatever was waiting on the other side of that door, and for whatever punishment or humiliation they had in store for her.

Nothing happened. The door drifted an inch and then stopped. A sliver of light shone in from whatever waited outside. Felicia waited another moment and realized that she had broken out into a cold sweat.

Don't let them see it! Don't let them know!

Another moment passed in silence, and Felicia realized that she was alone.

Do they want me to go outside? That seemed likely, given the ridiculous costume she had on and the door opening, but why?

Every instinct told Felicia this was a trap, but to what end?

I could just not leave. That was a viable option, just wait in this room, but she imagined that eventually someone would get inpatient and come and drag her out.

Or what if they didn't? What if they just let her sit here, waiting?

Eventually, Felicia decided that she would have to step outside of this room, either by force or choice, and she would rather it was by choice. She still didn't know what her captors had in store for her, but she imagined that if they wanted to kill her, they would have already done it.

Felicia took a breath, stood up straight, and strolled towards the door, trying to look as dignified and tough as possible given her ridiculous and skimpy attire. In a moment, she had crossed the room and grasped the door knob. As soon as she placed her hand on the round, cold metal, Felicia froze, every muscle in her body stiffening, waiting for something to happen.

And nothing did. She let out a breath and opened the door. Stepping out, she found herself back in the same hallway she had been dragged down... when was it? The previous night? Day? A few hours ago? She had no concept of how long it had been, there were no windows, and no clocks.

Felicia turned her head, looking down either end of the hallway. First she looked to her left, knowing that was where she was dragged from, or was it? Everything was such a blur. Then Felicia turned to her right. The hallway looked to go on forever, lined with red doors on either side.

And one of them was open slightly, allowing a sliver of light cutting into the hallway. Felicia stood there for a moment, staring at the partially open door.

I imagine that's where they want me to go. Felicia thought it over, once again imagining that whatever was waiting in that room wasn't good.

Then she heard a familiar sounding noise coming from down the hall. She didn't have to listen intently to know it was coming from that room.

Felicia took a few steps forward and listened.

“Hlllp...hhhmmm.. hllll mmmmeee”

Felicia knew the sound well, the sound of a bound and gagged woman. Without thinking, Felicia started hurrying down the hall towards the sound. As she got closer, the woman's muffled cries got louder and more frenzied.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmmmumm! Ullumm!”

Who was it? Could be Tanya or Shelly?

If it is, I'm just going to leave them as I found them! Even though Felicia was in a dire situation, the last thing she wanted was to be running around with Tanya or Shelly, two women who had double crossed her in the past.

Then her mind started to wander. What if these people had gotten a hold of the other girls?

What if it was Janet?

Felicia's heart fluttered at the thought and she hurried. The reasonable part of her brain told her it most likely wasn't Janet, but the hope that it was spurred her on.

Felicia reached the door and flung it open as she dived into the room. It was similar to the room she was held in, with a wardrobe on one wall, a vanity on the other, and a bed against another wall. The bed had four posts and a canopy, and was made with silk sheets and blankets.

Her heart sank when she saw that the woman on the bed was not Janet, but Felicia still did recognize her.

The woman was tanned to a deep bronze, and was wearing black, lacy lingerie. The skimpy underwear showed off the woman's cut, chiseled physique perfectly, and she had wavy, dirty blond hair with dark roots. She was older, maybe mid-forties.

“Hmmmph!” The woman's eyes lit up when Felicia entered, immediately falling on the fake police shield on her tiny uniform shirt.

Good lord, she think I'm a real cop! Felicia dismissed the thought. She was a real cop, just not wearing a real uniform, and not there on police business.

The woman was also bound hand and foot with white rope, and was gagged with a thick white cloth that was knotted in the middle. Her luscious, red lips wrapped around the knot as the woman pleaded with Felicia.

“Hllp! Grrrmmm mmeee ooffff offf hrrrr!” She stamped her bound feet on the bed for emphasis.

Jessica! That was the woman's name! Felicia knew her from her modeling days, she was a friend of Gina's! Jessica had once been somewhat out of shape, and then embarked on a fitness regime and became a personal trainer, and from there created a fitness empire. Gina had designed a few bikinis for Jessica, and though Felicia didn't know her that well, she knew that Jessica and Gina had been close.

How did she get here? Well, only one way to find out.

Felicia hurried over to the bound and gagged woman, crawled up on the bed, and pulled out her gag. Jessica let out a sigh of relief and stretched her jaw.

“Gah! God, thank you! That gag was killing me!” Jessica sighed.

“Are you okay?” Felicia asked, reaching behind Jessica to untie her hands.

“I... I think so. Thank you officer! How did you find me?”

Felicia stopped and looked at Jessica. How did she think that she was a police officer? None of them dressed like this!

“I'm... its a long story.” Felicia figured she would tell her later.

“Well hurry, before they get back!” Jessica turned, waving her still bound hands at Felicia. Felicia nodded and went back to untying her.

“Your Gina's friend, aren't you?” Felicia asked.

“Gina?” Jessica's voice turned to ice. “She's the reason I'm here!”

Felicia's brow furrowed. How was Gina responsible for this? She would have to find out later.

Felicia finished untying Jessica's hands and Jessica went about untying her feet.

“How long have you been here?” Felicia asked.

“I... I don't know. It feels like forever.”

“Well, don't worry, you're safe now.” Felicia reassured her, though she didn't believe it herself, but it was better to say something to reassure this woman.

Jessica pulled the rope away from her feet and hopped off the bed. As she did, Felicia caught a full glimpse of the tiny, black thong Jessica wore. Her ass was deep bronze like the rest of her, and looked to be chiseled from solid marble. Now free, Jessica stood up straight and stretched, displaying her rock hard muscles just beneath her tanned skin.

“Anyway, we have to get out of here.” Felicia stood up from the bed.

“I'm not going out like this!” Jessica turned towards her, motioning to her lingerie clad form.

“We'll find you clothes along the way. You said they would be back soon.” Felicia's patience was quickly waning.

“Just give me a minute. Keep a look out.” With that, Jessica headed over to the wardrobe.

Felicia sighed and stepped over to the door. Really, they were both deep in the bowels of a kidnapper's lair and Jessica was worried about modesty? Behind her, Felicia heard the doors to the wardrobe open.

“Just make it fast.” Felicia ordered as she peeked out into the hallway. Like before, it seemed deserted. Something wasn't right.

“Well, how's it coming?” Felicia asked, her head turning back and forth to scan the hallway.

Jessica didn't respond.

“Hey, find anything?” Felicia sighed. She didn't have time for games.

She heard Jessica walk up behind her.


“Okay, are you decent?” Felicia sighed and stepped back.

Then, a strong arm wrapped around her waist and pulled her back. Felicia opened her mouth to protest when a strong but feminine hand clamped over it.

“Hmmmyyy! Mmmwwwa?” Felicia kicked and tried to pull away, but whoever was behind her was strong, and held firm.

“Oh shhh! I finally got you!” Jessica whispered in her ear.

What? Felicia's eyes went wide and both of her hands shot up to pull Jessica's hand away from her lips.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Felicia struggled as she dug her fingers into Jessica's muffling hand, which didn't budge.

“Sexy little police officer all to myself.” Jessica gloated in Felicia's ear, and then spun her captive around and pushed her face first onto the bed.

Felicia barely had time to collect herself before landing on the soft silk. Without stopping to assess the situation, she started crawling across the bed.

Jessica was on Felicia immediately, jumping onto the bed behind her, reaching up the back of her skirt and grabbing a fistful of the flimsy string riding up Felicia's ass cheeks. The older woman bunched the back of the sling bikini and pulled forward, giving Felicia an extremely painful wedgie.

“Ooowwww!” Felicia cried, feeling the bikini ride up her ass even more than it already was.

“Oh what a beautiful tush! Do you always dress like this when on duty?” Jessica asked.

“Get off of me you crazy bitch!” Felicia screamed and clawed at the bed, trying to pull herself away. Jessica rewarded this by pulling her bikini even further up her ass.

“Owwww!” Felicia screamed, and felt her bottom being lifted up by the force of the wedgie.

Then, her ass exploded in stinging pain as Jessica spanked her bottom.

“Fuck! Stop it!” Felicia spat, her face red with fury. Not letting up on the wedgie, Jessica spanked her again, harder. The captive police woman's ass exploded into pins and needles.

“What are you doing! I'm here to save you!” Felicia screamed. Jessica pulled up on the bikini again, eliciting another cry of pain from Felicia.

“You dumb bimbo, you fell for my trap so easily!”

“What?” Felicia turned to face her. A trap?

Then Jessica pulled back on Felicia's bikini, dragging the struggling Sheriff towards her. Felicia screamed and clawed at the bed sheets under her, trying to pull away from the woman's grip.

Jessica snapped Felicia back towards her like a rag doll, then released her grip on Felicia's bikini bottom. Felicia could barely catch her breath before Jessica grabbed Felicia's flailing arms, pulled them behind her, and yanked her to her feet.

Felicia's ass crack was sore from the wedgie, and her butt cheeks stinging from the spanking. She barely had time to resist as Jessica held her arms behind her back and spun her around to face the door.

What now? Felicia barely had time to register that question in her head before her eyes widened in horror and surprise.

The Queen stood in the door, bouncing a small, black rubber ball off of the floor, and smiling at Felicia. She wore a black, one piece thong leotard, low cut to expose plenty of cleavage, and lacy stockings.

“Hey there Felicia.” The Queen smiled as she bounced the ball.

“Here she is, mistress.” Jessica said.

Felicia twisted her head to look at Jessica behind her and then at the Queen.

“What? What is this?” Felicia asked, dumbfounded.

The Queen only flashed a sadistic smile and strode forward, bouncing the ball as she did.

“Let me go!” Felicia struggled and pulled against Jessica as The Queen approached.

“Oh she's a feisty one, I like it.” The Queen purred.

“Get off of me! You're sick! You're all sick! I'm gonna arrest all of-UMMMPPH!” Felicia was cut off by the Queen shoving the black rubber ball in her gaping mouth.

Felicia attempted to spit the rubber ball out, but Jessica clamped her hand over the Sheriff's mouth from behind.

“Mmmrrrggle! Ullrgggl! Mmmm!” Felicia blubbered, struggling against her two female captors.

The Queen looked over Felicia in the skimpy costume with hungry eyes.

“Oh Sheriff, what kind of a uniform is this?” The Queen cooed, and the gripped either side of Felicia's small uniform shirt and tore it open with a flourish. The buttons ripped off easily, exposing Felicia's cleavage and tanned, toned mid-riff in the slingshot bikini.

“Mmmmph! Ummmpph!” Felicia kicked at The Queen. One of her arms twisted free and she tried to use it to wrest Jessica's hand away from her mouth, but with no luck.

“And this skirt is way to small. We'll have to do something about that.” The Queen smiled and gripped Felicia's tiny skirt by the waist band.

“Mmmo! Mmmmo!” Felicia twisted and squirmed. Her outfit was ridiculous and small, but it was all she had protecting her modesty.

The Queen only looked at her and giggled while she started to shimmy the skirt down Felicia's waist, exposing the V-like curve of the sling bikini covering her vagina.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Felicia looked down to see the tiny skirt sliding down her thighs.

“Mmmoo! Guulllbbblle!” She struggled and kicked, but soon the skirt was down around her ankles. The Queen giggled and pulled the small garment away, then stood up, twirling it on her finger like a prize.

“There, so much more freeing.”

“Grrrrrmmm!” Felicia narrowed her eyes and growled. Then the Queen tossed her skirt away and reached a gloved hand into her own cleavage.

Felicia froze, dreading what this sadistic woman had in store next. A second later, the Queen's hand emerged from her bosom with a small roll of white gauze. Her eyes shifted from the gauze to Felicia, and the helpless woman knew exactly what came next.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmo! Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head and pulled against Jessica as The Queen approached, unspooling the gauze as she did.

“Now hold her tight Jessica.” The Queen held the gauze out right in front of Felicia, who stared at it with wide, terrified eyes.

“Mmmo! Mmmffff! Hlllp! Mlllettt mee mmmo!” Felicia mumbled as Jessica's hand came away from her mouth. No sooner had that happened then the Queen pressed the gauze over Felicia's lips and started to wrap.

The Queen handed the gauze off to Jessica, and Felicia took that moment to raise her hands against the dominatrix, but the Queen anticipated that, grabbing Felicia's hands by the wrists and clamping down like a vice.

“Glllummph!” Felicia moaned as her wrists erupted in pain. Her knees buckled. This woman as strong!

As The Queen held her wrists, Jessica wrapped the gauze in layer after layer over Felicia's mouth. Immediately she had flashbacks to the time Jack had done something similar to her with packing tape.

“Mmmgggg... gglllubb!” Felicia moaned, twisting her head in an attempt to shake off the gauze.

“I think that's enough, it will keep Ms. Fetters here quiet.” The Queen giggled.

The gauze stopped, then Jessica's hands came from behind Felicia, grabbed her wrists, and twisted her arms behind her back.

“Mmmrrrggh!” Felicia barely had time to process before she found herself being spun around and planted face first on the bed.

“Mffff...” She sighed, then felt her uniform shirt being pulled back along her shoulders. A second later, she felt her arm go free as they pulled it free from one of the sleeves.

Now's my chance!

Realizing her opportunity, Felicia's hand shot forward, grasping for the gauze around her mouth, but one of her captors grabbed her arm with lighting quick reflexes.

“Not so fast, Ms. Sheriff.” Jessica admonished, squeezing Felicia's wrist, sending new bursts of pain through it.

“Ooooofff!” Felicia cried, and then felt her other arm being pulled out of a sleeve. With no other alternative, she tried to bring that arm up to pull her gag down but Jessica caught it as well.

“She's misbehaving, mistress.” Jessica said to The Queen.

“Well, we'll have to punish her then.” The Queen said from behind her, then reached around, grabbed Felicia's wrists, and twisted them behind her back again.

“Mmmuurggh!” Felicia cried, squirming on her stomach as her arms were pulled behind her. She looked up to see Jessica squatting down in front of her, thonged ass in Felicia's face.

Suspecting what was next, Felicia recoiled, eyes so wide she felt they would bulge out of her head.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo!” She shook her head and started wriggling like a worm on a hook. Behind her back, she felt The Queen cross her wrists and start to wrap gauze around them.

“Those who misbehave are punished.” Jessica giggled, and backed her ass up. A second later, Felicia's face was planted between Jessica's rock hard, thonged ass cheeks.

“Mmmbbbblll! Ullggglll! Blllmmm! Blll!” Felicia blubbered. Then Jessica started to rub her ass up and down over the gagged Sheriff’s face.

“Oh what, you don't like it when other people do it to you?” Jessica giggled while shaking her ass back and forth over Felicia's face.

“Mmbbblllb! Bbbblllummbbl! Mmmmbbbb!” Felicia cried, screaming into the ball gagging her.

She didn't realize she was kicking her feet until she felt The Queen grab them and cross them at the ankles. A second later, Felicia felt gauze wrap around her ankles.

She tested her arms and realized they were secured behind her back with gauze.

Then Jessica leaned forward, freeing Felicia's face.

“Bffff....” Felicia gasped, blinking, taking in what air she could with her nose.

“You see, good behavior gets rewarded here, and bad behavior is punished.” Jessica said, looking down at Felicia.

“Grrrr..” Felicia narrowed her eyes at the older woman. If they expected her to play this game, they had another thing coming. Then she felt something cool and wet drizzle on her backside.

“Urrrmmm?” Felicia twisted her head to look behind her and saw The Queen pouring lotion from a bottle onto Felicia's thonged backside.

“Oh don't worry honey, you'll like what we have next.” The Queen giggled, and poured some lotion onto her hand.

“Mmmmrrrfff-” Felicia could barely get out a muffled response before Jessica grabbed her head by the hair and twisted it back around front, then once again buried it between her ass cheeks.

“Mmmbbbb! Lluubbbbllm!” Felicia moaned as Jessica rubbed her ass over Felicia's face. As this happened, Felicia could feel The Queen's hands massaging her ass cheeks, rubbing the oil over them.

“Mmlllbbb! Bbblllumm!” Felicia kicked and flopped, feeling the Queen's strong fingers knead into her backside, rubbing the oil up and down. As she struggled, Felicia started to feel a sensation of lightheadedness come over her, and realized that the gag and Jessica's ass were making it hard for her to breath.

“Mmmlllbbb mmmee bbboo!” She blubbered, but the exertion that it took to talk caused her to feel even more lightheaded.

Felicia exhaled and tried to take in what little air she could. She started to feel like she was floating. Dimly she was aware of The Queen rubbing oil over her ass, back, and legs, but the more Felicia struggled, the more she slipped further and further into darkness.

She was falling, drifting like a feather in an endless sea of black.

Just float away, leave it all behind.

“Bmmm... mm...” Felicia sighed, feeling her muscles ease and more and more of the blackness consume her.

If she passed out, at least she wouldn't be awake for whatever they had planned for her.

Yes, thats it. Pass out. Go to sleep and leave this all behind, at least for the moment.

“Is she fading?” A voice, distant, at the other end of a tunnel, asked.

“I think so.” answered another, even further voice.

A moment later a blast of fresh air hit Felicia in the face. She gasped through her gag and took in a deep breath through her nose.

“Gufff...” She blinked, the encroaching darkness ripped away like a band-aid. Looking ahead, she saw Jessica's thonged ass seated on the bed in front of her.

“We thought you were gonna go to sleep there on us.” Jessica looked back at her and winked.

“Ffff mmmoo!”

“Oh no,” Jessica's face darkened and she backed up towards Felicia again. “Maybe just one more whiff.” With a smile, Jessica grabbed a handful of Felicia's hair and pulled the helpless Sheriff's face once again towards her backside.

“Mmmmeep!” Felicia squealed, closing her eyes and bracing herself.

“I think that's enough Jessica.” The Queen ordered. Obediently, Jessica let go of Felicia's hair and scurried away from the bound and gagged woman.

“Offf... ffff...” Felicia sighed in relief.

“I want the Sheriff awake for the next part.” Felicia heard The Queen say behind her.

What?

An involuntary shiver ran through Felicia. What in the world they have planned for her next? Wasn't any of this enough?

Then she thought of everything she had seen so far, and everything she heard about these people. This wasn't enough, it would never be enough. They had Felicia, and could keep her for as long as they liked, and do as they liked to her.

Felicia looked up to see Jessica stepping away from her and over towards the wall, anticipating what the bronze, ripped woman had in store for her next.

TWAP. A hard hand came down on Felicia's oiled ass cheek, prompting a muffled cry from her.

“Mmmph!” She moaned and turned her head. Behind her was The Queen, kneeling on the bed, one hand on Felicia's ass, and in the other hand was an electric toothbrush.

“Whummp?” Felicia cocked her head, confused at the dental item in The Queen's hand. Her mind had been filled with so many scenarios of what this woman had in store for her, and what she would do to Felicia and use on her, but this... this was not one of them.

“You see Felicia, you now belong to me.” The Queen began, digging her nails into Felicia's ass cheeks. “And you will do as I say, when I say. You will speak when I say, and if you are obedient, then you will be treated well, like Jessica here.”

Felicia turned to Jessica and saw her pulling something from between the curtains on the wall.

A video camera. A steady red light glowed right above the black eye of the camera's lens, telling Felicia that it was recording.

“Wufff! Mmmo!” Felicia moaned and tried to wriggle, but then felt a sharp stinging as The Queen dug her nails into her ass cheek.

“Urggh!” So this was their plan? To record her, humiliated like this, and then use it to blackmail and control her?

Jessica hovered the lens of the camera just before Felicia's face. A gleeful look played out over Jessica's face as she looked through the camera at the bound and gagged Sheriff.

“This can stop, this can all stop, but you have to swear to serve me. Will you do that Felicia?” The Queen asked.

Felicia didn't even stop to think or consider. She just turned to face The Queen. The gag prevented her from properly articulating her thoughts, but the venom in her eyes gave it all away as she glared at her captor.

“Ffff mmoo ummm bfff!” Felicia mumbled, working her lips and tongue around the ball in her mouth as best she could.

It was the wrong answer and she knew it, but she would be damned if she was going to grovel to this woman. The Queen also knew that it was the wrong answer, and was clearly hoping for that and anticipating it. Felicia could only watch as The Queen lowered the electric toothbrush down, switching it on as she did. An electric buzzing sound filled the room and the bristles of the brush lowered, eventually touching the small of Felicia's back, right above her ass cheeks.

The movements of the tiny bristles were lightning fast over Felicia's tailbone and sent small tingling jolts of electric sensation through her body.

“Uffffllmmm gggggffff ummm mmmummbbl!” Felicia blubbered into her gag, her entire body convulsing and shaking against her will. Instinct had taken over, and instinct was telling her to get away.

The buzzing stopped, and Felicia felt the toothbrush pulled away from her ass. She stopped shaking and huffed into her gag.

“Ufff.. hffff... mffff...”

Had The Queen been... tickling her?

“Ufff!” She moaned, feeling a weight press on her legs. Felicia turned her head to see The Queen sitting on Felicia's thighs, tooth brush in hand and hovering right over Felicia's lower back.

“I ask again, will you swear loyalty?” The dominatrix asked.

“Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head.

The Queen sighed, pressed the toothbrush down and switched it on. The buzzing resumed, accompanied immediately by the sharp tingling of the bristles dancing across her skin with lightning speed.

“Eeep! Ummm humm! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned, feeling her body start to wiggle and protest against the tickling.

The weight of The Queen on her thighs kept Felicia from wriggling too far, so all she could do was quake and convulse under the woman's touch while giggling uncontrollably into her gag.

“Urrrrgggll mmmmpull gffffullll!” Felicia mewed, her body doing everything in it's power to get away from the sensation.

Then she felt the toothbrush move down to in between the curve of her round, supple ass cheeks.

“Eeepp! Uffflll mmm!” Felicia moaned, feeling as the tickling sensation grew a thousand times more intense as the tiny bristles traced her ass crack.

She heard a giggle and looked up to see Jessica with the camera pointed right at Felicia, laughing with glee.

“Wrry mmoo-”Felicia grumbled, but then the tickling sensation increased in intensity and her muffled threat turned into a muffled guffaw. “Eeep! Ufff glll!”

The toothbrush was moving lower down Felicia's ass, and the tickling getting more and more intense.

“Feel that? I can go all night if I want.” The Queen chuckled behind her.

“Nnnno! Stttp!” Felicia moaned without thinking.

“You know what to do Felicia, and I'll stop.”

“Stttpp pffff!”

“Will you swear to serve me?”

Felicia searched deep inside herself. The feeling of tickling was unbearable. She was no longer in control of her body, and try as she may, she couldn't get herself to stop wiggling around and flailing like a fish on land...

...but she couldn't, wouldn't give The Queen the satisfaction of hearing Felicia give in.

Felicia turned and looked at The Queen, seated on her legs with the electric toothbrush held between her ass cheeks and a smug look on her face. She thought she had Felicia beat, thought she had won.

“Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head and shot The Queen a glare filled with fury.

The Queen's face darkened, and she moved the toothbrush down. A second later Felicia felt the tiny, fast bristles racing around the rim of her asshole like tiny race cars circling a track.

“Eeeep! Mmmoo! Ummm!” Felicia cried and squirmed. It felt like tiny electric insects were biting away at her ass. The Queen moved the toothbrush in a circular motion around Felicia's asshole.

“What about now?” The Queen asked, stopping to hold the brush directly in the center of Felicia's tight asshole.

“Meeep! Mmooo!” Felicia moaned, squeezing her eyes shut.

“Jessica, put that town and free up our new guest's mouth.” The Queen ordered. Felicia opened her eyes to see Jessica setting the camera down on a nearby table but still keeping the lens pointed directly at Felicia, and the red light was still steadily blinking.

“Eeeep! Uffff mmm!” Felicia cried, feeling her ass convulsing and quaking from the tickle torture being administered to her.

This couldn't last all night, could it?

Of course it would. The Queen would keep doing it right up until Felicia gave in.

Felicia dug deep inside of herself, trying to find a reserve of strength, something to hold onto, anything to get her to keep going.

Jessica walked over and pulled down the gauze from Felicia's mouth. She reached to pull the little rubber ball free but Felicia had already spat it out.

“Ahh! Stop! Please!” Felicia said between giggles.

“Well, will you serve The Queen?” Jessica asked.

“Go... to...hell!” Felicia giggled.

The toothbrush pressed hard against her asshole, the electric tingling sensation turning to a hard scratching.

“Ahhh-UMMMMPH!” Felicia's cry was cut off by Jessica's strong hand clamping over her mouth.

“Urrrrmmmph mmm! Ummm!” Felicia moaned, trying with all of her strength to wriggle free. The scratching sensation around her asshole was quickly turning into a red burning feeling.

“Last chance Felicia, will you serve?” The Queen asked. Jessica moved her hand away from Felicia's mouth.

“Kiss my ass you old b-ULLLLM!” Jessica clamped her hand over Felicia's mouth.

“Well fine then, looks like we'll be here for a while.” The Queen shrugged, holding the rough bristles of the toothbrush against Felicia's asshole.

“Mmmmmggg...ufffgg...ggggmmm...” Felicia moaned. Her muscles felt like they were dissolving, turning to jelly. Her wriggles were turning into short convulses.

Her eyes fell on the steady red light from the camera. Here she was, being recorded flailing around while her asshole was tickled, but for what purpose?

Felicia zeroed in on the steady red light of the camera, staring into it's unblinking, cold gaze. That would be her anchor point, the thing that would keep her grounded and away from all this.

She allowed herself to get lost in the red light, to bath in it's glow. Felicia would be like that red light: steady, constant, and silent.

And like that light, she would last until someone turned her off or her battery died.

4.

As it turned out, the battery on the camera lasted far longer than Felicia Fetters did.

Her eyes fluttered and she groaned, feeling the soft pillow underneath her face.

Where am I? She lifted her head slightly as she attempted to collect herself. The puzzle pieces of the day were starting to fall into place in her mind and she started to become dimly aware of a raw, itching around her asshole.

Tickling...

The Queen and her stooge, Jessica, had been tickling Felicia. They wanted her to give up, to swear loyalty...

Then what?

She pushed herself up and only just then realized that her hands weren't bound. Turning her head to look down, she saw that her feet weren't tied either. Instinctively, she reached a hand down to rub at the sore spot below her buttocks. That was a mistake, and it sent a sharp blast of stinging pain up through her backside.

“Ah!” She cried and rolled over. The toothbrush must have tickled her ass raw.

Felicia looked around, trying to collect her thoughts and surroundings. She was still in the room that they had tied her up in, but the lights were dimmed to a low setting, probably to simulate night time.

Is it evening? She realized that she had no idea if it truly was day or night. As she contemplated this, she realized that she actually had no idea how long she had been in this dungeon. It could have been days.

At least two days.

She sat up, a shiver running through her, and crossed her hands over her bare breasts.

Clothes... I need clothes... She thought, suddenly conscious of her nudity. The thought that she had passed out, and then that her captors had undressed her, made her supremely uncomfortable.

That must have been it, she must have passed out while they were torturing her. How long had she been out?

Felicia rolled off the bed, taking note that the camera was no longer on the table. So they had taken it, but to what end? Her best guess was still blackmail.

Felicia crossed the room to the wardrobe on the wall and opened it. With every movement, her sore ass sent tingles of pain through her body. When she got to the wardrobe, part of her half expected to see the skimpy sling bikini and police uniform hanging there, waiting for her, but instead only saw a simple set of bra and panties hanging, waiting for her.

She tore the underwear from the hanger and quickly stepped into the tiny pair of thong underwear and then the bra. It was a push up bra, and though Felicia's breasts weren't huge, it wasn't like they were small either, but this bra gave her considerable cleavage.

Heck, it would almost give Gina a run for her money. Felicia thought, feeling up her own chest.

Just as she closed the wardrobe doors she heard the footstep behind her. Before Felicia could react, a hand clamped over her mouth from behind while another, powerful arm wrapped around her waist and pulled her back.

“Nnnnnooo! Mmmmph!” Felicia moaned, trying to pull away from her captor.

Where they waiting here in the shadows the whole time? Waiting to pounce on her? Felicia realized that she didn't know if she had the physical or psychological stamina to undergo more kinky tortures, but maybe that was their plan. Maybe they were just going to wear her down and whittle away at her until there was nothing left.

“Shhh! Shhh!” Jessica hissed in her ear.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmmoo!” Felicia clutched at hand clamped over her mouth, using all of her strength to pull at it, but Jessica was too strong, and kept the flailing Felicia pressed tight against her own body.

“Stop! Stop, I'm not here to hurt you!” Jessica said in hushed but slightly louder tone.

“Urrgg! Fmmm!” Felicia moaned, not convinced.

The older woman kept her grip tight on Felicia.

“I'm here to help you!” She uttered, her voice filled with desperation, and a hint of pleading.

Felicia stopped her struggles.

“Hmmm?” She asked, but then realized that she had no reason to trust Jessica. This woman had just used her trust against her earlier tonight, or was it last night?

Still, would she try the same tactic again?

“Yes, now if I move my hand will you promise to stay quiet?” Jessica whispered.

“Urrmmm...” Felicia pondered.

“Listen, if I move my hand and you scream then we are both in trouble with The Queen, do you understand?”

“Ummm hmmm...” Felicia nodded.

“Good, now I'm going to move my hand now. If you scream, I will do whatever I can to punish you in the most extreme way before The Queen punishes us both, clear?”

“Offff kyyy!” Felicia moaned and rolled her eyes, wishing that Jessica would just do it already.

“Okay.” Jessica acknowledged, and let go of Felicia. Felicia pulled away from the woman and turned to face her, fists up.

“Oh relax, I said that I'm not here to hurt you.” Jessica sat on the edge of the bed as she spoke. She was clad in the same black, lacy lingerie that she had worn earlier.

Felicia only stared at Jessica and kept her fists up, not sure of what to do next.

“How should I trust you?” Felicia stepped closer but still remained on edge.

“Oh relax will you, we're going to have to trust each other if we want to get out of here.” Jessica sighed.

“You were just smothering me with your ass.” Felicia barked and stood against the wall opposite of Jessica.

Jessica sighed and leaned her head back.

“Ugggh, look, I learned that if you play along with The Queen, then she does treat you pretty well. It's how you get by here.”

Felicia still wasn't convinced, but lowered her fists slightly.

“Look, you have no reason to trust me, true, but let me tell you, from the bottom of my heart, is that I want to get the hell out of here.” Jessica stared right at her, eyes hard and full of conviction.

“Then what do you want from me?”

“Simple,” Jessica smiled. “One of the women that came in with you, the blond, Shelly. She kidnapped me. It's because of her that I'm in this mess.”

“I thought you said it was Gina?” Felicia asked, somewhat confused. How did Gina and Shelly contribute to Jessica ending up here?

“Gina too, look...” Jessica sighed. “I want Shelly. If you help me grab her, then I help you escape.”

“Wait what?” Felicia stammered.

Jessica sighed.

“We grab Shelly and get out with her. I have some unfinished business with her.” Jessica stood up. The look in her eye told Felicia that she was absolutely serious.

“That's crazy. We either escape or we don't. If we add kidnapping her then that opens us up to more risk of-” Felicia was cut off by Jessica grabbing her arm.

“That bitch and her big breasted buddy kidnapped me and tortured me, and then I ended up here, becoming The Queen's bitch until I agreed to play nice with her.” Jessica hissed, grabbing Felicia by the shoulders and looking the younger woman straight in the eye.

“Ow!” Felicia cried as Jessica's strong hands dug into her shoulders, but Jessica ignored her.

“Even when I play nice, there's no hope of me ever getting out, and the same goes for you, we will live the rest of our days as The Queen's slaves, do you understand?”

“Yes but-” Felicia began.

“No buts! We will, and I sure as hell don't want that! Now you either help me or you don't and we both are stuck here!” Jessica let go and backed away, listening for Felicia's reply.

Felicia looked over the older woman as she thought. The idea of spending the rest of her days as a captive to The Queen was not ideal in the slightest, but she had no idea if Jessica was to be trusted or not.

But what other choice did she have?

“Fine, but when we grab Shelly then we turn her over to the police.” Felicia offered, but Jessica shook her head.

“Nope. She's mine. I want to inflict all of the hurt that was inflicted on me to her, and then some.”

Then something dawned on Felicia, and a smile crept across her face.

“Fine, but if I help you get Shelly then you help me get Tanya.”

Jessica's jaw dropped and she shook her head.

“Nope, grabbing one of them is risky enough, but two-”

“Shelly ruined your life, Tanya ruined mine. We both have scores to settle, and if you want me to help you grab Shelly then you'll help me grab Tanya or I'm out.” Felicia crossed her arms over her chest to signify that was her final offer.

Jessica inhaled and glared at Felicia, then nodded slowly.

“Fine.”

Felicia nodded back, glad that an agreement could be made with this shaky new ally.

“Okay, now what?” Felicia asked. Since Jessica approached her, she presumed that she had a plan.

Jessica smiled and produced a roll of duct tape in one hand and a cloth in the other. Felicia recoiled on instinct, knowing what they were used for. The older woman giggled and smiled at Felicia.

“Don't worry, this isn't for you. Just follow me, and keep quiet.” Jessica turned and headed towards the door, which Felicia now saw was slightly ajar.

She must have snuck in while I was getting dressed. Felicia mentally chided herself for letting her guard down so easily.

Jessica bent slightly and stuck her head out through the cracked door, looking in both directions. As she did, Felicia got a great view of Jessica's tanned and muscular ass. She had to give it to Jessica, she had an amazing backside and definitely knew it. A moment later Jessica stood back up and turned to face Felicia, catching the younger woman admiring her thonged ass.

“Don't tell me that I'm going to be a distraction.” Jessica sighed.

“No, sorry.” Felicia's eyes snapped up and she shook her head.

“Good, because I'm proud of my ass and I know it, but now isn't the time.” Jessica said flatly and then slunk into the hallway. Felicia hurried after her.

Jessica pressed herself against the wall and slid down, followed by Felicia.

“Wait, how did you slip away to get me?” Felicia asked as both lingerie clad woman sling along the wall.

“What did I say about being quiet?” Jessica asked, not turning to face Felicia.

“I'm sorry, but this seems a little too convenient and-” Felicia began, but then Jessica stopped, turned, and glared at her.

“I was able to slip away while The Queen slept.” Jessica sighed.

“What, really?” Felicia asked.

“She lets the girls she trusts more sleep with her, untied. I waited until she fell asleep and snuck away, but we should hurry before she wakes!” Jessica rolled her eyes as she spoke. Felicia nodded and the two continued down the hall.

“Aren't there guards?” Felicia asked as they moved.

“Christ, you ask a lot of questions.” Jessica sighed.

“Doesn't it seem a little... too easy?” Felicia huffed.

“The Dungeon is like a maze, you can wander for hours and not find your way out. The Queen and her most trust know it by heart. If anyone gets free, she knows that they'll be lost wandering up and down until she can scoop them up again.”

“How do you know where we're going?”

“Because I have a great memory.” Jessica never turned to face Felicia as she spoke.

Felicia frowned. It all seemed too easy. She didn't like it, any of it.

They continued on in silence for a long while, but then Jessica stopped, turned to Felicia with a finger to her lips, and motioned to a door next to her. Felicia nodded, understanding.

They have Shelly in there.

Jessica smiled and handed Felicia the cloth. Felicia nodded and then Jessica angled herself towards the door, looked up and down the hallway, and then turned a latch on the outside of the door. Once the door was unlocked, Jessica opened it slightly and peered in, and then turned to Felicia and nodded that it was all clear. Then Jessica opened the door enough to squeeze her lithe but muscular body inside and Felicia followed, closing the door behind her.

Inside the room was almost identical to the one that Felicia was being held in, complete with the same dim lighting. The only difference was Shelly's unconscious form on the bed. She was sleeping on her side with her back to them, still clad in the same bra and thong that she wore earlier. The RESERVED stamp was still on her ass cheek, though the ink was smeared and faded. Felicia looked at the sleeping woman and wondered what their captors had done to her while they were working over Felicia. Had they done the same tickle torture to Shelly? Or did they perform another kind of kinky game on her?

Felicia felt a pang of sympathy for the woman, but then dismissed it. Shelly had done terrible things, and if it was because of her that Jessica was in this mess, then she deserved everything she got. Part of Felicia thought about telling Jessica that they should just go and leave Shelly to her fate, seeing how it was Shelly's fault that they were all in this mess, but she knew that Jessica wouldn't listen.

Jessica was already creeping towards the other side of the bed, and pointed at Shelly as she moved. Felicia nodded and held the cloth out with both hands as she approached the sleeping woman. As she approached Shelly from behind, Jessica crawled up onto the bed with her and reached out to grab Shelly's hands.

Felicia crawled up on the bed behind Shelly, cloth held out, ready to wrap it around Shelly's mouth to prevent screams...

Jessica grabbed Shelly's limps wrists and squeezed. Shelly let out a gasp and lifted her head.

“Wha—ummph!” Shelly was cut off by Felicia throwing the cloth over her head and pulling it tight over mouth, gagging her.

“Mmmp!” Shelly moaned, trying to lift her hands to pull the gag down, but Jessica was strong and held them like a vice as Felicia tried to knot the gag at the back of Shelly's head.

“Come on! Hurry up!” Jessica hissed at Felicia.

“I'm trying!” Felicia said through gritted teeth. Despite Jessica's grip on her wrists, Shelly was wriggling and trying to pull away, making it difficult for Felicia to tie the gag.

“Ummmph! Mmmph! Mmmm!” Shelly moaned, twisting and shaking her head in an attempt to shake off the gag.

Felicia held tight, feeling like a cowboy riding a bucking bronco. She kept her grip on the gag tight as Shelly tried to twist away.

“Hurry up!” Jessica cried, her eyes wide and alarmed.

“I'm doing my best!” Felicia cried, twisting Shelly's head with the gag.

“Mmmo! Mmmo! Hllp!” Shelly moaned as Felicia tightened the gag and tried to secure the knot. The blond woman kicked and flailed, doing her best to slip away from her captors.

Even now, she's still a slippery bitch! Felicia thought as she tried to secure the gag.

Jessica sighed and pulled on Shelly's wrists, jerking the woman forward. Shelly sighed into the gag and this gave Felicia enough time to tie the knot and secure the gag.

“Uffff mmmm!” Shelly moaned, feeling the gag tighten around her mouth.

“Okay hold her arms and fold them across her chest!” Jessica muttered.

“What?” Felicia stammered, still holding onto the gag around Shelly's mouth.

“Just do it!”

Felicia sighed and grabbed Shelly's wrists. Jessica let go and Felicia crisscrossed Shelly's arms across her chest like the ancient mummies.

“Offfff mmmo! Umm!” Shelly moaned, still trying to wriggle away.

Jessica sat on Shelly's shin, planting all of her weight on them to keep her feet from kicking, and then unspooled the duct tape and started to wrap it around Shelly, pinning her arms to her chest.

Just like a mummy. Felicia thought, watching as Jessica wrapped layer after layer of tape around Shelly's wriggling mid-section.

“Remember me? Remember how you and your big titted bitch wrapped me up?” Jessica smiled as she cocooned Shelly's torso in layers of tape.

“Urrrmmm pffff! Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned and twisted, trying to escape.

“Well now I'm gonna wrap you up!” Jessica's eyes were wild and hysterical as she started to wrap the tape lower, around Shelly's waist.

“Offff mmmmo! Cmmmm oonn pfff!” Shelly moaned, still writhing.

Felicia held Shelly by the shoulders. By now Shelly's entire upper body was wrapped in duct tape, and watched as Jessica wrapped Shelly's waist in tape, and then down to her thighs...

“Urrgg...gllllblll...” Shelly's eyes were wide and frantic as she watched as the duct tape cocooned her legs, wrapping them in layer after layer of the sticky substance.

Soon even Shelly's feet were cocooned in duct tape, leaving only her head exposed.

Jessica finished wrapping Shelly's feet and then raised the roll up for the bound and gagged woman to see.

“Now your head.” Jessica smiled.

“Wfff! Mmoo! Mmmp!” Shelly moaned and tried to wriggle away.

“Hey come on, that's enough.” Felicia added. They had Shelly tied up, now it was time to go. Every minute they wasted meant that someone could walk in and find them.

“Ufff hfff!” Shelly nodded in agreement.

“I'll say when it's enough!” Jessica barked, and unspooled more tape and pressed it over the cloth gagging Shelly.

Felicia leaned back and watched as Jessica started to layer the tape over Shelly's mouth.

“Uffff.. mmooom...ggggfff...” Shelly tried twist away, but Jessica kept up the assault with the tape. Once Shelly's mouth was covered, Jessica went lower, wrapping up the blond woman's chin, and then neck.

Then Jessica went up, covering Shelly's eyes.

“Ufff... mmmm... grrrrmm..” Shelly moaned, her cries even more muffled under the layers of tape.

Finally, Jessica wrapped layers around the top of Shelly's head. Shelly could barely move, only slightly twist her head in protest. Felicia could only watch, knowing that part of her should be enjoying this, but... she felt wrong in some way. Jessica was enjoying this a little too much.

Finally, Jessica finished and leaned back, admiring her work. Shelly was completely cocooned, mummified in duct tape from head to toe, with the exception of her nose.

“Umm...mmm... gfff..” Shelly mumbled, her body writhing and twisting under the layers of tape.

“Okay, let's get her out of here.” Jessica nodded at Felicia and grabbed Shelly's feet. Felicia took a hold of Shelly by the shoulders and they lifted the struggling mummy off of the bed and started carrying her towards the door.

“Mmmm....ffff..sttpp... pfffff..” Shelly continued to writhe and struggle, and Felicia felt her hold on her slipping.

Come on... She sighed and wrapped her arms around Shelly's torso. All of the duct tape made it difficult to get a grip.

“Come on, do you have her?” Jessica asked in an annoyed tone.

“It's hard to...” Felicia grunted, doing her best to hold the wriggling mummy. “She's kicking and fussing.”

“Hurry up!” Jessica said as she carried Shelly out of the door. Felicia followed, doing her best to keep a tight grip on the struggling woman.

They stopped outside, and Jessica set Shelly's feet down and reached out and closed and locked the door.

Good move. Felicia thought. Hopefully it would take them a while to notice that three girls had slipped out during the night.

Four. She corrected herself, four girls. They still had Tanya to get.

“Okay, where are we going?” Felicia asked as Jessica lifted Shelly by the legs again.

“I'll lead.” Jessica said, and they started moving down the hall.

“Urrrf fffrrrmm mmmmm... glllummm...” Shelly moaned, still wiggling in their grasp. Felicia almost lost her grip on the bound woman and had to stop to adjust herself.

“Dammit, she's gonna give us away with all this commotion she's making.” Felicia huffed.

“Then we better hurry up!” Jessica said and quickened her pace.

Felicia had no idea where they were going, and started to wonder if Jessica did. She was making turns here and there, but the hallways all seemed the same. Every time they turned a corner, Felicia was half expecting The Queen to be waiting there, flanked with guards on both sides.

It seemed like they wandered around those winding corridors for hours, but Felicia knew that in reality it was only a few minutes. Finally, they turned a corner and came into a large, open room. It was the garage/loading area where Felicia had entered with Jack. Several panel trucks were parked by the bay doors, and like the rest of the place, the garage was deserted.

Something wasn't right. Every instinct in Felicia told her that this was a trap. It was all too easy.

These people are criminals, don't they usually conduct most of their business at night?

Then again, she realized that she had no idea if it was day or night. Plus, criminals had to sleep sometime.

“Ufff! Mmmmll!” Shelly wriggled in their grasp, snapping Felicia back to the moment. She wrapped her arms around the mummified woman.

“Okay, now what?” Felicia huffed, every muscle in her arms tensed around her hostage.

“There!” Jessica pointed to the nearest truck and the two woman scurried over with their cocooned captive.

“Okay, hold up.” Jessica was huffing now, clearly exhausted from the struggling Shelly. She set Shelly's feet down and scrambled to the side of the truck.

Hanging underneath the truck's cargo trailer was a small, black, storage area. Felicia watched as Jessica bent over and unclasped a latch on the storage compartment and realized that she probably would have missed the compartment on first glance.

Jessica's bronze ass cheeks flexed as she lifted the hatch to the storage compartment and turned towards Felicia. The compartment was big enough to fit a person.

“They use these to hide girls when they transport them.” Jessica explained.

“Hrrrruuh?” Shelly cocked her head.

“Okay, let's get her in there.” Felicia nodded to Shelly's legs and Jessica nodded back.

“Urr ggaa! Mmmrrroo! Ummph” Shelly resumed her futile wriggling as Jessica lifted her by the ankles and they carried her over to the storage compartment.

“Oh hush, after I'm done with you, you'll wish I would have left you here.” Jessica sneered at Shelly.

“Urrrggl ffflllggll mmmp!” Shelly mumbled through the layers of tape covering her.

Felicia didn't like the obvious glee in Jessica's eyes as she watched Shelly struggle. She had a bad feeling about all of this, but then again, she didn't have a choice right now.

Jessica shoved Shelly's feet inside the compartment and then helped Felicia stuff the struggling woman's upper half inside. All Shelly could do was twist her cocooned body and mumble as they stashed her away like luggage. Once Shelly was safely inside, Jessica closed the door but didn't latch it.

“Okay, now for Tanya.” Felicia stated, but Jessica shook her head.

“Not yet.” The older woman said.

“What do you mean? That was the deal!” Felicia gritted her teeth and balled her fists, ready for a fight.

“I just need to check one thing” Jessica turned and headed towards the truck's cab.

“I help you get Shelly, you help me get Tanya!” Felicia grumbled as she followed Jessica.

“Yes, but none of us will get very far if the truck doesn't have keys.” Jessica sighed and opened the driver's side door.

Felicia sighed, realizing that Jessica had a good point, and watched as the other woman rifled through the glove box. Jessica's brow furrowed as she came out of the glove box empty handed, and then checked the overhead flaps, which were also empty.

“Is it in the ignition?” Felicia asked, prompting a sigh and a look of annoyance from Jessica.

“They usually leave the keys in here so they can just get in and go.” She sighed and turned to give Felicia another view of her thonged as she dug between the seats.

Felicia kept looking over her shoulder, once again expecting a guard or someone to walk in and find two thong clad women hanging around the trucks.

“Hey, if we could be quick...” Felicia tried not to tap her feet as she said it.

“I'm looking!” Jessica spat, and switched to searching the floor of the cab.

Felicia kept her fists clenched and arched her head around the garage. Every minute they wasted meant it was another minute closer to someone finding out they were gone. She was suddenly aware of her bare feet tapping on the concrete below her as her leg twitched nervously.

“Look, where is Tanya? I'll get her.” Felicia regretted the words as soon as they left her mouth. Why would she even offer something like that? To search a building that she didn't know for an already kidnapped woman, restrain her, and then drag her out to a truck all by herself?

But Felicia also knew that time wasn't on their side. Any minute now someone could walk in on them, or they could be looking for them already.

Jessica sighed and looked at Felicia dubiously.

“Do you even know where to look?”

“If you tell me.” Felicia shrugged.

Jessica hung her head in defeat for a moment and then raised it.

“She still in the main processing chamber, where-”

“Where she was earlier.” Felicia cut Jessica off. The older woman let out a sigh of annoyance and nodded.

“Yes, with any luck she's still tied and gagged so you'll just have to move her. I'll be waiting here.”

“What if you can't find the keys?”

“Then I'll get us another truck. Now go, time's wasting.” Jessica made a dismissive motion with her wrist and turned back to digging through the truck cab for the keys. Felicia didn't waste anymore time and spun on her heel and sprinted towards the hallway.

She knew her way to the main chamber at least after her first night here. Hopefully it was like what Jessica said and Tanya was still tied up and gagged.

A thousand scenarios raced through Felicia's head as she jogged down the hallway. Tanya could have moved, and in that case Felicia could spend hours looking and not find her, or she could be guarded, or she could grab Tanya and get back to the garage only to find that Jessica had been caught.

Stay focused! Hurry! Just get Tanya and get out, but be quiet!

But she made it to the entrance to the main chamber without incident. Felicia gripped the doors that would lead to the Queen's closet and hesitated, listening. She suddenly became away of the cool air on her bare skin, of every drop of sweat sliding down her body, and of her own heart, fluttering in her chest.

This is all too easy.

There should have been guards, security alarms, or something. She found it hard to believe that they could just snatch two women and go. A voice at the back of Felicia's head told her to turn around and head back to the garage, get in the truck with Jessica and go. If she escaped, then she could come back with cops and raid this whole place, and then have Tanya.

But no, if they rescued Tanya then there was no way Felicia could get payback on her for everything she had done. Tanya would get off looking like a victim, sympathy would be on her side, and Felicia would have to play along.

Besides, she had come this far. She had to see this through.

Felicia gripped the handle to the doors and plunged back into the inner sanctum of The Queen's dungeon. Much like last time, she found herself emerging through a secret door inside a closet. Once again, she peered through the slats in the closet door, but this time the room beyond was completely dark. She held her breath, listening, but didn't hear a sound.

After a moment, Felicia slid open the door and stepped into the dressing room beyond. Instinct told her to close the door behind her but she knew that once she grabbed Tanya that she would have to get out fast, so she left the door open for easy escape.

The room was dark, almost pitch black, and Felicia had to grope her way through the darkness, using memory to guide her. Eventually, her hands clasped the cold metal of a door knob and unsurprisingly it twisted open.

Felicia froze with the door cracked open, listening for any commotion from the room beyond.

Tanya is just beyond this door.

Her heart was a jackhammer in her chest. Tanya, the woman that had ruined her reputation as Sheriff, was waiting beyond. It occurred to Felicia that when she got Tanya out that no one would know that Felicia had her. She could hold onto Tanya for as long as she wished and do whatever she wanted to her.

The thought was invigorating. It sent a rush through Felicia. Her skin rose into goose bumps and her nipples went erect against her lacy bra. Her vagina was growing wet at the thought of having Tanya all to herself to do as she wished.

Not yet though, I have to get her first.

Felicia collected herself, took a deep breath, and opened the door wide. The room beyond was also in complete darkness. She took a few steps inside and waited, listening.

Everything was still quiet.

Light, she needed to find a light. Felicia's hand went to the side, searching for a wall and a light switch. Her hands traced the edges of a switch and flicked it on.

The whole room lit up with bright, fluorescent's hanging far above her. What awaited her in the once darkened room made her gasp.

The Queen sat in what could only be described as a throne, a sadistic smile on her face as she regarded the stunned Felicia. Seated on the floor against her powerful leg was Tanya, clad in a gold bra that was several sizes too small. The red head's cleavage looked like it was going to burst out of her top with every heaving breath she took. It looked like she wore a matching, gold thong as well. Tanya's eyes were wide and terrified, but a black, leather muzzle was wrapped around her mouth, keeping her gagged. Her hands were bound in front of her and she had a collar around her neck with a chain extending from it to The Queen's hand.

The Queen flicked her wrist and pulled Tanya tighter against her leg.

“Mmmmph!” The muzzled Tanya cried, bound hands clutching at her collar.

Women of all shapes and sizes crowded the throne, all of them clad in various types of leather lingerie.

Then Felicia noticed to The Queen's right, an exceptionally built, heavily tattooed and powerful looking red-headed woman held Jessica. The red-head had one hand clamped over Jessica's mouth, and Jessica's hands clutched at the woman in a vain attempt to pry her hand away. Every muscle in Jessica's body flexed and strained, veins popped in her arms and sweat glided along her perfect abs, but the red haired woman looked like she wasn't even breaking a sweat.

“Urrrrfff! Mmmmm!” Jessica screamed into the muffling hand.

“Oh Felicia, Felicia...” The Queen chided.

Felicia started to back away.

“It was a good attempt, but some of my girls found Jessica here snooping around the garage. Somehow I knew that you would be involved somehow.” A sneer crept across The Queen's face.

Felicia continued to back up until she felt her back hit something hard and powerfully built.

Someone's chest!

Felicia's eyes went wide and she tried to pull away but a pair of powerful arms came from behind and gripped her by the shoulders. She cried out as strong hands dug into her flesh.

“Ow! Stop!” Felicia moaned, trying to twist out of her captor's grip.

“I would expect this kind of behavior from you Felicia, but you...” The Queen turned to Jessica and wagged her finger at her.

“Wait, just listen, lets talk!” Felicia pleaded as she tried to twist out of her captor's grip.

“Take them away until I can figure out what to do with them.” The waved her hand in a dismissive motion and Jessica was pulled back into the sea of women behind The Queen.

“Wait! No! Please! Listen!” Felicia pleaded as her powerful captor pulled her back into the dark dressing room behind her and off to a new punishment.

***

Shelly Arnold's world was darkness, with her muffled moans as her only companion.

Mummified from head to toe in duct tape, all she could do was wriggle and moan into her gag as she awaited her next torment.

“Uffff....mmmm... mmmm!” Shelly moaned, twisting her cocooned body.

She knew that she was in a tight space of some sort, it seemed to be metal from the sounds that were made when she kicked. If she twisted too far in any direction she would hit something solid and hard. Wherever they had stashed her, it was just big enough for her.

They said something about a truck, and Tanya.

So presumably she was stashed in a storage compartment of a truck while Felicia and Jessica grabbed Tanya and did the same to her.

Part of Shelly would have enjoyed seeing Tanya mummified, the silver duct tape completely covering that red hair of hers, but she would have to fantasize about that later.

At first she thought things were bad when she was brought to The Queen, but now here she was, in the hands of two women that had a scored to settle with her, one of whom she had kidnapped and tortured, and the other she had deliberately set up and then kept hostage and attempted to sell. Now both of them were out for revenge and Shelly could only shudder when she imagined what they had in store for her.

Suddenly, her world of darkness was broken by a loud roaring that bore down on her from every direction.

“Mmmmp!” Tanya moaned and twisted impulsively. The floors and walls hummed around her. Her tomb was vibrating, and the roaring never stopped.

An engine. It was the sound of the truck engine.

Was this is? Had they found Tanya and were now preparing to leave The Queen's sanctum?

A second later the engine roared again, her metal tomb humming with it, and then Shelly felt herself moving.

All she could do was wait and see what happened next.

5.

Jessica's life had been quite a journey, from middle-aged, overweight woman to one of the top fitness models in the world, and then from that to bondage slave to a sadistic dominatrix. Of all the humiliations and tortures that she had endured at the hands of The Queen over the past few... had it been weeks? She realized that she wasn't sure how much time had passed since her kidnapping, but her best guess was that it had to have been a few weeks.

Of all the things she had endured, being forced to face a table full of sweets might be the toughest one. Cupcakes, cookie cakes, donuts, pie, pizza, and just about every other junk food she could think of crowded the table from one end to the other. The table was so packed that she couldn't even make out the table cloth beneath it. And in the center of it all was a large, framed photograph of what she used to be. Jessica was very familiar with the photo, she used it in her progress pics all the time. It was was photo of her old, flabby body. She was at the beach, with one side of her bikini bottoms bunched up and exposing a massive, cellulite covered ass cheek.

Jessica would post that photo on social media next to her now, tanned to a dark bronze with rock solid abs and even firmer ass cheeks that she loved to show off in thongs. All signs of cellulite were completely gone, and her tanned skin was smooth and waxed all the way down.

Now, she couldn't turn away from the photo, and couldn't turn away from the cornucopia of junk food before her thanks to the straps around her wrists and ankles keeping her in her chair at the head of the table. A cloth had been shoved into her mouth, and then another cloth pulled over her mouth, around the chair, and tied at the back back, forcing her head straight and back so that she couldn't turn her head if she wanted to.

“Mmmrrrmm...” She sighed as her stomach rumbled at the sight of the greasy pizza glistening in the light. Jessica had no idea how long she had been tied like this, but her stomach was sending her the signal that it wanted food, and it wanted it now.

I could eat that entire pizza right now. Her mouth watered around the gag in her mouth as her eyes fell on the lovely cheese and crust of the pizza before her.

“Mmm... mmmm...” She closed her eyes and bit down on her gag. No, even as a hostage she had to remain strong.

Her stomach rumbled again, louder.

“Offff fffrrr... moooo...” Jessica mumbled and once again tugged on her bonds. She was secured tight, and wouldn't budge.

“Hungry?” A voice said from behind her. Jessica tried to turn her head towards the sound but the gag only allowed her so much room.

“Mmoo! Ummph!” Jessica moaned, squirming in her seat. She knew that voice, and knew it well.

A moment later, The Queen stepped around her chair, brushing her shoulder with a finger. Her dirty blond hair was down around her shoulders, and she wore her classic corset and thong outfit. She stared down at Jessica with amused eyes.

“You know, it was quite an exciting evening.” The Queen mused, turning and walking towards the middle of the table.

“Mmm qnnnmm...ppfffsss...” Jessica moaned, once again pulling on her straps.

“You know, I would expect this behavior from Felicia, but you... I'm so disappointed...” The Queen stopped by the portrait of the old Jessica and stroked it.

“It must be so hard, all that discipline, all that exercising and dieting,” The Queen continued. “Don't you ever just want to give in to all of your cravings and desires?”

“Mmmoo!” Jessica recoiled. She had been a captive of The Queen long enough to know where this was going.

The Queen stepped away from the portrait and strutted towards Jessica, snatching up a cupcake as she did.

“I wonder...” The Queen began, peeling away the wrapper as she approached. “I wonder how long it would take to get you back to your old body.”

“Mmmmoo!” Jessica moaned and pulled again on her bonds, but they were strapped tight.

She turned and looked back at the approaching Queen, who was discarding the wrapper to the cupcake.

“Urrrff... mooom....mmmph!” Jessica flexed, straining every muscle in her body. She called upon every reserve of strength she had, all of her inner fire and will power.

The Queen meant to force feed her until she gained back all of her old weight, and probably more. It was the ultimate punishment for what The Queen saw as the ultimate betrayal, and there was no way that Jessica would let that happen.

“Mmmoo! Ummm! Mmmmph!” Jessica thrashed in her seat, her head squirming against the gag, using all of her strength to pull on the straps...

It was useless, she could only moan into her gag and slightly move her head. The straps dug into her flesh as she struggled and held tight.

And her empty stomach cried out for sustenance.

“Mmmooo! Hlllp! Mmmoo!”

“Open wide Jessica.” The Queen said, and pulled the cloth away from Jessica's mouth. No sooner had she done so then Jessica spit out the cloth that had been wadded in her mouth.

“Queen, please I-UMMMMPH!” Jessica was cut off by the cupcake being shoved into her gaping mouth. The sugary sweet taste of icing overwhelmed Jessica's taste buds.

She attempted to spit it out, but The Queen clamped a hand over her mouth, forcing the sweet in.

“Urrggg...mmffg....gggg...” Jessica huffed with no choice but to chew on the sweet.

“There, that's a good girl.” The Queen cooed as Jessica chewed and swallowed.

Once Jessica's mouth was free again, she attempted once again to plead with The Queen.

“My Queen, please forgive me I-GRRRMMPH!” This time, The Queen shoved a burger in Jessica's mouth.

I didn't even see burgers on this table! Jessica thought as she bit down, her mouth filling with the greasy taste of the patty, covered with lettuce, tomato, and ketchup.

Like last time, The Queen clamped a hand over Jessica's mouth, slowly forcing the burger in so Jessica had to bite and chew if she didn't want to gag on the food.

“Tastes good doesn't it? It's good to have a cheat day once in a while.” The Queen smiled.

“Mmmm...ummm...grrr....” Jessica moaned as she chomped down on the burger.

“Now you see,” The Queen started as Jessica chomped down on the greasy burger. “You and Felicia is one thing, but my people just told me that Shelly Donnelly is missing from her room. We combed the Dungeon top and bottom but can't seem to find that slippery snake anywhere.”

Jessica swallowed, taking a moment to enjoy not having her mouth filled with something.

“Queen, please listen to me, I-ummmm!” Once again, she was cut off, this time by a donut.

Cream filling! Jessica's eyes widened as she bit down and the filling spilled out from inside the donut and over her tongue.

“I suppose you wouldn't know where to find this woman, would you?” The Queen kept her hand clamped over Jessica's mouth and waited until Jessica had finished masticating the donut. She removed her hand and waited, this time not grabbing any more food.

“If you tell me, I'll be merciful.” The Queen smiled at Jessica, awaiting the bound woman's next words.

Jessica gasped and nodded, aware suddenly of the crusts of food caked around her lips. The Queen reached over with a napkin and wiped around Jessica's mouth.

“Such a slob, but I understand. All that discipline, it can be hard.”

Jessica nodded, thankful to feel less filthy and nodded at The Queen.

“She's... in the truck, in one of the hidden compartments.”

Jessica hoped that this would make The Queen happy, but it seemed to have the opposite effect. Instead, The Queen sighed and shook her head.

“Now you see, that's a problem, because all of the trucks left for their runs already.”

“But she's there, that's where we hid her.” Jessica pleaded.

“Don't correct me.” The Queen's voice was stern and hard. Jessica immediately clenched her jaw.

“Well,” The Queen stood. “I guess we'll have to get a hold of the driver's and tell them to check, but until then...”

She snapped her fingers. Jessica's eyes widened and she turned.

One of The Queen's concubines stepped forward. The thickly muscled one with red hair and tattoos. She wore a skin tight leather dress that stopped high up on her thighs.

“I have other matters to attend to. My friend here will make sure that you're well fed until Shelly is located.”

The red haired concubine smiled at Jessica and reached for something on the table. Jessica's attention though was on The Queen, stalking off into the shadows.

“Please forgive me Queen, I was foolish, I was-GULP!” Her pleading was cut off by the concubine shoving a large slice of pie into her gaping maw.

***

“Urrrrm!” Shelly moaned as she was tossed against the metal wall of her prison.

Since I'm a mummy, it may as well be a tomb! She thought, as the truck bounced again and she hit her head off of the wall above her.

The layers of duct tape did nothing to protect her from bouncing and smacking off of the tight, enclosed area, and she suspected that she would be covered with several bumps and bruises once she got free.

If she got free.

She felt the truck turned, and rolled to the other side of the compartment.

What road were they on? It seemed extremely bumpy, and extremely winding.

“Oooffff!” She moaned as she rolled, hitting into the metal wall. This time, though, when she hit the wall, it gave in under her weight and she felt a rush of warm, fresh air hit her.

“Mmmmmmoo!” She whined, and the truck turned again, tossing her to the other side of the compartment and agains the more sturdy metal wall.

What was that?

The door, it must have been the door to the storage compartment. It must have opened when she hit it. That didn't make sense though, wouldn't the door have a latch?

Unless her kidnappers forgot to latch it.

“Huufff...” She sighed through the tape. Felicia and Jessica were the kind of idiots that would forget to latch the door and then take the truck onto an extremely dangerous road.

Or it was possible that they had to escape in a hurry and just forgot? Either way, Shelly felt more helpless than she already was, now knowing that at any moment the truck could make a wide turn and she could go falling out.

Hopefully we're close to wherever they're taking me. The idea of being helpless at the hands of Felicia and Jessica wasn't an appealing one, but at least she wouldn't have to worry about being dumped out in the middle of a highway while wrapped head to toe in duct tape.

But her worst fears were realized a moment later. The truck made another wide, wild turn. Shelly felt her cocooned body start to roll and tumble across the small chamber. With her hands and feet wrapped, there was nothing she could do to slow or brace herself as she felt herself tumble into the loose door.

“Mooof!” She cried as she impacted the door. The metal lifted and there was nothing she could do from spinning right out and into the open air.

“MMMMOOOO!” Shelly moaned as she felt herself tumble out of the hidden compartment and through the air.

***

Tanya's massive, heaving, creamy breasts were mesmerizing as they rose and fell. With each movement, it looked as if they would finally burst free from the too small gold bikini top. Try as she may, Felicia found that she could not stop staring at them.

“Hrrry!” Tanya moaned through her gag, catching Felicia starring. The red head's eyes were wide and annoyed.

“Hrrrmmph!” Felicia shrugged and rolled her eyes. Given that both she and Tanya were bound and gagged, their priorities were bigger than starring at each other's chests.

Tanya turned away and huffed into her gag. At some point their captors had replaced her leather muzzle gag with a thick, blue cloth pulled tight between her lips. Likewise, Felicia was gagged with a thick, pink cloth. Also like Tanya, Felicia had a collar around her neck attached to a chain being held by one of The Queen's many female henchwomen.

Now they were here waiting in the main chamber, their captors keeping both women on tight leashes. Felicia imagined that The Queen had a punishment of some sort in store for her, and that the big, blue wrestling mat that had been laid out in the middle of the room had something to do with it.

“Mmmph!” Felicia moaned as she felt on of her captors tighten their grip on her leash. Where did they think she was going to go?

“Ummmfff... mmm..” Tanya moaned and flashed Felicia a nervous look. Felicia just glared at her.

She could have just left with Shelly and Jessica, but instead she had to go back for Tanya, and now here she was, bound and gagged again, this time alongside Tanya. A thousand scenarios raced through Felicia's mind as they waited there for whatever The Queen had in store for them.

Where was Jessica? Did The Queen have another punishment in mind for her? What about Shelly? If they caught Jessica then it was safe to presume that they had found Shelly as well?

The two collared and gagged woman had been waiting for seemingly an eternity when finally The Queen made her entrance. As always, the dominatrix's face was unreadable. The throne that she had been in earlier was still in the room, seated at the head of the wrestling mat, and The Queen sat down in her throne. Her posture was upright and regal, much like her namesake.

“Hrrrr! Murrrmmm mmmph!” Tanya pleaded through her gag.

Felicia just stood upright and stared down her captor.

“Grrrumm mmrrbbll...” Felicia threatened through her gag.

“Well ladies,” The Queen began. “It seems that you two have some... issues with each other, and if there's one thing I hate, its drama.”

“Offff frrr gggdddss ssskkk..” Felicia rolled her eyes, prompting a look from The Queen.

“Yes, I hate drama, so you two are going to work out your issues with each other here and now.” She got up and gestured to the blue wrestling mat on the floor.

“Wwfff? Mmmoo!” Tanya moaned, her gaze flashing between Felicia and The Queen.

Felicia looked at the mat and Tanya, and then to The Queen.

No, there's no way she was going to put on a cat fight in her underwear for The Queen's pleasure.

“Mmmmo! Ufff!” Felicia protested.

“Oh yes,” The Queen answered. “You two will have it out here, and the winner gets to go free!” The Queen said with a flourish, tossing her hands in the air.

“Eeep!” Tanya squealed, and her eyes widened.

“Uffff!” Felicia mumbled. This couldn't be serious?

“Oh yes ladies. You two wrestle it out, whoever wins gets to go free, but the loser... stays here with me... forever.”

“Offf! Mooo!” Tanya shook her head, her gaze still drifting between Felicia and The Queen.

Felicia narrowed her eyes at Tanya and tried to smile through her gag. She knew she had this. It would be perfect actually, the perfect way to punish Tanya. What better way to get back at Tanya then to leave her to a life of servitude as The Queen's slave?

It was actually too easy. Felicia was younger, and in better shape than Tanya. She could easily overpower this big breasted moron and go home.

But then Felicia thought about The Queen. She had no guarantee that The Queen would keep her word. In fact, it was in The Queen's best interest to keep them both as prisoners.

Felicia didn't have much time to think this over though before she felt the collar being taken off of her neck. No sooner had that happened then she felt her wrists being untied and then she was shoved forward along with Tanya onto the mat.

“Ufff!” Felicia moaned, feeling her bare feet stumble onto the cool mat. She rubbed at her now free hands and instinctively raised her hands to pull out her gag.

“Oh no. Gags stay in. Anyone that disobeys that gets an automatic disqualification.” The Queen warned.

“Wffftt?” Felicia grumbled, hands hovering around her mouth. Tanya had her hands folded in front of her obediently.

“Oh yes Felicia. Now tops, lose them.” The Queen said, rising up from her throne.

“Wfftt?” Felicia's eyes widened. There was no way she was topless wrestling Tanya.

“Mmmoooh! Pffffsss!” Tanya moaned in agreement. Both her and Felicia shared a look of trepidation. At least this was one thing they could agree on.

“Lose them now or you're both disqualified.” The Queen's tone was icy and final. Felicia looked at her again and noticed that this time she had a squirt bottle in her hands, and Felicia had done enough modeling shoots to have an idea of what was inside.

“Ohhrrffrr...” Felicia moaned and rolled her eyes, and then turned towards Tanya.

“Wfff? Ummm...” Tanya whined, meeting Felicia's gaze. Felicia turned back to The Queen only to be greeted with her icy gaze.

“Urrr...” Felicia moaned, and reached behind her back to unhook her bra.

“Mmmrrpphh... mmmurr!” Tanya whined, and then followed Felicia's lead, reaching behind her back to undo her own bra.

Felicia's gaze kept shifting between Tanya and The Queen as she undid her top, and she was unsure as to who she hated more in this moment. One thing she was sure of was that she didn't want to spend the rest of her life here with The Queen, and if she had to wrestle Tanya to get away, then so be eat.

Felicia tossed her bra aside and stood topless in her thong panties. She had broken out in a cold sweat, the skin on her bare breasts had raised, and her nipples had gone erect. This hadn't gone unnoticed by The Queen, whose eyes zeroed in on Felicia's bare breasts. Instinctively Felicia went to cover up her nudity, but then stopped and decided to stand straight, hands on her hips in a sign of defiance. The Queen arched an eyebrow at this, and part of Felicia wondered if her captor was turned on by it.

Of course she is. Felicia mentally grumbled.

Tanya though, had shrugged out of her bra and now stood with her hands over her massive, bare breasts in vain attempt at covering her modesty.

“Okay ladies, chests out.” The Queen ordered, stepping towards them with the spray bottle.

“Urrfff!” Tanya protested.

“Grrrfff...” Felicia grumbled at Tanya and then stepped towards The Queen and puffed out her chest.

The sooner this gets started, the sooner it can be over with! Felicia flashed a look at Tanya and then back to The Queen, who's eyes were narrowed with amusement.

“Urrrfff kkyyy...” Tanya mumbled and stepped up next to Felicia and stuck out her bare chest as well. Felicia's eyes strayed over to her opponent and she once again couldn't help but be impressed at just how large Tanya's breasts truly were, especially without the constriction of a bra.

Then Felicia felt something wet and cold splash against her breasts.

“Urrrmm! Mmurrrm!” She moaned and recoiled. This didn't stop The Queen, who kept spraying.

Oil, she was spraying oil all over Felicia's chest, no doubt getting them oiled up for their match.

Once Felicia's chest was sufficiently oiled and glistening, The Queen shifted over to Tanya and started to spray down her naked breasts with oil.

“Mmmfff! Ummm!” Tanya moaned, also shocked at the cold oil hitting her naked skin.

Felicia watched as The Queen soaked Tanya's massive breasts with oil, and within seconds the older red head's breasts were glistening under the lights much like Felicia's.

“Okay girls,” The Queen began, taking a step back. “Now start rubbing.”

“Whrryy mmo...” Felicia grumbled into her gag, but with no other option, started to spread the oil over her bare chest.

“Ohhmm... mmm...” Tanya moaned, and started spreading the oil over her bare breasts as well.

Felicia did a double take at the big breasted redhead next to her. Tanya's eyes were closed and her hands moving slowly and sensuously back and forth over her bare chest.

“Uummm...mm....uhhhmm hmm..” Tanya moaned, cupping her hands around her nipples.

Is she enjoying this?

“Okay ladies, now turn around.” The Queen ordered.

“Wffft?” Felicia cocked her head. The Queen responded by making a twirly motion with her fingers.

“Hffff...” Felicia sighed and rolled her eyes.

No sooner had she turned around then she felt her bare ass cheeks being sprayed down with oil.

“Ummm... mmm...” Tanya moaned next to her as her equally exposed ass cheeks were oiled as well.

A few seconds later, The Queen stepped back, satisfied that both participant's backsides were sufficiently oiled up.

“Okay ladies, you know what to do.” The Queen suggested, and Felicia's hands went to her ass and started to rub in the oil over her luscious, full ass cheeks.

Next to Felicia, Tanya was doing the same over her thonged behind, still moaning the whole time.

“Mmmm... ummm... gggmmm...” Tanya was sighing and moaning into her gag. Felicia looked over to see that Tanya's ass was shining from all of the oiled being spread over it.

One thing Felicia had to give Tanya was that despite her not working out, she still had quite a body. Her boobs and ass were especially impressive for a woman her age. Seeing Tanya's ass was nothing new to Felicia, seeing how they had been neighbors and Tanya had a penchant for sunbathing in a thong bikini, but Felicia still couldn't help but admire it.

“Alright I think that's enough ladies, step forward.” The Queen ordered.

Felicia moved her hands away from her now well oiled backside and turned around to see The Queen taking a seat again on her throne. Tanya turned around as well and flashed Felicia a look.

“Grrrmm hurrrmm mmm...” Felicia mumbled and narrowed her eyes at her opponent.

She moved out into the center of the blue mat, keeping her back to The Queen. Tanya stepped out to a few feet away from Felicia, eyes shifting nervously from Felicia to The Queen. Felicia squatted slightly and placed her hands on her knees, waiting for the official start of the match. Her stance probably gave The Queen a magnificent view of her bent over, oiled up, thonged ass, but Felicia didn't care.

Take a good hard look, this is the last you'll be seeing it. She thought and tried to smile around her gag.

Tanya bent slightly and stuck her fists up in a generic fighting gesture. The older woman's stance told Felicia all that she needed to know: That Tanya had no idea how to fight. In that moment, Felicia almost felt bad for her opponent being so outmatched, but this was a situation that could determine the rest of their lives, and Felicia knew she couldn't feel bad for long. She knew that hesitancy or pity would mean she got stuck as The Queen's hostage.

“Okay ladies, get ready...” The Queen started.

Felicia and Tanya locked eyes.

“Get set...”

Felicia's heart pounded in her chest. Tanya's oiled breasts heaved up and down.

“Go!”

Felicia charged. Before Tanya could even process the start of the match, Felicia tackled her and wrapped her arms around the big breasted woman.

“OFFFF!” Tanya moaned as Felicia pushed her back, keeping her arms locked around Tanya, pinning her opponents arms to her side.

“Grrrrrrr!” Felicia bit into her gag as she forced Tanya back.

“Mmmph! Mmmmoo!” Tanya planted her feet and resisted, pushing back on Felicia with all of her strength.

“Urfff!” Felicia bit harder into her gag and planted her feet. Her glutes tightened and she strained with every muscle in her lower body.

“Ummm mmmff!” Tanya moaned and stumbled back.

Felicia shifted herself, scurrying around to take a position behind Tanya.

“Mmmfff!” Tanya moaned as Felicia pressed her body flat against Tanya's from behind, still keeping her arms locked around Tanya.

Then Felicia tightened her grip, exerting pressure on Tanya with all of her strength.

“Giffff...” Tanya wheezed as Felicia bear-hugged her.

“Hffff...hfff...” Felicia tightened her grip as Tanya's pinned arms flailed against her.

“Efff... mfff... ufff...” Tanya moaned, straining against Felicia's vice like grip.

“Errrfff!” Felicia cried and pulled Tanya tight against her body. The older woman's oiled ass squirmed up and down against Felicia's waist as Felicia held her tight.

Felicia liked it. She loved feeling Tanya's helpless body wiggle against hers, loved having her helpless, and loved the power she had over Tanya. Like earlier when she found Tanya bound and gagged, it was arousing to Felicia. She paused, feeling the blood rushing through her body, and feeling the growing arousal in her as Tanya's ass wiggled against hers in an attempt to get free.

Then it all went rushing away as Tanya's foot stamped down hard on Felicia's.

“Offff!” Felicia moaned, involuntarily loosening her grip on Tanya.

That was the opening Tanya needed, and she jammed her elbow back into Felicia's ribs.

“Grrrrmm!” Felicia cried, releasing her hold on the big breasted woman, her hand instinctively rushing to her ribs.

Tanya took full advantage of this and tackled Felicia. Both women collapsed onto the mat, their slick, shiny bodies writhing against each other's.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned, trying to wriggle out from under Tanya's weight.

Tanya sat back, pinning Felicia's lower body to the mat while grabbing the younger woman's flailing wrists.

No! No! This can't happen!

But it was. Tanya pinned Felicia's wrists flat to the mat and started to lean forward. Felicia's eyes widened as Tanya's bare, shiny breasts towered towards her face.

She means to smother me!

“Mmmmo! Mmmph! Hmmmpph!” Felicia shook her head as the massive melons got closer, taking up all of her vision.

“URRRRGGGH!” Felicia bit into her gag and strained, using every muscle in her body to shift her weight slightly.

It was enough, Tanya tipped slightly, losing her balance and relaxing her grip on Felicia.

Felicia pushed Tanya off of her and scurried on top of the dazed woman.

Two can play at this game!

Tanya barely had time to open her eyes before Felicia had scrambled on top of the fallen redhead and planted her thonged ass onto Tanya's face.

“Bbbbllmmmbbb!” Tanya blubbered, her hands failing against Felicia's ass cheeks.

“Ufff hffff hfff mmm...” Felicia giggled into her gag as she pushed down, exerting all of her weight onto her ass, which was now covering Tanya's entire face.

“Bbbllm! Hllp!” Tanya moaned, swatting weakly at Felicia's backside.

Then Felicia started to rub her ass back and forth over Tanya's face.

That's it! Take it all in! Felicia smiled as she rubbed her ass up and down over her opponent.

Tanya's flailing hands found the strap of Felicia's thong and grasped at it. Felicia reached behind to swat at the woman's clutching hands but she was too late.

Tanya's hands grabbed hard at the straps of Felicia's panties and pulled up, hard.

“URRRRRLLL!” Felicia moaned, feeling her panties ride up deep into the crevices of her ass and vagina.

“MMMMOOO! MMMMMMEEEP!” Felicia moaned and swatted at Tanya, who responded by pulling up harder.

“UUUURRPPP!” Felicia's panties rode up high between the folds of her vagina and she rolled off of her opponent in an attempt to get her to stop.

It didn't. Tanya kept a death grip on Felicia's panties as the younger woman rolled off her and tried to scurry away. Felicia's hands gripped the mat and tried to crawl away from her mature opponent but she felt herself being dragged backwards by her underwear.

Just lose it! Take it off!

Normally, Felicia would be worried about being completely naked, but she had other things to worry about, and reached back to pushed down her underwear. Tanya must have anticipated this and stepped forward, pulling Felicia's underwear with her.

“Urrrgggh! Mmmmmpph!” Felicia moaned, feeling the wedgie go even higher.

Tanya was now looming over her, and pulled up, Felicia had no choice but to follow, like a puppet on a string. Her opponent was like the puppeteer, using Felicia's panties as the string from which she controlled her.

“MMMMMRRRGGH! GGFFFFMMM!” Felicia moaned as Tanya pulled her into a standing position.

Once Tanya had Felicia upright, her hands coiled around the strap to Felicia's underwear, bunching it in her hands.

“Mmmooo! Mmmooo! Stttp!” Felicia pleaded, shaking her head.

But Tanya was out of mercy, and pulled so hard on Felicia's underwear that she lifted the younger woman straight off the floor.

“MMMMMOOO! URRRRRFFF! MMMMP!” Felicia cried, kicking her feet as Tanya gave her the biggest, most painful wedgie she had ever had in her life.

Felicia's hands reached down in an attempt to push her panties down and relieve the pressure on her privates, but then she realized too late that was what Tanya wanted her to do.

Oh no!

Tanya lifted one of Felicia's panty straps and wrapped it around her wrists, prompting another moan from Felicia.

“Uffff!” She moaned as her hands was tied with her own panties. No sooner had Tanya done this then she lifted the other strap and wrapped it around Felicia's other wrist.

“Offf!” Felicia moaned.

Tanya let go and stepped back to admire her work. Felicia's hands were secured to her sides, wrapped up in the straps to her own thong.

“Mmmph! Umm! Umm!” Felicia tugged and pulled, but every time she did all it would do was pull her thong further up her ass.

Tanya approached, nodding, hands on her hips. She had Felicia helpless.

“Mmmoo! Mmooo! Stttp!” Felicia backed away, moaning and pulling on her bound wrists, giving herself a wedgie as she did.

Just pull! Rip them off!

She would have to do it. Pull with all of her strength, ripping her panties. Nudity and embarrassment would be worth winning.

“Hrrrrrggggg!” Felicia closed her eyes and strained, pulling with all over her strength. She heard fabric tearing.

Yes!

Then Tanya grabbed a handful of Felicia's hair, tugging hard on her scalp.

“Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned as Tanya threw her face first onto the mat.

“Ufff! Mmmfff!” Felicia moaned and rolled over onto her back.

Her eyes opened to the sight of Tanya's massive breasts lowering towards her. Felicia didn't have time to move, and soon her face was covered by the massive mammaries.

“Bbbbbllbbb! Mmmmbbbblll!” Felicia moaned, blubbering into the massive breasts.

Tanya's hands grasped her head and pulled it forward, keeping Felicia's face buried deep in her bosom.

“Blllbbbll! Ufffflll! Blllbbb!” Felicia moaned, straining and wriggling against Tanya's grasp.

Tanya pressed down with all of her weight, her breasts smushing against Felicia’s face.

“Uffff... hfff... mmmfff...” Felicia wheezed, realizing that she wasn't getting any air.

No! I won't let her win like this...

But with every movement and struggle Felicia made, she could feel her muscles crying out for oxygen. Her kicking legs started to feel like lead, and a deep burning started in her chest and spread to every muscle in her body.

“Mmm...ffff... ggfff...” Felicia's body was like a computer shutting down. Her legs went still, and her fingers went slack.

A fire burned in her chest and she gasped for any last bit of oxygen she could get through the gag. All that she inhaled was the taste of sweat and oil from Tanya's breasts.

Felicia went still, the darkness taking her.

***

I did it! Tanya's eyes went wide as Felicia stopped squirming under her.

Still, better be sure! She thought, and waited, still lying on top of Felicia with her breasts over her face.

A few seconds passed and Tanya lifted herself. Felicia's head fell to the side, her entire body limp.

Oh god, did I...Tanya's heart skipped a beat for a second, but then she saw the steady rise and fall of Felicia's bare breasts. No, she didn't kill her, just knocked her out.

Someone was applauding. Tanya looked up to see The Queen rising from her throne, politely clapping.

“Well done Tanya! I have to say that I did not expect this!” The Queen exclaimed.

“Uffff... mmm!” Tanya squeaked excitedly. She had won! That meant that she got to go free.

No sooner had she thought this then two strong hands grabbed either arm and pulled her to her feet.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmp!” Tanya moaned, trying to pull away, but her captors were strong.

“Good, good,” The Queen approached, eyes shifting down to the unconscious Felicia. “Someone get rid of that.” She nudged Felicia with her foot as she spoke, and then eyed Tanya.

“As for you, I did say the winner would go free.” Her eyes narrowed as she spoke.

“Ummm hmm!” Tanya nodded, heart pounding in her chest.

“Oh well, I guess I am a woman of my word. Take Tanya away and keep her uncomfortable until I figure out what to do with her.” The Queen yawned and turned away.

What? No!

“Mmmmoo!” Tanya pulled but her captors twisted her arms and started to pull her back across the room.

She said she would let me go!

“Mmmmph! Mmmph! Mggggrrll! Ummm!” Tanya kicked and squirmed as her captors pulled her off into the darkness.

***

“Open up little piggy...” The Red headed concubine smiled as she waved the french fry in front of Jessica's face, angling it closer and closer towards the bound woman's mouth.

“Mmmrrrr...” Jessica moaned. It was all she could do at the moment. Her problem wasn't that she couldn't open her mouth, it was that her mouth was already open as wide as it could go, and it was completely stuffed with french fries.

“Mmmm ummm! Mmmoo mmoooff!” Jessica shook her head while trying to munch down on the greasy fries already sticking out of her mouth. She imagined that it looked like she had just stuffed an entire bag of fries into her mouth.

Despite her attempts to chew some of them, the Red haired woman wedged the new fry into Jessica's already stuffed mouth, and then sat back with a satisfied smile.

“There you go piggy, eat up!”

“Mmmrrff mmmrrr...” Jessica grumbled, trying to chew and swallow as much as she could while fighting another wave of nausea.

They can't keep this up all night, can they?

But she knew The Queen and her people well, and they absolutely could keep this up all night, or for days, if they wanted.

“How's our piggy?” Someone called.

“Mmmpph!” Jessica whined, and turned to see The Queen strolling in, looking quite pleased with herself.

Behind The Queen was a new girl, someone Jessica had never seen before.

Is she a new Dominatrix?

This woman, whoever she was, didn't have the normal style of a dominatrix, but if there was one thing Jessica learned during her time with The Queen was to expect the unexpected.

She was an older woman, maybe mid 40s, but strikingly beautiful. Her looks, combined with the deep, penetrating look in her eyes probably made her more desirable to men than women half her age. The woman's large, exquisite, creamy breasts bounced and heaved with every step she took, and whoever this woman was, she had no qualms about showing off her body. Her clothing consisted of a black leather jacket over a black leather bra, and nothing else. Black leather chaps covered her bare legs and it looked like she had a black leather thong on as well, though Jessica couldn't be sure until the woman turned around. To complete her outfit, she had a lasso clipped to her waste and wore a black bandanna over her dark brown hair, with another black bandanna hanging around her neck, and she wore black biker boots.

There was something commanding and alluring about the woman and the way she sized up everything in the room, including Jessica. Every movement she made possessed a commanding sensuality, an electric charge that filled the room when she entered.

“Our piggy is still working on her dinner.” Said the Red-head, stepping back and smiling at Jessica with amusement.

Jessica's eyes though, went to The Queen. If The Queen had found Shelly then this was all over, hopefully.

“Well Jessica,” The Queen began, leaning against the food covered table. “We had all of our drivers check their cargo areas, top to bottom, and what do you know, no sign of Shelly Arnold.” The Queen threw her hands in the air in faux surprise.

“Wfff! Mmmurrmmm Urrrm! Mmrrrmm ggggg!”Jessica tried to blubber through the mouthful of food.

“Oh Jessica, you shouldn't talk with your mouth full, it's rude.” The Queen smiled and stood up.

“Mmmo! Pfff! Mmmo!” Jessica pulled, but she was still strapped securely to the chair.

How could they not find Shelly? She was in one of the cargo ports, plain as day.

Could Shelly have gotten free somehow? That seemed unlikely, Jessica had wrapped her up good and tight.

Unless...

Jessica ran the situation over in her head and realized that she had forgotten to latch the cargo area door. If that was the case, then Shelly could have easily fallen out onto the road somewhere.

Under different circumstances, Jessica would have savored the image of Shelly, mummified and squirming in a ditch on the side of the road, but right now she didn't have the luxury of savoring it because now it meant that her ass was on the line.

Literally her ass. She now knew that The Queen would force feed her until all of her muscles were gone and she was back to her old, flabby self, or bigger.

Jessica looked up at the smiling Queen and pleaded with her eyes.

“Mmmooo, pfff...”

“Oh Jessica, I'm so disappointed, but don't fret. I never let anyone get away from me.” With that The Queen stepped away from the table and strolled over to the other woman, standing on the other side of the room.

The Queen leaned on the woman's shoulder affectionately and then looked back at Jessica. Whoever this woman was, her face had been stone solid until The Queen touched her, and then her face betrayed a sly, aroused smile, before returning back to being completely blank.

“This sexy woman right here is Lustra, one the best bounty hunters I know.”

A bounty hunter! At least that explained this woman's get up.

“She's gonna track down our friend Shelly and bring her back to me. And you better hope that she does, and fast.” The Queen continued, approaching the table again.

“Because I'm gonna keep on feeding you and feeding you until you look like this,” The Queen motioned to Jessica's picture of her old body, “or until she returns with my missing property.”

“Wfff! Mmmpp! Hummm!” Jessica protested, gagging on her mouth full of fries.

“Jessica, really, you should chew your food.” The Queen stepped back and looked at the Redhead.

“Make sure she eats well,” The Queen said, and then turned to Lustra. “You know what to do.”

“I haven't failed you yet, and I wont this time.” Lustra said, and with a nod turned to leave the room, giving Jessica a few of the leather thong running through her ass cheeks.

Jessica’s fate was now in the hands of this woman in the thong and ass-less chaps who was currently strolling out of the room alongside The Queen.

***

The last time Tanya Donnelly had been in a van, she had been stripped down to her underwear and bound and gagged to be shipped off to an unknown destination.

Well at least this time I'm not tied up. Tanya thought as she crossed her hands over her bare breasts and looked up at the guard sitting on the bench seat across from her. He flashed her a skeezy, crooked smile, which caused her to pull her legs up closer to her.

The van rocked under her, and she was tempted to get up to look through the front windows to see where they were headed, but didn't want to give her guard a view of her thonged ass.

After she had defeated Felicia Fetters, they had dragged her off to the garage and shoved her into the van.

At least they took my gag out. She thought, thankful that her mouth was free. Tanya guessed that since they were setting her free that they figured she had no reason to call for help. Still, she hoped that they would at least give her a robe or something to cover up with seeing how she was still topless and clad in the gold thong from earlier.

As she sat in the back of the van, topless and curled into a ball, she thought back again to her match with Felicia Fetters. Tanya couldn't believe that she had it in her, and what she had done to Felicia. She also couldn't believe that she had left Felicia Fetters behind like that to be The Queen's slave.

But then she thought about Felicia, and how the other woman had almost salivated at the thought of wrestling Tanya for freedom. Felicia had gone after her hard, like a rabid animal. When Tanya thought about that, then she didn't feel bad at all for smothering Felicia with her breasts and leaving her behind.

I should have done worse to her!

But there was something else on Tanya's mind, something else far more shameful.

Brad.

It came back to her when The Queen had oiled up her breasts, a memory, a feeling...

She remembered the other night in her storage room, of the tanning oil dripping over her bound body, and Brad, finding her like that, and the night of passion they had together...

Tanya found herself getting arosed and her hands instinctively went to her crotch, leaving her breasts exposed. Her guard raised his eyebrows and Tanya immediately covered her breasts again and drew her legs closer.

She had gotten turned on when The Queen oiled her up because it brought back the memory of Brad, the man who had fucked her, who had showed her passion...

And then he had betrayed her and sold her to The Queen. She should hate him and wish nothing but ill on him.

But it was thoughts of Brad that fueled her during that fight. When she was fighting Felicia, her blood turned to fire in her veins. Her arousal gave her strength, and the thought of getting out and seeing Brad fueled everything she had done to Felicia.

And now here she was, on a van, presumably to freedom, but where were they taking her?

As she thought this, the van made a turn and then slowed to a stop. Tanya looked towards the front of the van with hope in her eyes. The Queen sat in the passenger seat while one of her henchwomen drove, and both immediately got out once the engine was turned off. She turned her head to look up at her guard, who smiled at her and opened the rear double doors of the van.

Sun light filled the back of the van, and Tanya saw harsh, rocky terrain beyond.

“Okay, time to get out.” Her guard motioned for her to follow.

Tanya stepped out of the van, blinking and raising a hand against the oppressive, bright light of the sun. It felt like ages since she had seen it.

The Queen waited next to her guard.

“Well Tanya, I promised that I would let you go, but there will be conditions to this.”

“What...” Tanya stammered, lowering her hand to face her former captor.

“Offf! Mmmfff!” Tanya moaned as The Queen's henchwoman came up to her and placed a thick, leather muzzle over her mouth. Instinctively, Tanya raised her hands to pull the muzzle down.

“Oh don't even think about it Tanya, or we'll shove you back in that van and you’ll stay with us.” The Queen warned.

“Mmmmph!” Tanya stamped her foot and lowered her hands, balling her fists. The henchwoman secured the muzzle tightly at the back of Tanya's head.

“Mrrry mmooo...” Tanya grumbled into the leather covering her mouth, but then noticed that The Queen held something in her hands.

It was a large, black rectangular box, with two long wires coming out of one end. Silver clamps were attached to the end of the wires.

“Okay Tanya, hold out your hands.” The Queen stepped forward with the box.

“Mmmm umm!” Tanya shook her head.

The Queen flashed her a dark look filled with anger and warning. It made Tanya's blood run cold, and obediently she held out her hands.

The Queen smiled and placed the box in her hands while her henchwoman took the two wires and extended them towards Tanya's bare breasts. Tanya knew exactly what they meant to do and started to recoil.

“Mmrrrooo...”

“Tanya, behave, I won't tell you again.” The Queen warned.

“Hrrrummph...” Tanya sighed.

One of the sliver clamps was clipped to Tanya's nipple, causing her to cry out.

“URRRFF!” Tanya cried as her nipple erupted in sharp, stinging pain.

Her captors chuckled, and then the remaining clamp was clipped to her other nipple.

“MRRROOO!” Both of Tanya's nipples cried out against the cold, stinging sensation caused by the metal clamps.

Tanya stood, naked save for her gold thong, gagged with a black leather muzzled, and holding the black rectangular box in her hand with a wire attached to nipple clamps. The box was surprisingly heavy and her arms were starting to protest.

“Now Tanya, I'm giving you your freedom back, but the cost is that when we drive off that you start walking down this road and keep walking, don't come back to Marston's Pointe... ever.” The Queen's voice was icy and solid, her eyes narrowed and cold.

“Urrrmm hrrrmm!” Tanya nodded.

“Now, this is a device of my own design. It's built to give your nipples a little shock if you ever stop walking.”

“Wffft!” Tanya's eyes widened.

“Or if you ever let it go.”

“Mmooo!” Tanya protested, but involuntarily tightened her grip on the device.

“Relax, it's not turned on... yet.” The Queen smiled.

“Ohfff...” Tanya mumbled and looked at the henchwoman and guard, both of whom had smiles on their faces.

“After 24 hours the battery on it will die and you'll be free to do as you wish as long as you don't come back to Marston's Pointe. If you do, then my people will find you and snatch you up and this time you will be mine, forever. Do you understand.”

“Ummm hmm...” Tanya nodded. Part of her knew that she should have thought this through more, but it was difficult for her to make any informed decisions through the stinging pain in her nipples.

“Ah, this is such a delicious sight. A bound and gagged, half naked woman, wandering along the highway, completely unable to explain her situation to people!” The Queen cackled.

“Offf ffrrm... mmmmph!” Tanya grumbled.

“You better hope that no good samaritan stops and tries to help, because the minute you let go of that device, you'll get the shock of your life!”

“Mmmmrrrgg!” Tanya protested, eyes shifting between her captors. All of them had the same, amused smile on their faces.

“Now you better get going.” The Queen chuckled, and then reached over and pressed a button on the box somewhere.

Immediately, the device emitted an electric hum and then Tanya felt a jolt of blue electricity hit her already pained nipples. It sent a sharp, burning sting throughout her breasts.

“HMMMPH!” Tanya jumped.

Her captors all giggled at her.

“Better get moving Tanya!” The Queen laughed and clapped her hands.

“URRRFF!” Another sharp sting ran through her breasts, and Tanya started to hurry away from her captors.

“Wrong way Tanya!” The Queen said between giggles.

“Orrr fffrrr.. mmmph!” Tanya grumbled and spun on her heel and walked past her captors in the opposite direction. They all laughed and pointed as she passed.

“Urrrfff...” Tanya whined as she passed the van.

They were on the side of a highway somewhere, with rocky, desert terrain on both sides.

Nowhere to hide... Tanya thought, realizing The Queen's plan.

The sun beat down on her from above, and she already felt herself breaking out in a sweat. Added to that, her arms were starting to painfully protest against carrying the heavy, electronic device.

24 hours... 24 hours... She told herself, that was all she needed.

The rocky terrain burned her bare feet as she walked. Behind her, she heard an engine. As she walked, she turned her head to see the van heading back onto the highway in the opposite direction. The Queen waved at her from the passenger seat while the henchwoman at the wheel beeped twice and then sped off down the road.

“Mmmph! Mmmo!” Tanya moaned, and kept walking forward, becoming more and more aware of her burning feet, tired, aching arms, and the sweat sliding down her bare breasts...

Oh no... Her eyes widened as a bead of sweat hit one of the metal clamps attached to her already stinging nipples. The liquid connected with the already electrified metal, causing a small blue spark to erupt at the same second a sharp, painful charge ripped through her nipple.

“MMMMRRROO!” Tanya whined, instinctively dropping the box to favor her now smoking nipple.

The clamps pulled on her breasts, causing a rush of fresh, stinging pain...

And then the box sent a jolt of electricity into her breasts.

“Zzzmmm! Mzzzz!” Tanya's teeth chattered as her whole body quaked from the shock.

Quickly she clutched the box with box hands and stumbled forward, the shock quickly ending.

Her body convulsed as she walked from the aftershocks of the electricity, and Tanya decided to take slow, deliberate steps to keep from over exerting herself and sweating too much.

Tanya Donnelly walked on, just hoping that no one would stop for a naked, big breasted woman in a thong walking along the road.

Then in the distance she heard a car engine approaching.

“Urrmmm...” Tanya grumbled, hearing the car slow as it approached from behind.

Thankfully, it didn't stop, but the middle aged, balding man behind the wheel stared at her, slack jawed as he slowed, but then he picked up speed and sped off down the road.

Tanya kept walking, anticipating the long day ahead of her.

6.

Inside her duct tape cocoon, Shelly Arnold was baking.

Curse Felicia Fetters! When I get out of this, she is dead! Shelly thought, half delirious and covered in sweat. That was all she was, several layers of duct tape wrapped over her sweat slick, underwear clad form.

She could only presume that it was the middle of the day and the sun was at it's peak, which explained why she felt like she was roasting in an oven. Given that she still couldn't see anything, she could only guess certain things about her whereabouts after she fell from the truck.

The impact when she hit the ground had been abrupt and painful, but would have been worse if she had hit concrete. Given the relative softness of where she hit, she had guessed that she had landed in dirt or grass. Follow that up with the fact that she hadn't been run over by a vehicle yet, then she could only conclude that she had landed somewhere on the side of the road.

Now here she was, slowly cooking under the sun.

I need to get out of here, and fast!

How she would escape was anyone's guess. She was literally mummified from head to toe in duct tape, with only her nose exposed. Shelly had been bound and gagged before, but this time she felt especially helpless.

“Mmmmurrmm mmmph!” She moaned, wriggling her body back and forth.

This is all I can do. It's literally my only recourse!

“Muurrm mmph! Ummph! Mmmmp!” Shelly wriggled some more, feeling like a helpless caterpillar with no legs.

“Hllllp! Mmmumm pppfff! Urrrffll mmmph!” She wiggled her body up and down and back and forth, flopping around like a fish on land.

Someone has to drive by, right? Someone has to notice? A woman cocooned in duct tape was not a normal sight, and presumably a car had to come by and see her.

But Shelly had not heard a vehicle pass by since she fell from the truck, and that felt like hours ago. Whatever road she was on must not be a busy one.

“Ummm ccmm oofff! Hllpp! Pfff!” Shelly moaned and wriggled furiously, trying to move as much as she could and make as much noise as she could in order to attract some attention.

Shelly felt herself getting lightheaded, no doubt from the exertion adding to her already dehydrated state. If she kept this up then she would pass out.

“Ufff... hfff... hfff...” Shelly huffed, catching her breath, trying to think through the haze of sweat and heat.

Think Shelly, think!

She did not want to spend her final days wrapped in duct tape because of the stupidity of Felicia Fetters. Somehow, someway, she would find a way out of this.

Then she became aware of a sharp, stinging pain in her shoulder. She must have been ignoring it during the struggling and delirium. It felt like something hard and metal was stabbing her.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moved, and felt the small, metal rip down, through the duct tape, scratching her skin.

“Hmmp!” She moaned and jerked away. Was it a thorn or something?

Then she felt a blast of warm air hit her bare skin where the metal had been poking. It had cut through the tape!

“Mmmeeep!” She let out an excited squeak.

Shelly could use this, whatever it was, to cut through her tape. It would probably take a long time, possibly hours, but once she got her hands free, then it would all go quickly.

“Ufff... mfff..” She huffed and wriggled her body back over to where she had felt the sharp tip before. A second later she felt it, the cold, hard metal poke against her skin, it's sharp edge threatening to break it.

Slowly, she angled herself upwards until the metal tip met duct tape, and then she wriggled her body up and down.

The sharp metal, or metal thorn, as she was calling it, was cutting through the duct tape like butter.

Now we're in business! Shelly thought, and wriggled her body up and down, allowing the small metal thorn to cut through her duct tape cocoon.

***

The last thing Felicia Fetters remembered was Tanya Donnelly's massive tits lowering towards her face.

She let out a groan and sat up, blinking against the bright lights.

What happened after that?

Felicia's mind struggled to catch up. Why was Tanya lowering her tits towards her face?

She kept blinking and groaning as she struggled to put the pieces together.

Wrestling, we were wrestling...

Her surroundings started to come to her, and the best was she could interpret it was that she seemed to be in a... salon?

The walls were lined with mirrors, with barber's chairs seated before them. Shelves filled with various hair and beauty products were also scattered throughout the room.

Wrestling... She had been wrestling Tanya, but why?

Freedom! That was it, The Queen said that the winner would go...

Free...

Oh no...

The last thing Felicia remembered was Tanya's tits lowering towards her face!

Did I lose?!

A thousand thoughts danced through her dead. There was no way she lost, right? She couldn't lose! Felicia refused to accept that Tanya Donnelly had beaten her.

But there it was, the last image in her head, of those massive, oiled up, heaving bosoms eclipsing her face.

Did that bitch smother me with her tits?

No. There was no way that she lost to Tanya, and there was no way that it was because Tanya smothered her with her tits.

But Felicia's worst fears were confirmed when she sat up and felt the manacles around her wrists and ankles.

No!

She let out a cry and looked herself over to see that she was in one of the barber's chairs, manacled by her wrists and ankles.

And she was naked.

“What the...” Felicia grumbled and once again pulled on her restraints. They held tight.

At least she wasn't gagged.

I lost...

She still couldn't fathom it. Felicia refused to accept it.

“Come on!” She grunted and pulled on the restraints, but they held tight.

“Oh good, you're awake.” A voice called, and Felicia looked up to see The Queen strolling down the salon towards her.

Felicia tugged harder on the restraints at the sight of the dominatrix, but they still held firm.

“What is this? Let me go!” Felicia demanded, tugging futilely at her bound arms.

“I like your spirit.” The Queen smiled as she approached. She was still clad in the black bra, corset, thong, and boots, with her dirty blond hair around her shoulders.

She stopped and stood in front of Felicia, hands on her hips.

“When I get out of here, I'm going to lock you away for the rest of your life.” Felicia never broke off eye contact as she spoke.

“I do like your fierceness, that's why I'm glad you lost.” The Queen gloated over her prisoner.

Felicia tried her best but couldn't hide her look of shock and dismay. Part of her knew that she had lost to Tanya, but to hear it now, said aloud, felt... real.

“No, she didn't win... you must have... done something.” Felicia looked down at her manacled wrists and pulled again.

“Nope, nothing we did. She was quite creative actually, and true to my word, she's now walking free.” The Queen reached behind her and started to untie her corset as she spoke.

Felicia glared at her. A lifetime with The Queen was the punishment for the loser.

No, Felicia couldn't, wouldn't accept that.

“I have unfinished business with that bitch. Once I'm done with you, I'm getting her!”

The Queen, meanwhile, had finished removing her corset and tossed it aside, revealing her solid and tan midsection. Next she went for her bra.

“Personally, I would love to see what you would do to Tanya if left alone with her, but you misbehaved, and now you'll never get that chance. Same with Jessica.”

The Queen tossed aside her bra and now stood in her tiny, black, thong panties. Her breasts were full and perky, and even though they weren't very large, they were still impressive.

“Where's Jessica?” Felicia demanded, not breaking eye contact with The Queen.

“If Jessica would have behaved, then she would have had Shelly. I would have allowed her to do anything she wanted to her. Sadly, she'll never get that chance now.”

As The Queen spoke, she pulled down her panties, revealing her smooth, waxed vagina.

“Just wait until I get you all to myself. I'm gonna make you wish you hadn't-Ummmph!” Felicia was cut off when The Queen shoved her thong between Felicia's flapping lips.

“Urrggg! Mmmummph!” Felicia moaned and tried to spit out the underwear, but The Queen kept one of her hands pressed over Felicia's mouth, keeping the panties in.

“Oh Felicia, you'll learn that I like my girl's quiet.” The Queen stepped behind Felicia as she spoke, keeping her hand clamped over Felicia's mouth.

“Wrryy mmo! Ummph! Mmmph!” Felicia twisted her head, trying to pry free from The Queen's grasp.

“There's no use Felicia, you're all mine now. Mine to do as I wish.”

“Mmmmo! Ummmph!” Felicia twisted and pulled, but The Queen's grip was hard and strong.

Then The Queen's other hand appeared in front of Felicia holding a roll of white tape. Felicia's eyes widened, knowing exactly what was to be done with it.

“Mmmmo! Mmmpph! Mmmp!” She shook her head.

“Oh yes Felicia. I make the rules now.” The Queen reached forward with her other hand and started to unroll the end of the tape.

Thankfully, this gave Felicia the opportunity to spit out the wadded panties.

“You're sick! People will be looking for me! For all of us! You can't get away with this, you can't just-UMMMPH!” The Queen stepped around, picked the panties up from where they had landed on Felicia's lap, and shoved them back in her mouth.

“Mmmmph! Umm! Mmmph!” Felicia barely had time to resist before The Queen placed the end of the tape over her lips, which were bulging from the panties shoved in her mouth.

“Don't worry Felicia, I'll take care of everything. By the time I'm finished, no one will be wondering where you had gone to.”

“Wffff!” Felicia moaned as The Queen wrapped her mouth in tape, layer after layer securing the dominatrix's panties in her mouth.

“Oh yes, The Queen will take good care of you. Especially if you behave.”

“Mmmo! Mmmmph!” Felicia eyes got wider with each layer of tape. Eventually, The Queen broke off the roll and stood, looking down at her naked and gagged captive.

“There, that's better.” She smiled.

“Mmmo! Ummm mmmph!”

“I used to love playing with dolls as a child,” The Queen began, reaching out towards Felicia. “I loved the control. How you could make them say what you wanted, walk where you wanted, and dress like you wanted.”

“Mmmph!” Felicia shied away as The Queen's hand gripped a lever on the side of her chair.

“And do their hair like you wanted.” The Queen smiled and pulled the lever.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia was tossed back as the chair reclined, placing her head above a sink, just like at a salon.

What is this?

Before Felicia could process, water spouted from a sink behind her.

“Mmmo! Mmmm! Ummm!” The Queen's hands ran through her hair, followed by a blast of warm water on her scalp.

“There there Felicia, doesn't that feel nice.”

Felicia hated to admit it, but the warm water cascading over her hair combined with The Queen's hands massaging her scalp felt amazing. She realized that it had been so long since she had a proper shower. While a prisoner in the Sheriff's station, Eva had washed her and Janet, but it had always been a violating, cold affair.

No! Don't get comfortable! This is what she wants!

The water shut off, and then she felt The Queen's hands massaging shampoo through her brown locks.

“What beautiful hair you have Felicia.

“Mmmmf! Ullumm glllummph!” Felicia protested

“Oh stop whining.” The Queen laughed, working her hands through Felicia's hair. Once she was done shampooing, Felicia heard the water turn on and once again felt the warm water washing over her hair.

“Umm... mmm...” Felicia closed her eyes, trying not to be lulled in relaxation by the warm, massaging water.

Then the water was shut off again, and Felicia was left laying there, her head hanging over a sink. A second later she felt a towel being wrapped around her head.

“Ummm! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned, trying to lift her head.

“Calm down, this doesn't hurt.” The Queen chided her like a mother would chide a misbehaving child.

“Offf mmooo...” Felicia grumbled as The Queen's hands worked the warm towel over her wet head.

After a few minutes of drying, The Queen removed the towel from Felicia's head and stepped away from the naked captive.

“Hrrry! Hrrry! Mmmph!” Felicia kicked in her seat. She certainly didn't want to be kept like this all night, but something else was bugging her too.

What's next? Certainly The Queen didn't intend to pamper her all day (or night, Felicia couldn't be sure) could she?

Or could she? Was that how she managed to get Jessica to at least pretend to work with her, by spoiling and pampering her? It would be a good strategy, to make them feel like princesses when they were in fact, prisoners.

Felicia knew that if that was the case then she would have to be strong, and would need every ounce of will power she had, and like Jessica wait for a moment when The Queen had her guard down.

But I also need a better plan than Jessica.

The Queen reached over and pulled on the lever to Felicia's chair, popping the naked Sheriff into a sitting position.

“Mmmo!” Felicia moaned at the sudden movement, trying to get her bearings.

The Queen stood next to the chair, with an electric hair trimmer in her hand. Felicia's eyes widened at the sight of the trimmer, it's blades glinting in the light.

“Oh yes, I loved my dolls, but my mother always got mad when I cut their hair.”

“Mmmoh! Ummph! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned, shaking her head.

“Now hold still Felicia.” The Queen pressed a switch on the trimmer and it's electric buzz filled the room.

“Mmmmo! Mmmppm mmoo!” Felicia pulled her head back and shook it as The Queen approached.

“Now Felicia, be still, you don't want me to mess up, do you?”

“Urrrmm! Mmm!” Felicia moaned, still shaking her head and retreating as far back in her seat as she could.

Then she felt the angry, vibrating metal teeth of the trimmer moving against the side of her head, taking layer after layer of hair with it.

***

“Ummmphh...” Shelly sighed in relief as she unraveled the last layers of duct tape from her mouth. She felt like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon. A sweaty, lingerie clad butterfly in her case, but still a butterfly.

The remains of her duct tape cocoon lay around her like a shed skin. She still couldn't tell how long it had taken her to get free, but the sun was still high in the sky and even though she had shed several layers, the heat around her was still oppressive. Her bare skin glistened in the hot afternoon sun, and her bra and thong panties were moist from sweat.

“Gah!” She gasped, taking in deep breath of warm, free air as she tossed the last of the duct tape and the cloth gag away. Instinctively, her hands wrapped around her chest to cover her small cleavage and her legs curled up as well.

Then she realized that there was no one around her. Shelly was alone, sitting in the dirt on the side of a lonely, two lane country road.

Where am I? She wondered, taking in her surroundings.

Thick woods faced her from the other side of the road, and behind her was a flat plain, stretching as far as the eye can see, but in front of that plane was an old, rotting wood fence.

And that fence was wrapped in barbed wire.

Shelly leaned over and looked at a protruding end of barb wire with a tiny tip of red liquid. Blood, more specifically her blood.

So I owe this my freedom. She cracked a smile and ran a finger over the small, shallow scratch on her shoulder where the barb wire penetrated her.

Shelly realized that it was a small miracle that during her struggles that she didn't just roll into the barb wire and get tangled up completely, or land in it when she had fallen from the truck. It was also a small miracle in general that she had landed next to barb wire and was able to work herself free. She knew that she could have just as easily landed in the middle of nowhere with no help and left to struggle futilely.

Still, this doesn't explain where I am. If this fence was wrapped in barb wire, then that meant that people were near.

People that wanted to be left alone.

Shelly frowned, wondering if maybe these people would be receptive towards a half naked woman that needed help. She knew that she could turn on the charm, and maybe play the damsel in distress if she needed.

As she sat there, in the dirt in her thong underwear, among the remains of her duct tape cocoon, she made a mental list of the things she needed to do. First, she needed something to drink. Her mouth was completely dry, and she felt the beginnings of a headache, no doubt from dehydration. Second, she needed clothes. Shelly was comfortable with her body, but she felt too exposed sitting out here in the middle of the road in her lingerie. Third, she needed to find out where she was.

She also realized that she should get off the road sooner or later. The Queen must have noticed by now that she was missing, not to mention that Felicia and Jessica would probably notice too. That meant that she had at least two groups of people looking for her.

I can't waste any more time here, I need to move.

Shelly grunted and stood, her sore legs screaming in protest. With no other option, she decided that she would follow the fence and see where that would lead.

The hot ground burned her bare feet as she strolled down the road, hands still crossed over her chest, and constantly looking over her shoulder for any approaching vehicles.

***

For Lustra, sex was good, but nothing beat the feeling of a roaring motorcycle engine thrumming between her legs. It gave her life as she rocketed down the road, feeling the growing arousal in her and the wetness in her vagina. Her and her motorcycle were one, lovers traveling along the road together. She knew every inch of her bike and it knew her body equally.

An even better feeling for her was to be on the bike while on the trail of fresh prey. Her eyes scanned the road around her, looking for any sign of her quarry. She kept herself low in her seat, hands gripping the handles to better feel the vibrations of her bike, the only thing between her and the machine was her leather thong. Her bike increased in speed and she felt it now in her ass cheeks, which were vibrating in tune with the engine.

Lustra wanted nothing more than to slip a hand between her legs and give herself relief, but she need both hands for the bike, and her arousal gave her strength, kept her focus, and made her blood boil. She would have relief once she caught her prey.

In all of her years, she had never failed to catch her man, or woman. Usually when she took a job from The Queen, it was a woman. The Queen paid her well, and gave her full use of her “facilities” as part of her payment. This particular job intrigued her because she was chasing down someone that had escaped from The Queen. As far as Lustra knew, no one escaped The Queen, or if they did, then The Queen had her own people find them.

Apparently, this Shelly chick had been taped up by two other women, and then stashed on a truck that the two other women had planned to use to make a getaway. The two girls were caught but the truck driver took off, not knowing that he was carrying a taped up woman as cargo. Once The Queen's people had got ahold of him, he said he checked his truck and found no sign of a woman.

So, at some point Shelly must have gotten free, presumably. For Lustra, it would be an easy job, just catch Shelly and bring her back to The Queen.

After she caught Shelly, then she would get her relief, in any way she wanted.

Something caught Lustra's eye on the side of the road ahead, and she reduced her speed. Her plan was to follow the truck's route and see if she could find any leads or clues, and if that didn't work, then check Shelly's home, and so on.

As she slowed, she mentally patted herself on the back, realizing that her plan to follow the truck's route was a good one. Laying in the dirt on the side of the road was a tangled mass of duct tape.

Lustra rolled to a stop next to the duct tape and lowered her kick stand, surveying the area around her.

It looked like a mummy had shed it's wrappings and walked off. The duct tape sat in a bunch next to an old wooden fence wrapped in barb wire.

That's how she did it. She cut herself free with the barb wire! Lustra thought, putting it together in her head.

This Shelly chick had some amazing luck. She must have fallen from the truck, landed next to the barb wire, and used it to cut herself free. It was almost too convienent.

And leading away from the tangled mass of duct tape were small indentations in the dirt. Foot prints.

Lustra had her handkerchief up to cover her mouth and nose, but she smiled under it and looked at the road ahead.

I've got you! She raised her kickstand and throttled forward.

' She stuck close to the shoulder as she followed the road, knowing that Shelly couldn't be far.

Her hunch paid off a few moments later as she rode around a curve and saw a thin, beautiful, underwear clad woman walking along the side of the road, a black thong running between her beautiful, sweat coated butt cheeks.

Lustra smiled and used one hand to unclip her lasso from her waist.

***

The first thought that ran through Shelly's head when she heard the approaching engine was that it was help. The sound of the motorcycle engine was rapidly approaching, and she imagined some beer bellied, bearded, middled aged man driving it, and he would no doubt be dumb founded to find a lingerie clad blond woman walking along the side of the road.

Dumb founded and eager to help out. Shelly even had her story worked out, that she had been attacked and mugged, and if he could give her a ride to the nearest town, it would be greatly appreciated.

She turned, hands crossed over her breasts, and put on her best “damsel in distress” look.

Her face immediately changed from a look of helpless desperation to that of shock and surprise.

It wasn't an overweight bearded man on the bike, but rather a lithe, big breasted woman. Her dark hair blew out behind her underneath a black helmet, and a black handkerchief with white checkers covered her face from the nose down. The woman twirled a lasso above her head as she bared down on Shelly.

Shelly processed this all in a second, and knew that the woman had to work for The Queen, and was very clearly sent to bring Shelly back. A thousand other thoughts ran through Shelly's mind, but first and foremost was how to escape this woman.

Get down!

But it was too late. Shelly made to dive to the dirt but then the open loop of the lasso sailed through the air and over her head. Before she could even take a breath, she felt the rope tighten around her mid-section, pinning her arms to her chest. She cried out and then was yanked back off her feet as the bike passed and dragged her with it.

Shelly was carried a few yards in the dirt so roughly that she felt her panties drag half way down her ass.

Then she stopped and heard the bike engine go silent. Shelly struggled and pulled, but the lasso was pulled tight on her.

No, I can't be taken again! Not like this!

She lifted her head and saw the biker woman's thonged ass cheeks as she lowered the kick stand on her bike. Shelly tugged and the woman roughly pulled her towards her with one hand while she stepped off the bike.

“Look, please... I...” Shelly began to beg.

“Shut up.” The woman said coldly.

Shelly needed a new plan. One idea that came to her was to grab a hand full of dirt and throw it in this woman's face, but her arms were pinned to her chest. Her eyes scanned the area around her, searching for anything that could help her. She looked at the barb wire fence next to her, and noticed a small dip underneath the barb wire wrapped wood.

It was a small gap, but big enough that she could crawl under.

That doesn't help my current predicament though.

First she had to get free, and then she could crawl under the fence to safety.

Too late, the woman was standing over her now, hair blowing behind her in the cool afternoon breeze.

“Whatever they're paying you, I'll double.” Shelly offered, realizing that was her only play.

The woman's green eyes stayed cold and hard, and she roughly rolled Shelly over onto her belly.

“Help!” Shelly screamed, her bare feet kicking against the dirt and dust under her.

“Shut up!” The woman barked, grabbing at Shelly's kicking feet.

“Help please! She's gonna kill me!” Shelly pleaded. She hated playing the damsel, but it was the only option open to her right now.

Then miraculously, Shelly heard an engine approaching. She perked up, listening as it grew closer.

“Help! Hel-UMMMMPH!” She was cut off by the woman clamping a hand over her mouth. That didn't stop Shelly, she screamed into the woman's muffling hand and kicked and struggled underneath her.

“Ummm! Hllllp! Hmmmm!” Shelly moaned into her captor's gloved hand.

Then the engine stopped and the woman's hand came away from her mouth. Shelly turned her head to see an old, beat up truck parked next to the woman's motorcycle. The woman too had turned to face these potential rescuers, her breasts rising and falling in anticipation.

Two men emerged from the rust and dust coated vehicle. They looked just as rough and used as their truck. One was slightly older and pudgier, with messy, dark hair under a baseball cap and a thick dark beard. The other man was thin and mousy, almost underfed looking, and wore clothes that seemed to hang on his thin frame.

The bigger man stood with his hands clasped on his large belt buckle while the other immediately gravitated towards the motorcycle.

“Well, what do we have here?” The smaller man asked.

“None of your concern, move along.” The woman warned.

Shelly followed the woman's gaze and saw that it was focused on the smaller man admiring her bike.

“Actually, looks like this just may be some of my concern. You wouldn't be looking to start trouble?” The small man asked as the big man approached, hands still on his belt buckle. The big man still hadn’t said a word, but had a sadistic smile on his face.

“I'll warn you again, keep moving, and get away from the bike!” She spat out the word “Bike”.

The thin man stopped and flashed a smile, revealing a mouth filled with crooked, yellow and brown teeth, and then reached out a finger and ran it along the glistening black of the motorcycle.

The woman sighed and stood up, leaving Shelly alone.

This is it! This is my chance! Shelly thought, but stayed still, waiting for her moment.

The biker woman approached the two men while pulling something from the side of her chaps. Her hand flicked, revealing a long, extendable baton. It was small, but Shelly knew that it was meant to cause damage.

While the woman and the men faced off, Shelly's hands worked at loosening the lasso around her chest.

“I'll tell you one more time, get back in the truck and drive away. Forget you ever saw this.” The woman warned, baton at the ready.

“Well, you see, we would... but how could we forget a sight like-” The little man's taunt was cut off by the biker woman cracking him in the head with the side of the baton.

The little man stumbled back and clutched at his head, and then the little man started emitting sounds like a hyena and charged her. Her baton flew through the air at him, but he deftly dodged it. Shelly watched as the biker woman swung her baton at the little man, who seemed to anticipate her moves and kept sidestepping her.

Don't get distracted and hurry! Shelly went back to loosening the lasso while the others fought around her.

She felt the knot loosen and quickly started shimmying out of the constricting rope, all the while hearing shouts and cries of pain from the nearby fight. Finally, Shelly slipped out of the rope and tossed the lasso aside, risking a look at the fight happening.

The big man came up behind the biker woman and wrapped his arms around her in a bear hug while the little man charged at her. She shot her feet out, hitting the little man square in the chest and knocking him back, and then jammed a foot onto the big man's toes. He howled, the first sound he had made so far, and let go of her, and the biker woman didn't miss a beat and whirled around and delivered a firm, strong kick right into his balls.

The big man howled again, but the little man charged up behind the biker woman and jumped on her back and wrapped his arms around her neck. She spun around, trying to shake the cackling little man free.

Shelly decided that she couldn't spectate anymore and shimmied through the dust towards the gap under the barbed wire. She moved as fast as she could, hoping that the two men and the biker could distract each other for a little bit longer.

She kept pressed low to the ground as she crawled under the fence, careful to avoid the sharp, hungry teeth of the barb wire. Just as her upper half got clear on the other side of the fence, she lifted herself and felt something tug on her panties.

Oh no! Shelly's eyes went wide. Was the fight over? She imagined the biker woman's gloved hand grabbing her by the underwear and dragging her back under the fence to take her away.

Shelly turned her head to see that her flimsy panties had gotten hung up in some of the barb wire.

Dammit! Come on! She tugged and pulled, trying to get free from the grasping metal prongs, but her underwear resisted, pulling her back towards the metal teeth.

Fuck it!

Shelly gritted her teeth and pulled forward, and was rewarded with a loud, sharp tearing sound as her panties ripped free and were left behind as a trophy for the barb wire fence.

She got her legs out from under the fence and took off into a run, her bare ass facing the still fighting biker woman and men behind her. Shelly didn't even care about her nudity, she just wanted to get as far away from them as possible. After that, then she would figure out what to do for clothes.

***

The electric buzzing from the clippers went silent. Once again, the only sound that could be heard in the room were Felicia's muffled protests.

“Hrry mmmo! Lllmmph mmmee moo! Hrrr!” She chewed on the panties filling her mouth as The Queen lifted her nude body off of Felicia's and smiled down at her handiwork.

“There, so much better.”

“Urrrmmph!” Felicia squealed and looked down. Her naked body and the floor around her were covered with freshly chopped hair. Her hair.

“Mmmmo!” She screamed. What did this woman do to her? Felicia shuddered at the thought of the hack job that The Queen most likely had given her.

“Let's give you a look at the new lady.” The Queen giggled, and spun Felicia's chair around so that she could get a look at herself in the mirror.

Part of Felicia wanted to close her eyes and never face what she must look like, but curiosity got the better of her. She knew that it would gnaw away at her, the thought of what she looked like without her thick, luscious, brown hair.

“Ummfff!” She moaned, eyes widening at the sight of her reflection.

“Oh don't whine, admit it. You like it.” The Queen bent over next to her and looked at both of their reflections.

Felicia stared long and hard at the mirror and her new, shorter hair style.

She hated to admit it, but yes, she kinda liked it.

The Queen had shaven the sides and back of her head close, but left most of the top of her hair intact with only a slight trim. The thick mop of brown hair on the top of her head fell to the side, just past her ear. Felicia hated to admit, but it was kind of a cute look, and kind of bad ass... if she wasn't currently bound and gagged.

“Mmmo! Mmmpph! Mmm!” Felicia moaned and twisted in her seat, pulling on the leather restraints. She couldn't let The Queen see that she liked how she looked.

“Oh what a feisty baby you are.” The Queen chuckled, and then spun Felicia's chair around. The Dominatrix leaned over the bound Sheriff, their faces close to touching.

“Ffff mmo! Wfff mmmo! Uffff!” Felicia lunged forward, still tugging on her bonds.

The Queen backed away and eyed up Felicia's nude, writhing, struggling body. Her eyes first settled on Felicia's heaving, bouncing breasts, and then drifted lower...

“Hrry! Mmff!”

“Why Ms. Fetters, I appreciate a girl that likes tan lines.” The Queen's hungry eyes settled on Felicia's crotch.

Felicia looked down to see the faint echo of a tan line around her breasts and crotch, but it was starting to blend in with her quickly fading tan. Spending most of a month as a captive meant that Felicia didn't get to enjoy the sun much.

“As you can see, I'm a lady that enjoys them as well.” The Queen smiled and motioned to her hip, where Felicia did see a thin tan line. Her captor turned and showed Felicia a thong shaped tan line above her butt cheeks.

“We aren't so different, I guess.” The Queen giggled.

“Hummm?” Felicia shrugged, not knowing what The Queen was getting at.

The Queen turned back around and face the bound and gagged woman.

“Hmm, looks like you could work on that tan yourself. We can go tanning!” The Queen clapped her hands in excitement.

“Hmm? Whhfff?” Felicia looked around, confused. Tanning?

The Queen clapped her hands again and two of her leather clad concubines suddenly were approaching her, appearing out of seemingly nowhere.

“Hmmmph?” Felicia shifted her gaze between the two women. Were did they come from?

“Why don't you two take Ms. Fetters up and get her situated in one of our bikinis. I'll meet you up there.” The Queen ordered, and the two stocky women nodded their heads.

“And Felicia,” The Queen leaned over and tapped a finger on Felicia's nose. “You better behave for these two.”

“Mmmurrrm mmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia mumbled in defiance.

The Queen giggled and pranced off, and the two women leaned forward and undid the straps around Felicia's wrists. Immediately, Felicia flew up from her chair in an attempt to escape, but one of the women was too face and caught her by the wrists.

“Urrrm! Mmmph! Mmmmoo!” Felicia moaned, pulling and yanking against the woman's iron grip. The other woman undid the straps around Felicia's ankles and then she was being dragged out of the chair.

“Ummm! Mmmmph! Mmmo!” Felicia kicked as the women dragged her by her arms across the room.

She kicked and pulled but they didn't seem fazed as they carried her away from the chair and onto whatever fate awaited her elsewhere.

“Ummm! Mmmmooo! Pfffff!” the naked sheriff moaned and struggled as her stone face captors dragged her off.

***

As Shelly Arnold sprinted naked across the open field, she realized that this may be the most humiliating 24 hours of her life.


If all this actually did happen in a 24 hour period. She realized that she had no idea how long she had been down in the Queen's dungeon, for all she knew she could have been down there for several days.

Still, first there was her being stripped down to her underwear and kidnapped outside her own home, and having her ass “marked” by Jack, and then getting kidnapped by Felicia and Jessica. After that, she was left on the side of the road mummified, only to escape and be attacked by a biker woman and some rednecks.

To make matters worse, she lost her panties thanks to some invasive barbed wire. After that, she had made piece with the fact that her only clothing was her bra. She could live with being lost in the country with just a bra on, using her hands to cover her vagina and bare ass.

Shelly couldn't believe that she was at the point where she was justifying how little clothes she could live with wearing in public.

Then she went and lost her bra too.

Once I get out of this, so many people will pay! She glowered, one hand pressed over her now bare breasts and the other over her crotch.

Shelly's plan was to find a home or farm or something and play the damsel. She would say that she had been attacked, mugged, and stripped. Most men would jump at the chance to help a naked blond woman in distress, but first she wanted to get as far away from that biker woman and the rednecks as possible.

So after losing her panties to the barbed wire, she ran straight across the field, as fast as she could. She had no idea how much time had passed or how far she ran, but eventually she must have come to the other side of the field because once again she came to a fence wrapped in barbed wire. At first Shelly walked along the perimeter of the fence, figuring it could lead her to a house or something, but then she thought better of it.

Those men in the trucks, the rednecks, seemed awful protective of this area, for all Shelly knew this was their property. Plus, if they were smart they would think that they had Shelly trapped in their field after she wriggled under the fence.

Even if this wasn't their property, Shelly thought it best to put another obstacle between them and her, so she decided that finding a way over the barbed wire was the best option. After walking awhile, she found yet another gap under the fence, and once again it was big enough that she could wriggle under it.

Big mistake.

Shelly assumed that she lost her panties the last time because she was in a rush, and told herself that if she took her time then she would get under the barb wire barrier with her bra intact.

She didn't. Shelly must have misjudged the size of the gap, and the low hanging barb wire snatched up and gobbled her bra like a hungry animal. To make matters worse, Shelly attempted to wrestle her bra away from the hungry maw of the barb wire, which only tore it up more.

Which lead to where she was now, walking, naked through a rolling field, in search of any signs of civilization.

There's gotta be somebody living around here?

It couldn't just be her, a scantily clad biker woman, and two rednecks out here, could it? She hoped that with any luck the rednecks and biker woman had tired each other out and gone home to lick their wounds, but there was another part of her, a small, nagging part, that thought that she should have just let the biker woman take her back to The Queen.

No, don't think like that!

In The Queen's dungeon, she at least had meals and a warm bed.

And a life of bondage and servitude!

Ironic, wasn't it. She attempted to sell the women of the Sheriff's Department to a brothel, had even made up a lie about Felicia Fetters being sold as a bondage slave, only for that to almost happen to her.

Well, you made it out. Keep it that way!

Shelly felt the air around her getting cooler, and realized that the sun was going down.

Damn!

Were there bears around this area? She realized that she had no idea where she was exactly, but one thing she did know was that she did not want to get caught out here at night. There could be bears, cougars, or worse.

Still, the shadows were getting longer, and Shelly's legs began to ache from the walking. Her mouth was getting dry too, she need something to drink.

Night was falling quickly, and Shelly seemed to be getting deeper and deeper into the wilderness.

Then her heart skipped a beat. There, ahead! A short, wooden fence! Time had wore away at the fence, and it ran about waist high, but there was no barb wire or anything that Shelly could see. That meant people, she hoped. Beyond the fence was a seemingly endless expanse of tall, green plants. They looked about as tall as her.

As Shelly got closer, she realized that the green plants were actually taller than her.

At least they'll make good cover. She thought, realizing that she still had to be cautious. The way this day was going, she couldn't afford to let her guard down.

Shelly stepped onto the bottom cross support of the fence and vaulted over, landing into the thick of the tall green plants. At first she assumed they were corn stalks in the fading light, but now that she was closer, she saw that they looked nothing like corn stalks at all.

She leaned close to one of the plants and took one of it's leaves to inspect. Almost immediately upon inspection she recognized what it was.

Marijuana!

A weed farm! That's what this was. Immediately, her heart started pounding against her chest.

That's what those boys were so eager to protect!

Her first instinct was to run, to vault over the fence and head the opposite way as fast as she could.

Get a grip on yourself and think!

Shelly placed a hand on her bare breasts to calm herself while she assessed the situation. There could be a way that she could swing this to her benefit somehow. She realized that she needed to know more, to scout out the area and form a plan.

Worse come to worse, maybe she could steal a vehicle from the farmers and just drive off.

Shelly stalked forward, feeling the leaves from the plants brush against her bare skin. Somehow, the cover from the plants and the fading light made her feel less exposed and vulnerable.

The sounds of the evening were rising as the sun was setting and insects were crying out around her, their music filling the silence. Shelly was grateful for the background noise because it would cover the sounds of her footsteps through the maze of marijuana.

Overhead, the sky continued to darken, and the stars became more and more visible.

How big is this field? Shelly wondered. She was starting to feel like she could get lost in this for days.

Then, ahead, the plants started to thin out, and she heard voices. Female voices, and... splashing?

Instinctively, Shelly crouched low and listened. Yes, it sounded like at least two women, and... yes it definitely was splashing. A pool perhaps?

She snuck forward, listening as she went. It occurred to her that her skin was raised in goosebumps, either from excitement, the cooler night air... or both.

Her bare feet padded on the soft dirt under her and she pressed on, more and more light shining through the thick vegetation. Finally, the plants thinned out enough to give Shelly a view of what was ahead of her. She stayed crouched low and peered out from her marijuana sanctuary. Night had completely fallen, but the lights from the farm ahead fully illuminated the area.

There was an old looking farmhouse in the distance, with lights on in the first floor and several others on the second floor. Not far from the house was a barn and wide, rolling fields.

But it was what was in front of Shelly that made her jaw drop. It had already been a strange day, but this was a sight that she was not prepared for.

A large wooden deck sat a few yards away, and in the center of that deck, a woman with dark hair and absurdly large breasts was stepping out of a bubbling jacuzzi.

She looked like a goddess, clad in a skin tight, skimpy aqua green thong bikini. The thong bikini bottom disappeared between the woman's large, muscular ass cheeks. Her breasts didn't move or jiggle as she left the tub, but the sheer size and volume told Shelly that she must have paid a fortune for the implants.

The woman grabbed a towel and tossed her main of wet, black hair back and started to towel off, turning her back to Shelly as she did. Her whole body was thickly muscled, and Shelly thought that she could give Lisa a run for her money if they ever met.

Lisa... Shelly felt a pang. She certainly hoped that wherever she was, she was alright.

Another woman stepped out of the tub as well. This was a bigger woman, what some would call “curvy” or “full figured”. Her ass and breasts were massive, and heaved and jiggled as she stepped out of the tub. Like the other woman, this one wore a thong bikini, though it was black. The second woman's massive ass cheeks absolutely devoured the small black thong.

The second woman was tanner than the other one, and had long, brown hair. She had curves that most “curvy” women would kill for. Despite the size of her breasts and ass, she had a completely flat tummy and a toned exterior. All in all, she had a body like a curvaceous, buxom old time starlet.

The curvy woman grabbed a towel as well and also started to dry off. As they toweled, both women chatted and giggled amongst themselves.

Is this their farm? Shelly wondered. If so, then they could be receptive towards another woman in distress. Still, she had to be careful, they may not like a stranger just waltzing out of their weed field. So she stayed hidden, watching from her vantage point as the two women chatted and dried off, eventually wrapping the towels around their wet bodies and heading towards the farm house in the distance. Once they were inside, the lights went out, plunging the area into darkness.

Not total darkness. Shelly noticed that the interior lights from the hot tub were still on, giving a violet luminescence to the waters. Then, a moment later, the hot tub churned to life, the waters frothing and bubbling.

They forgot to turn it off. Shelly realized, watching as the empty hot tub hummed and bubbled, inviting her to partake of it. She felt a pang of longing for her own hot tub, and suddenly yearned to be relaxing inside it, feeling the warm water from the jets blasting over her tired, aching body, relaxing her, lulling her into a state of calm.

Shelly became aware of how tired she was, of how every muscle in her legs ached from walking, and of how her bare feet cried out in pain from walking over the rough terrain. All of this occurred to her at once and the hot tub, there just a few yards from her, offered a solution to this problem. She laughed at how absurd this thought was, that she, a woman on the run from kidnappers, would take a moment to dip into a stranger's hot tub.

Not just any stranger, weed farmers! They were criminals, and if they didn't take offense to her using their hot tub, they would definitely take offense to her finding their farm.

Shelly forced her eyes to look away from the warm, bubbling waters of the hot tub. Her eyes scanned over the rest of the deck and settled on a towel draped over a beach chair next to it.

Yes! There, at least it was something that she could use to cover her nudity. Once she had that then she could figure out what her next step would be.

Her head peaked out from the weed plants and looked back and forth, but the coast seemed clear. Shelly stole out from the cover of the plants, one hand over her bare breasts and the other over her crotch. As she streaked towards the deck, it occurred to her that it was strange that an illegal weed farm didn't have any guards on patrol.

Maybe it's a small operation, or they think that they're so remote that they don't need guards?

Still, something didn't sit right with Shelly about it. The best course of action would be to get the towel and then slip back into the shadows and get as far away as possible.

Shelly crossed the distance and found herself on the pool deck and without slowing down ran to the chair, grabbed the towel, and wrapped it around her naked body.

There, that's one thing down. She thought as she secured the towel just above her breasts.It wasn't clothes, but it would do to cover her up. Now she had to find a way out of here.

As she pondered her next move, she passed the hot tub, which was still roaring and bubbling. Shelly stared deep into the purple lights under the surface, becoming lost in their inviting glow.

Don't! Keep moving!

But her body refused to obey, and her eyes remained fixed on the bubbling water of the tub. Just the thought of the massaging jets on her nude, sore, aching body sent a shiver through her.

Who will know? They're asleep!

Shelly knew that the tub was on a timer, and that at any moment the jets would stop, and the waters would go still and she would have to wait for the next cycle.

The tub called to her and she felt herself being pulled along towards it. Her legs had a mind of their own, and she felt like she was attached to a winch being towed towards the tub.

Look away Shelly! Just go!

Another part of her told herself that this may be the last time she could dip in a hot tub in a long time. For all knew she knew, her hot tub, her house, might not even be there any more. Or more likely, that snake Brad was using it.

Then a bright light snapped on from somewhere overhead, shining right in her face. Shelly stepped back, covering her eyes as several more floodlights went on all around her. The once pitch darkness around her lit up like it was mid-afternoon. She continued to stumble back, covering her eyes while blinking and squinting at the blinding, white light.

Are they on a timer? Motion activated? Did I trip an alarm?

All these questions and more ran through her head as she struggled to comprehend her situation, and then she felt herself back into the large, thick, broad chest of a man standing right behind her.

Oh no! Shelly turned to run but the man's large, calloused hands came up from behind her and grabbed her by the shoulders. She fought and tore at him, causing her towel to fall away, once again reducing her to total nudity.

“Well look what we have here!” A high pitched, raspy voice called it. Shelly recognized it and looked to see the thin, mousy man from earlier approaching, leering at her with large, hungry eyes.

The bearded one must be the one behind me!

Shelly once again pulled but the bearded man grabbed her biceps and dug his large, strong hands into her flesh, causing her to cry out.

“Is this the one that beat your little ass?” A female voice said. Shelly saw the muscular, big breasted woman stepping over behind the thin man.

“Shut up! She just got some lucky shots in, that's all!” The thin man spat, and Shelly now saw that he had a black eye and several cuts and bruises on his face. That biker woman must have done a number on him.

Behind the big breasted woman was the curvy one. Both still had towels wrapped over their swimsuit clad bodies.

“This is how you catch a prey, you set the trap and let it come to you.” The big breasted woman said, eyeing up Shelly like she was about to be served for dinner.

“Please, look I-”

“What are we gonna do with her Alyssa?” The Thin Man asked the Big Breasted Woman.

“Get rid of her, of course, somewhere she won't be found!”

“Wait listen-” Shelly began.

“Can't we have some fun first?” The Thin Man asked like a dog begging for a treat.

“Alyssa, listen-” The Curvy Girl began.

“Shut up Gracy, I'm calling the shots here!” Alyssa spat.

“What if someone comes looking, like that other girl?” Gracy asked.

“Others will be looking for me! You have to listen to me!” Shelly pleaded.

“Shut her up!” Alyssa ordered, and the big man lifted his paw to clamp it over her mouth!

“I'm a Federal Agent! Listen, I'm a Federal Agent!” Shelly lifted and twisted her head to avoid the man's large hand.

“So?” Alyssa laughed.

“The FBI! We can't have that heat!” Gracy pleaded, tugging on Alyssa's shoulder.

“Yes, if you kill me then this area will be crawling with agents in less than 24 hours!” Shelly pleaded, hoping that they would buy the story.

The Big Man's large hand hovered in front of her face, waiting for orders from Alyssa. She eyed Shelly with suspicion.

“Listen to her. She's a cop.” Gracy pleaded again.

Alyssa's gaze shifted to Gracy, and then to Shelly.

“I... I think we can work out an arrangement...” Shelly huffed, putting the ball in Alyssa's court.

Alyssa's eyes ran up and down Shelly's nude body.

“Bring her inside.” She ordered.

“Can you at least give me something to cover-” Shelly began, but trailed off when the large man effortlessly began to drag the naked captive towards the farm house.

***

Well, at least I have some clothes on. Shelly mentally grumbled as she tested the ropes around her wrists. They were secured tightly to the back of a sturdy wooden chair, and her legs were crossed at the ankle and tied together as well. One good thing was that she wasn't gagged, but she presumed that her captors knew that there was no one call for all the way out here. She was grateful to have her mouth free too, because she intended to talk her way out of this.

And maybe make a little money off of it.

The curvy girl, Gracy, had insisted that they give Shelly something to cover up with, and Alyssa, her big sister and the leader of this strange crime family, begrudgingly gave in and supplied Shelly with one of her “old bikinis”.

By old, Alyssa meant before she had breast implants. It was an aqua green and purple thong bikini that actually fit Shelly pretty well, which meant that before Alyssa had enhancements that her breasts were about Shelly's size.

Now Shelly sat, tied to a chair at the head of a dinner table like some strange guest of honor. The rest of the family all sat around her, never taking her eyes off of the bound woman. Alyssa sat at the other end of the table, glaring at Shelly, while Gracy sat to her right. Alyssa had changed out of her bikini and into a checkered flannel that was cut and knotted just below her massive breasts, and a pair of tiny, cut off jeans. Gracy wore a similar top and skin tight jeans as well. The men, who were the women's brothers, sat on Alyssa's left. Shelly learned that the large, silent bearded one was named Gus, while the skinny, mousy one was Wesley.

“So, tell me why we shouldn't get rid of you right now?” Alyssa sneered, glaring at Shelly.

“Well, other than the fact that you don't want the entire strength of the FBI coming down on your head, I have several reasons.” Shelly tried to remain calm and composed as she spoke.

“How we even know you're really FBI? My brothers here tell me that they found you on the receiving end of a beating from the same woman that gave them a beating.” Alyssa motioned to the two men, both nursing bruises and black eyes.

“Hey! I could have had her!” Wesley spat. Gus, meanwhile, was holding an ice pack to his forehead and sulking.

“That woman is a wanted felon and extremely dangerous. I was tasked with bringing her in. Your brothers are lucky that they got away with their lives.”

At that, Gus audibly gasped, clearly buying the story. Wesley though, leaned in and sneered at Shelly.

“She's the lucky one...” He began and took out a small pocket knife. “Next time I see her...” He flipped open the knife and pantomimed drawing it across his neck.

“You're gonna cut your own throat?” Shelly chuckled.

Wesley's face darkened and he slammed the knife blade first into the table and jumped up. Gus stood just as fast and grabbed the little man.

“I'll kill you! I'll kill you!”

“Sit down Wesley!” Alyssa ordered as Gus restrained his brother. Wesley stopped, glared at Shelly, then at Alyssa, and took his seat, but his dark, angry eyes never left Shelly.

“Now,” Alyssa began. “Give us more sass like that and I'll let Wesley go at you next time.”

Shelly nodded. The warning was clear, and she knew that she had to hold her tongue if she was to successfully navigate this situation.

“As I was saying, I was tasked with bringing her to justice. She got the drop on me and took everything, my badge, my gun, and my clothes.” Shelly motioned with her head to her bikini clad form.

“You must not be very good at your job.” Alyssa chuckled.

“I'm actually one of the best, that's why they sent me after her.”

“And now what? You just expect me to let you go?” Alyssa leaned forward.

“Yes.” Shelly met the other woman's gaze and didn't blink as she spoke.

All eyes were on Alyssa, who laughed, her large breasts heaving up and down as she did.

“That's precious. How do I know that you won't come down on me with an army of FBI agents after you go?”

“Look, I don't care about your little operation here, and neither will Washington, we have bigger fish to fry. If you let me go then not only will I promise that I won't tell anyone about what you have going on here, I'll even personally offer you protection.”

Upon that, all eyes turned to Alyssa, who kept it cool. She sat back and crossed her arms over her chest.

That was Shelly's ace in the hole. Of course she couldn't actually offer them protection, but she could say she was, and collect payment for it. Given all that had happened, getting her foot in this weed farm's business would be a good way for her to get back on her feet after all that had happened.

“And I suppose this protection wouldn't be for free?” Alyssa asked. She was a smart girl, and ruthless.

“I would be sticking my neck out, but I'm willing to charge a reasonable rate in exchange for keeping you off of the radar of several parties who would no doubt be very interested in your little operation here.”

“It's a good deal, I think we should take it.” Gracy said to Alyssa, who turned and glared at her.

“Shut up, I'm the one doing the talking!” Alyssa spat to her sister.

“Listen to her! We can stop looking over our shoulder, plus if you get rid of her then the FBI will come down on us!”

“You can deal with me, or you could deal with the rest of FBI, if that other woman doesn't get to you first.” Shelly decided to keep piling on. It would make things juicier, add some incentive for them.

All eyes were on her again. Shelly had them in the palm of her hand.

“If the biker woman finds this place, she will not be as diplomatic as I... or as nice.” Shelly's tone was ice cold, and she was tempted to elaborate but decided to let the family's imagination fill in the rest.

Then, almost as if on cue, the sound of a motorcycle engine ripped through the night, and it was approaching fast.

Everyone turned towards the noise. Shelly did her best to keep a straight face but she felt her blood turn to ice in her veins. A million scenarios ran through her head at the same time.

The woman could storm the farmhouse, overpower the family, and take Shelly back to The Queen. Or the family could overpower the woman and capture her, and she would reveal that Shelly isn't an agent, or the motorcycle could just keep going...

But no, the engine was coming closer. Shelly turned to look out the window peering out towards the road and saw a motorcycle headlight growing closer through the darkness.

Alyssa stood up, balling her fists.

“Get her out of the way.”

Her brothers rose too. Gus clenched his jaw but Shelly saw something in his eyes: fear.

Wes though, was filled with anger and grim determination.

“Let us at her, we'll-” He started before Alyssa held up a palm.

“I'll deal with her.” Her tone was flat and final.

“But-”

“I said I'll deal with her!”

Wes backed down, pouting like a child was just told that he couldn't have a new toy. Then Gracy came behind Shelly, grabbed her chair, and started dragging it away from the table.

“Wait, listen to me!” Shelly began, trying to salvage the conversation. She almost had them! All momentum that she had been building was lost!

“Please, you don't know what you're dealing with!” Shelly pleaded as she was dragged through a door and into what looked like a den or study of some sort.

Books lined shelves along the walls and an old, wooden desk was set against another wall, but Shelly didn't have time to take in more of her surroundings.

Gracy let go, leaving Shelly's chair placed in the center of the room.

“Wait, listen, you don't know what she's capable of, listen I'll-UMMMPH!” Shelly was cut of by Gracy pulling a thick, white cloth with a large, white knot in the middle through her mouth. Her lips wrapped around the knot as Gracy tied the gag at the back of Shelly's neck.

“Mmmoo! Pffff! Mllsstn!” Shelly moaned and chewed on the gag as Gracy hurried towards the door.

“Wttt! Pfff!” Shelly rocked in her chair. Gracy stopped and looked back at the bound and gagged woman with a baleful glance.

But there was something else in her eyes as she eyed up the helpless, bikini clad Shelly...

Lust.

Shelly froze, eyes wide as she realized this, and then Gracy turned away and closed the door behind her.

“Ufff! Mmmmf!” Shelly moaned, once again finding herself bound and gagged.

I'm getting sick of this! She thought, and tried to plan her next move. Anything could happen now, and odds weren't in favor of it working out for her.

But maybe she could work this to her benefit somehow. With the biker woman distracting the family, it would be the perfect moment for Shelly to make an escape while they were busy with each other. Though, that left the small matter of getting free unresolved.

Shelly turned her head, scanning the room. If this was a study or an office, then there had to be a letter opener or scissors or...

Then her gaze settled on the desk. More specifically, on the telephone sitting at the back of the desk.

***

Alyssa peered through the front door window and watched as the motorcycle roared to a stop just outside. It was dark out, but she could make out the shapely, leather clad female form riding the loud vehicle.

What have I found myself in the middle of? She wondered as she reached for the shotgun that she kept propped against the wall next to the front door.

Daddy had died a few years back and left the farm in her car. Technically, Wes was the oldest, so he should have been in line to take over the business, but Daddy knew that he was a loose cannon, and didn't have the mind for business. Gus was loyal, but lacked smarts and Gracy... well she was a sweat girl, but had no backbone.

Which left Alyssa, and she promised to protect the farm, the business, and the family.

She wasn't scared of facing this woman alone despite knowing what she had done to her brothers. Fear wasn't something that Alyssa was used to experiencing.

“Wait here, if it looks like trouble, come out and back me up.” She ordered Wes and Gus, both of whom were cowering in the hallway behind her. A moment later, Gracy came over to join them.

“Is our guest nice and quiet?” Alyssa asked. Gracy nodded.

“Good, wait here with them.” She ordered, and then turned the door knob and stepped out.

She didn't know what to expect from this. This chick must be a tough customer if she was able to overpower an FBI agent and her brothers. Then again, Alyssa still wasn't sure if she believed that the blond chick was an FBI agent. Her gut told her that there was more to this, something that the blond wasn't telling them, and Alyssa's gut had never lead her wrong before.

She stepped out onto the porch and closed the door behind her, not wanting the biker to see Wes or Gus, and then moved across the porch, cradling the shotgun in her arms like a child.

In the driveway, the woman killed the engine on her bike and stepped off. Alyssa now had a good view of the leather chaps along with the leather bra and panties that the woman had on, along with the lasso hanging at her side.

This woman actually goes out dressed like this? Alyssa thought, wondering why she didn't get arrested for public nudity or something.

Alyssa moved across the yard towards the woman, who stayed put next to her bike. Despite not moving, the woman's eyes scanned the area around her, and her lithe muscles were tensed, ready for a fight.

Well, that rope of hers ain't gonna do squat against a shotgun. Alyssa preferred not to shoot her, that would leave a mess to clean up, and a motorcycle to get rid of.

“Can I help you?” Alyssa asked, stopping a few feet away from the woman.

“I'm looking for someone. Have you seen anyone strange around here?” The woman asked, eyes straying to the shotgun in Alyssa's arms.

“You mean besides a half naked woman on a motorcycle showing up in the middle of the night?” Alyssa looked the woman up and down. She seemed to be middle aged or so, but had a body that would make women half her age jealous.

“How about a blond half naked woman?” The biker pressed, hands on her hips.

No, not on her hips. Alyssa watched as one of the woman's hands drifted down towards her lasso.

“I ain't seen nothing, and I would appreciate it if you removed your ass and your loud motorcycle from my property.”

“Or what, you gonna call the cops?” Alyssa recognized a dare when she heard one. The woman's eyes narrowed when she asked, and her hand kept drifting to her lasso.

“Around these parts we handle our own problems.” Alyssa turned the shotgun so that it was aimed at the woman's feet. The woman didn't flinch.

“Well the person I'm looking for could end up being quite a problem for you,” The woman's eyes turned to the farmhouse behind Alyssa. “Anyone else inside?

“What business is it of yours?” Alyssa asked, hands tightening on the trigger.

“I work for some powerful people, if I find out that you're lying then we have ways of making life very difficult for you.” She took a step closer, hand now wrapping around the rope at her side.

Alyssa raised the shotgun so that it was pointed at the woman's chest.

“And I can make life real short for you, so get lost.”

The woman locked eyes with Alyssa. Any other person would have raised their hands in surrender, but not her.

“If you have her in there, then turn her over to me and I'll be on my way. This doesn't have to get nasty.”

“The only person that this will get nasty for is you. Especially if you want those nice, big boobs of yours blasted with rock salt. It won't kill you, but it will mess your day up and keep you nice and docile until I find a more... permanent way of getting rid of you.”

The woman didn't flinch or react, but took a single step back.

“Fine. Have it your way.”

Alyssa took a step back but kept the gun aimed at the woman.

“Good, now get lost, and don't let me find you on my property again.”

The woman backed towards her bike and mounted it. She never took her eyes off of Alyssa as the bike engine roared to life. Their eyes stayed locked for a moment, and then she turned her bike around, giving Alyssa a nice view of the black thong cleaving her ass cheeks, and rode off into the night.

Alyssa stood and watched, waiting until the tail lights disappeared into the darkness. She had a feeling this wasn't the last she had seen of her.

Still, this somewhat confirmed her suspicions that there was something more going on here, and that blond was more than she was letting on. Alyssa's instinct was to get rid of her immediately, but she decided that it would be best to keep the blond around until she had the full story.

Perhaps this was a situation that she could work to her advantage.

***

Shelly worked her head against the sharp corner of the desk, trying her best to use it to pry the tightly secured gag free.

“Ufff... mmmpph....” She moaned, trying to work the edge of the cloth under the wooden corner of the desk.

She was reminded of the time when Tanya, bound and gagged, had called Shelly for help. Of course Tanya, that big titted bimbo, would try a phone call while gagged. Shelly knew that if you were calling for help, a big part of that required your mouth to be free.

As she tried to work the gag loose, her thoughts once again drifted back to Tanya. Had Jessica and Felicia spirited her away from The Queen, or was Tanya still a prisoner?

Shelly decided that it would be time to find out the answers later, right now, she had to get her mouth free and call...

Who? The police? She had no idea who was running the Sheriff's Department now. Probably Randy.

She knew that times were tough when she was depending on James Randy to be her knight in shining armor. Still, Randy was easily manipulated, and she could play him like a fiddle.

“Mmeeep!” She squealed, feeling the gag work loose. Hopefully the biker was keeping everyone busy, or at least they wouldn't check on her for a while.

Yes! The cloth of the gag caught on the corner of the desk and Shelly lifted her head, letting out a gasp as the gag pulled free from her mouth.

Now just to get the phone.

Shelly rocked her chair across the floor towards the back of the desk where the phone was. She made it there in no time and used her nose to knock the phone free from it's cradle. The receiver fell to the desk and rewarded her with the sound of a dial tone. A sigh of relief escaped her lips, and she realized that she had half expected the phone to be dead.

Hurry up, no time to waste! Her hands were still bound behind her, so she needed a way to dial a number...

Then her eyes fell on a cup filled with pens, pencils, and markers. Shelly felt her chest fill with hope and she leaned over, bit down on a pen, and lifted it out of the cup. She angled her head over the phone cradle and while biting down hard on the pen, used it to dial three magic numbers.

911.

Once she was dialed she dropped the pen and hung her head over the receiver, listening.

It was ringing!

A second later, the tone ended as someone answered. Shelly didn't give them time to speak and opened her mouth to cry out.

“He-MMMMMPH!” A rough hand clamped over her mouth and her head was snapped back. She found herself looking straight up at Gus' stupid, smiling face.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Shelly screamed into his hand, trying to shake her head free.

Alyssa, meanwhile, had stalked past her and picked up the receiver?

“Oh I'm sorry? This is 911?” Alyssa faux gasped and put a hand on her chest, her voices full of “aw shucks” innocence.

“Hlllp! Hmmmph!” Shelly continued to scream.

“I'm so sorry officer, my little boy was playing in the study and must have thought this would be fun.” Alyssa continued with the same playful ignorance in her tone.

“Oh don't worry, I'll see that he's disciplined for this.” She said into the phone while locking eyes with Shelly.

“Hummph!” Shelly spat.

“Yes... and thank you for your understanding officer.” Alyssa sighed into the phone, then chuckled. “Buh-bye hun.” She hung up and glared at Shelly.

“Gus, take our guest somewhere more comfortable.” Alyssa's eyes turned hard and angry.

“Nummmph! Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned as Gus kept one hand clamped over her mouth and used the other to drag her chair out of the room.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmph! Mmmm!” Shelly screamed into the large paw covering her mouth.

What did they have in store for her next?

***

Once she was sure that the farm was safely in the distance, Lustra pulled to the side of the road and killed the engine, plunging herself and the bike into darkness.

At first she thought about just taking the farm and the big breasted, shotgun wielding woman for what it appeared: paranoid red necks, but there was something fishy about this.

That woman definitely seemed to be hiding something.

Lustra had spent most of the day riding up and down after fighting off those two rednecks, and that farm was the only homestead she had seen in miles. Shelly was alone, naked, and tired, it would make sense that she would make for the farm and plea for help.

And those two red necks had to come from somewhere, and Lustra suspected it was that farm as well.

Something definitely didn't add up here, but she knew that she had to be careful. Right now that woman and those two men would be on edge, expecting trouble. Lustra would have to monitor this from a distance and pick the right moment.

If they were sheltering Shelly, or even working with her, then all of them would be in for a world of hurt.

A smile spread across her face. The big breasted woman seemed tough, she would prove hard to break, but The Queen loved breaking willful women.

Plus, The Queen would pay her double for not only bringing in Shelly, but bringing her a nice, new buxom toy to play with as well.

7.

If there was one thing that Felicia Fetters missed during her extended captivity at the hands of Gina and then Shelly, it was the feeling of the warm sun on her bare butt cheeks. She had spent many nights in her cell, bound and gagged, fantasizing about being free and being able to lie out in the sun and tan without a care in the world.

Well, finally she could say that she was finally able to lie out under the warm, early afternoon sun, but she was still very much a prisoner.

At least I'm not gagged. She thought as she tugged for what seemed to be the thousandth time on the ropes that kept her bound to the beach chair. Felicia was laying on her stomach, arms bound to the top of the chair above her head and her legs secured to either corner of the bottom of the chair.

“Felicia, you really should relax dear, enjoy the sun.” The Queen said from the chair next to her. Felicia turned to glare at the woman, laying on her back and soaking in some sun in a bikini much like Felicia's.

Bikini was actually too strong a word for what they were wearing. Tape was more appropriate because that's what it was: A bikini made of tape.

Applying the “bikini” may have been one of the most violating things to happen to Felicia, as The Queen's “concubines” had restrained her and ran the thin, black tape between her ass cheeks, along her hips, and several strips over her vagina. They then covered her nipples with more strips and then applied several thin strips along the side of her chest and up and along her shoulders. Then they dragged her out onto a pool deck of some sort and tied her to the beach chair.

There was something else too, a decal of some sort that The Queen, clad in her own tape bikini, had slapped onto Felicia's ass cheek before The Queen lathered up her beautiful captive in tanning oil. Try as she may, Felicia couldn't see what the decal was that her captor had put on her ass, and she dreaded to find out.

The fact that she wasn't gagged worried Felicia too. They were outside, which meant that The Queen wasn't worried about her calling for help, which meant they were isolated. Felicia attempted to take in her surroundings and saw a large, lavish pool, and what looked like a hot tub beyond, and lots of beach chairs. Trees surrounded them on all sides, which told Felicia that they must be on the outskirts of town.

“Its hard to relax when you're a prisoner.” Felicia grumbled, once again tugging on the ropes securing her to the beach chair.

The Queen laughed and sat up. Like Felicia, her body was glistening from the tanning oil. She turned to her side to face the bound woman, striking a sultry pose that pressed her tape breasts together.

“Don't see it like that. Now that you're with me, you'll never want for anything again. I'll take care of you, all that I ask for is submission.”

“I can't wait to see you in handcuffs after I get out of here!” Felicia grunted and tugged on her ropes again.

The Queen sighed and rose up, grabbing her phone from a table next to her.

“You know Felicia, I think it's time that we said hello to all of your fans out there.” The Queen said, approaching Felicia with the phone.

“Fans?” Felicia asked as The Queen sat down next to her, phone outstretched.

“Oh yes, say hi!” The Queen pressed her face against Felicia's and held out the phone.

Felicia looked at the phone for a moment, confused. Her face and The Queen's face reflected back in the phone screen, and Felicia saw that they were recording.

Wait, not only recording, streaming.

People were watching.

Felicia watched as a tally in the bottom right hand corner of the phone kept increasing. People were watching.

Hundreds of people.

“Hello everyone, it's me, The Queen, and I'm here with everyone's favorite new hostage, Felicia Fetish!”

The Queen angled the phone towards Felicia's face and Felicia took the opportunity.

“Hello, anyone out there please help! I'm being held-MMMPH!” She was cut off by The Queen clamping her hand over her mouth.

“Oh that Felicia, as you can see, she's in quite a bind!” The Queen laughed.

“Mmmo! Hmmp! Hrrry! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned as The Queen kept her powerful hand clamped over her mouth.

As Felicia struggled, she watched as the number of viewers kept increasing. Not only that, hearts were starting to tally up as well.

They were liking this.

“Hmmmph! Murrggll! Ullummph!”

“Felicia and I are enjoying this beautiful day and working on our tans” The Queen angled the phone so that it pointed straight at her glistening, heaving breasts.

“These bikinis are part of a new trend that's gaining popularity in South America. They're essentially tape bikinis that don't move so that you can keep your tan lines.”

“Ummph! Mmmmph!”

“I wish I could show you just how perfect my tan line is, but well, I have no hands right now.” The Queen smiled and angled the phone back to the struggling Felicia.

“Urrrmm mmmrrrmm mmmmph!”

“Do you guys want to see my white bits?” The Queen cooed flirtatiously to her phone. A fountain of hearts exploded from the screen, telling her that her audience very much did.

“Mmmoo! Hllllp! Hlllp mmmfff!”

“You know, I think I know just how to keep Ms. Fetish quiet while I show you my white bits.” The Queen smirked, and then moved her hand from Felicia's mouth.

“Listen all of you out there, I'm being held somewhere outside of-BFFFFLLBB!” Once again, Felicia's desperate cries were cut off, but not by a hand or a gag.

This time, The Queen shifted herself and pressed her tanned, muscular ass directly onto Felicia's face.

***

“Ullbbbllmm! Mmbbbbll! Llllbbb!” The Queen listened as Felicia Fetters blubbered into her ass cheeks. The sound of her cries was music to her ears.

And Felicia better get used to the idea of being muffled. Her first video, Felicia being attacked by Jessica and The Queen, had sold quite well, and The Queen was determined to capitalize on that. Plus, now that Jessica had proven to be untrustworthy, The Queen needed a new pet.

She still wasn't sure what to do with Jessica. The force feeding punishments seemed to be doing their job, but still, The Queen wasn't sure if she wanted Jessica around anymore, especially now that she had a new, younger toy to play with.

“You see,” The Queen began, digging her nails under the “strap” to her tape bikini at her shoulder. “All I do is peel...” Her finger peeled the tape off of her deeply tanned skin, exposing a thin, perfect line of white skin.

The Queen loved and enjoyed tan lines, and liked her ladies that way, so she was ecstatic to discover that Felicia enjoyed tan lines as well.

“Hmmbbbl! Mmmbbbll! Bbbblumm!” Felicia blubbered.

The Queen wiggled her ass back and forth over Felicia's face, listening to the woman gargle into her butt cheeks.

“Hmmm! Bbblllmm! Mmmumm!” Felicia was willful, and defiant, and The Queen loved it about her.

“Now let's get the other side.” The Queen said to her phone, and peeled the strap off of her other shoulder, baring another thin, white tan line. She kept the rectangular shaped layers of tape on her nipples, but took the straps off.

“Hbbbl! Bbbbll! Glllbbb!” Felicia moaned. The Queen let up, moving her ass just slightly so that Felicia could get some air.

“Help, please, I'm-GLLLUB!” The Queen cut her off again by shoving her ass cheeks in Felicia's face.

“Now... my other white bits.” The Queen smiled and angled the camera down at her lap.

Her nails dug under a strip of tape running along her hip and peel it away, exposing a thin, white tan line running along her hip. She did the same with the other hip, exposing another white tan line. All the while she did this, she watched as more and more viewers flocked to her stream and the number of hearts, indicating “likes” increased.

The Queen kept the strips of tape running from her vagina, through her legs, and up her butt cheeks intact though. She didn't want to give it all away in this show.

“Glllbb... bbbblll...” Felicia sighed, and the Queen moved her ass and heard Felicia take a big gulp of air.

“Do you want to see Ms. Fetish's white bits?” The Queen asked her phone. A shower of hearts exploded on the screen, indicating a resounding yes.

“Wait, what...” Felicia stammered, still catching her breath.

The Queen turned to her captive, bunching up the strips of tape in her palm as she did.

“What... what white-UMMMPH!” Felicia's question was cut off by The Queen shoving the discarded bits of her tape bikini in her mouth.

“Chew on that for a bit, Felicia.” The Queen chuckled.

“Hmmmph! Mmmoh!” Felicia moaned and attempted to spit out the tape, but The Queen held them in place with one hand.

The Queen held the phone out so that once again she and Felicia took up the screen, and nodded at one of her concubines, waiting patiently by the door.

Vera, one of her most loyal, and promising, nodded and approached, a roll of black tape in hand. The girl was thickly built, every inch of her body lithe muscle and curves covered in beautiful, dark tattoos. Her body was tight and extremely feminine, and her bright red hair shined in the sun. It hadn't taken The Queen long to train the muscular woman, who took well to being a slave, and a punisher when called upon.

The Queen admired Vera's body, which resembled something like a greek sculpture as she approached. The girl wore a black, one piece bathing suit that covered most of her front, but thinned out into small, criss-crossing strings in the back, ending in one, small black string that ran between the girl's pale, powerfully built ass cheeks.

Vera unrolled some of the black tape and The Queen moved her hand. Before the struggling Felicia could spit out the wadded tape, Vera started wrapping the tape around her mouth, securing the packing.

“Mmmmph! Hmmm!”

Felicia struggled and moaned, trying to twist her head away as Vera wrapped layer after layer of black tape around her mouth. Vera gripped Felicia's chin roughly with one powerful hand while using the other to wrap the tape.

“Urrrgg!” Felicia moaned, most of the lower half of her face covered in tape.

“Now, let's see Ms. Fetish's white bits.” The Queen moved with the camera towards Felicia's plump and oiled up ass, which was wiggling and shaking as Felicia struggled.

“Mmmmo! Mmmph!” Felicia moaned as Vera applied the final layer of tape and stepped away.

The Queen sat at the end of the beach chair and angled the phone so that the camera had a good view of Felicia's jiggling butt cheeks. Felicia's tan had faded somewhat in her captivity, but her time out here in the sun with The Queen had returned her beautiful ass cheeks to their normal deep tan.

The Queen dug her nails under the straps of the tape bikini and peeled back along Felicia's hip, exposing a thin white tan line similar to The Queen's. A wave of hearts exploded on the screen.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoop!”

Then The Queen peeled the strap away from the other side of Felicia's, exposing another perfect tan line. All that was left was the strips of tape running down between Felicia's beautiful, juicy ass cheeks, and the decal, which The Queen was saving for last.

The Queen held the camera over Felicia's nearly bare backside, watching the likes explode on the screen.

“Mmmuurrrm! Ummm! Mmmp!”

Then The Queen dug her fingers under the tape right above Felicia's ass crack and peeled back, slowly removing the one thing that separated Felicia's famous backside from total nudity.

“Hrrrry! Mmmoo!” Felicia squealed into her gag, eyes wide, watching helplessly as The Queen slowly peeled the tape thong away.

The Queen dropped the tape just between Felicia's legs and let the phone hover over Felicia's tan, oiled backside, and the beautiful, thin tan line running down between her ass cheeks.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Ummmph!” Felicia moaned, wiggling her ass back and forth, face turning red with anger. She tore and pulled at the ropes securing her to the beach chair but they held firm. All the helpless woman could do was moan into her gag and wiggle her butt up and down.

The viewers loved it. The likes exploded on and off on the live stream.

“One final touch.” The Queen said, and grabbed the decal, placed directly center of Felicia's ass cheek, and peeled it off.

“Ummmmp!” Felicia moaned, peering over her shoulder to see what exactly the decal was.

The Queen smiled and stood, zooming in with her phone camera for all to see. Felicia would see it soon enough, and would know it too.

A rectangular box had been tanned into Felicia's ass cheek. Inside the box, in perfect white letters, read “Property of The Queen”.

The Queen smiled, looking at the words tanned onto Felicia' juicy buttocks, and knew that many more tanning sessions were needed so that the words wouldn't fade.

8.

If there was one thing Alyssa was more protective of than the farm, it was her tanning time. Laying out in the sun in a tiny bikini was Gracy's little sisters's favorite way of unwinding after a long day of work, and anyone who interrupted her would live to regret it.

Which was way Gracy took her time walking from the barn to the pool deck, wringing her hands the whole time while walking at an agonizingly slow pace. Her and her brothers drew straws to see who would be the one to summon Alyssa, and Gracy lost.

She always lost.

She's my baby sister, she should be the one scared of me!

But Alyssa always had a competitive edge, and a fiery temper to boot, and then when she got into weightlifting... well Gracy didn't stand a chance. Not only could Alyssa push Gracy around verbally, but physically as well.

Plus the men drooled over Alyssa, especially after she got her new tits.

Gracy had never been one to be self conscious. She had always been proud of her body. Her curves were killer and her boobs and ass were all natural, and most women wished they had juicy ass cheeks like hers.

As Gracy crossed the yard, she became suddenly aware of how short her cut-off denims were, of how they rode up with every step she took, exposing more and more of her deeply tanned cheeks.

Like Alyssa, Gracy enjoyed tanning too, but often found a secluded spot somewhere in the fields to strip down to a thong and tan her cheeks. Gracy also wore a short, button down that ended just above her navel, and left the top few buttons undone to show off her bountiful, and natural, cleavage. She was dressed to impress.

But the only person to impress was their captive, Shelly.

Gracy knew it was silly, that this new blond woman wouldn't be around long (hopefully), but still, there was something about the sight of her, bound and gagged in that chair last night, that set Gracy's blood on fire.

She had pleasured herself all night to the thought.

But now, as she approached her bikini clad sister, she suddenly felt out of shape and exposed.

She said only interrupt her if it's important, and Wes said this was important.

That's right, if Alyssa snapped at her, she would just blame Wes. Let him deal with Alyssa's wrath, or best case, let Shelly deal with it.

Gracy stepped up onto the pool deck, and was greeted with the sight of Alyssa reclining in a beach chair in a tiny red, white, and blue thong bikini. The small bikini top barely held her massive breast, which glistened from tanning oil and rose up and down with each breath Alyssa took. Large sunglasses obscured her sister's eyes, and she couldn't tell if Alyssa knew she was there or not.

“Umm...” Gracy began, wringing her hands together.

Alyssa didn't respond. Her chest continued to rise up and down as she soaked up the afternoon sun.

“Excuse...” Gracy began, but then Alyssa grumbled and rolled over onto her side.

Is she... asleep?

She was! Her sister rolled over to her side, exposing the thin, red string of the thong running between her perfect ass cheeks. Alyssa's ass was equally as impressive as her boobs, and unlike them, it was all natural.

“Alyssa...” Gracy muttered again, but Alyssa didn't react.

Dammit.

Gracy knew what she had to do, and didn't like it... not one bit.

As she took one step after another towards her sleeping sister, she cursed Wes and Gus for being such cowards, and she cursed Shelly for pushing her towards this.

Gracy hovered over her sleeping sister and reached out towards her with a shaky hand.

“Alyssa, wake up...”

But Alyssa didn't budge, seemingly in a deep slumber.

Gracy's hand settled on Alyssa's shoulder and ever so slightly shook it...

Alyssa snapped awake, rolling over and snatching Gracy's hand in vice like grip.

“Ow! Ow!” Gracy screamed as her bikini clad sister rose to her full height, forcing the bigger girl to her knees.

“Ow please!”

“What...did... I say... about...” Alyssa was huffing through gritted teeth.

“It's the prisoner! The Prisoner!” Gracy screamed, tears filling her eyes.

Alyssa stopped, loosening her grip slightly on Gracy but still keeping pressure on her.

“What? Has she broken yet?”

“No... if anything she's... gotten louder...” Gracy's tone was almost apologetic, like it was her fault this was happening.

“So...” Alyssa sighed.

“It... it's annoying the boys. They sent me to ask you what to do.”

Alyssa let out another annoyed sigh and let go of Gracy, who gratefully took back her wrist and started rubbing it. Despite being used to this kind of treatment, she was always impressed at just how strong her sister could be. The bikini clad woman rose and stormed off of the pool deck, not even bothering to grab a towel to cover her thong clad form. Gracy followed, feeling slightly self conscious behind her sister's exquisite, round body. Her sister never seemed self conscious or ashamed of her body, but Alyssa flaunting her body not only made Gracy insecure and uncomfortable, but it made the boys uncomfortable too.

Gracy somewhat suspected that it was intentional. Alyssa knew how to attack someone psychologically as well as physically, and keeping her siblings in a state of confusion meant that she went unchallenged.

Gracy's eyes fell to Alyssa's magnificent , oiled ass cheeks, which stayed completely firm as she stormed across the farm like a woman possessed. Alyssa had ordered Gracy and the boys too keep a look out for anything suspicious and to constantly monitor their surveillance cameras, trip wires, and security systems. Despite the farm's outward appearance, they had most of the area around it hooked up with cameras and motion detectors, it was how they knew about the women fighting on the road, and how they knew about Shelly sneaking up in the night.

Alyssa revealed that she still didn't believe Shelly's story, but didn't want to do anything drastic until she found out what exactly it was that the blond woman was hiding. Her sister did at least believe Shelly about the biker being dangerous, seeing how that woman had fought off both Gus and Wes, and it seemed to Gracy that Alyssa was more worried about the biker showing back up than the FBI.

Gracy too was losing faith in the FBI agent story. So far it was mid-day and they hadn't seen or heard anything strange.

They made their way closer to the large, old red barn that took up a good deal of space on the far side of the property. The barn was mostly meant for appearances, they rarely went inside, but it gave the outward look that was a normal farm. Next to the barn was an equally ancient RV, “The Hot Box”. All of the RV's windows had been spray painted black, and the doors had been modified so that they only opened from the outside. It had been Alyssa's idea, a way of punishing farm hands or nosy people by locking them inside the RV and leaving it in the sun, eventually it would get so hot inside that whoever was in there would beg to be let out.

The heat was unbearable inside the RV, Gracy should know since Alyssa had locked her inside several times.

This time though, Shelly was proving to be formidable. The door to the RV buckled as the woman banged on it from inside.

“Let me out! Do you hear me! Let me out!” She screamed, rocking the door back and forth.

Both Gus and Wes saw Alyssa coming and approached her while also trying to keep their eyes off of their sister's heaving cleavage.

“What's going on?” Alyssa asked, stopping and placing her hands on her hips.

“The bitch won't shut up, that's the problem!” Wes motioned to the RV as he spoke. The entire time, Shelly continued to shout and pound on the door.

Gracy had to give it to the woman, she had been inside the Hot Box for hours and didn't seem fazed.

“So?” Alyssa shrugged. She knew to expect protesting when it came to the Hot Box.

“It's getting fucking annoying!” Wes shouted.

“Hey! Let me out this instant! I demand that you let me go!” The shouting and pounding continued.

Alyssa sighed and looked over at a work table next to the Hot Box. She strolled over, grabbed a roll of duct tape, and brought it over to Gus.

“Here, tape her up and gag her.” She ordered as Gus took the tape from her.

“Wait!” Gracy interjected before she could second guess herself.

Alyssa stopped and glared at her sister.

“What?” She demanded, breasts heaving up and down even faster, showing that she was losing her patience.

“I mean... if she can't talk then how will we know when she's ready to... you know... talk?” Gracy was battling against her primal desire to see Shelly bound and gagged and her practical desire to get information from the woman.

“Well she should have thought about that before she decided to make all that noise.” Alyssa said and nodded to Gus, who stormed over to the Hot Box, duct tape in hand.

The big man gripped the handle of the side door and turned. As soon as the door opened, Shelly darted out with almost lightning speed and tackled the big man.

Gracy sprinted forward, as did Wes and Alyssa.

“Please don't put me back in there! Please!” Shelly pleaded, wrapping her arms around the big man's midsection.

Gus had his hands up like he was about to force her off of him, but then hesitated, staring wide eyed at the bikini clad woman clutching him for dear life. His nervous eyes flashed up to his siblings, who all paused and eyed each other up.

Maybe the hot box had gotten Shelly, maybe now she wanted to talk. They all waited to hear what she had to say next.

Then Shelly's hand deftly slid into Gus' pocket and withdrew his keys. Before he or anyone could react, she kicked the big man between the legs and jumped back into the RV, slamming the door behind her.

“Stop her!” Alyssa screamed, her massive breasts swinging like pendulums as she sprinted towards the RV.

Gracy and Wes followed, charging at the vehicle.

Then the engine of the RV roared to life.

“Shit!” Alyssa screamed, still charging at the RV.

The vehicle pulled away from the barn, and everyone froze and backed away from it. Gracy's mind went overdrive, watching as the large, clumsy vehicle careened and swayed violently around the yard.

The rational part of her brain told her that there was no way that Shelly could drive the vehicle off the farm, seeing how the windows were all blacked out, but she could cause a lot of damage... especially to them.

“Get away, move!” Gracy cried as she dove back.

The RV swung and turned madly, kicking up dirt and dust as it did. Gracy realized that was Shelly's plan, cause as much damage as she could, maybe hit a few of them, and then escape in the aftermath.

The back of the RV swung wide, heading right towards--

-Alyssa!

Gracy dove forward, grabbed her sister in a bear hug, and pulled her back. Both of them fell to the ground as the RV swung past them. Across the yard, both Gus and Wes had backed away from the wrecking ball on wheels.

Gracy let go of her sister and rolled off of her, watching as Alyssa adjusted her bikini top. Her breasts must have fallen out of the tiny top when they fell.

Then the RV made a sharp turn and continued straight, driving headfirst into the corner of the barn. The entire wooden structure shook, and Gracy felt her heart leap in her chest. She half expected the entire ancient barn to come down on top of the RV. If Shelly wanted to draw attention, that would be one way of doing it.

But the barn shook and stood firm, weathering the RV like many other storms of the past. The front fender of the RV though, caved in, bending and folding under the ancient timbers. A second later smoke started to rise up from under the crumbled hood.

Alyssa didn't miss a beat and was on her feet and hurrying towards the vehicle, while motioning to Wes and Gus.

“Move!”

They were up and charging towards the RV as well, Gus still had the roll of duct tape in hand. Gracy followed.

A moment later, Wes was at the driver's side door and tearing it open. A dazed but overall unharmed Shelly stumbled out into his waiting arms. She rubbed her eyes and then looked up at the grinning man, realization dawning on her face.

“Wait.... I-UMMMPH!” She was cut off by Gus coming up behind her and wrapping a layer of duct tape over her lips.

“Mmmoo! Umph! Mmm!” She moaned, raising her hands to pull off the tape. Wes grabbed her hands and held them down as Gus wrapped several layers of tape around Shelly's mouth, and then broke off the roll.

Wes, still holding Shelly's hands by the wrists, forced them behind her back and pressed his body against hers while Gus secured them together with the tape. All the while, Wes kept smiling at Shelly with his crooked, rotted grin.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmph! Mmm!” Shelly shook her head and tried to pull away, but it was too late, Gus already had her hands securely duct taped.

Once that was done, Wes lowered himself and crossed Shelly's feet at the ankle.

“Ufffll! Ggglugg!” She moaned, watching as Gus taped her feet together.

“Once you're done with that, throw her back in the Hot Box.” Alyssa came over, gloating over their prisoner's failed escape attempt.

“Whhtt! Mmmo!”

“Well you should have thought about that before you pulled that little stunt!” Alyssa spat.

“Mmmoo bbbff!” Shelly moaned, then Gus finished taping her feet and lifted her in his arms, cradling her like a child.

“Mmoo! Mmfff! Mmmm!” Shelly moaned, wriggling in his grasp as he carried her.

Gracy followed, realizing that her heart was racing at the sight of the helpless woman's struggles. Shelly's face was filled with desperate rage, every movement of hers filled with defiance. There was something about that Gracy couldn't resist.

“Urrggg! Mmmm! Ummm!” She struggled, trying to wiggle out of Gus' grasp.

Then Wes opened the side door, and Gus ducked in and tossed the bound and gagged woman unceremoniously onto the RV's carpeted floor.

“Mmooo! Hhhl-” Her muffled cries were cut off by Gus slamming the door shut.

“Good, let her simmer in there all night. We'll be back in the morning to check on her!” Alyssa spat and stormed away.

But Gracy stood, staring at the RV. Shelly's muffled moans could still be heard faintly inside.

“Mmm! Ummm fffll! Mmmgggfff! Mmm!” The door started shuttering again, no doubt from Shelly's kicking her bound feet against it.

The image of her inside, helpless, and bound and gagged was one that Gracy couldn't get out of her head.

She decided that she would have to pay Shelly a visit.

***

Lustra lowered her binoculars and processed what she had just witnessed. She had a limited view from her vantage point, a secure plateau a good distance from the farm, but it looked like there had just been a sort of vehicular accident.

The old red barn obscured much of her view, but she had been watching through most of the day, observing how the two men who attacked her and the curvy woman went back and forth to what looked like an old RV parked by the barn. Eventually, the curvy woman went and retrieved the big breasted one, the one who had threatened her with the shotgun the previous night.

To Lustra's surprise, the big breasted woman showed up clad in one of the tiniest, skimpiest thong bikinis she had ever seen. The bounty hunter practically salivated at the sight of the woman's giant breast bouncing in the sun, thinking about how much The Queen would pay for her.

Then the RV somehow came to life and careened erratically around the yard before crashing into the barn. Lustra couldn't see any more of what had happened after that.

Could they be keeping Shelly in that RV? If so then was that an attempted escape attempt?

Lustra had a lot of questions, namely, if that was Shelly in there, why were they holding her prisoner? She thought back to how quickly the two men had descended upon them on the street, and then how the big breasted woman had greeted her with a shotgun. These farmers definitely were hiding something. Her guess was either moonshine or a drug operation, or both. It also meant that they probably had surveillance around the area.

Still, why keep Shelly prisoner, why not just kill her?

Lustra pondered and raised back up her binoculars. Everything was calm back on the farm again, though the bigger, bearded man was pacing by the RV, like he was guarding something.

Maybe they think she's worth more to them alive?

Still, she couldn't go charging in half cocked. She still didn't know if they had Shelly in there, only a suspicion. Visual confirmation was what Lustra needed. Once she knew that they had Shelly, then she could figure out her next step, which would involve finding and taking out their surveillance as well.

Lustra settled in, feeling the grass under her bare bottom and watched through her binoculars, knowing she would be in for a long day.

***

I always knew Jessica was born to be a jungle girl. The Queen thought as she watched Vera drag the leopard bikini clad model over to the fake palm tree. Jessica's hands were bound in front of her and she was pulling and protesting the whole time as the much stronger, and younger, red head yanked her along.

The Queen stopped to admire Jessica's ass as the protesting, shouting former model was dragged by her. Her supple, shapely rear end bounced and clenched around the cheetah print thong as she fought against Vera, pulling on her bound hands.

“No, please! Look I'm sorry! I'm sorry!” Jessica begged, meeting The Queen's gaze.

“My Queen, I'm sorry, it was Felicia! She... seduced me! Tricked me!” Her eyes were wide, desperate.

The Queen's eyes ran up and down Jessica's body. Her tan, once a deep bronze, was starting to fade and her abs, once rock solid, were starting to soften. Usually, that meant more tanning sessions on the roof and a few hours of “Personal training” that would bring Jessica back to her old self, but recently, The Queen's mind had been... other wise occupied.

So The Queen only smiled and laughed at Jessica as Vera dragged her over to the fake palm tree, lifted her bound hands, and threw the end of the rope over a branch. The muscle bound red head caught the rope and pulled, suspending Jessica's arms over her head.

“Queen, please... show mercy!”

“Vera, she's annoying me.” The Queen sighed and rubbed her eyes.

Vera nodded obediently and came up behind Jessica with a thick cloth, also leopard print to match her bikini.

“Wait, pleas-UUUMMMF!' Jessica was cut off by Vera throwing the cloth over her head and pulling it tight through her mouth, Jessica's succulent lips wrapping around the gag as Vera knotted it at the back of her head.

“Mmmm! Ummm!” Jessica moaned, twisting and pulling on the rope as Vera stepped around to admire the bound and gagged former model.

Well, technically she was still a model. Just The Queen's model. Just like the old day, Jessica was in a studio, The Queen's personal studio, in front of a black back drop tied to a fake palm tree. And Like Jessica's old modeling days, she was about to have a photo shoot.

Vera picked up a bottle from a nearby table and squirted some oil onto her palms, and then placed her strong hands on both of Jessica's supple ass cheeks and started to rub the oil over her thonged bottom.

“Urrrff! Mmmph!”

“We gotta oil you up Jessica, make you look like a sweaty jungle girl.” The Queen smiled, watching as Vera's hands gently massaged the oil over Jessica's ass.

“Mmmph! Mmmo!” Jessica moaned as her ass started to shine in the studio lights from the oil.

Vera's deft hands moved from Jessica's ass to her legs, rubbing oil up and down her powerful thighs. Jessica squirmed and struggled, trying to pull away from the younger and more in shape girl as her legs were coated into oil.

“Urrrrm! Mmmm! Uff!” Jessica's oiled ass bounced up and down as she tried to pull away.

Then Vera switched to oiling up her other leg.

Vera squirted some oil on her palms and moved up, rubbing the shiny substance along Jessica's abs. Once, the older fitness model had rock solid, washboard abs, but they were beginning to soften from lack of exercise and the junk food force feedings that The Queen had subjected her to.

Once her abs were oiled, Vera's hands clasped Jessica's heaving, small breasts, enclosed by the leopard print bra.

“MMMO!” Jessica moaned as Vera's hands massaged the oil over her cleavage.

“I think you can take it from here.” The Queen patted Vera's rock solid shoulder as she spoke. Vera nodded and set the oil down and lifted a camera from a nearby table.

“Wfff! Mmmmoo! Pffff!” Jessica moaned, still struggling as Vera squatted down and started taking photos.

The Queen turned and walked away, listening to Jessica's muffled cries as she did. She knew that at some point she would have to do something about Jessica's appearance but had no interest in actually putting the work. Part of the blame was on her, because she had been force feeding Jessica, so it wasn't a surprise that her fit body was softening. It was part of Jessica's punishment, just like this photo shoot would be, in addition to silencing reports of Jessica's “disappearance”.

Truth was, not only was The Queen hurt and surprised by Jessica's betrayal, but she was also... bored with her. The Queen knew exactly why she was bored too, it was because she had traded Jessica in for a newer model...

Felicia Fetters.

The Queen stepped out of the studio and strolled down the long cement hall to her private chamber, past men and women alike both going their own way. None of them gave her a sideways glance. None would dare.

The Queen wore her usual leather bra and thong apparel, an outfit that would turn heads anywhere else, but here, they knew better. They knew that The Queen was not a thing to be ogled, and that a second glance could mean punishment or humiliation at her hands.

The Queen reached her chamber and stepped in, closing and locking the door behind her.

Felicia Fetters was waiting for her. The former Sheriff was clad in an outfit similar to hers, a black leather bra and thong. She was bound hand and foot on the grand bed in the middle of the room with her hands behind her back, but wasn't gagged.

Felicia glared at The Queen as the dominatrix entered and squirmed in her restraints. It was an appealing sight, watching as Felicia's legs curled under her and her breasts shook as she tugged on the manacles keeping her hands bound behind her.

“Oh Felicia, how are you today?” The Queen smiled.

Felicia stopped her struggling and glared at her captor.

“I could be better.” She grunted, sitting up.

The bound girl stiffened as The Queen approached.

“Oh relax,” The Queen began, keeping her tone casual. “This will be an easy day, we have some homework to do.”

“I always hated homework.” Felicia spat. One of the things The Queen liked about her was her spirit, how defiant she was.

The Queen could feel Felicia's eyes on her as she strolled over to a table and retrieved her phone and a laptop from it.

“You see, though you've spent some time in restraints, I think it's time that you learned how to be a proper damsel.” The Queen approached Felicia, items in hand.

“When I get out of this, you'll be the damsel.” Felicia's eyes were full of defiance as The Queen approached.

“See that's what I'm talking about. The indomitable spirit, the defiance, the spunk!” The Queen cooed as she climbed into the bed. Felicia squirmed to get away from the older woman but The Queen threw an arm around Felicia's shoulder and pulled her close.

Felicia practically cringed as her body was pressed against The Queen's. Their breasts were pressed against each other's, and the heavy rise and fall of Felicia's chest told The Queen that she was anxious. The younger woman's whole body was tense, awaiting the next move.

The Queen held out her phone and opened Instagram.

“See, your friend Jessica is becoming well acquainted with being a damsel.” She held the phone out for Felicia to see.

The photo on the screen was a photo of Jessica. More specifically, a photo from just moments ago, of Jessica in a leopard bikini, bound and gagged. Her shiny, oiled ass was facing the camera while Jessica looked over her shoulder with a pleading look in her eyes. A caption under the photo read “The Queen of the Jungle has been silenced.”

It already had several thousand likes and counting.

“What is this?” Felicia spat and looked up at The Queen in confusion.

“Renowned bikini model Jessica Lannon has discovered an inner desire to be bound and gagged and is now sharing it with the world.” The Queen answered and exited the photo to Jessica's main page.

Most of the recent pictures were of Jessica bound and gagged in various situations. The Queen expanded one that featured Jessica in a bikini, tied to a chair and gagged with a white cloth that pulled her head against the back of the chair. The cloth was pulled around the back of the chair and knotted behind it, keeping Jessica's head in an upright position. In front of her was a large, lavish feast of junk food of all shapes and sizes. The caption read “Do whatever you need to do to keep from giving into cravings.”

Then the Queen moved back to Jessica's main profile and brought up the first pic they had posted of her in bondage. Jessica was in a black, thong bodysuit and bound to a pole and gagged with a black muzzle.

“There's something so freeing about being helpless.” The caption read.

“What do you think you're doing? People will start to suspect something!” Felicia tried to pull away as she spoke.

“On the contrary,” The Queen set her phone down and dragged over her laptop. “They think that Jessica has moved to fetish modeling. She's been getting offers from photographers interested in working with her.”

“Sooner or later someone will find out. This can't go on forever.”

The Queen though was ignoring Felicia as she opened up her laptop and scrolled to a video.

“Do you remember the TV show called The Adventures of Mrs. Americana?” The Queen asked as she found the video she was searching from and expanded it to take up the screen.

“What?” Felicia stammered, clearly confused.

“It ran from 1975-1977. The story of the show is that she’s the perfecy, big breasted, blond housewife, but while he husband and kids are away at school and work, she suits up in a star spangled outfit to fight crime.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Felicia's eyes raced between The Queen and the computer screen.

“While The Adventures of Mrs. Americana wasn't known for having the best writing, there was a little... something that kept viewers coming back week after week.” The Queen hit the space bar on her computer and a video started playing.

Footage from an old TV show filled the screen. A blond, big breasted woman clad in a red, white, and blue bikini, complete with an American flag cape and blue mask, was walking down a dark corridor.

“That's Mrs. Americana.” The Queen pressed her body against Felicia's, feeling the growing wetness between her legs.

“I don't see what-mmmph!” The Queen cut Felicia off by clamping a hand over her mouth.

“Mrs. Americana had a penchant for getting tied up by the bad guys at least once per episode.” The Queen whispered in Felicia's ear.

“Mmmph! Umm!” Felicia moaned into The Queen's hand and tried to pull away.

On the screen, Mrs. Americana bent forward to peer around the corner. Her cape fell to the side, exposing the red, white, and blue thong running between her glorious ass cheeks. Mrs. Americana's backside was just as plump, juicy, and bouncy as her large breasts.

“Another thing about the show was that it drew controversy for the title heroine's skimpy costume, but the costume was why male viewers came back every week.” The Queen added

Unknown to Mrs. Americana, a man was sneaking up behind her with a length of rope in his hands. Before the blond superheroine could react, the man threw a loop of rope over her head and tightened it, pinning her arms to her sides.

“Oh my! What is this!” Mrs. Americana cried and struggled as the man wrapped more lengths of rope around her.

“This is a trap Mrs. Americana!” The man gloated as he tied her up.

The busty heroine gasped and pulled, but the goon had her tied tight.

“You'll never get away with this! You will never silence justice!” She said defiantly.

“No, but a gag can!” Unknown to Mrs. Americana, another goon came up behind her with a cloth in hand. He threw the cloth over her head and pulled it back, gagging the sexy superheroine.

“Umm mmm! Mmmm!” Mrs. Americana moaned into her gag as the man knotted it.

The Queen could feel her blood pumping and her nipples pressing against the leather bra. Nothing got her blood pumping quite like Mrs. Americana.

“Mmmp! Umm!” Felicia moaned and tried to slip away. The Queen tightened her grip around Felicia's mouth with her hand while using the other to slip off her leather thong.

On the screen, the men were dragging the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana down the hall as she struggled the whole time. Even bound and gagged, Mrs. Americana had spunk.

The Queen's leather panties slipped off and she moved her hand from Felicia's mouth.

“I can't believe you watch this! Of all the-ULLLGGGLL!” Felicia was cut off by The Queen shoving her panties into her mouth. Before Felicia could spit them out, The Queen clamped her hand over her mouth again.

Sadly, that particular clip of Mrs. Americana was over. In the episode, it went to commercial, and when it came back up, Mrs. Americana was still a captive of the men, but no longer gagged, which wasn't fun to The Queen.

Thankfully, this was a montage the The Queen had edited herself of all the times Mrs. Americana had been bound and gagged in her show.

In the next clip, Mrs. Americana was bound to a giant rocket while a mad scientist loomed over her.

“Oh, it will be quite the Fourth of July celebration indeed!” The scientist cackled and rubbed his hands together.

“You'll be celebrating Independence Day behind bars!” Mrs. Americana puffed out her impressive chest in defiance.

“One final touch!” The scientist pulled off his black tie and leaned forward, pressing the tie between Mrs. Americana's lips and tying it at the back of her head.

The Queen's hand slid down between her legs as Felicia pulled against her.

“Mmmo! Mmm!” Felicia moaned.

The Queen pulled Felicia tight and watched as the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana struggled on the rocket. An idea had just occurred to her, an idea that caused a fresh wave of arousal to rush through her body.

She slowed down, allowing her fingers to trace the outside of her thigh. The Queen realized that she was so turned on that she could orgasm right now, but she didn't want that.

The Queen wanted to savor this, to savor as Felicia bucked and squirmed against her while they watched clips of Mrs. Americana bound and gagged.

And then, she had quite the idea for Felicia after that.

Her fingers slipped between her legs and up, gently caressing the top of her clit. Her whole body shivered.

“Sttttp!” Felicia moaned, eyes wide.

The Queen had no intention of stopping anytime soon. She took in the sight on her monitor of the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana, struggling valiantly on the rocket as a timer counted down to her doom. The buxom heroine's breasts bounced and heaved with every movement. As Mrs. Americana struggled, Felicia's bound body struggled against The Queen, her panties and hand muffling the captive woman's protests.

***

“Urfff...” Shelly lay back on the carpet floor of the RV, her bikini clad body soaked in sweat. Her muscles ached from struggling, and her bare feet were sore from kicking at the door.

But if they think they're gonna break me then they have another thing coming! Her eyes narrowed and she huffed in frustration through the layers of duct tape sealing her mouth shut.

Her mind felt like it was in a fog, and she was struggling to come up with a plan or next course of action.

It was the heat. The inside of the RV was stifling and oppressive. She felt like she was in an oven, being slowly cooked alive.

“Hmmph... hmm...” She exhaled, hoping that laying still would cool her a bit. The intensity of the heat had subsided a bit, telling her that night must be falling, which meant that the RV would be cooling rapidly.

Then what? How much longer could they leave her in here?

Her mind attempted to formulate a plan, but could only focus on the sweltering heat surrounding her.

She knew heer captor's play was to leave her imprisoned in this sweat box until she agreed to talk, or whatever it was that they wanted from her.

Only they had bound and gagged her, so even if she was ready to talk, she couldn't. The message was clear: She was being punished for her escape attempt earlier. Left silent and forgotten.

God, this couldn't go on much longer, could it?

Shelly told herself that she could hold out, that she could resist, but if left here for another day, then her mind could very well be mush abd she could be willing to comply with whatever it was they wanted from her.

Something moved outside the trailer. Footsteps.

Shelly sat up and scooted back from the trailer door, feeling the old fibers of the carpet under her scratching against her bare, thonged ass.

Yes, someone was right outside the door.

Shelly backed against the wall, eyes wide and focused on the RV door. The two men had been posted as guards earlier, but she hadn't heard their voices in some time, telling her that they must have been called away, which meant that they weren't worried about her escaping at this point.

Her tongue felt dry in her mouth, and Shelly felt her stomach rumble and realized she was hungry, and thirsty.

“Mmm! Hummm mmmm mmmph!” Shelly moaned. Maybe she could get their attention somehow and articulate that they should feed her or something.

Whoever was outside stayed put.

“Hummm ummm mmmph!” Shelly moaned again, at least trying to get the message across to whoever was outside that she knew they were there.

Another footstep, and then she heard the door unlock.

“Hrrryy! Pfff!” Shelly perked up and sat straight, feeling her heart flutter in her chest.

Were they perhaps coming to talk? Or at least untie her? She would take either at this point.

The door opened and a head of thick brown hair peered in. It was the curvy girl. Her cleavage heaved up and down with excitement as she eyed up the bound and gagged Shelly.

“Hmmm! Mmmph!” Shelly implored, eyes wide.

The curvy girl, Gracy, put a finger to her lips and then stepped into the trailer. Shelly now could see that she had something tucked under her arm as well.

“Umm hmm...” Shelly nodded.

Gracy closed the door behind her and stepped into the RV. Her eyes never left the bound and gagged blond woman.

“Okay, look my sister and my brothers don't know I'm here, so I'm gonna have to leave you taped and gagged, okay?” Her tone was hushed, and earnest.

“Ummm hmmm...” Shelly nodded in understanding, eyes narrowing.

What was the play here? The lucid part of Shelly's mind told her that maybe she could use this to her advantage somehow.

I'll wait and see. She thought, and realized that given her current situation, that was about all she could do. So she would wait and see, and hope an opportunity presented itself.

Gracy sat down on the other side of the RV and set down a laptop next her. Shelly noticed that Gracy still had what looked like a notebook of some kind in her arms.

“Hmm? Mmmumm?” Shelly nodded at the book in Gracy's arms.

“Shh, or we'll both be locked in here for the next three days!” Gracy said in a hushed tone.

“Offf ffrrr...” Shelly rolled her eyes.

Gracy stretched out and opened the notepad on her lap, and then took a pencil from behind her ear. As she did, Shelly looked over the girl. Her body really was amazing, all curves in all the right places. The shorts hugged her ass and hips quite nicely, and her tight shirt exquisitely displayed her ample breasts.

The pencil danced across a blank page of the notebook as Gracy's eyes flicked back and forth between the notepad and Shelly's bound form. As she did, Shelly continued to size up the woman across from her.

Though Gracy was attractive in her own right, she was probably always overlooked in favor of her sister, Shelly realized.

Her eyes lit up. Gracy was insecure, that was it.

That was the key Shelly needed to get to her.

Still, I need my mouth to get to her! Shelly thought, cursing the duct tape gagging her.

Then Shelly's eyes fell on the note pad across Gracy's lap, and noticed the lines filling the page. They were faint lines, and as her pencil danced over them, Shelly realized the lines were slowly forming the shape of a woman...

A bound woman.

Gracy noticed Shelly's eyes on her sketch pad and she let out a shaky laugh.

“To me, there's nothing more sensual then a bound form, when someone can no longer move or speak... it's freeing, in a way.”

Her eyes ran up Shelly's legs and settled on her heaving, sweat coated breasts under the bikini top.

She's... sketching me!

All thoughts of manipulating and using Gracy faded from Shelly's mind, and were replaced with blinding rage.

She's using me as an art model! A captive model that she'll probably get off on!

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned into her gag and used her feet to pull herself forward. Her ass screamed out in pain from the old carpet scraping her cheeks.

“Hey wait you have to-” Gracy began.

“Mmmooo!” Shelly moaned and kicked out her bare feet, knocking the sketch pad out of Gracy's hands.

Shelly had enough. These past few days had been the worst of her life. She had been kidnapped, humiliated, almost killed, and then kidnapped again... and again... and now this brat wanted to immortalize her helplessness and humiliation.

Gracy's eyes blazed and she shot up, towering over the bound and gagged woman. Immediately, Shelly regretted her previous action.

“Mmmooo... pssffff...” Shelly shook her head, cowering under the younger woman.

Gracy glared at her, her large breasts heaving up and down in anger.

Shelly's eyes were wide and pleading, silently begging her captor for forgiveness.

“Well, that wasn't very nice.” Gracy relaxed slightly as she spoke.

“Mmmo....” Shelly nodded.

Gracy bent over and retrieved her sketch book.

“I think you need some lessons on being a proper damsel...” Gracy said, tucking her notebook under her arm.

“Whttt?” Shelly cocked her head.

“You need to learn the poses, how to act, how to move. I'll give you some material to watch before I come back to sketch you again.”

“Hummph?” Shelly's eyes were inquisitive.

Is she... giving me homework?

“I'm gonna put on a video for you, and I'll be back tomorrow.” Gracy opened up her laptop and turned it to face Shelly as she spoke.

“Whfff?” Shelly asked again.

“And when I come back, you better behave...” She pressed play on a video and turned to Shelly. “Or else I'll let my sister and brothers at you.”

“Wtttt! Mmmo!” Shelly pleaded, stamping her feet on the ground, but Gracy had opened the door and slipped out, a cool blast of early evening hitting Shelly as she did.

It felt good, and Shelly allowed herself a moment to take in the breeze. She closed her eyes and felt her skin raise, a shiver running through her body.

Then the door slammed shut, leaving her back in the oppressive, stifling heat.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and stamped her feet again.

She felt the anger welling up again inside her. Was this it then? She was going to be this girl's little bondage doll?

No, no! She would find a way to escape, there was no way she was going to spend her life -

A familiar voice boomed from the lap top in front of her.

“So, I hear you have something for me.” The Queen's voice rang out through the trailer.

“Wmmm?” Shelly moaned and for the first time looked at the open screen in front of her.

The Queen, her former captor, stood in the middle of a set made to look like a warehouse. She wore a tight fitting leather zip up suit. Her outfit was zipped up to right below her breast, showing off her ample cleavage.

“Yes Queen,” Said a dark haired woman clad in similar attire. “We caught a pesky superheroine snooping.”

“Oh really,” The Queen rubbed her hands together as she spoke. “Well bring her to me.”

The dark haired woman snapped her fingers and a moment later two other leather clad women stepped into frame, dragging a bound and struggling form between them.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Mmmmoo!” The superheroine moaned behind her gag.

She was a blond woman clad in a red, white, and blue bikini and American flag cape. Her hands were bound behind her back and white tape wrapped around her mouth, gagging her.

“Oh, Mrs. Americana, we meet at last.” The Queen cackled.

“Mmmo! Ummmfffll mmm! Grrrfff!” Mrs. Americana moaned and pulled against her captors.

“We found her trying to sneak in outside.” One of the henchwomen holding Mrs. Americana said.

“Oh good, and I'm glad you gift wrapped her for me.” The Queen laughed and patted Mrs. Americana ' duct tape covered cheek.

“Mmmoo!” Mrs. Americana moaned and recoiled.

Shelly shuffled closer to the laptop. There was something familiar about Mrs. Americana...

She had heard of the show The Adventures of Mrs. Americana, a superhero show from the seventies, less known for it's plot and more for the skimpy attire of the lead character. Supposedly, the show's propensity for tying up its title character is believed to have lead an entire generation to develop a bondage fetish. At first, Shelly dismissed those claims, but given how many times she had been tied up over the past few days, she was starting to believe them.

“Leave us! I want to have some time alone with my new toy!” The Queen cackled.

The woman scurried away, leaving The Queen with the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana.

Shelly's eyes narrowed. She wished that Mrs. Americana wasn't gagged, or had her mask, because there was something familiar about her...

The Queen grabbed the bound heroine's arm and dragged her over to a table.

“Oh Mrs. Americana , how I've dreamed of having you alone, and helpless, to myself.

“Mmmo! Ummmfff! Grrfffll!” Mrs. Americana struggled and pulled against The Queen as she dragged the helpless heroine over to a table.

The Queen stood Mrs. Americana before the table and slid behind her, cupping a hand over one of her breasts.

“Oh yes, I have you all to myself now Mrs. Americana...”

“Umm! Mmm!” Mrs. Americana moaned and tried to pull away as The Queen's gloved hand massaged her breast.

One thing the original Mrs. Americana show was known for was it's buxom star. Though Shelly wasn't an expert on it, she thought she heard somewhere that the actress playing Mrs. Americana was a former model or something. Though the girl in this video had impressive breasts, they were nowhere near as large as the photos Shelly had seen of the real Mrs. Americana.

“Urfff! Murrff!” Mrs. Americana moaned and pulled as The Queen's hand slipped under her bikini top.

“Oh yes, Mrs. Americana, you and your luscious body are all mine.”

As The Queen continued to grope Mrs. Americana, Shelly focused on the woman playing Mrs. Americana. Her moans... there was something familiar about her gagged moans...

On the video, The Queen pulled one of Mrs. Americana's breasts free from the tiny, red white and blue bikini top.

“Mmmoo! Hllp! Hllp!” Mrs. Americana moaned, and then looked straight at the camera.

“Hllp! Pffff! Hlllp!” She moaned, seemingly imploring the viewers themselves to come to her aid.

“Oh hush...” The Queen said, and then bent Mrs. Americana over the table.

“Hummph!”

The video cut to a behind view of Mrs. Americana 's ass, bent over the table. The Queen grabbed the heroine's cape and pulled it up, exposing the red, white, and blue thong running between her beautiful, tanned ass cheeks.

“Hmm?” Shelly cocked her head.

On one of Mrs. Americana's impressive ass cheeks was a “brand” so to say. It reminded Shelly of when she was captured by The Queen and they used a rubber stamp to imprint something on her backside. The ink had rubbed off quickly, thankfully.

But this woman, her ass was completely tan except for pale letters inside a rectangle. The brand had been tanned onto her ass cheek, like a decal or something had been put onto her bare bottom so that the tan lines formed the phrase “Property of The Queen” inside a box.

“Hummm!” Shelly's eyes widened, and she realized that she had seen this ass before, in fact had been well acquainted with it.

It was Felicia Fetters!

“Mmmmmo!” Felicia moaned as The Queen's had connected with her ass, letting out a loud “twap”.

“Mmmm! Mmmmmph!” Felicia moaned and cried as The Queen spanked her again and again.

Shelly was now riveted, her attention solely on the video. Part of her still didn't believe this was Felicia Fetters in the superheroine outfit.

Then the angle cut to a close up of the bound girl's face as The Queen spanked her, leaving no doubt in Shelly's mind that this was Felicia Fetters. Shelly now saw that Felicia was wearing a blond wig, and combined with the gag and mask, it made her features somewhat hard to distinguish.

“Mmm! Mmmo! Mmm!” Felicia moaned every time The Queen's hand connected with her bottom. Once again, she looked straight into the camera.

“Hllp! Hlll-MMMMOO!” She moaned as she was spanked again.

So this is the fate of Felicia Fetters. Shelly thought, taking in the sight of the former Sheriff. It was obvious that Felicia's participation in this video was against her will.

They're exploiting her. Shelly realized, monetizing her and her body, and were probably doing so with every woman they had kidnapped.

Shelly's mind raced, filled with a thousand thoughts at once. She had been wondering what had happened to Felicia and Jessica after they tried to steal away with her, but now it was obvious that one or both of them had been recaptured. The two women had mentioned getting Tanya too, but Shelly could only guess that too had gone wrong.

Were all three women now being used as unwilling bondage models for Ace and his people?

Shelly somewhat felt a wave of relief, grateful that she had through chance escaped this fate.

Though I'm still not sure if I've gone from the frying pan and into the fire. Right now, she was being forced to watch this video because another woman wanted to use her as an unwilling bondage model.

Still, Shelly felt that she had a better chance at escaping than Felicia did right now. Even if Felicia did escape, her reputation would be in ruins after this.

The camera angle switched to the close up of Felicia's ass again. The Queen grabbed her thong and pulled it back like a sling shot, fully exposing Felicia's beautiful ass crack and a perfect tan line, and then let it snap back against the other woman's skin.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned, and The Queen grabbed her thong and pulled it back again, this time further back, and let it snap again against Felicia's backside.

“Urmmm!”

Shelly's eyes were glued to the screen, in awe of what was happening to the former sheriff. She knew that something similar could happen to her if she didn't find a way to escape soon.

Or worse, that biker woman could find her and bring her back to The Queen.

Back in the video, The Queen yanked Felicia's star spangled thong down, exposing her full, clenched ass.

The angle shifted to one of Felicia bent over the table while The Queen loomed behind her and clasped Felicia's backside with one of her hands.

“Ummm!” Felicia moaned, lifting her head.

“What a beautiful ass you have, Mrs. Americana.” The Queen cackled and tightened her grip on Felicia's backside.

“Mmmmo! Ummph!” Felicia moaned and struggled.

“It's so patriotic, I just want to celebrate.” The Queen grabbed a handful of Felicia's hair and pulled her back.

Then the video cut. It was outside now, and Felicia was still bent over a table with her legs spread and bound to each leg of the table. Her hands were stretched out in front of her and lengths of rope ran from them to the front legs of the table.

“Mmmph! Ummm! Mmmmoo!” Felicia moaned into her gag, turning her head to look over her shoulder.

The Queen stood behind her with a long, brightly colored tube in her hand. A fuse protruded from one end of the tube.

“God bless America.” The Queen smiled, lifted a lighter, and lit the fuse end of the tube.

“Mmmoo! Ummm! Mmm!” Felicia moaned, twisting and wiggling against her bonds. Though she still had the cape, mask, bikini top, and boots, her ass was completely bare.

The Queen took the flat end of the tube, held it out, and inserted it up Felicia's rear end.

“MMMMMPH! UMMM! MMMM!” Felicia moaned and squirmed as the tube, fuse facing out, was shoved up her ass.

Then The Queen stepped back and did a salute behind Felicia, her henchwomen taking spots next to her and doing the same.

The fuse ran out.

“... mmeeepp...” Felicia squeaked.

Then a ball of red fire shot out of the end of the tube.

“MMMMMOOP!” Felicia moaned, jumping with the tube.

Then the tube shot a green ball of fire, and then a blue.

Shelly was well aware of what the tube was, her son made her buy him one every Fourth of July. It was a Roman Candle.

The Roman Candle continued to shoot out multi-colored fireballs while lodged up Felicia's ass. She jumped and moaned with each movement as The Queen and her henchwoman saluted.

Then the candle's grand finale hit. A shower of bright sparks emitted from the end of the tube as Felicia wiggled and moaned.

“Mmmmph! Ummm! Mmmmoo!” She moaned as her ass literally shot sparks.

Then the video slowly faded out as the sparks continued showering Felicia's bare ass.

STARRING FELICIA FETISH flashed across the screen in large letters.

Felicia Fetish, so that's what the Queen and Ace were calling her now.

The video closed, revealing a website with a banner of Felicia, bound, gagged, and pleading at the camera!

MORE SEXY VIDEOS OF FELICIA FETISH COMING SOON!

Shelly leaned forward and inspected the screen. It looked like the website only had a few videos and photos at the moment, one video showed Felicia, bound and gagged on a bed, while the other showed her in a bikini, bound and gagged on a pool chair.

As much as Shelly hated to admit it, her curiosity was peaked. She twisted around and extended her bound hands towards the mouse pad. Looking over her shoulder, she angled the mouse to click on the next video.

Wait a minute! Shelly froze, her eyes widening at the sudden realization that she was sitting in front of a computer. A quick look at the top right of the screen told her that the lap top was connected to wi-fi too.

Part of her couldn't believe it. This was too good to be true! Her captor just left her here with a communication device!

The best part was that even though she was bound and gagged, that couldn't stop her from sending an email.

With her back still to the computer and looking over her shoulder, Shelly moved her fingers over the mousepad and opened a new window.

But who would she email?

“Hmmm...” She pondered through her gag. Lisa was her go to for situations like this, but right now she had no idea if Lisa had been captured or not. For all she knew, Lisa could be on the run hiding, or a prisoner of The Queen's.

What if they're monitoring my e-mail? Shelly wondered. It was quite possible. They could easily access it through her home computer, and if they were looking for her, the sensible thing would be to monitor her e-mail and social media to see if she reached out to anyone.

That's what she would do.

Still, she wasn't sure if she had much of a choice. There's no telling what these people had in store for her, or if that biker woman showed back up to drag her back to The Queen.

She had to risk it.

Shelly moved her hands over the keyboard to type when she heard movement outside the door.

Shit! She froze. Was it one of the men coming to check on her?

A second later the door opened and Gracy glared at her, eyes flicking back and forth from the computer to the bound and gagged woman with a deer in headlights expression.

“Mmmmoo! Mmpph!” Shelly shook her head and scurried back. Gracy must have realized that leaving a prisoner with a computer hooked up to the internet was a bad idea at about the same time Shelly did.

“Why you little...” Gracy hissed and slammed the lap top shut while climbing up into the van.

“Mmmoo! Pfffss!” Shelly pressed against the back of the van, her eyes wide and breasts heaving up and down. She tried to tell herself that she was just playing the victim in order for Gracy to show her mercy, but she knew that was a lie.

Gracy closed the door behind her and loomed over the helpless Shelly, her large breasts heaving up and down in fury.

“I leave for five minutes and this is how you decide to repay me?” She demanded, hands on her hips.

“Mmmo!” Shelly shook her head.

“Well, just what am I going to do with you?” Gracy stroked her chin.

“Mmmoo! Pfffss! Umm!” Shelly tried to plead through the duct tape.

If only I wasn't gagged! Then I could have this insecure thing wrapped around my finger!

“You know, I think I know just the way to punish you.” She smiled, hands on her hips again.

“Mmeeep...” Shelly squeaked, freezing in place.

“Oh yes, and I think my sister and brothers will like it too.” Gracy smiled.

“Wfff!”

“But first, I think you need a nice, long, decent night's sleep.”

At that Shelly relaxed slightly, thinking that she had at least until morning to prepare for whatever torture they had in store for her, but she was quickly proved wrong.

Gracy grabbed Shelly by her bound ankles and pulled her towards her.

“Mmoo! Mmp!” Shelly moaned, trying to wriggle and pull as she was yanked towards the curvy woman.

Gracy let go, leaving Shelly laid out flat on her back, and then stalked towards her.

“Oh yes, time to go to sleep..” Gracy giggled, unbuttoning her shorts as she approached.

“Wfff! Mmoo!” Shelly shook her head, dreading what was to come next.

Gracy turned around, so that her ample backside hovered right about Shelly's face. Shelly turned her head and tried to reason through her gag.

“Urffflll mmmm! Ummp! Mmmph!”

Gracy pushed down, and the small, tight, daisy duke style shorts started to slide along her ripe, tan posterior. Underneath, she wore a small, white thong that looked like it was being devoured by the girl's curvy ass.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo! Ummm mmoo! Stttpp!” Shelly shook her head and stamped her feet up and down on the carpeted floor, hoping that maybe if she made enough noise the others would come running.

“Mmmmpph! Umm!” She moaned, watching as the tiny cut off shorts fell, exposing Gracy's full, round, backside. Her ass was deeply tanned like the rest of her, and it's size and scope were also impressive. From Shelly's point of view, she could barely tell that Gracy was wearing a thong because of how it disappeared in her cheeks.

Then Gracy started to squat down, and her large buttocks descended closer and closer towards Shelly's face.

“Mmmph! Umm! Mmmooo!” Her eyes felt like they were going to pop out of her head as she screamed into the layers of tape wrapped around her mouth.

Then Gracy sat down, and Shelly's face was buried between her giant, juicy ass cheeks.

“Hmmbbbll bbblllm! Mbbbblll!” Shelly blubbered into Gracy's ass.

She felt all of the girl's weight on her face, and everything was dark.

“Ubbblll ggglllm! Mmmllll! Bllubbbll!” Shelly moaned and wriggled, trying to squeeze out from underneath the girl's ass.

But her movements were slowing. Shelly tried to take a breath but was cut off by the ass covering her nose and mouth.

“Mm... bbbll... mmm..”

She tried to raise her legs to kick but they were too weak. Her thoughts started to fracture, coming through as vague pictures that would quickly shatter and fly away.

Then there was nothing.

9.

“Ummff...” Shelly moaned, her eyes fluttering as she returned to consciousness.

Did I fall asleep? She wondered. As she started to stir, the oppressive heat of the RV, her prison, wrapped over her like a blanket. Her entire body was moist with sweat. Somehow she found it hard to believe that she could fall asleep in these sweltering conditions.

“Mmm... mm...” Shelly moaned, realizing that she was still gagged, remembering the duct tape that her captors had wrapped over her mouth.

No... not tape. The cold, hard taste of metal filled her mouth.

Had they changed her bonds while she was asleep?

Not asleep... Suddenly the image of Gracy's large, thonged ass lowering towards her face filled her mind.

“Mmm!” Shelly sat up, eyes racing around the RV. She hadn't been sleeping, she had been knocked out.

She turned around to see that the laptop was gone, which wasn't surprising.

Her ass! She smothered me out with her ass! Shelly grumbled, feeling a wave of shame and disgust wash over her.

Just wait until she got out of here. All of these people would pay. She would destroy them and take their little business for her own, but first she would have to find a way to escape.

Shelly reached up to grab at her gag and froze, realizing that her hands were no longer tied behind her back.

“Wfff?” Her eyes widened, and she looked down at her hands to see the metal cuffs around her wrists, connected by a short chain.

As she took in this new development, she became aware of the discomfort around her mouth, breasts, and between her legs.

Oh no...

Her hands clutched at her mouth and felt a clamp of solid metal covering the lower half of her face.

“Mmoo! Mmm!” She moaned, trying to dig her fingers under the edge of the metal gag to pull it away from her mouth, but it didn't budge.

“Urrff frrrmmm...” Her hands slid along the metal seam covering her mouth, feeling the harsh cold of it pressing against her flesh.

Then her fingers found the back of the metal muzzle, secured at the back of her neck, and felt the rock solid padlock keeping it tightly clamped around her mouth.

“Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned and stood, hearing more metal rattle as she did. Looking down, she saw metal manacles secured around her ankles, also connected by a short length of chain.

“Orrrff mmoo!” She screamed, her eyes moving up over her bare legs to the length of metal running between her legs.

A chastity belt.

It could almost pass for a metal thong bikini. It was secured at her waist with padlocks on either hip, and a length of metal ran down over her vagina and then up between her ass cheeks. Her hands clutched at her chest and felt the sold metal bra covering her breasts, and the straps running up over her shoulders and along her back. The metal bra was secured between her shoulder blades with yet another padlock.

“Urrrf! Mmrrr! Mmm!” Shelly moaned and moved down to the end of the RV to inspect her reflection in an old, dust covered mirror set on a wall.

Shelly took in her own reflection and ran her hands over the metal muzzle, and then down on the metal strip running between her legs.

A slave. She looked and felt like a slave. They had taken away her voice and her body. The chains allowed her some freedom of movement, but not enough to make any difference. Her captors were sending her a message that was loud and clear.

Too bad she had no intention of listening to that message.

Behind her, the RV door flew open. Harsh light spilled in, followed by Wes. He flashed her a crooked smile filled with rotted teeth.

“There you are, getting adjusted?”

“Hrrrm! Mmmuup!” Shelly started to protest before Wes grabbed her by the arm and dragged her towards the door.

“Come on girly, lets go outside.” He taunted as Shelly struggled, pulling against him. It occurred to her that she had wanted nothing more than to get out of this RV, but now that the moment had come she would have preferred to be left alone.

She struggled and pulled, but a whole day and night of struggling in bondage, sweating in stifling heat, and being smothered by a giant ass had sapped most of her strength, and she could only weakly pull as the man dragged her out of her mobile prison and into the harsh morning sunlight.

“Mmmpp!” Shelly cried as Wes threw her down, kicking up clouds of dust around them as he did.

“Ummff! Fffmmp!” Shelly moaned, glaring up at her captor. Wes had moved over to where his brother Gus stood, both looking down at the helpless prisoner.

“What's this little get up here?” A female voice said, and Shelly turned her head to see Alyssa looming over her with one hand on her hip and a smug smile on her face.

Close behind the buxom woman was Gracy, staring down at Shelly with amusement.

“Oh just something I had lying around.” Gracy answered, and Shelly thought she detected a hint of nervousness in the younger woman's voice.

Shelly watched as Gracy's eyes nervously shifted from Alyssa to the bound Shelly, and she realized that Gracy was nervous.

She doesn't want Alyssa to ask too many questions or she'll find out about last night. Shelly's eyes narrowed at Gracy. The other woman met her gaze and then quickly looked away.

It wasn't just that, Gracy didn't want Alyssa to ask about the chastity harness.

That was it! Shelly's eyes filled with satisfaction and if she could have smiled under the metal gag she would have. This harness wasn't for her, Gracy had got it for Alyssa.

Sisterly resentment. That was the heart of this. Gracy wanted her sister out of the picture and picked up a little metal chastity harness as a way of keeping her out of the way while she took over. Only Gracy never worked up the courage to do it.

Shelly looked down at the metal bra restricting her breasts, and then up at Alyssa's considerable cleavage. Gracy must have bought this harness a while ago when Alyssa didn’t have her implants.

“What are you looking at?” Alyssa glared at Shelly.

“Wfff! Mmfff!” Shelly made a “who me?” look at her buxom captor.

“So my sister told me about your other escape attempt last night. How did that work for you?”

“Wrrrr mrrroo.... mmmrrff!” Shelly moaned, narrowing her eyes at Alyssa and Gracy. Gracy refused to meet Shelly's gaze, and was no doubt grateful that they were keeping her gagged.

“It seems that you're a tough egg to crack.” Chuckled Alyssa, bending over and patting the solid metal band covering Shelly's mouth.

“Urrfff!” Shelly pulled her head back and tried to get to her feet. A strong hand gripped her shoulder and forced her down, keeping her on her knees. Looking up, she saw that it was Gus, the brute of the family.

“You see,” Alyssa bent over so that she was eye level with Shelly while also giving her prisoner a great view of her massive cleavage. “We've been in need of some more help around the farm here.”

The rest of the family let out a chuckle, and Shelly looked up, her gaze passing over Gus, Wes, Gracy, and back to Alyssa.

“Hurrrm?”

“Oh yes, it's hard to find good help these days. Then you go and just fall right into our laps.” Alyssa stood back, looking down at Shelly with glee.

“Ummm nnnttt-” Shelly started and tried to rise to her feet but Gus kept his hands around her shoulders, forcing her into a kneeling position.

“Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned.

“Oh yes. If you're going to be staying with us, then you have to earn your keep around here. The best part is of course that we don't have to pay you, so we can basically make you work as long as we want.”

Shelly narrowed her eyes, glaring at Alyssa. So this was her plan. They were going to break her by forcing her to do labor on the farm. They would hope that eventually her will would break and she would tell them who she really was, or worse, that she would become an obedient slave for the family.

And the harness meant that she couldn't call for help or eat without them taking it off, and the chain meant that she couldn't run far or use her hands all that well. Hell, the chastity belt meant that they got to dictate when she went to the bathroom.

Alyssa loomed over her, letting all of the implications of her new found servitude sink in.

“Mmooo!” Shelly spat again, lunging at the big breasted woman before Gus grabbed her and held her back.

“She's still got some spirit in her! I like that!” Alyssa laughed, and then narrowed her eyes at shelly. “Put her to work.”

***

“Grrmph!” Shelly moaned as Gus shoved her towards the large structure that she took to be a barn. She turned and glared at the big man, who clearly wasn't intimidated by the harnessed and gagged woman. He flashed a grin, revealing several missing teeth, and pushed her forward again.

“Urrf!” Shelly moaned, stumbling forward. The manacles around her ankles made it hard to keep her balance as she walked.

“Oh come on girl, the faster you move, the fast you get your chores done.” Wes giggled and slapped her ass cheek.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and jumped forward. She turned to glare at the little man but Gus reached out with one of his massive paws and pushed her forward. With no other choice, she looked at the looming structure ahead and trudged on.

The building was wider and longer than the barn they had her RV next to. It consisted of a low overhang and several walls, seeming more like a stable than a barn. As they got closer she could see several cows tethered to a posts along the back. Next to the cows were large, circular bales of hay, stacked floor to ceiling. At the far end of the structure was a large, imposing machine with a chute at both ends. Shelly took it to be a hay baler.

Well, I guess they have to put up the appearance of being a real farm. Shelly thought as she stumbled towards the building, dreading what they had in store for her.

As they got closer, Gus clamped a hand on her shoulder and started steering her towards the far end of the building, towards the cows.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned. She tried to resist but the big man was too strong for her and shoved the smaller woman towards her destination.

With one final shove, Gus forced Shelly toward the cows and stopped. Shelly stumbled and found her footing, then stopped and looked over the line of black and white animals in front of her. She didn't have to ask what they wanted her to do.

I guess milk the cows is my first duty.

She turned to Gus just as the large man set a wide, metal pail next to her legs.

“Umm umm!” Shelly moaned, shaking her head. There was no way she was touching these disgusting creatures.

Gus only crossed his arms and nodded at the cows.

“Umm hmm!” Shelly crossed her chained arms.

Gus's face darkened, and he strode towards her, grabbed her by the hair, and forced her to her knees.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned, her scalping exploding in pain. She reached up to try and swat the big man away but he had already let go.

Gus stood over her, arms crossed, glaring at her. With no other choice, Shelly grabbed the pail.

“Ummmph!” She spat into her metal muzzle. Gus motioned with an open palm to the cow nearest her.

“Umm hmm!” She grumbled and placed the pail under the cow's inflated teats, and then squatted down next to it.

Gus, whom she had never heard speak, let out a low chuckle. Shelly turned to see that he was staring at the metal thong running between her ass cheeks.

“Hrrryy!” She moaned. Gus glared at her and motioned to the cow.

Shelly rolled her eyes and turned to face the udders hanging right before her eyes. In that moment, everything that had happened to her over the past few days washed over her in a second. Every time that she thought she couldn't be humiliated more, something came and proved her wrong. Now here she was, in a chastity belt, gagged, and forced to milk a cow.

When she got out of this, all of these rednecks were going to pay.

Gus chuckled again and Shelly felt his hungry gaze on her ass. With no other choice, she leaned forward, no doubt giving him a better view of her ass, and wrapped each of her hands around an udder and started to squeeze. White liquid squirted out and into the pail below, splashing up onto her.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and jumped back. Gus chuckled again. She turned to glare at the big man, who was flashing his idiot grin at her.

After a moment, she collected herself and bent over the pail, grabbed the udders, and went back to milking the cow again. All the while she worked, she could feel the big man's eyes on her rear end. Shelly glowered, biting into her metal gag while wishing death upon her captors. How could this happen? A few days ago she had the entire Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department as her prisoners, and now, here she was.

The bigger they are, the harder they fall.

Something roared to life, causing her to jump. Her hands squeezed the cow's udders, causing the animal to let out a cry of discomfort.

“Urrrff srryy...” Shelly muttered.

At the far end of the stable, Wes had started up the massive hay baler. He stood on top of a catwalk that stretched the length of the building, using a pitchfork to shovel mounds of hay into the giant machine. The hay went through the machine, where metal claws wrapped the hay in wire and deposited it wrapped in a neat, round bundle at the other end.

She felt a foot tap her on the ass and looked up to see Gus glaring down at her.

“Umm hhyy! Umm hhyy!” Shelly mumbled and went back to milking the cow. Once that cow was sufficiently drained, she took the pail and moved down to the next one.

All the while, Gus stayed behind her, never taking his eyes off of her bare ass cheeks. As Shelly reached out to milk the next cow, an idea formed in her head. If this gorilla couldn't take his eyes off of her back side, why not use it to her advantage.

Her gag prevented her from smiling or she would have.

Men... They were so predictable. Shelly adjusted her knees and stuck her ass out, and wiggled it slightly back and forth as she started to milk the next cow. Behind her, Gus chuckled.

As she pulled up and down on the cow's teats, she wiggled her ass back and forth with each movement while humming into her gag.

“Hmm... hhmmm hhhmm umm...” She moaned and turned her head. Her eyes met Gus's, which were fixed on her ass.

“Ummph hmmm hmmm umm...” Shelly giggled, winked, and wiggled her ass at him. Gus blinked, his eyes moving from her back side to her ass.

“Umm hmm..” Shelly batted her eyes and wiggled her ass again, then went back to milking.

Behind her, she heard him take a step towards her. If she could have smiled she would have.

“Umm... hm... hmmm... mmm...” She hummed, still wiggling her ass to the rhythm of her milking. Behind her, she could hear Gus moving closer.

In few moments she had finished with that cow and backed up, preparing to move onto the next one, when she felt her ass brush against the big man's leg. Looking up, she saw Gus staring down at her, grinning his toothless grin.

“Umm... hm...” Shelly sighed, and rubbed her ass up and down along his tree trunk like leg. Gus gasped and stumbled back a step.

“Offf... hm...” Shelly moaned and stuck her ass out, her eyes moving from Gus to her back side. Gus's eyes filled with lust.

The big man started moving towards her, his large hands outstretched like a zombie. Shelly stood up slightly and arched her ass out, wiggling it slightly, waiting for Gus's outstretched paws.

His rough, dirty hands gripped both of her cheeks like he was a child grabbing a Christmas present.

“Umm...” Shelly sighed into her gag and backed up, feeling her ass hit him mid-crotch. The hard bulge in his pantss told her that she had him exactly where she wanted him.

“Umm... hm...” Shelly cooed, rubbing her back side up and down against his pants, feeling his erect penis throb under his overalls.

Gus stammered while running his hands up and down over her smooth bottom.

“Offf... hmmm...” Shelly moaned, standing straight and pressing herself against the big man. He was built like a brick wall, but she could feel his hard exterior slowly being chipped away as she moved her hips up and down against his pelvis.

Gus let out another giggle and Shelly spun herself around, grinding herself against him. He stumbled back a bit, still staring at her with a dumbfounded expression.

Oh no... Shelly knew that she had to keep him on a tight leash. She grabbed him by the collar and pulled him towards her.

“Umm...” She batted her eyes, rubbing her chastity belt clad pelvis against his. His giant paws came around her, gripped both of her ass cheeks, and pulled her against him.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned, momentarily taken aback. Gus's giant palms were clasped around her buttocks, holding tight as his raging hard-on pressed against her belt.

“Hmmm...” She batted her eyes and ran her hands over his barrel chest. The big man's greedy hands ran up along the curve of her ass. As he did, Shelly continued to grind her pelvis against his.

His hands reached her hips, and the metal strap running along them. She felt him tug at one of the padlocks keeping the belt secure.

“Hmm...” She sighed, feeling him pull at the solid, heavy lock. It held fast.

Gus let go and Shelly stumbled back. He stared at her chastity belt in frustration and confusion. Shelly flicked one of the padlocks with her fingers and flashed doe eyes at him.

“Ohmm hmm...” She pouted.

Gus's eyes were glazed over, filled with nothing but lust. The animal part of his brain had kicked in. His hands fumbled in his pockets.

Shelly's pulse quickened and she felt her nipples go erect against the metal bra. Did he have a key?

Her hopes were dashed a moment later when Gus turned out empty pockets. Part of Shelly was amazed at the mind of a horny male. If he never had the key, then what did he expect? A key to magically appear in his pocket ?

“Hey! What's going on down there?” A voice called. Shelly and Gus turned to see Wes standing on the platform, pitch fork in hand, and a not so happy look on his face.

Oh well, time to improvise. Shelly shrugged, and spun around, grabbed the pail of milk, and swung it at at Gus. It slammed into the big man's chin with a loud clang and sent him tumbling back.

Shelly didn't stop to see what happened after and took off running. After a few paces, she cursed the chain connecting the manacles around her ankles, forcing her to take small strides.

Someone grunted and screamed behind her, no doubt Gus, recovering.

Shelly shuffled out of the stable and towards the sunlight of the farm beyond, doing her best not to look back.

Someone screamed behind her, and footsteps came up fast. She turned her head to see the pointed end of a pitch fork coming right for her head.

“Mmmm!” Shelly moaned and dived out of the way as Wes stumbled past, pitch fork in hand.

The sudden movement caused her to lose her balance and she stumbled, doing her best not to fall. Heavy breathing approached and she saw Gus, drenched in milk and a crazed look in his eye, coming at her.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned and scrambled away as the bear-like man rushed her.

Meanwhile, Wes had recovered and was coming at her again, pitchfork still in hand.

Shelly spun, looking for a quick escape. Her eyes immediately fell on the ladder leading up. Without slowing, Shelly shuffled over to it as fast as her chained legs would let her. Behind, she could hear the heavy breathing of the brothers closing in. A second later, her nostrils wrinkled as she smelled their sweat stained clothes.

Her hands closed around one of the wooden rungs of the ladder and she started pulling her self up.

Damn these chains! Shelly mentally cursed. The cuffs around her wrists and ankles made climbing the ladder difficult, and one wrong move could mean her falling to her death, or worse, the brothers.

The ladder shifted under her and Shelly looked down to see Gus climbing up after her, followed by Wes.

“Ummph!” Shelly moaned, and pushed herself up the ladder as fast as her chained legs and hands could carry her.

“She's loose! She's loose!” Wes cried below her.

Shit, reinforcements! Shelly had to hurry.

She pulled herself onto the platform and scurried around the roaring hay baler. The wooden walkway was narrow, barely accommodating her, and constantly shifted and protested with every step she took.

The platform shuddered and dipped, causing her to stumble and grip the sides of the stable for support.

“Mmmph!” She moaned, and turned to see Gus and Wes closing in, both with sadistic grins on their faces.

“Nowhere to go now, dearie.” Wes giggled.

“Bbbmmmph!” Shelly moaned and continued running along the platform. It shook again from the movements of both men.

Her eyes scanned along the elevated walkway, seeing that it ran along the walls of the stable and ended...

Nothing! The platform just ended, with nothing but a drop leading down to the first level. Shelly knew that if she tried to jump it that it would most likely result in a broken bone.

That was the worst case scenario, being stuck here with these people with a broken leg or broken ankle. Thankfully, there was another avenue to take. She turned her head to see that her pursuers were closing in, and hurled herself off of the platform...

… and landed onto one of the giant rolls of hay stacked next to it. Shelly rolled for a bit and then looked up to see Gus and Wes preparing to jump after her. She scrambled to her feet and ran along the giant haystack before jumping to the next one.

Someone cried out behind her. Shelly turned to see that Gus had attempted to jump and must have botched his landing, and was now wedged between two of the giant rolls of hay. Wes though, didn't botch his jump and started scrambling across the rolls towards her.

Shelly hurried along, jumping from hay bale to hay bale. Below her, she heard raised voices and looked down to see that Alyssa and Gracy had arrived, and were looking up at the scene above them in shock.

Ahead, Shelly saw that the hay bails dropped off. Without slowing down, she jumped, landing on a slightly smaller pile of hay bales, and then jumped down again.

“Stop her!” Alyssa cried. Shelly was almost ground level now, where the sisters would no doubt try to grab her.

She ignored them, and jumped from a hay bale to the straw strewn ground of the stable, and ran for the far end. A second later she felt the warm afternoon sun beating on her bare shoulders and buttocks.

I'm out! I made it!

But she knew that it wasn't time to celebrate just yet. She still had to evade her captors. Shelly surveyed her surroundings as she ran, looking for something, anything that she could use...

There! Sitting a good distance across the field was a tractor. It wasn't much, but she could use it to ride to the road, maybe flag down a car or something.

Shelly huffed into her metal gag as she shuffled towards the tractor, her head filled with visions of riding it off into the sunset and freedom...

… and then returning to this farm and destroying it.

With every step the farming vehicle grew closer. She could see now that it looked to be new and in good condition. All she had to do was get on and-

-What? She had never ridden a tractor before. Did it need a key? She imagined that it would.

Well, she would cross that bridge when she got there.

Only a few yards now. Shelly reached out her chained hands, willing the tractor to her grasp...

Then strong, female hands wrapped around her waist from behind, and she felt Alyssa's giant, enhanced breasts press against her back.

“Gotcha!” Alyssa hissed in her ear.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmo!” Shelly moaned, kicking her feet and clawing at the tractor, just a few yards away now.

Alyssa easily lifted the smaller woman and turned her away from her only avenue of escape.

“Mmmpph! Ummmph! Mmmm! Mmmmo!” Shelly moaned, kicking and clawing at her captor as the muscle bound woman carried her back towards the stable.

***

From her place on the hill, Lustra lowered her binoculars and smiled.

Gotcha!

So these rednecks did have Shelly, and from the looks of things, they had already gift-wrapped the escapee for Lustra. Though she couldn't be sure, it looked like they had the blond woman in some sort of chastity harness and manacles.

Kinky. At least Shelly would be restrained.

The bounty huntress stood up and stretched, waking up her tired muscles. She finally had the visual confirmation needed to make a move.

Ready or not, here I come. She smiled as she started making her way down the hill towards where she had stashed her bike behind some bushes.

***

“Ummmph!” Shelly moaned into her gag as she felt a sting in her ass cheek from the riding crop. She felt her knees buckle and stumbled, the dirt under her bare feet offering no traction.

Every muscle in her body screamed in protest, and her legs felt like they had turned to jelly.

“Oh looks like our little mule is getting tired!” Wes taunted from behind her and smacked her bare bottom with the riding crop once again.

“Urrrggh!” Shelly cried out and stood again, digging her feet into the soil and pressing on, dragging the heavy plow, and it's rider behind her.

“Well our little ass still has to finish plowing this field before we let her rest!” Alyssa laughed from her place on the plow.

“Grrrmmm...” Shelly grumbled as she continued to pull the plow behind her.

In addition to her aching muscles and general exhaustion, her whole body was coated in sweat. It had only gotten hotter as the day went on, and underneath the plastic donkey mask, it was stifling.

She felt another swat from the riding crop to her behind.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and tried to quicken her pace.

“If you don't like it then maybe you shouldn't have made an ass out of yourself!” Wes giggled.

“That's what donkeys do, they're asses!” Alyssa chuckled from the plow.

“Grrrmmphh...” Shelly sighed, blinking the sweat out of her eyes. Once again, just when she thought things couldn't get more humiliating, they strap her to a plow and put a plastic donkey mask over her face.

After Shelly's attempt at escape, Alyssa came up with the idea of “putting the ass to work”. They then proceeded to hook her up to some sort of harness attached to an old fashioned plow that would usually be hooked up to a horse or donkey. Shelly didn't know much about farming but she assumed that this type of farming equipment was long out of fashion. Then again, anything on this farm that had to do with actual farming was all performative because they didn't actually care about farming. The weed was their main concern, with everything else just a cover.

The final bit was when Wes came over with a cheap plastic donkey mask with one of those elastic strings and slipped it over Shelly's head. Then Alyssa took her place at the back of the plow and off they went.

It felt like hours ago, but Shelly had no idea. It could have only been a few minutes for all she knew.

“Hmmmfff... mmfff...” She moaned, the donkey mask blasting her own hot air back at her.

“Come on, we gotta get this field done by dinner!” Wes taunted and swatted her ass again.

“Hmm!” Shelly moaned and jumped. This time, she did lose her footing and stumbled face first into the dirt.

“Oh looks like our little ass is tired!” Wes giggled.

Shelly only lay there, huffing through the mask. Every thought she had came through a haze. She needed water, but the gag prevented her from asking.

Just lay here, just lay down and-

Something tugged on the back of the harness and Shelly felt herself pulled into a sitting position. Her head lolled over her shoulder and she saw Wes pulling her up.

“No nap times yet!” He yelled and swatted her bum again.

“Mmm!” Shelly moaned and swatted at him. Wes wasn't' deterred and delivered a barrage of swats to her ass with the riding crop.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Umm! Mmmph!” Shelly protested while weakly swatting at him with her chained hands.

“That's enough! Get her up!” Alyssa ordered.

Wes grabbed one of her arms and yanked Shelly to her feet. It felt like he could yank it right out of the socket.

“Ummmph!” She moaned and clutched at her now aching arm.

“Move!” He ordered and swatted her on the ass. Shelly jumped and moved forward, feeling the weight of the plow and Alyssa tugging at her.

She planted her feet, bit down on her gag, and pulled, but she was spent. All of her strength, all of her willpower was sapped.

“GRRRRRMMM!” Shelly moaned, trying to draw up a reserve of strength. All that she succeeded in doing was digging her feet deeper into the soil. Her body was too tired to muster the strength to pull the plow.

“Come on! Go! Move!” Wes ordered, smacking her ass with the riding crop.

“Mmrruugh! Mmmpph! Umm!” Shelly moaned with each hit as she pulled on the heavy plow.

It was no use though, her body had given up.

“Come on ass!” Wes delivered a hard blow to her already sore behind. The sound of the crop on her bare skin echoed throughout the field.

“MMMMPPH!” Shelly moaned and pitched face first to the ground again.

This time, she did not get up.

***

Shelly was brought out of her stupor by a face full of ice cold water. Earlier that day, it could have been refreshing, but now it only served to remind her that she was still a chained and gagged prisoner.

“URRRF!” She screamed, jumping up in her seat as soon as the water hit her.

“Ufff, mfff... mmmmfff..” She huffed and tossed her wet hair back. Gracy stood on the other side of a table with an empty bucket in hand.

“Rise and shine.” She muttered and set the bucket down.

“Umm! Mmm!” Shelly sat up. Her nipples had gone erect from the cold water and were pressing against the hard metal bra. She felt herself shivering and wrapped her arms around her chest instinctively.

How long had she been out? It must have been a while because she was inside now, but where?

The room they were in was cluttered from top to bottom with easels, half finished paintings, and...

Statues?

Shelly blinked and focused. Not statues, sculptures. They looked like paper mache, strips of paper dipped in a solution of some sort and then pasted over a wire frame. Most of the paper mache statues seemed to be of women in various poses. If Shelly wasn't being held prisoner currently then she would have to stop and marvel at how good they were.

This must be Gracy's studio. She thought as he gaze fell to the brown haired girl sitting across the old wooden table from her. Her eyes fell to the open sketchbook in front of her. It was another sketch of Shelly, but this time slumped in her seat, and clad in the chastity belt, chains, and muzzle.

Next to the sketch book was a bottle of water, and Shelly realized just how dry her mouth was from the gag and the exertion earlier. Gracy's eyes followed Shelly's gaze to the bottle. Without even thinking, Shelly's chained hands shot across the table towards the bottle, but Gracy was anticipating this and snatched it out of Shelly's grasp.

“Mmmmoo!” Shelly moaned, still leaning over the table.

Gracy stood up and stepped back, dangling the bottle of water in front of her.

“Oh no, this only goes to good slaves.” She taunted.

“Mmmrrmmm mmmph!” Shelly moaned, slinking back into her seat.

“I woke you up because you aren't done yet. When you aren't out there doing chores then you're in here being my slave.”

Shelly narrowed her eyes and glared at the buxom girl in her midriff baring shirt and cut offs. Shelly tried to think of a plan to deal with her but her mind was a haze and she felt a soft headache coming on from dehydration. Not to mention that her muscles felt like they were on fire.

She leaned across the table, reaching for the bottle of water as Gracy stepped back again.

“Oh no, that's not how slaves get anything.” She mocked.

“Grrrmmm mmmee!” Shelly screamed into her gag. Her blood was boiling. She was actually shaking from anger.

Gracy stepped around the table, holding the water bottle for Shelly to see.

“How bad do you want this?” She taunted, shaking the bottle so Shelly could hear the liquid swishing inside.

“Mmmpph! Gfff mmee!”

“How bad do you want it?” Gracy taunted again.

“BBFFFF!” She moaned and stood up, glaring at Gracy. Part of her wanted to tackle the bigger woman but she knew she didn't have the strength for that.

“Beg.” Gracy ordered Shelly.

“Mmmo!” Shelly barked.

“Beg, on your knees.” Gracy smiled.

Shelly glared at her. This was it, this was her plan. By day Shelly would be their mule, literally, and by night Gracy got to live out her fantasies of dominating her sister, but with Shelly.

Then something popped into her head. A plan! Shelly's eyes lit up at the thought!

It could work! But it required a lot of Shelly swallowing her pride.

She met Gracy's gaze and once again her captor swished the bottle of water.

“Urrfffmm...” Shelly sighed and fell to her knees, glaring at Gracy the whole time.

“Beg.” Gracy commanded again.

Shelly bent over, arching her ass high in the air.

“Pffllsss...”

Gracy took a step forward and stuck out a bare foot in front of Shelly. Shelly looked up and met Gracy's gaze. The other woman just smiled.

“Hufff...” Shelly sighed, and placed her muzzled mouth on the top of Gracy's foot.

“Plllsss...”

“That's a good slave, you can have a drink.” Gracy retracted her foot and Shelly sat up and let out a sigh of relief.

Gracy walked behind Shelly and she heard the jingle of keys. A moment later the lock was removed and the metal clamp was taken out of her mouth.

“Ahhhh....” Shelly sighed and clenched and unclenched her jaw, thankful for the gag to be gone. Gracy shoved the bottle of water into her captive's grateful hands.

“Here. Good slave.” Gracy took a step back and watched as Shelly guzzled from the bottle.

It felt amazing. The cool, refreshing water felt like a rainstorm in the desert, instantly filling her mouth and rushing down her throat. Shelly drank, and drank, and drank, cherishing every drop and every gulp. All the while she felt Gracy's eyes upon her as she drank.

After what felt like an eternity of drinking, she felt the bottle go dry. Determined to get every last drop she could, Shelly squeezed and shook the bottle over her mouth, trying to shake the last bits of water loose.

Gracy tore the bottle out her hands and set it down on the table.

“That's enough of that.” She said, and sat on the edge of the table looking over her captive.

“Thank you mistress.” Shelly bowed her head as she spoke.

“I suppose you want to eat now too?” Gracy asked.

“If you want me to be a dutiful slave, yes.” Shelly kept her head down as she spoke. She was hoping that Gracy would buy her attempts at subservience, but also she was hoping that Gracy didn't intend to gag her again.

“As my slave, you will eat and drink when I allow you too. Also, you will serve as a model for me when I command you to.” Gracy got up, walked to the other side of the table, and held up the picture in progress of Shelly.

“Yes mistress.”

“And during the day you work for my sister and brothers. If you try to escape again, then your punishment will be severe.”

“Why don't I serve you during the day?” Shelly raised her head and looked straight into Gracy's eyes when she asked this.

“Because, you're Alyssa's in the day.”

“Why can't I serve you?” Shelly asked.

“Because you can't.” Shelly could hear the rising frustration in Gracy's voice.

Good. She would have to play this carefully though. If she pissed her off, Gracy could just gag her again.

“But aren't you my mistress?”

“And Alyssa is my mistress!” Gracy blurted, and threw the empty water bottle against the wall.

It took all of Shelly's self control not to smile. Instead, she did all she could to feign concern.

“But... a mistress doesn't serve anybody.”

“I serve Alyssa. This is her farm.” Gracy was pacing now, getting more and more worked up.

“She could serve you.” Shelly was starting to lay the trap.

Gracy stopped and glared at her.

“Okay, you're getting gagged again.” She stormed towards the table and picked the metal clamp off of it.

“A mistress as beautiful as you deserves to rule this farm!” Shelly scurried back, hands up in an apologetic gesture.

“A slave shouldn't speak out of turn!” Gracy stepped towards her, gag in hand.

“But think if Alyssa was your slave too!” Shelly stood now, hands out, ready to fight off Gracy if she had to.

“What do you mean?” Gracy stopped, listening.

“A fit, powerful woman like that. She could be much more effective as a slave than I am.” Shelly kept her guard up. She had to keep talking for as long as she could before Gracy gagged her.

“No, she runs the farm, not me.”

“And listen, she'll destroy the farm.” Shelly's tone changed from subservient to commanding.

“You're getting gagged again!” Gracy advanced on her and Shelly retreated back.

“Agents will come looking for me, and they will find this farm and destroy it! I can help you and help you prosper!” Shelly pleaded. Gracy stopped, and Shelly knew that she had the woman's attention.


“If your sister continues to run things, she will get you all thrown in jail. I can keep the police and FBI off your back..” Shelly began, and took a step towards Gracy. “And be your slave when I'm not.”

Gracy lowered the muzzle and listened as Shelly stepped behind her.

“Haven't you always wanted your sister bound, gagged, humiliated and at your mercy?” Shelly massaged Gracy's shoulders as she spoke in her ear.

“Yes, but she's stronger... hotter... than me.”

“I think you're beautiful, mistress.” Shelly's hands slid under Gracy's shirt and lifted it. Gracy helped and pulled the shirt over her head and tossed it aside. Her massive, tan breasts were contained by a white, lacy bra.

Shelly stepped in front of Gracy and undid the button of her cut-offs.

“And now you have help.” Shelly smiled, lowered the zipper on the cut-offs, and circled behind Gracy.

“What about my brothers?” Her voice was shaky. Shelly could feel her falling under her control.

“They'll follow whoever is the strongest, which will be you.” Shelly kneeled behind Gracy, gripped the waist band of the shorts, and shimmied them down. The small garments slid down the girl's round posterior, exposing a tiny, white thong that disappeared between her gigantic ass cheeks.

Shelly ran her hands along Gracy's smooth, tanned ass while continuing to lay it on for her.

“Just think of how you broke me, together we could break your sister.”

“I... how would I...” Gracy sighed, and Shelly saw her captor's hand slide towards the front of her panties.

“I'll help you.” Shelly kissed one of Gracy's ass cheeks and slid the panties down.

Gracy sighed as her hands moved between her legs. Then Shelly stood up.

“What?” Gracy wheel around, but Shelly had already moved to in front of her. Before Gracy could protest, Shelly reached out and gripped her breasts.

“Magnificent, the body of a goddess.” Shelly sighed as she massaged Gracy's breasts through the bra.

Gracy sighed and reached behind Shelly and grabbed both of her ass cheeks and pressed her warm, aroused body against the cold metal of Shelly's chastity belt. The curvy girl kept one hand clasped around Shelly's ass while her other hand drifted between her own legs. Shelly anticipated this and caught Gracy's hand.

“What?” Gracy sighed.

“Not yet,” Shelly began, pressing her body against Gracy's. “We have work to do”

“But...” Gracy huffed, pressing her breasts against Shelly's metal bra.

“After we take care of your sister, you can have me for as long as you want.” Shelly reached under Gracy's bra and pulled one of her breasts free, exposing an erect nipple. Clasping it in her chained hands, Shelly ran her tongue over Gracy's bare breast.

Gracy sighed and tossed her head back as Shelly sucked on her breast.

“Once we have Alyssa, I'll show you so much pleasure. You can have me in any way you wish mistress.” Shelly continued to massage Gracy's nipple as she spoke.

Gracy sighed, and Shelly could tell that it was taking all of her self control not to use her hands to pleasure herself.

“Yes...” Gracy huffed.

“Good...” Shelly smiled, pressed her body against Gracy's, and planted a kiss on her lips. As she did, she felt Gracy's hands wrap around her buttocks again.

Shelly had Gracy in her control now.

10.

Alyssa always considered herself a generally dominant person. In every aspect of her life she exercised total control, and punished anyone who stopped her from getting her way, but it wasn't until she saw Shelly in her chastity harness, chained, and gagged, that she felt a strange sexual stirring deep inside her.

She adjusted her towel tighter around her massive chest as she made her way towards the deck, feeling a strange self consciousness come over her. The fear that her brothers and sister would know that her nipples had gone erect under her tiny bikini top, or that she was getting wet between her legs was an irrational fear, she knew. Alyssa wasn't one to be self conscious, and often prided herself on flaunting her near nude body around the farm in tiny string bikinis, but something about the thought of that helpless FBI lady helpless and at her mercy.

Alyssa felt her skin flush as she hurried up the stairs towards the wooden deck and hot tub, and she was thankful that she had on a large pair of sunglasses to hide her wandering eyes. Part of her was considering pleasuring herself to the thought of that tiny blond woman serving her, but she didn't want Gracy, or worse, Gus or Wes, stumbling on her.

As she approached one of her beach chairs, her eyes scanned the area around her but the farm seemed deserted. She knew that Gus and Wes were off doing something on the far side of the field, and that Gracy had taken Shelly into her studio. Alyssa felt a fresh wave or arousal wash over her at the thought of what Gracy must be doing, having that helpless woman all to herself.

Get a hold of yourself!

She couldn't believe the urges and thoughts she was having. How could she have known that having this woman hostage would unlock such feelings in her.

Alyssa knew that she couldn't lose sight of things either. Even though Shelly still claimed to be an FBI agent, Alyssa didn't believe that, but the fact that Shelly still wouldn't reveal who she was, and why another woman was hunting her, was cause for concern. Still, Alyssa was confident that she would break Shelly soon. Today had been a good start, and with a few more days she would have the woman eating out of the palm of her hand.

She pulled off her towel, revealing her tiny, pink and blue thong bikini. The late afternoon sun felt great on her almost naked body, and she planned to spend the rest of the day tanning, and then a dip in the hot tub after the sun went down. As she sat down on one of the beach chairs and reached for the bottle of tanning oil, Alyssa couldn't help but imagine the fettered and gagged Shelly applying the oil to her bare ass cheeks. Once again, she felt the deep, powerful sexual urges welling up inside of her at the thought, and once again, her mind strayed to what exactly Gracy was doing with their new slave.

Maybe I'll have to claim Shelly for my own. Alyssa thought, running a finger along the side of her breast. Unconsciously, her other hand had strayed towards her inner thigh, and she felt the skin raising as her fingers traced a path up to between her legs.

Yes, this was her farm, she called the shots, and Shelly was by any right hers to do with as she pleased. Alyssa laid back in her chair and spread her legs, one of her hands sliding up under her bikini bottoms while the other slid under her top and danced along the tip of her erect nipple. Should she go get Shelly now, like this?

No, she wouldn't be thinking clearly. It was best to wait.

Between her legs, her fingers circled the lips of her moist vagina, sending tingles of arousal from her pelvis up towards her-

Then she heard voices. It was Gracy, and she was approaching fast.

Alyssa's eyes snapped open and she sat up, pulling her hand out from under her bikini bottoms and her top.

“Gracy, what are you doing?” Alyssa spat, not bothering to hide the wave of frustration and annoyance that had replaced her earlier horniess. What she saw next caused Alyssa's jaw to drop.

Gracy stepped up onto the deck, clad in a tiny, red, thong bikini. Usually she wore a one piece swimsuit, but this bikini perfectly accented Gracy's flat tummy, large breasts, and full buttocks. There was something different about her. She was carrying herself... differently. Alyssa couldn't put her finger on it.

Gracy held a leash in one hand, which ran to a collar around the still chained and gagged Shelly, whom Gracy was pulling along behind her.

“Ullph!” Shelly protested as Gracy gave the chain a pull and yanked the woman up the stairs to the deck.

Alyssa could only stare, her jaw agape.

“Sorry Alyssa, mind if we join you?” Gracy smiled and pulled Shelly close to her. The chained woman attempted to pull back but must have been too weak from earlier, and stumbled over towards her master.

Soon to be former master! Alyssa sneered, glaring at them.

“What's she doing here?” Alyssa stammered, finding that she couldn't take her eyes off of the enslaved Shelly.

“Oh, just brought her along in case I needed anything.” Gracy looked Shelly up and down with lust.

It was lust. Alyssa clenched her fist as she glared at her sister and the slave. Shelly's eyes were filled with humiliation and defeat.

She's broken... Gracy broke her. Alyssa's blood was boiling. How? How was it that her baby sister broke this woman?

“Speaking of..” Gracy smiled, picked up a bottle of tanning oil from a table, handed it to Shelly, and then turned so that her large, curved, thonged ass faced the chained slave. “Oil me up.”

“Urrfmm... mmm..” Shelly grumbled, poured some of the oil onto her hands, and started to massage over Gracy's sizable ass.

Alyssa's jaw dropped as she watched Shelly rub tanning oil over Gracy's buttocks. Her fist clenched, not believing that this was happening in front of her. That should be her ass glistening from the oil in the sun! Shelly should be massaging that over her almost naked body.

There was something else too. Once again, Alyssa felt the wetness under her bikini bottoms at the thought of Shelly serving her like that. She crossed her legs, suddenly worried that her sister or Shelly would notice, not that Shelly could say anything if she did.

“Hey, do me.” Alyssa ordered.

“Once she's done with me.” Gracy smiled, looking over her shoulder at her dark, glistening buttocks and then to Alyssa. “Oh, you got...” Gracy motioned to her breasts.

Alyssa's hand shot up to her own chest and she looked down to see that one of her breasts was hanging out from her bikini top. When she pulled her hand out, it must have accidentally pulled her boob free and she didn't notice, and there was her still erect nipple for Gracy and Shelly to see.

“Now!” Alyssa barked and shoved her boob back into her bikini top. Then she rolled onto the beach chair and onto her stomach. She turned her face away from the two women and kept her hands tucked under her head, afraid that if she didn't then they would slip again under her bikini bottoms.

“Well, you heard her.” Gracy sighed. A moment later Alyssa felt Shelly's oil coated hands on her exposed ass cheeks.

A fresh sensation of pleasure rocked her body and it took all of her self control not to sigh. The idea of this chained and helpless woman, here to serve her was... too much. She lifted her hand and looked over her shoulder to see the Shelly's chained hands gently rubbing the tanning oil over her bare buttocks. Her fist clenched, watching as Shelly's hands moved down from her ass cheeks to her upper thigh, and back again.

Then Shelly's hands drifted up to the knot that kept her bikini bottoms on.

“Hey!” Alyssa started.

“Ummfffll mmm!” Shelly protested.

“It's so you have an even tan.” Gracy interjected. Alyssa responded by glaring at her.

“I know you don't like tan lines.” Gracy smiled.

“Fine,” Alyssa laid back down, but flashed Shelly a warning glance. “But no funny stuff.”

“Umm hmm...” Shelly nodded and pulled on the knot. The side of Alyssa's bikini fell open, exposing a bare hip. A moment later, Alyssa felt Shelly's hands rubbing more oil on her.

Alyssa laid her head back down, closed her eyes, and tried to relax again. She felt exposed and vulnerable with just the one side of her bikini undone, but there was also another feeling... a rush. Her heart was pounding against her rib cage and she felt her skin raising as Shelly rubbed the oil over her bare ass cheek.

A moment later Alyssa stiffened as Shelly undid the not on the other side of her bikini.

She's just doing what she's told, like a good slave. Alyssa told herself, trying to relax. This was what she wanted, the entire reason she wanted to break Shelly.

The other knot fell away and Shelly gently pulled her thong back, exposing Alyssa's full, nude, muscular bottom. Alyssa did her best to contain a sigh as Shelly rubbed tanning oil on her other hip.

What if I have to roll over and she see that I'm turned on? Suddenly Alyssa felt shy and self conscious under the prisoner's touch. She imagined Shelly's hands working up her thighs and then between her legs, feeling the wetness...

Alyssa unconsciously squeezed her legs together, finding herself more aroused at the thought.

Or Shelly's hands could work up, under her bikini top, and find her nipples completely erect...

Alyssa moved slightly, feeling a sharp tingle as her breasts brushed the beach chair under. Then Shelly's hands moved up, along the small of her back.

So what if she sees that I'm turned on, what is she going to do about it?

There was the matter of Gracy. Alyssa didn't want her slave to pleasure her while her sister was right there.

I could just send her away. A smile crept across Alyssa's face. Of course! Gracy always did what she was told... or else. Alyssa would just tell her sister to get lost for an hour or so and then let Shelly do her thing.

As Shelly's hands worked on her lower back, Alyssa reached up and undid the clasp on her bikini top, exposing her bare shoulders, and then up and untied the knot at the back of her neck. To anyone looking down at her, it would appear that Alyssa was lying naked.

“Gracy, get lost.” Alyssa sighed as Shelly's hands rubbed oil over her thick, muscle bound shoulders.

“What?” There was a hint of... offense in Gracy's voice.

Alyssa took off her sunglasses and glared at her sister, who was reclining in the chair next to her.

“I said, get lost. I want Shelly for... some private time...”

Gracy and Shelly shared a look, and it became clear that Alyssa had to make sure Shelly knew who called the shots here.

“Now.” Alyssa said through gritted teeth. Her tone said that she wasn't going to repeat herself. Gracy gave another look at Shelly and then started to rise.

Alyssa could barely contain her smile as she closed her eyes and rolled over onto her back, exposing the rest of her nude body to her new slave. Her hands brushed over her giant breasts, feeling the nipples standing upright. She settled into position on her back and stretched out flat, feeling the sun on her nude form.

“Okay, now oil up my front.” She smiled, eyes still closed, waiting to feel Shelly's hands on her.

A moment later, Shelly's hands started to run up her leg. Above her, she felt the sky darken suddenly. Was it a cloud passing?

Meanwhile, Shelly's hands continued up her leg.

Alyssa opened one of her eyes, fully expecting to see a large cloud obscuring the bright afternoon sun. Instead, she found herself staring straight up at the red thong running through her sister's giant ass cheeks.

“Hey move, you're blocking my-” Before she could finish, Gracy's ass dropped down, covering Alyssa's face.

“Mmmpph! Mmmm! Mmm!” Alyssa blubbered into her sister's ass and tried raising her hands to throw Gracy off.

Someone grabbed her hands, keeping them pinned at her side. A second later, she felt a weight on her pelvis.

Shelly! Shelly was sitting on her as well, helping to keep her pinned under Gracy's ass!

“Mmmph! Ummm! Mmmm bbbllm!” Alyssa moaned, screaming into Gracy's ass cheeks while trying to kick and thrash out from under her. Shelly put all of her weight on Alyssa, preventing her movements.

Where's Gus and Wes! Alyssa's thoughts came in short, panicked bursts as she wiggled and moaned under her attackers.

“Mmm! Blllmm! Mmmm!”

She gasped, struggling for air, but Gracy's ass kept her mouth and nose covered. Alyssa could feel her body starting to go limp, deprived of oxygen.

No! NO!

“Mmmmmm! Ulffffll bbbblllmmm!” Alyssa moaned, attempting to use what little strength she had to wriggle out from under her sister. If she got free, she could call Wes and Gus for help...

If she got free...

If she got....

If she...

If...

***

“Ummm...” Alyssa sighed, eyes fluttering.

If...

If what?

If.... The word kept repeating in her mind, over and over like a broken record.

“Ufff...” She tried to say the word, but something was keeping her lips tight and sealed. Alyssa tried to open her eyes again and saw stabs of bright light which caused a deep throb at the back of her head.

If...

“Ufff...” Why couldn't she say the word?

“I think she's waking up.” A voice said in the distance. Another voice said something else, but it sounded like it was under water.

Where was she?

She had been... been where?

The deck... she had been tanning...

“Ufff...” She tried again. Why couldn't she speak?

Alyssa tried to raise her hands to see what was preventing her from talking, but couldn't. Was something wrong with her?

“Aw poor baby, she's in for a surprise.” A voice said, closer this time.

Who is that?

“Wufff... humm...” She tried to talk, feeling a sticky substance clinging to her lips. More feeling was coming to her, and she could now feel her hands behind her back...

And the cold metal manacles around her wrists.

Then it came to her: the last thing she had seen was Gracy's ass, lowering over her face.

“Wuffff!” She moaned, eyes snapping open.

Gracy and Shelly stood across the room, leaning against a table, smiling.

“Mmmmph!” Alyssa sat up, pulling again on her hands. They were secured behind her. Looking down, she saw manacles around her ankles too. The sticky substance she felt was tape, layers of it, wrapped around the lower part of her face, gagging her.

“Mmmoo!” Alyssa moaned, looking over her bound form. She was naked as well.

“Urrrf mmeee!” She glared at Gracy, looked down at her own naked breasts, and up at her sister again. Gracy only smiled in amusement.

“Oh what? Feeling modest?” Gracy smiled, still in her red thong bikini.

“Offf! Mmm umm!” Alyssa moaned, tugging on her bonds, but the chains held tight.

“Aw, I don't think the poor dear has quite got the picture.” Shelly said, patting Gracy as she smiled at Alyssa. Shelly was out of her chastity harness and back into the old bikini of Alyssa’s that they gave her when they found her.

“Offf mmooo... mmmmweenn eeyy gfffff ooofff...” Alyssa huffed and looked over her nude body again. Her giant breasts were rising and falling with each labored, intense breath she took. Deep, white hot anger was replacing her earlier feeling of surprise and confusion.

Shelly and her sister working together?

That must have been it. They were conspiring to take over, to push Alyssa out.

She looked over her surroundings and saw that she was in Gracy's studio, surrounded by her canvasses and paper mache sculptures. They had her seated in an old, wooden chair across from them.

“Aw, you think she's put things together yet?” Shelly said with a wry smile. Alyssa glared at the thin blond woman.

“Ufff bfff! Mmmmbbbll bbbllm! Ufffflll ggllumm bbbmm!” Alyssa moaned into her gag and stamped her bare feet on the straw ground.

“I think she has.” Gracy stepped away from the table and approached her sister, a smile on her face.

“How does it feel Alyssa? To be helpless and vulnerable?” Gracy said, approaching her naked, bound sister.

“Ummp! Mmmfffll! Bbmmm!” Alyssa responded, glaring at the approaching Gracy.

Gracy stepped behind her bound sister and clamped her hands on her shoulders.

“Ufff!” Alyssa moaned, trying to pull away, Gracy exerted her weight, pushing Alyssa down into the chair.

Was she always this strong? Alyssa wondered, glowering into her gag.

“That's how you made me feel my whole life. Helpless, weak, and worthless.” Gracy stepped around and bent over so she was eye level with Alyssa.

“Hufff bbbmm mmm!”

“Ah yes, I bet you would have a lot to say, if it weren't for that tape keeping you gagged.” Gracy smiled and flicked one of Alyssa's nipples.

“Mmmmoo! Bbffff!” Alyssa moaned and shot forward, but Gracy had already taken a few steps back.

“You see, I'm going to make you feel exactly how you've made me feel,” Gracy began, and walked to Shelly and leaned affectionately on her. “With Shelly's help.” She smiled.

“Wffft!” Alyssa's eyes widened, shifting between the two women.

“And we're going to make you feel weak and worthless until you tell me that the farm is mine. And of course, you'll tell our brothers the same.” Gracy turned, grabbing something on the table, giving Alyssa a few of her round, thonged ass cheeks. The ass cheeks that had just smothered her into unconsciousness earlier.

“Mmmo! Mmmmmpph mmm! Ummph!” Alyssa moaned. There was no way that Wes or Gus would let this happen, or listen to Gracy and Shelly.

Gracy turned back around, a bowl of a strange, chalky liquid in her hand. She approached Alyssa, smiling.

“Oh yes, I'll run the farm, and you'll be Shelly's to play with, and Shelly will be mine to play with.”

“Mmmmmp! Mmoo!” Alyssa sat up, doing her best to look intimidating. Gracy was always scared of her, she'll make her scared again. Scared enough to let her free.

And once I get free, Gracy and Shelly are dead!

Gracy stopped in front of Alyssa and lifted something out of the bowl. It was a strip of newspaper, but it was wet, covered in the goo from the bowl.

“See, if you aren't a good girl...” She reached out, newspaper flat on her palm, and pressed it over the tape on Alyssa's mouth.

“Mmmo! Ufff!” She pulled her head back as Gracy pressed the paper flat on the tape and stepped back to admire her work.

What did she do? Alyssa wondered, guessing that it was nothing good.

“Mmm! Umm!” She shook her head, trying to shake the newspaper off of her gag, but it was stuck tight.

“Then you'll become part of my collection here!” Gracy motioned towards the paper mache sculptures behind her. Alyssa looked up and froze, heart pounding against her ribcage.

So that was why the newspaper was sticking, that was how she made these things.

And she was going to make Alyssa into a living paper mache statue if she didn't cooperate.

“Mmmmoo! Umm hmm!” She shook her head.

“Aw too bad...” Gracy pulled another strip of paper out of the bowl. “You're body is such a work of art, we really should preserve it like one.” She stepped forward, wet strip of paper in hand.

“Umm! Mmmo! Mmmoo!” Alyssa pressed herself flat against the back of the chair.

I don't want to be a statue! This can't happen to me! I'm-

Suddenly there was a loud thud as something smacked against Gracy's skull. Gracy's eyes bugged, looking like they were about to jump right out of her skull, then rolled up inside of her head and Gracy collapsed to the ground, unconscious.

Standing where Gracy once stood was Shelly with a two-by-four in hand. She looked down at the unconscious girl, and then at Alyssa.

“Hllp mmff! Hllp! Umm!” Alyssa wriggled in her seat, looking down at her naked, nude body and up at Shelly.

“Oh no,” Shelly started, leaning on the two by four for support. “I just couldn't let her cover you up... yet.”

“Wfff!”

“See, we're going to take a little walk,” Shelly smiled, leaning in towards Alyssa. “And you're going to explain to me every level of this little business of yours, and then, you're going to tell everyone here that they work for me now.”

Shelly smiled, looking down at the rapid rise and fall of her captive's bare breasts.

Alyssa glared back at her.

“Grrrr...” She growled. There was no way she was making this easy for Shelly.

11.

She's not making this easy, is she? Shelly thought as she pulled on the chain attached to the collar around Alyssa's neck. The big breasted, muscle bound girl was planting her feet and pulling as Shelly tried to lead her new captive across the farm towards the house.

“Urrrf!” Alyssa moaned, using all of her considerable strength to pull against her leash.

Shelly gritted her teeth and summoned what little strength she had left and gave a mighty heave. Alyssa's massive breasts heaved as she stumbled forward.

“MMMM!” She moaned as Shelly continued to lead her towards the farm house. Though it was a few yards from the small shack that was Gracy's studio, it seemed like it was miles.

It took all of Shelly's will power to not show the exhaustion on her face from the past couple of days. Most of her strength was sapped, her muscles ached, and she wanted nothing more than to lay down and have a nap, but she still had much to do. Despite being bound, gagged, and naked, Alyssa was still younger and in didn't spend the past few days in bondage, as opposed to Shelly. While Shelly was in great shape for a woman of her age, her body was lithe, lean muscle, whereas Alyssa looked like she spent hours in a gym each day.

“Mmmoo!” Alyssa moaned, spreading her legs and planting them in the dusty earth around her. Her impressive muscles flexed as she exerted all of her strength in an effort to keep herself planted in her current spot.

“Oh come on missy, the sooner you cooperate, the sooner we can get this over with and move on.” Shelly sighed and tugged on the leash again. Alyssa didn't move.

Shelly gritted her teeth and pulled again. Alyssa stumbled but held firm.

“Umm.. hm.. hmm... mmm...” She giggled through her gag, her eyes defiant.

Shelly glared at her. She couldn't lie, while Alyssa was unconscious, it felt good to wrap the tape around her mouth and secure the collar that had previously been around her neck around her former captor's neck. But now, here, Alyssa was still acting like she had the upper hand. It wasn't hard to guess Alyssa's game: she was trying to stall Shelly until her brothers happened to pass by, then they would no doubt subdue Shelly and free Alyssa.

And then they would no doubt punish Shelly and Gracy in some sadistic way.

Gracy... She was still unconscious in her studio. After Shelly got Alyssa secured in the house, she was to go back and tie up Gracy before she woke up and realized she had been double crossed. Or maybe she could get Wes and Gus to do it for her after using Alyssa as a bargaining chip to secure their obedience.

Alyssa would be useful to keep around as a hostage. Shelly would use her to keep her brothers in line and work the farm, though eventually Shelly would get rid of them and replace them with her own people. She would have to get rid of Alyssa and Gracy too. The thought of sending them, gift wrapped, to The Queen and Ace had occurred to her

But first, she had to get Alyssa out of the open.

With a sigh, and one hand still on the leash, she she stormed towards the naked, bound woman. Alyssa stood straight and glared at Shelly. Shelly stepped around her captive and delivered a swift, firm, slap on her bare, toned ass.

Ouch! Shelly hid a wince. Alyssa's ass was tight and solid. Her hand stung from slapping it so hard.

But it got the job done. Alyssa jumped, moaned, and scurried forward.

“Come on girlie, let's get this over with.” Shelly ordered, and yanked Alyssa forward again.

“Urrffm... mmmfff...” Her naked captive huffed and stumbled after her captor.

They were inching ever closer towards the house. Once inside, Shelly could relax somewhat and deal with Alyssa alone

Almost there... almost home free...

As they crossed the farm, Shelly found herself hoping that there was something in the farmhouse that she could wear. She was tired of running around half naked. Though she doubted that they had anything in her size. Most likely she would have to do with a pair of overalls or something.

The farm house was just a few yards away now. Shelly felt her heart skip a beat. Soon they would be inside, and she and Alyssa could have a little chat.

Then she heard a very familiar sound. It seemed to rise up out of nowhere, and then approach astonishingly fast, like a bat out of hell.

The sound of a motorcycle.

Shelly froze. Behind her, she felt Alyssa stiffen too.

“Hmm?” Her captive inquired.

The sound was deafening. It seemed all around them, circling, closing in.

Shelly abandoned all thoughts of getting Alyssa into the house, of getting her to give over control of the farm to her, all she thought of was survival as that terrible sound grew near. If that woman on the motorcycle got her, then she would bring her right back to The Queen.

There was no way Shelly was going back to The Queen.

Shelly dropped the leash and started sprinting for the farm house.

Find the key to their truck, get in and peel out! Don't think about anything else.

She would solve the problem of where to go and where to get clothes later, first she would get in the truck and go.

What if the motorcycle woman followed?

Then I'll just run her off the road! Shelly smiled as she ran. It was perfect. A motorcycle was no match for a truck.

The sound of the engine was everywhere, filling Shelly's brain as her hands reached out for the railing leading up to the porch...

Then the sound of the engine was deafening, it was surrounding her, filling her. It blocked out her thoughts. The ground shook beneath her as her hands grasped for the wooden railing.

Then she felt the loop drop over her head. The lasso tightened around her waist like last time, pinning her arms to her sides. Shelly barely had time to cry out before she was yanked off her feet and pulled back through the dust. Her bare ass scraped against the ground as she was dragged several feet back, and the house, her salvation, grew smaller and smaller in the distance before being obscured by a cloud of dust kicked up from her and the motorcycle.

Then she stopped and the motorcycle engine went silent. Shelly's back, ass, and legs burned from being dragged in the dirt and she could feel the scrapes up her thighs. She tugged on the rope keeping her arms pinned down but it was tight around her midsection. Twisting her body around, she turned to look upon her new captor. The silhouette of the motorcycle and rider was barely visible through the dust cloud.

Then the cloud started to clear, and Shelly saw the thong running between two chiseled ass cheeks, and the long legs covered by chaps. Dust drifted over her face, but Shelly could see the outline of a cowboy hat and the handkerchief covering the woman's nose and mouth. With the lasso held in both hands, the woman extended her kick stand and turned to face her prey. The dust had all but dissipated now, and the bounty hunter stood tall and majestic, looking down at her now captured quarry. Her large, firm breasts were held by a black leather bra. As she approached Shelly she pulled the handkerchief down, revealing her face.

Shelly's heart leapt up to her throat and all rational thought abandoned her. All she wanted to do was scurry away and hide. She would rather stay here on this farm as a slave than be dragged kicking and screaming back to The Queen. Her muscles were way ahead of her, and without consciously thinking, she tried to scurry back and away from her scantily clad captor.

The woman anticipated this, cracked and smile, and pulled on the lasso, dragging Shelly several feet closer.

“Oh Shelly, what have you been up to?” She smiled.

“No... no!” Shelly screamed, pulling on the lasso, but the woman gave another tug and dragged Shelly still closer.

“You've been causing a lot of trouble it seems.”

“No please, I'm not going back... I'm not going back!” Shelly protested as the bounty hunter dragged her closer and closer.

“Please listen, there's money here, you can make out, be rich! Rich!” The woman now towered over Shelly, looking down on her helpless prey.

“Sorry, but I'm being paid a lot of money to retrieve you for The Queen.” Lustra smiled and pulled the bandanna free from her neck.

“No, please, listen I'll-UMMPH!” As Shelly feared, Lustra used the bandanna as a gag, folding it, shoving it between Shelly's lips, and tying it at the back of the bound woman's neck. All Shelly could do was wiggle and squirm as Lustra gagged her.

“Ummm! Mmmm! Mmmph!” She moaned as the dark haired bounty hunter stood and looked down at her lassoed and gagged captive.

“Now let's get you gift wrapped and we'll deliver back to your owner.” She smiled.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph! Mmmmp!” Shelly moaned as Lustra rolled her onto her stomach.

“Oh stop struggling, it will be easy for you.” Lustra laughed and slapped Shelly's thonged ass.

“Mmmoo! Stttpp!” Shelly moaned and started to stamp her feet up and down. She felt like a helpless child, throwing a temper tantrum. In response, she felt Lustra start to tie her feet together at the ankle with the same length of rope.

“Ummph! Mmm!” Shelly flopped up and down like a fish as Lustra finished securing her feet together and rolled the bound and gagged woman over onto her back.

Shelly looked right into Lustra's eyes, doing her best to plead with the woman.

She's a woman, she has to have some sympathy for what The Queen and her people do to women!

“Mmmoo! Mmmm! Pffffsss...” Shelly pleaded, but there was no sympathy in Lustra's eyes, or remorse. This woman didn't care about anything or anyone except herself.

“Well, let's get you ready to travel.” Lustra smiled and bent to pick up her bound and gagged prize.

Just as Lustra stooped over, a shapely, bare knee slammed into the side of her head. The biker woman was knocked back against her bike, dazed. Standing over her, still bound, gagged, and naked, was Alyssa.

“Hmmmph!” Alyssa spat through her gag, eyes filled with rage as she stared defiantly at the bounty hunter.

Lustra propped herself up against her bike and rubbed her cheek while starring up at the muscle bound woman with a mixture of surprise and... lust. The biker eyed up Alyssa's nude body like she was appraising a new car and then she pulled herself to her feet.

“Well look at you,” Lustra smiled, circling Alyssa. “Looks like you've had quite a day too.”

“Urrrgglll mmmm...” Alyssa grumbled, also circling, glaring at the bounty hunter.

“I'm sure The Queen will pay a nice price for a curvy, stacked hostage like you.” With a flourish, Lustra extended her baton.

“Errrmm!” Shelly squeaked. Both of these women were about to fight it out for her fate, and Shelly was helpless to do anything about it.

Alyssa charged, her giant breasts heaving, as Lustra raised her baton. The bounty hunter wasn't fully prepared for the naked woman's charge though, and Alyssa slammed one of her broad shoulders into Lustra, sending her careening back into her bike. Her body hit the vehicle full force, knocking it back off it's kick stand.

The sound of the bike falling seemed deafening. It hit the ground with a loud, metallic thud. Something rattled inside, and Shelly thought she heard glass shattering too.

Most likely a side mirror. Shelly thought, watching as Lustra's momentum from the tackle carried her over the fallen bike and onto the dusty ground behind it.

A fresh cloud of dust was kicked up from the fallen bike, and when it cleared, Alyssa's stood triumphant over the fallen bike like it was a fresh kill. The bound and gagged woman puffed out her bare chest and looked down on Lustra in defiance.

“Hmmmph!” Alyssa nodded her head, clearly unfazed by the bounty hunter.

Lustra pulled herself up. For the first time, Shelly saw the bounty hunter's face betray emotion: shock, fear, and concern. She looked over her fallen bike like it was a fallen companion, a casualty of war, or a dead pet. The bounty hunter locked eyes with Alyssa and her gaze was filled with cold, hard resolve.

“You're going to pay for that.” Her tone was icy and firm and she stood, fists balled

“Cmm onn...” Alyssa dared.

Shelly had to admire the woman. She was naked, bound, and gagged, and wasn't intimidated by this woman who had beaten up both of her brothers.

What was different this time? Shelly wondered. Seeing how Alyssa had both hands tied behind her back, Lustra should make short work of her.

Then Shelly realized that Alyssa now had the psychological edge. She surprised Lustra earlier, and now just took out her bike, the only thing Lustra valued. Alyssa was in Lustra's head now, and she very well could win, or keep Lustra busy until Gus and Wes showed up.

That wasn't good for Shelly. Gracy was Shelly's last bridge and she burned it when she knocked her out. Shelly shuddered at the though of what the farmers would do with her now that she had tried to escape and tied up their leader.

I need to get out of here, and now!

With no other recourse, Shelly rolled onto her stomach and started wriggling like a worm away from the oncoming battle.

“Ufff... mmfff... mm..” Shelly moaned as she wriggled through the dust and away from the two woman ready to battle for ownership of her.

“Oh no you don't.” Shelly heard Lustra say, and looked over her shoulder to see the biker storming towards her.

“Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned, increasing the pace of her wriggle. She looked back over her shoulder to see Lustra reaching out for her when Alyssa came out of nowhere again and tackled the biker.

It must have felt like being hit by a freight train. Lustra flew back and fell in a heap in the dust. This time, Alyssa didn't give her opponent time to recover. She stormed over to the fallen Lustra and mounted her. Having her hands tied behind her back didn't faze Alyssa because she had her giant breasts as weapons.

Lustra raised her head just in time to get smacked in the face by one of Alyssa's silicon filled boobs, and then the other. Then Alyssa was wiggling her chest back and forth, smacking Lustra over and over again in the face with her giant breasts.

“Ummbbbllm... bbllmmm...bblblmmm...” Lustra blubbered into Alyssa's bare breasts as they repeatedly hit her over and over again.

The biker's chapped legs kicked as she struggled to get out from underneath the muscle bound woman breast beating her. Lustra's hands clutched at Alyssa's bare ass, trying to throw her off. Alyssa could not be deterred though, and continued to her attack.

Shelly decided to take advantage of the two women fighting and started to wriggle away again through the dust.

I need to find something sharp, something to cut myself- She was cut off when a pair of boots stopped a few feet in front of her. Raising her head, Shelly saw Gus, smiling down at her with that idiot grin of his.

“Ummmm!” Shelly moaned, doing her best to smile around the gag. Wes came up beside his brother and smiled down at the bound and gagged Shelly.

“Well, where are you going?” He chuckled.

“Ufff ttffff!” Shelly motioned over her shoulder, hoping that Alyssa's predicament would be enough to distract the brothers.

She was right. They followed where she motioned to see their sister, naked, bound, and gagged, fighting the biker woman that had humiliated them earlier. Shelly turned her head to see that Lustra had gotten her hands out from under Alyssa and had gripped the bigger woman's nipples and twisted, hard. Even Shelly winced at the sight.

“URRRRRRMM!” Alyssa screamed into her gag and stumbled off of the leather clad biker.

“Hey, let's get her!” Gus slapped his brother on his barrel chest and they rushed over to help their sister.

Shelly had to give Lustra credit, she was a scrappy fighter. Taking advantage of Alyssa backing off of her, the bounty hunter delivered a swift, hard kick to the bound woman's mid-section, sending Alyssa tumbling to the ground.

Then Gus and Wes rushed her. Lustra regrouped and delivered a swift kick to Wes' balls, sending him down for the count. Gus swung a tree trunk like arm at Lustra, who easily ducked it. Shelly was surprised by how swiftly Gus adjusted as he swiped at the bounty hunter with his giant paw, catching the back of her bra. Lustra flailed, trying to twist away from the big man as he pulled her in by the clasp of her bra. The bounty hunter twisted heaved, and in a moment was out of her bra, leaving Gus holding the garment in his hands. It took a moment for Gus to realize what happened, and he looked at the bra in his hands and then up at the now topless woman in front of him. His eyes bugged at the sight of Lustra's large, firm, magnificent breasts. She allowed him a brief moment to admire them, and then delivered another hard kick to the big man's shin. He cried out and fell to his knees, and Lustra, now topless, took the moment to rush over to Shelly.

“Mmmoo! Mmmph!” Shelly moaned, trying to wriggle away from the bounty hunter. Lustra's breasts bounced and heaved as she approached and grabbed Shelly by the rope around her ankles.

“I think it's time we got out of here.” Lustra was realizing that she was outnumbered and at a disadvantage, and clearly wanted to beat a hasty retreat with her prize.

“Mmmoo! Mmmph! Ummmph!” Shelly moaned and kicked as Lustra pulled her towards her.

“Mmmmo!” Alyssa moaned. Shelly looked over to see Wes trying to undo his sister's bonds. “Gmmmph hrrr!” she roared through her gag.

Wes and Gus looked over towards Shelly and Lustra. Lustra, following Shelly's gaze, rolled her prize onto her back.

“Okay, we're going for a ride.” Lustra bent to lift Shelly.

“Mmmo! Mmmph!” Shelly squirmed, twisted, and shook her head, but it was no use, Lustra heaved the struggling, bound and gagged woman up and over her shoulder.

“Get them!” Wes cried as he charged.

Lustra turned and ran, carrying Shelly over her shoulder. Shelly had a perfect vantage point of the two brothers charging after them.

“Ummm... mmmmooo!” Shelly moaned, seeing the looks of lust and anger on the brother's faces as they chased. She dreaded what they would do if they caught them as much as she dreaded being brought back to The Queen.

Shelly also knew that Lustra would tire real fast of carrying her like this. The bounty hunter had taken some hits during that fight, and carrying a struggling Shelly over her shoulder would tire her real fast.

“Uffff... ummm... mummfff...” Shelly huffed, bouncing up and down on Lustra's shoulder as she ran.

Lustra ducked into the stable where the cows were kept, and Shelly saw Gus break off while Wes kept pursuing. The sound of the hay baler filled the entire structure as they ran through it. Gus and Wes must have been working in here and broke off to help their sister, not bothering to turn the giant machine off.

Maybe he got tired? Shelly hoped, but realized she was probably wrong. A moment later, Lustra slid to a halt.

Shelly lifted her head and saw Gus standing at the far end of the stable, cutting Lustra off. Looking back the other way, Shelly saw Wes approaching, a sick smile on his face.

Lustra ran for the ladder to the platform, climbing with one hand while holding Shelly in place with the other.

Shelly's fear of being caught was now replaced with a fear of falling, and she froze in Lustra's grip as they ascended, looking down at the dirt ground with wide, terrified eyes.

“Mmmmm!” Shelly moaned as Gus reached the bottom of the ladder and started pulling himself up, clutching at Lustra as he did.

Lustra did her best to quicken her pace, but Shelly's weight slowed her down. Gus's massive hand gripped Lustra by the waist band and pulled, yanking down her thong panties and her chaps and exposing her full, round bottom.

Lustra screamed and gripped at the rung while kicking at Gus, who continued to grip her by the underwear.

“Let... go...” She grunted while kicking at the big man.

“Ummm! Mmm!” Shelly moaned, swaying as Lustra fought Gus. She could feel the bounty hunter's grip on her loosening, and the last thing she wanted was to be dropped.

“Mmmp! Mmmo!” Shelly screamed at Gus as he tugged on Lustra's thong.

Lustra delivered a sharp kick right to Gus' chin. The big man's head snapped back and he fell back, tugging on Lustra's panties as he went. She wrapped one arm around the ladder and the other around Shelly and there was a tearing sound. Shelly watched as Gus fell to the ground, one hand grasping at mid-air and the other holding Lustra's thong and chaps.

Now naked except for her boots, Lustra continued her climb. Shelly looked down to see Wes scrambling up the ladder after them, his eyes fixing in on Lustra's bare ass.

“Grrroo!” Shelly mumbled through her gag. She didn't know why she was warning this woman that was going to take her back to The Queen. Maybe it was because she now knew that she definitely didn't want to be at the mercy of these red necks when it was all said and done.

Lustra scrambled her nude body up the rest of the ladder and onto the platform. She had one foot on the platform and was about to take the other off the ladder when Wes scrambled up towards her like a snake.

“Mmmrrrroo!” Shelly moaned, watching as Wes wrapped both of his filthy hands around Lustra's slender, booted leg. The bounty hunter, taken off guard, pitched forward, losing her grip on Shelly.

“Mmmmrrrooo!” Shelly moaned as she careened through the air, hit the platform hard, and rolled right into a wall of small hay stacks.

“Urrfff...” Shelly huffed, barely having time to collect her thoughts before she felt her momentum carry her off of the small wooden platform along with the falling rectangles of hay.

“MMMMMMMM!” Shelly screamed as she spun through the air and fell face first into the waiting maw of the hay baler...

***

Lustra grasped at Shelly's tumbling body, but her hands only found empty in the moments before her nude body slammed against the wooden platform.

How had this all gone so wrong? It was supposed to be a simple snatch and grab. She would ride into the farm, grab the gift wrapped Shelly, and ride off before these hicks knew what hit them, and now here she was, naked, being chased by a redneck...

And now she was watching her target, Shelly Arnold, tumble off a platform and into a hay-baler.

Lustra pushed herself up and watched as Shelly along with several stacks of hay fell into the giant mechanical farming instrument below.

She'll come out on the other side right?

Lustra didn't know much about farming or hay-balers, but she assumed that Shelly would be popped out of the other end of the machine, wrapped in a tight bundle of hay. So there was still a way she could salvage this. At least she knew that Shelly wouldn't be going anywhere.

Then she felt hands grabbing at her booted leg, and remembered the angry redneck chasing her.

Shit, I still have this idiot to deal with. She sighed, kicked back at him and pulled herself up. The redneck was scurrying onto the platform with her like a rat.

Lustra turned and ran along the shaky platform while trying to keep an eye on the hay baler below, hoping to see it spit out Shelly on the far side. The redneck's boots thundered after her, shaking the platform even more as she ran. Looking ahead, Lustra saw that the platform ended in a dead end, meaning the redneck would have her cornered.

She knew that she was in no shape to fight him. Lustra had made a mistake in underestimating that muscular woman, thinking that she wasn't a threat because she was bound and gagged. That woman had done a number on the bounty hunter, and Lustra's head still hurt from being smacked with the woman's giant, fake tits.

Noticing the large, circular bales of hay stacked next to the platform, Lustra jumped to the nearest one. She stumbled a bit, caught herself, and began scurrying across the hay bales. Looking over her shoulder, she saw that the redneck was still following her. Ahead, it looks like the hay bales tiered down to the ground. Good, she could slide down, hopefully find a way to deal with her pursuer, and then dig Shelly out of the hay bale she would be wrapped in.

***

Inside the hay-baler, spindly, mechanical arms spun Shelly around and around, wrapping her in layer after layer of hay like a spider cocoons a fly.

“Mmmmmmph!” She screamed into her gag, feeling more and more hay being compacted on her bikini clad form.

***

Lustra rolled down the final hay stack, abhorring the feeling of the dry, itchy straw against her naked flesh. For the first time, she regretted dressing so skimpy because of how easily she had been reduced to complete nudity and vulnerability.

Regroup, take care of your pursuer, and then worry about being naked.

Her boots landed on the hard Earth and she spun to face her attacker. The redneck stopped on a hay bale above her. His lips curled back into a sneer, exposing his yellow, rotted teeth.

What was he waiting for?

Lustra threw up her fists and struck a defensive pose, waiting for him come at her, but he didn't move.

A shadow loomed over Lustra from behind. She barely had time to turn her head before she saw the massive paws of the larger redneck coming down on her. The bounty hunter pivoted her whole body and ducked a split second before the larger man stumbled past her.

The big one! I thought he was out of the picture!

He had taken a nasty fall from the ladder, and she had assumed that he was down for the count, but this was a day where her assumptions kept making an ass out of her. The big man stumbled, clutched at his back, and turned to face her. His face was twisted with anger and pain, and she knew that she was facing a wounded animal, which was the most dangerous kind of animal.

His brother finally slid down the hay bale and joined the bigger man, a sadistic smile still spread across his face.

Lustra's gaze shifted between both men, and then to the mechanical screeching of the hay baler behind them. There was no way that she could get to the machine without going through them, and she just wasn't in the shape or mindset to do it.

She needed to regroup and replan.

With a final look at both men, she turned and ran out of the stable, hearing them follow behind.

***

Shelly couldn't move. Everything below her neck was wrapped in a giant layer of hay. Somehow, she had gone from being cocooned in duct tape to being cocooned in hay.

At least my head isn't covered. She thought as the mechanical arms of the baler finished wrapping her in the final layer of hay and then sent the bundle down a large shoot.

“Mmmm... umm... mm....” Shelly moaned as she rolled through the blackness. As she spun down the shoot, she could make out a light at the end of the tunnel – the stable.

Then the baler spit her out and she was rolling across the dusty ground and past the other hay bales. The giant bale of hay that contained her looked something like a cinnamon roll, with a blond woman's head sticking out of the middle.

“Ufff... mfff... umm...” Shelly moaned into her gag as she rolled across the ground and out of the stable.

Shouldn't I be stopping? But she wasn't stopping, if anything, she was getting faster...

… and faster...

“Mmmfff! Ufff! Mmm!” Shelly screamed, feeling the hay bale pick up speed as she continued to roll out of the stable.

She tried to take in her surroundings, but she was rolling so fast that it was hard to see the world around her.

And she was going faster.

“Mmmmfff! Hlllp!” She moaned, realizing that she was going downhill. Gravity had taken ahold now, and she was picking up speed.

Wrapped in layer upon layer of hay, Shelly was helpless to stop her momentum or squeeze out of the giant roll of straw. All she could do was scream into her gag as she rolled down the hill and away from the farm.

Then the ground gave out from under her and she felt herself spinning through mid-air.

“MMMMOOO!” She screamed into her gag, closing her eyes and bracing for impact...

The hay bale landed on something hard and solid.

“Ummmf!” She bit into the gag as she rolled and hit into something solid, a wall or a fence.

“Hfff...” She exhaled, realizing that her eyes had been squeezed shut in anticipation of the impact.

The ground was rocking beneath her, swaying, back and forth.

Wait...

Something pressed into her face, something cold and wet... a snout... then something grunted.

Shelly's eyes flew open and she found herself staring up into the nostrils of a large pig.

“Mmmmmph!” She moaned, trying to pull back but realizing that she could only really move her head.

The pig sniffed her and then, apparently uninterested, turned away.

Her eyes raced around, taking in where she had landed. There was straw everywhere, and small haystacks, and pigs... lots of pigs. They sniffed around lazily, surrounded by high, wooden fencing...

And the road raced by on all sides. A truck, she had landed in the back of a truck!

Shelly let herself have another sigh of relief. She must have rolled off of a cliff and landed in the back of a passing truck. Luck must have been on her side, if she had landed too early then she would have hit the hard pavement and most likely the truck would have hit her, but if she landed too late then she would just be sitting there, trapped in hay, in the middle of the road.

The more Shelly thought, the more she realized this was the best possible outcome. The truck continued to move, telling her that the driver hadn't noticed her land in the back.

Good, hopefully she was in for a long drive that would take her far away from the farm and Marston's Pointe. Wouldn't the driver be in for a surprise when he opened the back of the truck and found a bound and gagged woman with his pigs.

She would play the thankful damsel, glad that the driver was able to rescue her. Maybe she would string him along for a bit, get him to give her food, clothes, and shelter, and eventually money.

Shelly would lay low for a bit, spend some time away from Marston's Pointe while plotting her next move.

Until then, she would sit back and enjoy her road trip.

***

The first thing Gracy was aware of when she woke up was the stinging pain at the back of her head – the second was the naked woman that ran into her studio.

What happened?

She sat up, her hand instinctively rubbing at the painful spot on her head. As soon as her hands touched the spot, the pain instantly spread from one spot to her entire head. She winced, squeezing her eyes shut and clutching at her head, willing the pain to pass.

What happened? How did she get on the floor?

Shelly! She had been with Shelly, and they had just tied up Alyssa.

Alyssa! Gracy's eyes flew open and she forgot about the pain. If her sister got free, she would be in a lot more pain.

She pulled herself up. Her feet felt like jelly and she had to clutch the edge of her work table for support as a wave of dizziness washed over her. Had she passed out? If so, why didn't Shelly revive her?

Gracy waited for the dizzy spell to pass and then looked over her studio. There was no sign of Shelly or Alyssa.

She quickly forgot about Shelly and Alyssa when the naked woman ran into her studio. Gracy heard the door open and jumped, half expecting Alyssa to be standing there, still naked, her bare breasts heaving up and down in anger.

Instead, she saw a dark haired woman, completely nude with the exception of black boots, slip in through the door and close it all but a crack. The woman kept her back to Gracy as she peered through the crack in the door, giving her a view of the woman's almost perfect ass.

Gracy felt her heart flutter at the sight of this woman. Who was she? What was she doing in her studio? One thing she did know was that this woman's body looked like a greek sculpture. Tight, sinewy muscle ran up the woman's calves, thighs, and then to her tight, round ass and beyond to her excellent shoulders. From her angle, Gracy could only see the side of the woman's breasts, but they looked large and magnificent.

She could only stare, slack jawed, as this woman peered out of the cracked door. Gracy presumed that she must be hiding, but from what? Her nipples pressed against her bikini top in excitement at the thought that the woman wasn't aware of Gracy's presence.

A second later, the woman turned and froze, starring in slack jawed horror at Gracy. Gracy's jaw dropped and, suddenly self conscious, her arms crossed over her chest. The woman's own bare, beautiful breasts heaved as she gasped. As Gracy suspected, the woman's body was equally a work of art from the front: large, full breasts, abs, and sinewy, lean muscle.

Then Gracy realized that she recognized this woman. It was the biker who had come looking for Shelly.

Things must have gone very wrong while Gracy was unconscious.

Both of them stared at each other for a moment, jaws agape, and then the woman ran towards Gracy. Gracy recoiled, thinking that maybe the woman was going to attack her in an attempt to keep her from calling out. Instead, the woman grabbed Gracy's arm in a desperate, pleading motion. Her eyes wide and desperate, and her breasts rose and fell quickly with each breath she took.

“Please you have to help me.” The woman begged, eyes shifting between Gracy and the door.

“Wha-I... what...” Gracy stammered.

“Look, they're after me and I need you to help me. Hide me or something, please.” The woman tightened her grip on Gracy's arm, causing her to cry out.

“Shh! Shh!” The woman pleaded, and looked towards the door again. “Please, just help...” Her tone was hushed.

Gracy looked over the naked woman begging for help. Something strange rushed over her body. It was an odd feeling, a feeling of...

Excitement. Not just that, power. It was also lust and arousal. This woman, who looked like she was chiseled from granite, was here, naked and at Gracy's mercy.

An idea struck her then. It was a thought that made Gracy wet as soon as it crossed her mind.

She smiled and patted the woman's hand reassuringly.

“Sure, I'll help you.”

Relief instantly flooded the woman's features.

“Oh thank you. Thank you!” A weight had visibly lifted from the woman.

“Just come with me. I have an idea.” Gracy lead the woman over to her work bench.

***

A few minutes later, the door to Gracy's studio burst open and Wes and Gus charged in. Wes was drenched in sweat and gasping for breath, obviously winded from running. Gus though, looked like he had seen much better days. The big man kept grimacing in pain and clutching at his back. Both of Gracy's brothers stumbled to a halt and their eyes raced around the studio.

All they saw was Gracy, seated in her red thong bikini and working on one of her paper mache sculptures. This particular sculpture was sitting in a chair across from here, and though it was still in it's very early stages, looked to be that of a very well endowed woman with her hands clasped at the back of her head while arching out her chest seductively.

Gracy jumped when they burst in and sat up, a strip of adhesive covered newspaper in hand.

“Hey guys! I'm working!” She cried, hating when they interrupted her when she was on a project.

Both men glared at her, dumbfounded.

“Did she come through here?” Wes demanded.

“Who?” Gracy's brow furrowed in confusion.

“The... that biker chick. She's naked.” Her grunted.

Gracy cocked her head in confusion. “No naked woman came through here.”

“Haven't you heard any of what was going on outside?” Wes gritted his teeth in annoyance.

She shrugged. “It sounded like someone was causing a ruckus, I figured you boys handled it.”

“A ruckus!” Wes stammered, exasperated. “A ruckus! A ruckus! That damn FBI lady...”

Wes wheezed, trying to find the proper words. Gus patted him on the back reassuringly.

“That damn FBI lady,” Wes spoke slowly and deliberately. “Stripped your sister down to her birthday suit and tied her up, and then that motorcycle chick showed up and started causing all sorts of trouble.”

“Oh no,” Gracy furrowed her brow. “Where are they now? Is Alyssa alright?”

“Oh God!” Wes went pale and turned to Gus. “She's probably still naked and tied up! We gotta help her! And find out what happened to that FBI lady after she went into the baler!”

With that, he slapped Gus in the chest, causing the big man to wince in pain, and then Wes ran out. Gus followed, clutching at his back, and closing the studio door behind him.

As soon as the door closed, Gracy let out a long sigh of relief. It worked, the plan worked.

Though she wasn't out of the woods yet. There was still Alyssa. As soon as her brothers untied her and took off her gag, she would probably tell them about Gracy's betrayal.

Which meant that she had to get out of there, and fast.

“Hey, they're gone now, get me out of this.” The sculpture said from next to her.

Gracy sighed and turned to the sculpture seated across from her. She was surprised at how fast she had worked, covering all of Lustra's nude, exquisite body in slip coated newspaper from head to toe.

Well, all of her body except for a hole for her nose, two for her eyes, and a slit for her mouth. Lustra's beautiful eyes peered out at her from under the layer of paper mache.

“Hey come on, get me out of this.” She said in slight annoyance. By this time, the newspaper, coated in a sticky substance called “slip” had dried, rendering Lustra completely encased and immobile.

“Hold on, they may be back.” Gracy said calmly.

“Look, I need to get out of here, just get me out of this and I'll be gone.” Lustra pleaded. Her paper mache clad form shifted slightly, telling Gracy that she tried to see if she could get free by herself, but had no luck.

Gracy grabbed a long strip of newspaper and dipped it in the slip.

“Just hold off a bit, I'm afraid that they'll circle back.” Gracy said in a reassuring tone.

“Come on, I need to get to my bike and-Ummmmph!” Lustra was cut off when Gracy pressed the wide, slip coated strip of paper over her mouth slit.

Gracy pressed her hand over the paper, feeling it adhere to Lustra's flapping lips.

“Mmmmph! Mmm! Mmmm!” Gracy protested as the sticky paper sealed her mouth shut.

“Shh! You have to be quiet! They'll hear you!” Gracy smiled, holding the paper in place until it dried.

“Mmmoo! Mmmlllppp mmmee mmmoo! Rrryy mmo!” Lustra protested. Her eyes were filled with anger as she glared out at Gracy. Gracy almost felt sorry for the bounty hunter, who hadn't realized yet that her rescuer had become her captor.

Once she was satisfied that the newspaper would keep Lustra quiet, Gracy went to work adding another coat of paper mache over the already cocooned woman, just to make sure she couldn't get free.

Lustra moaned and protested the whole time.

“Mmmo! Mmmph! Umm!” Her eyes slowly shifted as Gracy worked, going from defiant anger to wide, pleading helplessness.

“You see,” Gracy began. “I always dreamed of having a beautiful woman like you, all helpless and to myself.”

“Uffff! Mmm!”

“Oh yes, so I'm going to take you far, far away from here. It will be just you and me, and I can do whatever I want to you.”

“Mmmrrro! Mmmoo bfff!”

“Don't worry, once we get safely away I'll let you out and put you in something slightly more... open, but still restrictive.”

“Grrrrmph! Bbllnnn yyy gfffmmmoo...” Lustra's eyes narrowed.

Eventually, Gracy packed on so many layers over the bounty hunters mouth that she could only utter weak moans.

“Um...mmm... mmm...” mumbled the cocooned form from the other chair. As a final flourish, Gracy added strips of paper over the eye holes.

After finishing encasing Lustra, Gracy slipped on a pair of shorts, not wanting to escape the farm with her ass cheeks hanging out, and loaded Lustra onto a cart. While she was lifting her paper mache coated prisoner, Gracy felt Lustra shifting, like she was trying to struggle inside her cocoon. It turned her on so much.

Patience, patience. Get her in the van and drive to a motel and then have some fun.

Gracy set Lustra onto the cart, along with some other supplies, and then loaded a bag with clothing and toiletries. She had some money, she could afford a motel for a time until she got a job and a place to live.

She stepped out of her studio and did a quick glance over the farm. It seemed quiet, empty. Maybe Gus and Wes were still off looking for Lustra and Shelly. Either way, Gracy had to work fast.

As quickly as she could, she pushed the cart around to the front of the house where her van rested. It was a large, black van with a spacious back. She often used it to transport sculptures and paintings to various art shows. Somehow, this wasn't all that different.

Working fast, she loaded her bag and supplies into the back of the van, and finally, Lustra, her paper mache hostage.

“Mm.. gglllumm... mmm..” Lustra moaned softly under layers of paper mache.

Gracy set her down, looked over the seductive form her captive was forced to hold, and then smiled and closed the double doors of the van. She couldn't wait to have Lustra all to herself, she had so many things planned.

Then she backed into the brick wall that was Gus's chest. The color drained from Gracy's face and she slowly turned and looked up into the angry, grimacing face of her brother. Standing next to him, glaring at her, was Wes.

“Just where do you think you're going.” Alyssa sneered. Gracy saw her sister standing a few feet behind Gus, a towel wrapped around her nude body. Her eyes were filled with venom.

Gracy offered a weak smile and felt her heart pounding against her ribs. It felt like it could jump right out of her chest.

Run! Just run! Yes, run to the driver's side, lock the door, and peel out. Don't look back.

Gracy turned and felt Gus's giant, monster hands grip either of her arms.

“No! No! Let me go!” She screamed, pulling at her brother. His paws dug into her arms and he started to drag her away from the van. She kicked, screamed, and pulled, hoping that his injury would get the better of him.

But Gus didn't falter, and continued to drag his screaming struggling sister away from the van, and freedom.

***

Alyssa allowed herself a contented smile as she watched her sister's bulbous ass cheeks jiggle up and down on the treadmill. The tiny white thong that Gracy had on looked like it was being devoured by her giant ass, more so than usual because it was one of Alyssa's thongs. Since it didn't quite fit Gracy, the undergarment, which already was little more than a string, stopped halfway up her sister's ass crack.

“Mmmpph! Stttpp!” Gracy moaned through the tape around her mouth.

What goes around comes around. Alyssa smiled, crossing her arms over her chest and watching her sister struggle on the treadmill.

Alyssa had never felt so helpless, exposed, and humiliated as she did when she was naked and bound and gagged at her sister and Shelly's mercy. During that time, so many scenarios had run through her head as to what she would do when she got free.

If she got free. There was a part of her, a small voice that kept getting louder, that was afraid that she would never get free, that Gracy and Shelly would steal the farm out from under her.

Well, I'm free, and it's payback time.

Gracy turned and looked at her, her eyes pleading for mercy.

“Cmmm onnn... mmfff!” Gracy moaned, tugging at her arms which were taped to the handles on the side of the treadmill.

Right now, Alyssa had the treadmill set at a brisk walk, but she was intending on turning it up very soon.

“Oh what?” Alyssa taunted, slapping Gracy's bare butt cheek. “Can't take a little exercise?”

“Mmm!” Gracy yelped when Alyssa's hand smacked her ass.

“You know, if I found your buddy Shelly and that biker bitch, I would be punishing them too. Sadly, they're still out there so you have to take the brunt of the punishment for them.”

“Mmmrroo! Ummm fffnnn! Llllfff unnn uuhhh fffnn!” Alyssa moaned. Already, her body was covered in light coat of sweat.

“What's that?” Alyssa cupped a hand by her ear. “I can't hear you.” She laughed.

“Ufff ffnnnn! Ffffnn!” Gracy mumbled.

“Sorry, can't understand you.” Alyssa giggled and stepped back. In addition to the tiny thong, Gracy also wore one of Alyssa's sports bras. This too fit her poorly, and her breasts stuck out of the bottom of the undergarment and heaved up and down with every motion.

Gracy continued to plead with her sister through the gag.

“Ufff fffnn! Llfff unn ufff fffnn!” She was motioning at something with her head.

“You know, I think this setting is too easy for you. Let's turn it up a bit, shall we?” Alyssa smiled reached for the treadmill controls.

“Mmmmrrro!” Gracy whined, but with her hands taped to the handles, she could do little to stop her sister from turning up the settings on the treadmill from a brisk walk to a light jog.

The machine picked up the pace and Gracy's bare feet pounded up and down on it, trying to match it. Alyssa could hear her sister starting to huff and puff as she jogged on the exercise machine.

She was a little concerned that they still couldn't find Shelly or that biker chick. Wes had insisted that he saw Shelly go into the hay baler, but they had searched in and around the machine but couldn't find the woman. Alyssa's best guess is that maybe somehow being in the baler cut Shelly's ropes and she had gotten free?

As for the biker, she had all but disappeared. Her bike was still on the property, and Alyssa had moved it into the barn so that no one would see it. Eventually she figured that she might be able to sell it. They had also found the biker lady's clothes strewn throughout the farm, but no sign of her.

Wes had gone out driving in the truck, figuring that a blond woman in a bikini and a naked dark haired woman would stick out, but had no luck finding them. Tomorrow, Alyssa and Wes would go asking some of the other farms around them if they had seen or heard anything strange.

“Ufff.. hffff... stppp... plsss...” Gracy moaned, her body now soaked in sweat.

“Oh Gracy, you poor thing.” Alyssa laughed and slapped Gracy's sweat soaked ass again.

“Mmmmf!” Her sister cried out.

“You see,” Alyssa began, circling to the front of the treadmill. “We had us a perfectly good slave, and then you had to go and ruin that for me.”

“Ufff mmmo! Mmmph!” Gracy pulled at her wrists, trying to work them free from the treadmill.

“So I'm gonna need a new slave, and well, you never really were good for much of anything around here anyways.” Alyssa continued.

“Mmmrrro! Ufffmmm!” Gracy's face was turning red as she pulled on the tape keeping her secured to the treadmill.

“But, I'm gonna need you in slave shape if you're going to do that, so starting today you're on a strict fitness regimen.”

“Ufffllmmm mmbbllmm...mmmm!” Gracy now faced Alyssa, begging through her gag.

“Yep, you're gonna keep at in on this until you're ass is no longer swallowing that thong of mine.”

“Ufff mmmoo!”

“Oh yes. Once that underwear fits you nice and snug, you're going to work in the fields.” Alyssa laughed, moved to the back of the treadmill, and slapped Gracy's ass again.

“Uffff! Mmmooo!” Her sister moaned.

Alyssa laughed, stepped to the front of the treadmill, and turned the setting up again. The machine started moving faster and tilted back, simulating running up hill.

“Ummmfff! Mmmm!” Gracy moaned, running to keep up with the machine.

“Have fun, I'll be back to check on you later.” Alyssa laughed, turning away from her sister.

“Mmmoo! Wwwtt! Hrrry! Mmmo!” Gracy called after Alyssa as she left her alone in the exercise room.

Alyssa didn't turn around as she stepped out and closed and locked the door behind her.

***

Outside the farmhouse, Gus and Wes waited by the van Gracy had loaded up with her things, awaiting Alyssa's orders. She strolled down the front steps of the farm house and across the driveway towards the van.

She had ordered her brothers to clean out Gracy's studio, and the back of the van was now filled with easels, paintings, and those creepy paper mache people that Gracy loved to make. Alyssa stopped and looked in the back of the van and then to her brothers.

“Is that it?” She asked.

“That's it, her studio is completely empty.”

Alyssa frowned. She was half hoping that when they cleaned out the studio they would find either Shelly or that biker hiding among the clutter, but had no such luck apparently.

“Okay, close it up and get rid of it.”

“What do you want us to do with it?” Wes asked.

“I don't know,” Alyssa spat. She was tired of having to do all of the thinking here. “Throw it in a dumpster, sell it, or throw it in the ocean. Just get rid of it and come straight back.”

“Sure thing.” Wes nodded and closed one of the double doors to the van. He reached to closer the other but Alyssa put up a hand to stop him.

“Wait...” She put a finger to her lips, signaling him to be quiet. Did she....

Her eyes looked over the paper mache people filling the back of the van. She could have swore she heard a sound come from one of them.

Alyssa scanned the back of the van for another second and then shrugged and closed the other door.

“Okay, get rid of it.”

Wes nodded obediently and hurried towards the driver's side while Gus moved towards the passengers side.

Alyssa moved back onto the porch and sat in an old rocking chair that belonged to their daddy, and watched as the van's engine came to life. It was almost dark now, and the red tail lights illuminated the front drive around the van. A second later the van took off down the drive and into the ever growing night around it.

She allowed herself a moment to enjoy this. There had been a threat to the farm and she had faced it. There were still loose ends, namely that Shelly and the biker were still out there, but if they planned on bringing any more trouble to her door, she would deal with it.

The tail lights of the van grew smaller and smaller in the distance, and for some reason, Alyssa couldn't help the feeling of satisfaction she felt as that van drove off into the darkness.

As the red tail lights disappeared over a hillside, Alyssa felt that her problems had disappeared with it.

12.

During her time as a bikini model, Felicia Fetters had been to many pool parties. Typically when someone was throwing a big pool bash, they liked to hire a few bikini models to lounge around the pool, smile at the men, and make them feel like they were hot stuff. It was always an easy buck or two for Felicia to make during those days.

This particular pool party was the first she had been to in some time, and she was the guest of honor. Men were flocking to her, and much like her days working a pool party as a model, her presence there made them feel big and powerful.

Mostly it was due to the fact that she was bound, gagged, and unable to resist as they put their hands on her.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmph!” Felicia mumbled into her gag as she felt a man's rough hands squeeze her breast. Another man's hand slipped under her bikini top and stroked her nipple.

“Mmmpph! Ummpmh!” Felicia squirmed, but being bound to a chair limited her movements.

“Next!” Cried The Queen, leaning on Felicia's shoulder. Felicia looked up at her captor, who met her gaze with a smile.

The Queen wore a black thong bikini, though Felicia hadn't seen her get in the water once. Mostly she stood next to “Felicia Fetish” and charged men money for the chance to touch the bound and gagged fetish model.

Somewhere, in the back of Felicia's mind, the thought occurred to her that this was her first time at the Lady Luck Casino.

When I get out of here, this whole place is getting shut down!

She had heard that the casino was a front for Ace, but the fact that they could just parade her, a kidnapped woman, like this so openly was... concerning...

Felicia also knew though, that The Queen and Ace were portraying her as a fetish model, so most of the people at this “Fetish Pool Party” simply thought she was playing a role, despite her gagged protests.

All around the pool area, people were dressed in leather and other assorted fetish and bondage gear. Felicia had her own booth with a banner above it reading “Meet Model Felicia Fetish!”

Felicia was currently tied to a chair under that banner, clad in a black leather thong bikini and bikini top. A wad of cloth had been shoved in her mouth and a thick white cloth had been pulled over it to keep her spitting it out.

And how the eager men all lined up to cop a feel from the bikini model-turned Sheriff-turned fetish star.

Another man stepped up and handed The Queena wad of cash and then a phone. She smiled and motioned for the man to get into position.

“Mmmmo! Ummmp!” Felicia moaned, pulling on her bonds. The man stepped behind her and clamped on hand over her gagged mouth, and grabbed her breast with the other.

“Ufffll!” Felicia moaned as he pulled her head back and posed.

“Smile!” The Queen aimed the phone at them.

“Ummmmppph!” Felicia moaned, eyes pleading at the phone. The camera flashed and the Queen snapped the photo.

The man let go of Felicia and took the phone from The Queen and thanked her.

“Hyyy wwwmmp! Hyy!” Felicia moaned after the man, hoping to grab his attention, but he disappeared back into the crowd of party goers.

She had been trying, unsuccessfully, all night to signal to someone that she was there against her will, a prisoner being trafficked by the sadistic Queen, but the horny men and women of the pool party only saw her as an actress playing a part. Felicia fumed at this ongoing humiliation, and vowed to destroy them all once she got free.

If she got free.

She had no idea how long she had been a prisoner of The Queen's at this point. Sometimes it felt like days, other time it felt like months.

“Ummph!” Felicia heard a muffled cry from somewhere in the distance, and turned her head.

Felicia was not the only captive guest at this party. Jessica, the other “Pet” of The Queen's was also in attendance. Much like Felicia, The Queen was rebranding Jessica as a model turned fetish star, and like Felicia, Jessica wasn't enjoying it one bit.

Right now, Jessica was in the pool with Vera, The Queen's muscled, red headed henchgirl. Vera was gripping Jessica on the pool steps with the older woman's tanned ass out for the world to see. Much like Felicia, Jessica had her hands bound behind her, though her hands were secured with leather manacles, and she was gagged with a thick, black, leather muzzle.

Jessica wore a gold thong bikini, and right now Vera, clad in a black one piece thong with her long red hair up in a tight bun, was gripping one of Jessica's ass cheeks.

“Urrrggh! Ffmmml!” Jessica moaned. Like Felicia, Jessica had a “Property of The Queen” stamped tanned into her ass cheek.

Several men crowded around Vera and Jessica, hooting and cheering as Vera tightened her grip on the older woman's firm, muscle bound backside. When the younger woman let go, she left a deep, red handprint on Jessica's cheek.

“Ummmph!” Jessica moaned.

Then Vera grabbed the top of her thong and yanked it down, exposing Jessica's ass, and the thong shaped tan line, to the crowd of male onlookers. During her modeling career, Jessica was known to have embarrassing “wardrobe malfunctions” that would expose her beautiful tight ass or a nipple, always when paparazzi were conveniently close to snap a photo. In reality, the engineerd wardrobe malfunctions were Jessica's way of showing off her body and staying in the tabloids, thus staying relevent.

This particular wardrobe malfunction was not one Jessica planned, and she wasn't enjoying it.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmooo! Mmm!”

Then Vera squatted down and bent Jessica over her knee while holding her hand up with an open palm.

“Mmmmooo! Hllp! Hlllp!” Jessica moaned, shaking her head back and forth.

Then Vera spanked Jessica's bare bottom. Her hand and Jessica's ass were wet from the pool, and the sound echoed throughout the entire pool area.

Everyone stopped and cheered upon hearing the sound.

“MMMMPH!” Jessica cried into her gag.

Vera spanked her again.

“UMMMMM!”

This time, Vera motioned for a random party goer to come over and slap Jessica's ass. The man was all too eager. His slap was nowhere near as powerful as Vera's though.

“Hmmmph!” Jessica moaned into her gag.

Very quickly, a line started forming of people willing to spank Jessica's ass. Felicia felt a pang of sympathy for the poor woman. Despite all Felicia had been put through at the hands of The Queen, Jessica had been through worse, punishment for “betraying” The Queen.

Then Felicia realized that she had been so distracted by Jessica's situation that she hadn't even noticed that no one had groped her in the past few minutes.

“Hmmmph?” Felicia questioned, and turned to face the line waiting in front of her booth.

There was still a lengthy line of people, mostly men but some women, waiting to see her, but they were doing just that...waiting...

“Ummm...” Felicia mumbled and turned to look at The Queen.

Part of Felicia knew that she should be enjoying the fact that no strangers were putting their hands on her, but she knew The Queen enough to know that wasn't a good sign. It meant that The Queen had something else up her sleeve. When Felicia turned towards her captor, she saw that The Queen was deep in conversation with a man with white hair, glasses, and wearing a very expensive looking suit.

Felicia recognized the man: The King. He ran the casino for Ace, and was very much the public face of Ace's organization.

“Uffffmm... mmmm.... ummmph!” Felicia spat through her gag at him, but King and Queen ignored her as they talked.

Felicia narrowed her eyes at them. Whatever they were talking about, it seemed serious.

If only I wasn't bound and gagged! Felicia thought, sneering at them. She was in spitting distance of two of the top people in Ace's organization, and here she was, helpless to do anything.

The Queen was saying something, and as she spoke, a sly smile started to spread across King's face.

“Hrrry! Hummph!” Felicia mumbled. She wasn't liking where this was going.

Then they finished saying whatever it was they had to say to each other, and The Queen stepped over to Felicia as The King turned and stalked away.

“Hhhulllmmph! Hhrrrmm mmmmph!” Felicia mumbled as The Queen stepped behind her.

“Hey folks, sorry but it's time for Felicia to take a break.” The Queen announced. As she spoke, Felicia felt the Queen undo the ropes around her chest keeping her secured to the chair.

A collective groan went through the crowd.

“Mmmoh! Mmmmph! Umm!” Felicia implored the group of people, making her eyes as big as she could.

“Aw look, she doesn't want to leave her adoring fans!” The Queen laughed, and squatted down and started to untie the ropes around Felicia's ankles.

“Mmmoh! Hllp! Hllp mfff!” Felicia protested, shaking her head, eliciting a laugh from the crowd.

God dammit what's wrong with these people!

The Queen laughed too, and then stood, grabbed Felicia by the rope around her wrists, and yanked her to her feet.

“Ummph!” Felicia protested as she was pulled up.

“But don't worry, you'll have the beautiful Jessica to keep you entertained until Felicia gets back!” The Queen said with a flourish and motioned to her side, where Vera was carrying a struggling Jessica over her shoulder.

“Hmmph?” Felicia turned and watched as Vera carried Jessica over to where they were.

Jessica's bikini bottoms were still down, exposing her bare bottom as she struggled, slung over Vera's shoulder. The Queen pulled Felicia away from the chair and Vera dumped the struggling Jessica where Felicia once sat. Jessica's bikini top must have been pulled aside at one point too, and now her tan breasts and dark nipples were completely exposed.

“Hmmm? Whffff?” Jessica's head spun around, taking in the line of people waiting to manhandle her. No sooner had she done this than Vera started wrapping the rope around her chest, securing her to the chair.

“Whfff? Mmmooo!” Jessica moaned, pulling at the rope that was being tightened around her.

“Well enjoy! Later folks!” The Queen waved to the crowd and pulled Felicia, still struggling, away from her booth.

“Hmmmph! Mmmoh! Hllp! Hyyy!” Felicia moaned, looking over her shoulder at the line of people. They laughed at waved at her as The Queen dragged her away.

Despite Felicia's struggles, the line got smaller and smaller in the distance as The Queen dragged her towards the casino.

***

Once The Queen dragged Felicia inside a set of double doors, she yanked down the cloth around Felicia's mouth. Felicia didn't waste any time in spitting out the cloth that was wadded in her mouth.

“You can scream as loud as you want in here, no one will hear you.” The Queen said, and started dragging Felicia down what looked like a maintenance hallway. It was all concrete, line with pipes and wires.

“Where are we going? I'm assuming that you aren't giving me a break.” Felicia barked, grateful to have her mouth free.

“What do you mean? I like to see that my models are taken care of.” The Queen chuckled while dragging Felicia down the hallway.

“Sure, sure...” Felicia rolled her eyes as they kept moving.

They turned a corner and came into a wide, open corridor. One side was all cement wall and the other was a giant, glass window. Felicia stopped to take it all in. On the other side of the glass window was a large, warehouse looking area. Slot machines sat in corners gathering dust, shelves piled high with crates, and boxes and other things stacked against the window from the other side.

What is this? Felicia wondered, but then was dragged along the corridor by The Queen.

Felicia was dreading what was to come next. Obviously The Queen had a reason to bring her down here, and Felicia didn't want to know what it was. A thousand scenarios raced through Felicia's mind at once. Maybe a client had paid an exorbitant amount of money to have Felicia all to himself, or maybe The Queen had decided to sell Felicia to the highest bidder, or...

Or maybe Felicia was becoming a liability and they wanted to get rid of her.

Felicia's heart skipped a beat and thudded against her ribcage like a jackhammer at the thought.

Then they stopped and The Queen spun Felicia around so that she could see out of the great glass window to the warehouse beyond. The Queen pressed herself up against Felicia from behind, wrapping one arm around her waist to hold her in place, and clamping her other hand over Felicia's mouth.

“Ummph!” Felicia protested and pulled, but The Queen held her tight.

“Shh, and enjoy the show.” The Queen whispered in Felicia's ear.

Felicia turned back to the window, dreading whatever it was that The Queen was referring to.

What she saw made her heart flutter.

A head of full, long dark hair poked out from around and crate, and then a moment later a tall, slender woman stepped out, staying crouched low to the ground. She was all legs, though her tight leather jacket was zipped up to just below her large breasts. Tight jeans clung to her skin and she wore black, thigh high boots. Felicia would recognize that silhouette anywhere.

“Mmmeeena!” Felicia moaned into The Queen's hand.

Gina!

Gina snuck through the empty warehouse ahead, eyes constantly shifting in the darkness.

“Mmmp! Hhhllp! Mmmeeena!” Felicia moaned, pulling on The Queen, who kept her grip tight on Felicia's mouth.

Gina didn't seem to notice as she snuck closer to the window.

“Hrrry! Hllp!” Felicia moaned.

Gina's head though kept shiftng from one side to the other, surveying the dark warehouse around her.

Why doesn't she notice me?

“Grrrmpph!” Felicia grumbled.

Come on Gina!

But Gina made no sign that she was aware of Felicia's presence, or The Queen's. Then Felicia realized why: it was a two way mirror. They could see Gina, but she couldn't see them.

“Casino surveillance cameras caught Ms. Gina here sneaking around outside, looks like she found a way inside.” The Queen said to Felicia.

On the other side of the mirror, Gina continued, blissfully unaware of how close she was to Felicia.

Was she here looking for me? Felicia wondered. Given their last encounter, Gina had no good reason to want to rescue Felicia. Felicia had her chance to rescue Gina last time, and didn't.

“Any minute now King's men will storm into that warehouse and snatch up Gina, and then I'll add her to my collection.” The Queen was practically giddy as she whispered this in Felicia's ear.

“Mmmph!” Felicia moaned, trying to pull away, but The Queen kept her tight.

So let The Queen take Gina! Think of all she did to you! Arguably, this was all Gina's fault since she had been the one to kidnap Felicia and Janet as revenge for a kidnapping scheme of Felicia's years ago.

But if they caught Gina then what? Then that would be two of them as captives of The Queen instead of just one. From the looks of things, it seemed that Gina was still attempting to take down Ace and his organization. As much as Felicia hated to admit it, Gina might be her best chance at rescue.

But she had to stop them from grabbing her, or warn Gina somehow.

“I thought you would want to watch the show.” The Queen continued.

“Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head.

“No?” The Queen asked. “You don't want to see poor Miss Gina captured?”

“Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head.

“Well, what are you going to do about it.” The Queen gripped her hard as she hissed into Felicia's ear.

Felicia needed to think fast. Her hands, still bound behind her, brushed against The Queen's thigh and she felt the woman's raised flesh. This gave Felicia an idea. It was not an idea she was wild about, but it was something.

I have to try! Felicia thought, and swallowed hard.

Her bound hands stroked The Queen's thigh and moved up. She heard The Queen gasp behind her. Felicia's hands kept moving up and over The Queen's thong bikini bottoms.

“Oh Ms. Fetters...” The Queen sighed.

Then Felicia's hands slid under the bikini bottoms and slid along the smooth flesh underneath.

“Ulllff...” Felicia sighed, her hands finding the outer lips of The Queen's vagina. The Queen was soaked with arousal. The anticipation of watching Gina get caught and holding Felicia was too much.

Felicia's fingers danced lightly along the Queen's lips, eliciting a soft sigh from the captor.

“Oh... oh Felicia...” The Queen moaned, quivering in Felicia's grasp.

“Ufff... hfff..” Felicia huffed, keeping the movements of her hands slow and deliberate.

I can control The Queen as much as she can me! Felicia gritted her teeth and continued to pleasure The Queen.

“Oh yes...” The Queen sighed and still keeping on hand clamped over Felicia's mouth, moved the other hand up and gripped Felicia's breast, hard.

“Ulllp!” Felicia cried, feeling the pain rip through her breast.

The Queen didn't notice, and dragged Felicia back towards the wall. Her captor pressed herself flat against the concrete and slipped her hand under Felicia's bikini top and grabbed Felicia's nipple.

Meanwhile, Felicia's bound hands slid inside The Queen, searching for that special spot...

The Queen sighed, signaling to Felicia that her fingers had found the right spot. The spot.

Her fingers pressed and circled over The Queen's sweet spot, causing the other woman to sigh and coo under Felicia's touch.

“Oh God... Oh God yes...” The Queen sighed. Tremors were ripping through her body now.

With her free hand, The Queen had pulled Felicia's breast free of the bikini top and her palm wrapped around it in a death grip.

“Mmmrrruup! Mmph!” Felicia cried out.

“Oh hush...” The Queen sighed in Felicia's ear.

Felicia increased the speed of her fingers slightly over The Queen's clit, causing the other woman's legs to quake.

“Oh yes... yes...” The Queen sighed.

Then footsteps approached from down the hall... moving closer.

“Hrrrumph?” Felicia peered down to see The King approaching.

“Queen...” King began, and then froze, his eyes wide behind his glasses at the sight of the bound Felicia pleasuring The Queen.

“Not now King!” The Queen hissed, still groping Felicia's breast.

“Um...” The King stammered. “My men are in position to grab Ms. Dollson”

“No...” The Queen sighed.

“Ummph!” Felicia squeaked upon hearing this, but she knew that she had to keep up her onslaught on The Queen’s clit and her fingers continued their delicate dance between her captor’s legs.

“No?” The King asked.

“Yes!” The Queen cried out as a spasm rocked her body.

“Yes?” The King continued.

“No to you, yes to Felicia...” The Queen sighed. Her whole body was shaking now.

“Um... but Gina...” The King asked.

“Let her go... this time... Have your men escort her off the premises and then contact local law enforcement.”

“Umm... are you sure?”

“Yes! Yes dammit! Now go!” The Queen ordered.

The King gave her one more nervous look and then turned and headed down the hallway.

The Queen's entire body shuddered against Felicia's as she orgasmed. She clung to Felicia, keeping her body pressed against her prisoner's as tremors rocked her body.

Felicia sighed and relaxed in The Queen's grip. Looking up, she saw now that Gina was surrounded by burly casino security guards. She stood with her hands up, and nodded as the guards gestured for her to follow them.

At least Felicia had saved Gina this one time. She could only hope that Gina could stay out of trouble long enough to rescue Felicia and the other girls.

13.

During her brief stint as Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, Gina Dollson had grow accustomed to two things: Being in police cars, and being in bondage. Right now, she was currently both, handcuffed in the back of a squad car driven by one of her old deputies.

At least I'm not gagged. Gina thought, grateful. She had been bound and gagged several times, a few at the hands of “The King”, the owner of the Lady Luck Casino, and placed in several death traps. Finally, she and several of her female deputies had spent several weeks as bound and gagged prisoners in their own holding cells.

And now here she was, being driven by Randy, one of the only long time deputies of Marston's Pointe, to meet the new Sheriff. Gina was half excited, half dreading meeting whoever was in charge of the Sheriff's Department now.

Probably some middle aged ex-cop with a beer belly, probably thinks his biggest problem will be tourists. Gina shivered at the thought.

“You know what they're capable of at that casino, remember how you found me and Eva that one time?” Gina once again tried to appeal to Randy.

“Look, I know... but you can't just go sneaking onto people's property like that.” Randy's voice trembled as he spoke. Gina had spent most of her squad car ride trying to reason with Randy and get him on her side, with little luck.

When she was caught by casino security, Gina half expected them to tie her up and shove her into a van like before. Instead, they simply escorted her off the premises and called Randy. The young Deputy had seemed surprised and nervous when he saw that the woman he was supposed to arrest for trespassing was Gina.

Still, there was a moment, as Randy was cuffing Gina's hands behind her back, when she got the sense that he was... enjoying it. Her hands brushed briefly against the front of his pants and she thought she felt a hard bulge. Gina knew Randy had always been something of a perv, constantly eying up her and the other girls Caitlyn and Eva. It was rare for Gina to have a conversation with Randy when he wasn't staring at her breasts the entire time.

“Yes, and the casino can't just traffic women like that.” Gina hissed from the back seat.

“Yeah well... you need proof.”

“Proof! I was their prisoner! They tried to sell me and most likely sold the other girls.”

“Look, you and the Sheriff can talk about it.” Randy sighed.

Gina sighed and sat back, deciding to spend the rest of the ride in silence. Part of her knew that finding the other girls would be like finding a needle in a haystack. For all she knew they were in a harem in a country halfway around the world, but she had to try. It had been three months since the shoot out on the docks where she was almost sold off with the rest of the girls, and Gina figured that the casino would be the best lead she had.

That night on the docks, the three FBI agents had managed to get the still bound and gagged Gina to safety. Once they had her free, Gina had told them everything.

Literally everything. Gina watched the faces of the three women as she spoke, and saw that this was not what they were expecting to hear. From what they had told her, they had come to Marston's Pointe not only to investigate her disappearance, but the disappearance of Felicia Fetters as well. Shelly Arnold and Tanya Donnelly were persons of interest in the case, as well as the activities of the crime syndicate run by the mysterious Ace.

Gina ended up telling them how this all began with Felicia hatching a kidnapping scheme against Gina, and how two years later Gina had returned and kidnapped Felicia and her lover Janet and then impersonated the Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, followed by how Shelly and Tanya had kept Gina, Caitlyn and Eva as prisoners in the holding cells.

In that moment, Gina pleaded with the agents to arrest her and charge her but to let Caitlyn and Eva go. As it turns out, the agents had not had a good run of luck in Marston's Pointe, and their attempted bust where they were going to arrest Lisa, Shelly's muscle, along with members of Ace's crew and the traffickers, had been severely botched. They were willing to let Gina go and pretend that the whole thing had never happened.

Interestingly enough, Gina had learned from the FBI agents that not only had Lisa escaped, but that Shelly and Tanya had gone missing that night as well. Gina knew enough about Marston's Pointe to know that if more than one woman goes missing, something was wrong. Furthermore, Gina had asked about Felicia, since Felicia had also been set free that night, but the agents had no information on Felicia either.

Felicia... Part of Gina still fumed at her about that night, but part of her also couldn't blame her, seeing how Gina had kidnapped her and her lover. Still, Gina had swore that she would not only save Caitlyn and Eva, but Felicia and Janet as well, especially since Janet was mostly an innocent caught in the crossfire. She knew that her and Felicia had issues to work out, but Gina couldn't in good conscience leave Felicia a prisoner of Ace or traffickers.

At least that's what Gina was assuming happened with Felicia. It was possible that Felicia escaped that night, but Gina doubted it, seeing how there had been no sign of her since. Right now it was a good bet that in the confusion, Felicia had been recaptured.

Somehow, Gina told herself that she would find the rest of the girls, if it took the rest of her life, and she would do it with or without the new Sheriff's help.

The rest of the car ride felt like hours as Gina sat in awkward silence, watching as Randy's eyes kept flitting to the rearview mirror to get a glimpse of her cleavage.

Some things never change.

Finally, they arrived at the Sheriff's station. Once Randy escorted her inside, he removed the cuffs and motioned to the office at the back of the station. The office that used to be hers, and before that, Felicia's.

Technically still Felicia's, since Gina was never officially Sheriff, only posing as one.

Gina rubbed her wrists where the cuffs once were and stormed towards the office, not even stopping to give Randy a second glance. She was going to give this new Sheriff a piece of her mind. As she stormed towards the office, she imagined a balding, chubby man with a scruffy mustache in the middle of eating a sandwich caught off guard as she burst into the door and demanded that he take the allegations against the casino seriously. His uniform would be covered in food stains from years passed.

Instead, Gina burst through the door and froze, her jaw agape. Instead of a portly middle aged man, Gina found herself facing a young man in his early twenties. Instead of a beer belly, this man had chiseled, six pack abs, and Gina only knew this because he didn't have a shirt on. He wasn't balding either, and instead had a full head of thick dark hair that was combed straight back.

The young man wasn't wearing pants either, instead wore a pair of black swim trunks with MARSTON'S POINTE SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT emblazoned at the bottom. He seemed to be admiring himself in a mirror when she burst in.

The young man seemed just as surprised to see her as she did him, and jumped back a bit, seeming embarrassed that she had caught him at such a moment.

“Oh... I didn't know that I had an appointment today.” He chuckled, crossing his arms over his bare chest.

Gina stuttered. There was no way this was the new Sheriff, was it?

“Oh... I'm... sorry... Is this the Sheriff's office?” She stammered, feeling embarrassed herself.

“Yes it is,” He chuckled and reached out a hand. “Brad, Brad Arnold.”

Gina's jaw went slack and she took his hand. “Gina, Gina Dollson.”

“Oh my God, my predecessor. I've been hoping to meet you.” Brad smiled. His grip was strong and firm, but not overpowering. Gina couldn't help but notice how soft his hands were.

“I... yes... it's nice to meet you too.” Gina still couldn't find the right words to say.

Brad Arnold... was he related to Shelly? Gina knew she had a son but thought he was a teenager.

“Please, have a seat, and I'll need my hand back.” Brad laughed and patted Gina on the shoulder.

“Oh... yes.” Gina blushed and let go. Brad motioned to a chair in front of the desk and Gina sat, watching as he stepped behind the Sheriff's desk.

“Sorry, you found me at a bad moment. I'm trying on the uniform for a new division of the Sheriff's Department that I'm starting.” He motioned to the swim trunks that he had on.

“Oh it's fine...” Gina nodded. She couldn't help but notice how thickly muscled Brad's body was.

Stop it Gina, you're acting like a school girl!

“If you don't mind, I can get into my uniform. It will make this feel more official.” He offered.

There was a twinkle in his eyes, something mischievous, and Gina found herself getting lost in it.

“Oh yes, go ahead.” She nodded.

Gina expected that Brad would leave the office to go to the locker room to change, instead he nodded and loosened the drawstring that kept the swim trunks up.

“Wait-” Gina began, but Brad was already sliding the swim trunks down. Underneath, it looked like he had on small, black briefs.

Extremely small, Gina noticed. The front of the briefs practically hugged what looked like his considerably large package.

She gasped and turned away.

“Oh it's okay, I don't mind.” Brad chuckled.

Gina though felt her head thudding in her chest. A part of her mind wondered what Brad looked like without those briefs on. She shook her head, trying to shake the thoughts away.

What am I doing? Acting like this when he's the new Sheriff!

Brad seemed oblivious to Gina's gawking as he slid on a tight, white tank top. Gina tried to avert her eyes to keep from eying up his six pack abs. He was younger than her, she could tell, but Gina didn't mind that. She remembered her modeling days and her nights out with Felicia, and that Brad would be the sort of guy Gina would be out trying to take home that night.

Now here I am going to him for help!

“I... I can come back.” Gina stammered, averting her eyes.

“It's fine, give me a minute.” Brad said. Instinctively on hearing his voice, Gina turned to him to see him buttoning up a tan, MARSTON'S POINTE POLICE DEPARTMENT shirt, but he still hadn't put on pants. Once again, Gina's eyes fell to the bulge between Brad's legs.

She sighed in embarrassment and turned away again.

“I'm sorry, are you uncomfortable?” Brad asked, stopping mid way through buttoning up his shirt.

“No,” Gina began, fumbling for words. “Just... hurry please.”

What had come over her? Usually she had this effect on men. She loved watching men fumble for words while avoiding staring at her cleavage, but now... here she was.

Brad finished buttoning his shirt and then started to slip into a pair of tight blue jeans, and they were tight, hugging every muscle of Brad's well built legs. Despite her best efforts not to look, Gina's eyes kept straying over to watch as Brad pulled the jeans up his muscle bound legs.

Once he was finally dressed, Brad sat down at his desk opposite Gina.

“Well, here we are.” He smiled. Gina turned to face him, finally making full eye contact. Brad's eyes were young, vibrant, full of life and optimism. In this moment, Gina realized that he must be younger than she initally thought, and definitely younger than her.

Gina opened her mouth to speak but then Brad cut her off.

“Wait, before you start,” he began, and his face took on a sheepish, almost ashamed quality. “I just wanted to say that I used to be a big fan of yours during your modeling days.”

“Used to be?” Gina raised an eyebrow.
“Well I mean... I guess I still am... but you know, you aren't a model anymore... but also it would be unprofessional now since you're technically a colleague...” He rambled.

Gina laughed and cut him off. “It's okay, I understand. I'm flattered.” She smiled at him.

That seemed to calm Brad and he sat back a bit. “So, I hear that you snuck into Lady Luck Casino?”

“Yes,” Gina's face darkened, the reality of the situation flooding back to her. “And if I wasn't caught then I probably could have found some incriminating evidence.”

“Is that so?” Brad's eyebrows raised.

“What do you know about the casino?” Gina asked. Brad was new in town, so it was possible that he didn't know the depths of corruption in Marston's Pointe.

“I know that it draws a lot of water in this town, and I know that The King, the manager, is a powerful man.”

“Do you know that it's a front for many criminal activities including trafficking?” Gina turned to glare at him when she asked this question. Brad seemed to visibly shrink when she made that accusation.

“That's a pretty serious accusation,” he swallowed. “Got anything to back that up.”

“The King had something to do with the disappearance of model Jessica Lannon. When myself and a fellow officer went undercover to investigate, we were captured by King and his men. Randy himself can verify because he rescued us.”

Brad's eyebrows went up at this.

“What about the other officer that was kidnapped with you?” He asked.

“She's... missing now. That's what I'm here to speak with you about. Eva and the other girls-”

Brad cut her off by raising a hand. Gina stopped and waited for him to say his piece.

“Yes, I've heard. Are you aware of the FBI presence here in Marston's Pointe?” He asked.

“Well... Yes...” Gina began, and felt her heart start to pound in her chest. Did he talk with those agents? Did they tell him.

“I’ve been liaising with them. They have shared certain... findings with me.” Brad's eyes never left Gina's as he spoke.

Oh no...

Gina's heart sank. They told him, they told him about her testimony. There was no way he was going to take her seriously now.

“And...” Gina stammered, doing her best to keep her composure and look poised.

“They told me about you and your testimony, about Sheriff Fetters and her disappearance.”

“...I see...” Gina looked at the floor, focusing on her boots.

Stupid... you were stupid to think that he would help... stupid! Stupid! Stupid!

“I want to help you.” Brad said, and Gina's heart fluttered. She looked up and did her best to contain her excitement.

“Oh... you do?” She leaned forward. Every instinct in her told her to jump for joy, but she had to remain calm and professional.

“You see, yeah what you did to Sheriff Fetters was wrong, but sounds like she did you dirty too. And I agree with you about the casino.”

“You do!?” Gina leaned forward now, her excitement pouring out.

“Yes, but if we are to bust them, and hopefully find your friends, we need to be smart.” Brad leaned forward too, his intense gaze meeting Gina's.

There was something about his words and how he said them. A conviction. It was comforting to Gina.

“It will take time, but we need to gather evidence, make a case, and work with the FBI. We also have to get the casino to lower their guard, make them think that we're off the scent.”

“I... how are you going to do that?” Gina asked. It seemed like Brad had a plan.

At this, he leaned back and smiled at Gina.

“Well, first I would like to extend the offer for you to return to The Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department.”

At this, Gina's jaw dropped. He was asking her back! Never in a million years did she think that he would invite her back to the Police Force, especially with her history.

“... Really?” Gina asked.

Brad nodded.

“Oh yes. I can't give you your old position as Sheriff, but I think I know of a way to put you to use while we make our case against The King.

Gina leaned forward, suddenly curious. Brad too leaned forward, and for the first time since she had met him, his eyes fell to Gina's cleavage.

***

As it turned out, Brad’s idea for Gina combined two things she was well known for: her big breasts, and being a police officer. Gina always felt at home in a bikini, in fact she was probably more comfortable in a bikini than she was in regular clothes, and now her new work uniform consisted of nothing but a bikini.

It felt good to be back on the beach again too, and to feel the ocean breeze against her bare legs and the sun on her bare buns. Gina always turned heads wherever she went, and today was no exception. Men and women craned their necks at her as she passed. At first the men’s eyes were filled with lust, but then they saw the badge embroidered on Gina’s bikini, and the gun on her hip, and the lust in their eyes turned to confusion.

As it turns out, Brad had been trying on new “police issue” swim trunks in his office because he was starting up a new division of the Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department: The Beach Patrol. He figured that with the beaches being such a vital part of the town’s economy that there should be a constant police presence there.

And Gina was the first new recruit.

She had to admit, from design perspective, she kinda liked the standard issue, beach patrol bikini. It consisted of a simple, black thong bikini, with a gold police badge with MARSTON’S POINTE BEACH PATROL embroidered on her right breast. Her gun belt completed the outfit, and no doubt added to the confusion people felt when they were eying up her large breasts in the bikini top, or at her exposed ass cheeks in the thong.

They’ll just have to get used to it. This is law enforcement now in Marston’s Pointe. She thought, stopping to look at the crowds of people along the beach. It was a beautiful day, and it looked like people were making the most of it by enjoying the beach. As she looked up and down the beach, she caught quite a few people turning away from her, no doubt worried that she would catch them eying her up. If there was one thing Gina was used it, it was being eyed up wherever she went, so she was never bothered by it.

Gina turned and looked at the beach behind her. Brad was several yards down, chatting with a group of younger woman. He too was in his beach patrol uniform, which consisted of the black swim trunks he had been trying on earlier. The girls he was talking to, which seemed to be about his age, all clustered around him in a circle. It was too far to hear what he was saying to them but it must have been something because all of the girls kept laughing every time he opened his mouth.

They probably just want him to think they’re interested. Gina thought, watching as the girls hung on Brad’s every word. She supposed that wasn’t fair, Brad had proven himself to be charming, so she couldn’t blame the girls for liking him.

Plus he had quite a body. Obviously he spent a lot of time in a gym.

As Brad talked to the girls, he lifted his head, catching a glimpse of Gina watching…

She turned away and kept making her way down the beach. Brad was her boss! She didn’t want him to think that she was jealously watching as he talked to other women.

Plus, those girls looked closer to his age…

Gina shook her head and kept walking. His age or not, she knew she could run circles around those beach bunnies.

Stop thinking about that! He’s your boss!

Still, as she made her way down the beach, she couldn’t help but wonder if he was staring at her ass in the thong as she walked away.

Good, let him stare!

Gina imagined Brad forgetting about the girls surrounding him as he watched her make her way down the beach and imagined taking her bikini bottoms off. She realized that she had unconsciously started to do her runway/model strut as she walked, swinging her hips and accentuating her backside.

Stop! There were bigger things to worry about than boys.

Still… Her mind kept straying to Brad, and those tiny briefs he had on… Plus, Gina knew she couldn’t be all work, she needed something to take her mind off of everything that had been happening these past few months.

God, something better happen soon because I need something to take my mind off Brad!

Thankfully, she didn’t have to wander far along the beach to find a distraction. As she kept walking, she noticed two very familiar women enjoying a fun day in the sun. One was older, middle aged or so, but with an amazing body filled with sinewy muscles, a tight ass, and large breasts. She had dark skin, too dark to be a tan but Gina could never tell if the woman was of Latina or Italian American descent.

The other woman was younger, with angular features but lithe muscles and small perky breasts.

Trish and Tammy, two of the FBI agents assigned to Marston’s Pointe.

Trish, the older one, had on large sunglasses and was reclining in a beach chair, soaking up the afternoon sun, while Tammy, the younger one, was doing push-ups in the sand next to her. Neither woman reacted as Gina grew closer. Tammy seemed to be in the zone with her pushups, and Gina suspected that Trish had her eyes closed under her sunglasses.

Gina felt a sudden, irrational anger at the two women enjoying a day at the beach.

Shouldn’t they be out there looking for the girls!

She tried telling herself that everyone deserves a day off, even the FBI. Still, she couldn’t quell her rising annoyance at how relaxed Trish looked, her large breasts gently rising and falling as she laid out in the sun.

Maybe it was time for a little chat.

“Good afternoon ladies.” Gina smiled and approached the two agents. Trish lifted her head lazily as Tammy shot to a standing position.

“Oh, Gina…” Trish lowered her glasses, eying the embroidered badge on Gina’s bikini. “You… have a new job?”

Gina looked down at the patch on her breast and back to Trish.

“The new Sheriff is giving me a second chance.”

“Brad?” Trish arched an eyebrow. “He’s been very… cooperative with us.”

There was something about the way Trish said it that irked Gina.

What’s that supposed to mean?

Gina mentally told herself to calm. Brad himself had said that he had been working with the FBI. It’s nothing to read into.

Tammy, meanwhile, had started doing lunges on the beach behind Trish.

“Look I won’t take much of your time,” Gina began, kneeling next to Trish. “I was just wondering how the case was going?”

“The case?” Trish arched her eyebrows again.

“Yeah, you know… the missing women…” Gina added. Trish looked honestly perplexed.

“Gina,” Trish leaned forward. “Do you know what happened to me that night, on the docks?”

Gina shook her head. She honestly didn’t, though she knew that Trish had been running around naked that night, so something strange must have happened.

“My panties, that I wore all day, that I sweated, were taped in my mouth. My panties, shoved in my mouth, and I couldn’t spit them out.” Trish lamented. “Do you know how that feels?”

“More than you would think.” Gina added, her own annoyance rising. They had rescued her from being kidnapped, did they really think that she didn’t know how it felt?

“Maria, poor girl, had a bomb wedged between her ass cheeks before all that. She asked to be transferred to another case and it was granted…” Trish was sitting up now.

“Good for her.” Gina added.

“Tammy and I did too, and we were denied.” Trish’s brown eyes were filled with fire.

“… Okay…” Gina stammered, though she had a feeling she knew where this was going.

“So, we’re going to stay in this little backwater town, tanning on the beach, drinking, and having as much sex as we can, and every time headquarters asks us, we’re going to say there’s still no break in the case. Eventually, they’ll realize that they’re wasting time and money keeping us out here, and move us to another case.”

Gina shot up and glared down at the older woman.

The nerve!

“You can’t do that!” Gina’s chest heaved up and down in anger.

Trish shot up as well, and Tammy took a position behind her.

“It’s exactly what we’re going to do.” Trish said in a defiant voice.

“You… those girls are still out there.” Gina stammered.

“Probably in a third world country or somewhere. This case is at a dead end.” Trish puffed out her large chest at Gina.

“You… I won’t let you give up.” Gina took at step forward.

“Really? You? Who’s going to believe you? You’re a former bikini model turned disgraced Sheriff. Remember, we have your confession on tape too.” Trish smiled at the last part.

Gina started forward, her blood boiling, but Tammy stepped between them.

“Hey, I think that’s enough!” Tammy placed a hand on either woman’s chest.

Her hand was a little… too well placed, and cupped Gina’s breast perfectly. She looked up to see that Tammy’s other hand was cupped around Trish’s breast in the same way. Both women shot Tammy a look and she withdrew her hands.

“… sorry…” She muttered.

“You may be giving up on the girls, but I’m not!” Gina blurted.

“Good, knock yourself out, but bother me again and I’ll lock you up for harassing a federal officer.” Trish smiled smugly.

Gina glared at her, balling her fists, but then caught a glimpse of Tammy, all of her muscles tightening, coiled for a fight.

Gina took a step back.

“Well… enjoy your day, ladies.” She nodded at both agents.

“You too, “officer”.” Trish smiled.

Gina glared at her and then stormed past her and down the beach, hoping to put as much distance between her and the Federal Agent as she could. She couldn’t believe it! They were FBI agents! How could they just… not do their job!

She power walked down the beach, and everyone else along the beach must have sensed the dark cloud over her because they gave her a wide berth. Gina felt herself working up a sweat as she stormed down the beach but it did nothing for her foul mood.

The nerve! These FBI agents were going to waste time on the beach until their bosses got impatient while Gina and Brad worked to bring the kidnappers to justice.

At least I have Brad. That thought gave Gina some semblance of calm, but Brad had said that he was working with the FBI too? Unless they were pulling his chain too?

I’ll have to talk to him about that. She thought, realizing that Brad was the only person she could talk to about it. The agents were right, no one would listen to Gina if she tried to go to their superiors about it, plus they had records of Gina’s confession that they were using as leverage.

Gina stopped, her body now slick with sweat from storming down the beach. She turned and looked behind her but didn’t see any sign of the FBI agents or Brad.

How far down the beach am I?

She must have marched a good distance away from them. The mental image of Brad coming after her popped into her head, but then he would stop to ask the FBI agents if they had seen her.

“Oh yes Brad, by the way, we’ve been working your case real… hard.” Trish would say, leaning over to give Brad a view of her giant, tanned, fake breasts.

Gina shook her head.

Don’t be silly!

She let the breeze blow over her body, cooling her. Once she cooled down she would head back, and hopefully the agents will have moved on by then. Gina looked up and down the beach as the sweat evaporated from her, cooling her body in the nice ocean breeze. This section of the beach wasn’t as densely populated as the other parts but still had a good deal of people milling around and enjoying the day.

Then Gina’s gaze settled on a familiar sight.

No… it can’t be!

A woman was standing on the edge of the beach, letting the waves wash over her bare feet. She wore an extremely high cut pink one piece bikini that showed off her slim hips and her entire, thick and tan ass. The woman turned, and Gina saw her giant bosoms thanks to the ample cleavage that the bikini revealed. Gina had always thought that this woman had dark hair but now in the bright afternoon sun Gina could see that her hair had dark red highlights as well.

Lisa!

Lisa’s thick muscles rippled as she moved, looking out over the ocean. A pair of dark sunglasses hid Lisa’s eyes, and her dark red hair blew in the breeze, obscuring her face. Gina thought for a minute that it could be a different woman, but there couldn’t be two women in Marston’s Pointe with a body like that and giant breasts, could there?

Lisa, or the woman that looked just like her, turned away from Gina and started strolling aimlessly down the beach, giving everyone a view of her muscular ass in the pink thong. Gina knew that she had to get a closer look to see if it really was Lisa, but if she was right, then she risked scaring off the woman.

Gina’s hand went to her radio clipped to her belt and turned it off, not wanting it to alert Lisa, if it really was her, and then she calmly made her way down the beach after the big breasted woman in the pink one-piece.

This could be the break I need! It was perfect actually. Since Lisa had been working with Shelly, that meant that she probably knew how to get in contact with the traffickers they sold the girls to. Gina and Brad could use Lisa to get to the traffickers and find out what happened to the girls from there.

Since Shelly was missing, Lisa could very well know where she was too.

Gina slowed her pace, keeping Lisa in view but still a good distance away. This was too perfect, actually...

Lisa reappearing right on Gina’s first day back, right after Gina gets into a confrontation with the FBI agents?

Then again, how could Lisa know that Gina was coming back?

Gina kept pace, trying her best to look calm, like a woman strolling the beach. Lisa continued to stroll along the edge of the water, letting the waves wash over her feet. Heads kept turning as Lisa passed, either eying up her massive breasts or equally impressive ass.

Where has she been? Maybe she was laying low, and thought enough time had passed to reemerge?

As Gina watched, Lisa started making her way across the beach away from the water, and Gina hung back, suddenly wishing that she had cover. If Lisa saw her, a chase could ensue.

But Lisa didn’t turn around, and seemed to be making her way towards a ramp leading off of the beach. Gina moved to follow, still staying a good distance behind the woman, thankfully, her bright pink swimsuit made it hard to lose sight of her.

A voice at the back of Gina’s mind told her that she should call Brad for back up, but she still wasn’t even sure this was Lisa. She had to make visual confirmation before she made the call. Plus, if Lisa was heading off the beach, there was a possibility that she was getting into a car, which would be even better because Gina could get the license number.

Lisa made her way up the ramp and onto a path running parallel to the beach, and Gina gave her a few paces before hurrying to catch up.

This is going to be tricky… The path was small and intimate, and Gina hurried off of the ramp to see Lisa strolling down the path several yards ahead. Gina maintained her slow pace and stepped as softly as possible, not wanting to alert Lisa to her presence.

Still, I’m tired of looking at her ass!

Lisa still seemed unhurried and unbothered, and it occurred to Gina that the large breasted woman didn’t have a bag with her.

Is she staying somewhere close?

There was no parking lot in sight, just high cliffs on one side and the beach on the other. Where was Lisa taking her?

Gina felt her skin raise and looked out to the beach to see that they were now walking along a secluded leg of beach with the sound of the waves on the beach as Gina’s only company.

Why do I get the feeling that she’s leading me somewhere?

Gina told herself that she was being silly. There was no way that Lisa knew that Gina would be on the beach at this time on this day. Then Gina realized that if Lisa was on the run, it would make sense for her to be staying some place secluded and isolated. Yes! That was it!

Still, if she wanted to be away from people, wouldn’t she check to make sure she wasn’t being followed?

They came around a bend and Gina’s suspicions were confirmed when she saw an old shack at the edge of a dock. The building looked like it would collapse if the right breeze hit it, and Lisa was heading right for it.

The path had opened up slightly, and thick bushes and shrubs lined it on either side, which Gina was thankful for because now Lisa started to turn to see if she was followed. Gina scurried down behind a bush and peeked through it’s branches at the woman in the hot pink swimsuit.

It was Lisa, Gina knew now. If Lisa had seen Gina, she didn’t give any indication as she took off her sunglasses and looked down the path from where she had come. Lisa seemed relaxed, which further confirmed to Gina that she hadn’t been seen. After a moment, Lisa turned back around and headed towards the shack.

How the mighty have fallen. Gina smiled, watching through the bush as Lisa walked across the dock towards the decaying shack. Lisa, who once aligned herself with Shelly and attended pool parties at the Lady Luck Casino, now hiding out in an abandoned shack on the beach.

A voice told Gina that she should call for backup now, but she wanted to get closer and assess the situation.

What if Shelly’s in there too?

Gina couldn’t suppress a bigger smile. She would love it if Shelly too was forced to hide out in an abandoned shack on the beach. The tall, bikini clad police woman emerged from her hiding spot but stayed low and scurried towards the lone shack over the ocean.

Just play it cool Gina, scout out the area and come back with back up. As much as she wanted to bring Lisa to justice, she knew that Lisa could be a formidable foe, and if she had Shelly with her, then Gina definitely didn’t want to take the two of them without back up.

Still crouched low, Gina reached the old, rickety dock leading to the shack. The wood was old and rotten, the ocean having eaten away at it over decades. Gina touched her foot on the boards of the dock, half testing her weight and half seeing if the wood would creak and announced her presence.

Surprisingly, the wood was sturdy and quiet under her, and Gina realized that she didn’t know why she was worried about it, seeing how Lisa had presumably gone back and forth along this dock several times. Still, Gina decided to play it safe and took her time crossing the dock while still staying low. As she walked, she drew her weapon from her holster, in case Lisa had any surprises for her.

Gina closed the distance to the shack at the end of the dock with no problems. If Lisa was aware of her presence, she didn’t give any sign. There was an old wooden door leading into the shack, and large, front window next to it. The bikini clad police women crouched under the large, open window and listened, but couldn’t hear anything from inside.

I guess I could take a peek inside.

It was risky. Gina knew that she ran the risk of exposing herself if she peeked up and over the window just as Lisa happened to be looking out, but she couldn’t hear anything from inside. It was quiet…

Too quiet…

Gina raised her gun and pushed herself up towards the window, figuring that if anything went wrong, she was armed, which would work in her favor. She turned and angled her head towards the window and pushed herself up so that she could just barely see over the edge of the window sill.

The inside of the shack was very bare. Gina could see a coffee machine and hot plate on a far well next to what looked like a sink, and then a cot and blankets on the floor against a wall.

And Lisa sitting on a stool in the middle of the room, her back to Gina.

Gina froze, every muscle stiffening, her hands tightening on the grip of her pistol.

Lisa was sitting in front of an old, decaying chest of drawers, and reached up and lowered one of the straps of her swimsuit. Gina cocked another smile.

I caught her changing…

She realized that this was too big of an opportunity to miss: the chance to literally catch Lisa with her pants down. With Lisa changing out of her swimsuit, there would be nowhere for her to hide a weapon since she would be naked.

Gina turned and angled her body towards the door while keeping her eye on Lisa through the window. The big-breasted woman was pulling down the other strap on her swimsuit, and Gina could see the sides of her massive breasts as they pulled free from the swimsuit.

A voice in Gina’s head told her that she should call for back up first, but this was too good of an opportunity to waste. Plus, if she called now, Lisa would hear her radio and get spooked.

As Gina watched, Lisa stood and started push her swimsuit down along her hips, exposing the top of her chiseled rear end…

Gina scurried towards the old, thatched door to the shack, stood, and clasped her gun in a firm grip with both hands.

Now or never!

She strode forward and kicked the door. It flew back easily, apparently unlocked. Gina strode in, gun leveled at Lisa’s back. The woman had her bathing suit down around her knees, and turned to face Gina.

“Freeze-” Gina began, and then felt her ankles brush against a rope. She looked down to see a length of cord running in front of the door.

A tripwire!

A shadow fell over Gina and she looked up to see a very heavy looking bag suspended from a rope plummeting straight towards her head.

Then everything went black…

***

“Well if it isn’t two of my favorite G-Men, or should I say, G-Women.” Brad smiled and approached Tammy and Trish, two of the three FBI women assigned to Marston’s Pointe.

“Why Sheriff, what a pleasant surprise.” Trish smiled, leaning up from her beach chair and lowering her sunglasses.

Tammy lay in on a towel next to Trish, tanning her already bronzed ass cheeks in her tiny thong bikini, and if she heard Brad, she didn’t say anything or acknowledge him. Now that he thought about it, Tammy barely paid him any attention.

Trish though, looked like she could eat him up right there.

Damn, they really did send us the hottest FBI agents ever, huh? What made it even better was that Trish was older too, but with a body that made most women half her age jealous.

Just Brad’s type.

“Where’s Maria?” Brad asked, stopping to stand directly in front of the two lounging FBI ladies.

“Hey, you’re blocking the sun.” Tammy complained, and turned to glare at him.

“Tammy, is that any way to talk to the law around here.” Trish smiled up at him.

“I apologize, here.” Brad smiled and moved, Trish’s eyes on him the whole time.

“So a beach day, Sheriff?” She asked, her sunglasses still lowered.

“I’m at work actually, it’s a new division of the force.” He motioned to the police shield emblazoned on his trunks.

“I certainly hope we’ll see more of you like this.” Trish arched her eyes at him.

Brad smiled back. “Of course, gotta keep the beaches safe.”

“I feel… safer… already.” She leaned back.

Brad beamed.

I knew it! She wants it!

He had gotten the vibe from Trish that she was into him, and really he wanted to see how far he could take this. If they had been male FBI agents, or less hot, Brad would have just bought them off or made them disappear. Hell, Ace was on his ass to make one of those two things happen to these ladies.

But Brad always liked playing with his food, and being Sheriff came with certain… benefits.

“What about you ladies, enjoying a day off?” He asked, stretching as he did so that Trish got a nice look at his abs.

“You could say that.” Trish said as he eyes went straight to his six pack.

Brad had noticed the FBI ladies spending a lot of time on the beach lately, probably too much but that was fine because it meant that they weren’t sniffing around where they shouldn’t be. It would be a shame if he had to get rid of them before he had his fun with them.

“We may have to have a talk about one of your new recruits.” Trish’s tone became serious.

“Oh?” Brad asked.

“Oh yes, Gina. She has a bit of an attitude.”

Oh Gina… Brad sighed. Had she been giving the agents trouble?

“Leave Gina to me, I’ll handle her.” He reassured.

And handle her he would. Ace hadn’t been happy when Brad let her back onto the police force, but Brad had explained how it would be the best way to keep tabs on Gina and keep her on a leash. Plus, like with the FBI agents, Brad wanted to have some fun with Gina before she inevitably had to disappear again.

He could tell that Gina was into him. Hell, she was practically drooling over him. All he had to do was keep playing the heroic police officer.

“We’re just trying to have a nice day at the beach, and she comes over harassing us.” Trish continued.

“Aw, well that’s a shame.” Brad went on.

He mentally sighed, if Gina kept causing trouble then he might have to get rid of her sooner rather than later.

A shame really, she was such a great piece of ass. He wanted her eating out of the palm of his hands before he turned her over to Ace.

“Is your other partner off working the case?” Brad asked. The three FBI agents had been pretty inseparable so far. It was weird to find only two of them. He had kept pretty close tabs on them over these past three months, but so far they hadn’t really made any big plays.

“Maria transferred.” Trish responded.

“Oh no. Is it just you two then?” Brad asking in faux concern. In reality he was pretty pleased because it would be much easier for him to handle two FBI agents than three.

“For the moment.” Trish responded cryptically. Brad didn’t like that. It wasn’t a definite answer. Ace would want to know if they should expect more agents.

Brad would find out though. His plan of getting close to Trish was working out swimmingly. There was still Tammy though, who didn’t seem to ever notice him when he was there. At one point he was considering just getting rid of Tammy and hoping that would drive Trish closer to him, but he was playing a delicate game with these agents. If one FBI agent went missing, that might cause the other agents to get concerned and raise alarm, and soon Marston’s Pointe would be crawling with feds.

Better to wait, take his time, and seize the opportunity when it came.

Brad knew that a lot of people in Ace’s organization didn’t like his approach. Even Ace was getting impatient, but Brad just shut Ace up when he brought up how his methods had brought them Shelly and Tanya.

Well, technically it did. Tanya was out of the picture now, but Brad was told about how Shelly had apparently disappeared during an escape attempt by Felicia Fetters. The Queen, the second highest in the organization after Ace, had sent a bounty hunter in pursuit of Shelly and that bounty hunter had disappeared too.

No one in Ace’s organization was particularly pleased with how the Shelly situation had played out. Lisa, Shelly’s right hand woman, was still also unaccounted for. It’s possible the two could be laying low and planning something. Brad knew that if Shelly did have something up her sleeve then he would most likely be a target, after all, he was living in her old house.

He would just have to be ready when she did.

“Well, I certainly hope that doesn’t impede your work here-” Brad began, and then felt his phone vibrate on his hip.

“Excuse me.” He smiled apologetically at Trish and she nodded as he reached for his phone.

Brad looked at his screen and saw that it was a message from Gina. A picture message. Immediately his mind burst with possibilities as to why his hot new coworker that was into him was sending him a picture message.

No, it’s probably something work related.

Still, he could feel his dick getting hard at the thought of Gina sending him nudes.

He opened the message and felt a rush of blood to his penis.

It was a picture of Gina from the neck down. She wore what looked like a leather jacket with nothing underneath, the outer curves of her large breasts peeking out from under either side of the unzipped jacket. It looked like she wore the thong bikini bottoms from her uniform.

“Everything alright Brad?” Trish asked.

Brad took a breath. He didn’t want to have a massive erection right here in front of them, but could feel his dick rising and his heart pounding.

“Hey, excuse me, work thing.” He smiled and walked off. Trish nodded, and Brad hoped that she didn’t see his quickly hardening penis under his tight trunks.

As he walked down the beach, he put one hand in his pocket to keep his boner down while looking at the message.

There was another message under it:

I want you.

Holy shit! Brad’s breath was ragged. This was his plan, but he didn’t think it would happen this fast.

Another picture message came. This one from behind, of Gina’s thonged ass.

Brad’s penis was fully erect now.

Fuck, did he really do that good of a job of working her?

Then he realized that Gina had spent weeks as a bound and gagged hostage, and then three months recovering at home. She was probably craving dick.

Then he had come along and work his magic on her.

Why now? Why me? Gina could have any man she wants! A voice asked at the back of his mind.

Yes! And she wants you!

If he had been working her earlier, then she was definitely working him now, and she was doing it like a pro. Gina knew that no man could resist a body like hers, and she was putting up an “open for business” sign just for him.

If he didn’t take advantage now, then he would have to work hard to get it again.

Brad typed on his phone with one hand while keeping the other in his pocket.

Where are you? He asked and sent the message.

Brad kept his phone in one hand while trying to look like he was casually strolling the beach. Ace would be happy if Brad got what he wanted from Gina and then would turn her over to Ace’s people.

Well, who says that I should turn her over right away?

Brad had promised Ace he would get rid of Gina… if she made trouble. Right now she wasn’t really, except for those agents, who were on borrowed time anyway.

Plus, Gina was a prime piece, not something to be used and discarded. Gina deserved to be savored over a long period of time.

Plus, the way Brad figured it, he deserved a reward for cleaning up all the messes.

Now that Jack was out of the picture, thanks to the actions of Felicia Fetters, Brad was the de-facto “Jack” and there was a lot of fallout over the past few months to clean up. The actions of Gina and Shelly had been what attracted the FBI to Marston’s Pointe in the first place, and Brad had convinced Ace that getting him in the Sheriff’s office meant that he could influence and watch any investigations happening. So Ace pulled a few political strings, and voila – Sheriff Brad Arnold. Plus Ace needed someone in the Sheriff’s office after Shelly and Tanya caused the untimely demise of the last mole in the Sherrif’s office, Frank.

Brad did want to get rid of the FBI agents and Gina, but do it quietly and discreetly. The failed bust on the docks had been a good blow to the investigation, seeing how things hit a dead end after that, but he knew that Ace would rest easy once the investigation was fully buried.

After all these months, Brad still couldn’t believe how bad Jack had fucked up, apparently not questioning how Felicia ended up in the back of his car, and then bringing Felicia deep into the dungeon where she apparently raised holy hell, taking out Jack in the process.

Serves him right. Brad thought. Jack had been too cocky for his own good anyway, and had created a lot of problems for everyone that Brad was still dealing with.

Pissing off international traffickers for one.

Brad sighed, feeling his erection start to ebb. The traffickers… well, he would deal with that in time.

Brad’s phone went off again and he looked to see another message from Gina.

I’m at an old shack down the beach. Hurry!

Brad felt his erection returning to full strength and quickened his pace down the beach, ready to show Gina the time of her life.

***

Lisa smiled and placed Gina’s phone down on a table and looked at her half naked captive.

“Lover boy is on the way.” She beamed, crossing her arms over her giant breasts. Lisa had pulled back up her pink one-piece, having only undressed to trick Gina into thinking her guard was down.

It worked too! Gina fumed and glared at her muscular, busty captor. She couldn’t believe how she had fallen for that trap.

“You don’t seriously think he’ll fall for such an obvious ploy.” Gina grunted.

“You did.” Lisa sat in an old wooden chair that groaned under her weight and propped her shapely legs on the table.

Gina tugged on her bonds again but they were secured to a rafter above her head. She was topless under the unzipped leather jacket, and Lisa had taken her gun belt, leaving her in just a thong.

Where did she get this jacket anyway? Gina wondered. It fit her perfectly.

After the sandbag had knocked Gina unconscious, Lisa had stripped her out of her bikini top and put the jacket on her, and then tied her arms above her head and taken lewd pictures on Gina’s phone of the unconscious police woman to send to Brad to lure him.

Sadly, it seemed to be working.

Brad, I thought better of you! Gina was a little disappointed in him for seemingly falling for such an obvious trap…

… or was he? Maybe he suspected something was wrong and was on his way with back up.

It was wishful thinking on Gina’s part though. She was well aware of the spell she cast over men, and she had seen how Brad looked at her.

“Men are all alike,” Lisa continued. “Once the blood rushes to their penis, they lose all rational thought.” She got up and held up Gina’s phone.

“Once Brad saw those pics, his dick took over. It’s dragging him here like an antenna.”

Gina glared at her. “Brad’s not like that.”

Lisa laughed, her giant breasts jiggling up and down with every chuckle.

“You don’t know him at all do you?” Lisa strolled towards her captive.

“I know that he’s a good man.” Gina raised her chin in an attempt to look defiant.

“Tell me, didn’t his last name strike you as a bit… familiar?” Lisa was standing so close to Gina that her giant breasts brushed against the jacket Gina had on.

“Arnold?” Gina’s blood ran cold when she said.

No… it can’t be?

“You know, for a cop, you aren’t too bright.” Lisa chuckled, and walked over to a table and retrieved a black cloth.

“He… it doesn’t make any sense.” Gina stammered.

If Brad was related to Shelly Arnold, then why was Lisa using Gina as bait to lure him into a trap?

“Oh it does, and you’ll see soon enough,” Lisa walked towards Gina with the black cloth held out in both hands.

“Now you know what’s coming next.” Lisa extended the cloth towards Gina’s face and Gina instinctively leaned her head back, knowing full well where that cloth was going…

***



The shack was in sight now, an old, broken down looking structure at the end of an equally old, broken down looking dock. Brad felt a fresh surge of blood to his dick as he saw the building and what waited for him on the other side of its thin, wooden door.

Why would Gina want to hook up in a place like this? He wondered. It didn’t seem like her style. Gina seemed like the kind of woman who would want to rent a hotel suite for a night.

Then again, when you’re horny, sometimes you can’t wait. This shack was probably the most private place she could find. Brad tried to look casual and walk calmly towards the dock leading to the shed, but he couldn’t contain his excitement at the thought of his naked body pressing up against Gina’s. He hadn’t been lying when he told her that he was a fan of her during her modeling days, but never did he imagine that one day that Gina would be sending him nudes and asking him to meet her in an abandoned shack during work hours.

Being Sheriff while working for a powerful crime lord has its perks! He thought, practically skipping down the dock towards the shack.

There was an open front window in the shack, but he couldn’t see anyone inside. Maybe Gina wanted to play some hide and seek?

Despite the dock’s appearance, it felt sturdy under him as he crossed, which was good. The last thing Brad wanted was to be balls deep in Gina and then have the shack fall down around them.

He stopped when he reached the door and lifted a hand to knock, but then stopped himself.

Would she be expecting anyone else? He realized how pointless it would be to knock, it’s not like Gina was expecting anyone else other than him.

Or was she? He chuckled at the thought of a bunch of other guys lining up behind him for a chance at Gina inside a crumbling shack.

Brad pushed on the door, finding it open, and realized that he would have been more surprised to find it locked. He pushed forward and into the shack, and was greeted by the sight of Gina’s slender body.

“Mmmmmpph!” She protested through the black cloth wrapped around her mouth, gagging her.

She was suspended from a rafter, with her hands tied above her head, and was still clad in the leather jacket and thong bikini bottoms. Gina’s eyes were wide and she was shaking her head while mumbling into her gag.

“Mmmoo! Ummm mmoo!”

Brad felt something pull against his shins and looked down to see a rope running extending from one side of the room to the other.

A tripwire! A trap!

Gina was bait!

All of this registered to Brad in the same moment that something heavy dropped onto his head from above.

14.

Well here I am, bound and gagged again. Grumbled Gina as she was pulled along the beach by Lisa. The sun was low over the waves, casting everything in a brilliant orange light. All things considered, it would have been a beautiful sunset if not for the fact that Gina was still half naked and a captive.

“Come on, move!” Lisa barked, yanking on the length of rope around Gina’s wrists.

“Grrllm..!” Gina protested, stumbling forward. They must still be on some abandoned section of beach because Gina hadn’t seen any signs of people for some time.

She could have at least taken my gag off! Gina grumbled. Brad didn’t get a gag.

Then again, Brad was still unconscious.

Gina had to give it to Lisa, not only was she strong, but smart, having played both Gina and Brad perfectly.

Right now Brad was slumped in a small wooden cart, tied hand and foot. Lisa pushed the cart containing Brad’s unconscious form with one hand while dragging Gina with the other. The veins in Lisa’s arms popped and it looked like it was using all of her strength to transport the two prisoners. Gina kept testing Lisa, tugging on her hands, bound in front of her, to see if Lisa still had any strength left.

“Urrrf!” Gina tugged again, and Lisa pulled on the rope lead again, causing Gina to stumble forward. Evidently, Lisa was far from worn out.


Gina still couldn’t believe how Brad had fallen for the trap. He walked into the shack with giant, shit eating grin on his face, and an even bigger erection poking through his pants before the sandbag hit him on the head.

Ashamed as she was, Gina had to admit that she couldn’t shake the sight of the huge bulge in Brad’s pants when he walked in. She had seen him in those tiny briefs earlier, and knew that he looked well endowed then, but after seeing him fully erect…

She shook her head. Now was not the time to think about that. Gina had to focus on escaping.

Where was Lisa taking them?

To see Shelly?

That was the most obvious play, catch them and bring them to Shelly, but for what? Lisa had told Gina that Brad was related to Shelly, but they must not have a good relationship if Lisa had to resort to kidnapping him.

No… Gina’s gut told her that there was something more happening here, and she expected that she would find out soon enough…

***

As it turns out, Lisa had taken them back to where one chapter had ended and another began three months ago – the abandoned warehouse district.

Is this where she’s been hiding out all these months? Gina thought as she tested her bonds. If so it was strangely clever: to hide out at the scene of the crime,the place everyone would least suspect to find her.

Lisa had lead them into one of the many abandoned buildings along this stretch of beach and secured both of them to chairs. Outside, darkness had fallen but work lights spread throughout the abandoned warehouse lit it up as bright as day. Thankfully, after tying her to the chair, Lisa removed Gina’s gag … along with her jacket. Now Gina was naked except for her thong bikini bottoms, and tied up in a chair across from her boss. Then Lisa secured the still unconscious Brad to a chair and start to loosen his swim trunks.

Gina’s heart fluttered at the thought of Brad being naked and tied across from her.

Stop it Gina! Stay focused!

Still, she couldn’t look away when Lisa started to yank down the skintight swim trunks, exposing the deep cut V-Line that Brad had along his pelvis…

Gina felt her skin raising and took a deep breath, trying to remain calm, but God, Brad had an excellent body…

Lisa pulled the trunks down to Brad’s ankles, revealing that he was wearing a black speedo underneath… an extremely small speedo.

Is he wearing a thong? Gina wondered, craning her neck to look at the small undergarment Brad had on. Lisa caught Gina gawking and smiled.

“Oh Gina, you naughty girl.”

Gina blushed and sat back, and then realized how ridiculous this all was. Here she was acting like a smitten school girl when they were both captives of a dangerous criminal.

Brad started to come to when Lisa was tying his ankles together. He grunted and raised his head to survey his surroundings, and then pulled forward and realized he was tied to a chair.

“Ugh… what?” Brad grumbled, pulling on his bound hands.

“Oh good, you’re both awake.” Lisa smiled and stepped away from Brad, who kept tugging on his bonds.

“What, what is…” He grumbled, head still spinning wildly, and then he stopped when he say the topless Gina, tied to a chair a few feet across from him.

Gina wished that she could shrink away in that moment or cover up, but her hands were secured behind her and her legs together at the ankle, leaving her completely exposed and humiliated.

Brad turned away from Gina to glare at Lisa, who was rolling a cart over from behind an old cement pillar. Gina shuddered to think of what was on the cart.

“What do you want?” Brad demanded, pulling on his bonds again.

“Oh Brad, is that anyway to talk to an old friend?” Lisa stopped the cart next to Gina and leaned against it. Gina craned her neck to see what was resting on the cart but Lisa’s body blocked it.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Brad’s voice was harsh and cold.

“Cut the shit Brad,” Lisa scolded. “You don’t have to play, she knows that Shelly is your step-mother.” Lisa motioned to Gina, and Brad turned to face her, wide-eyed.

Gina didn’t say anything, just glared at Lisa.

Step-mother!

“Ex-step-mother,” Brad corrected Lisa, and turned to Gina. “I’m sorry that you had to find out this way.”

Lisa giggled and walked over to Brad, stepped behind him and ran a finger along his impressive pectoral muscles.

“Makes you wonder what else Brad hasn’t told you?” Lisa looked directly at Gina as she spoke. Brad shivered when she ran a finger over his body.

“What do you want?” Gina spat, tugging on her ropes as well, but she was tied securely.

“Listen, Gina,” Brad begged as Lisa stepped away from him. “Don’t believe anything she says. Shelly divorced my father after he went to jail. I saw what leading a life of crime does to a family and that’s what made me want to get into law enforcement.”

Lisa laughed and turned to face Brad again. “You’re such a good liar. You take after your step-mother – I’m sorry, ex-step-mother.”

“What do you and Shelly want with us, Lisa?” Gina demanded. “Haven’t you done enough?”

Lisa turned and glared at Gina. Her eyes were filled with anger and hurt. Gina shrank back for a minute, knowing full well what Lisa was capable of. Then the muscular woman’s face softened and she paced the center of the room.

“What I want… is Shelly.” Lisa stated calmly.

Gina and Brad exchanged a confused look.

She… wants Shelly?

“Oh come on, don’t act like you don’t know what I’m talking about.” Lisa huffed.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Brad retorted.

“I want Shelly. Tell me where she is, and I’ll let you both go.” Lisa stood in the middle of the room, glancing back and forth between Gina and Brad. Once again, the two half naked captives exchanged a confused look.

“We… I assumed you were still working for Shelly.” Gina added.

Lisa stormed forward and glared at Gina.

“Three months ago, Shelly and Tanya Donnelly disappeared on the same night. The night I was to deliver you and your friends to the traffickers!” Lisa hissed and pulled away to point at Brad.

“He knows where they are! I don’t care about Tanya, I only want Shelly!” Lisa stormed back over to Brad.

Brad glared at her defiantly.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” He said in a flat tone.

“I know you know where she is,” Lisa placed her hands on her hips and glared at him. “Tell me know, or do you want me to spill more of your secrets to your new big-breasted friend?” Lisa gestured to Gina.

Brad glanced at Gina and back to Lisa.

“Let her go, this is between you and me.” Brad pleaded, and Lisa laughed.

“Stop playing the hero.” She giggled.

“Let Gina go! She’s been through enough!”

Lisa laughed and strolled back over to the cart.

“This is your last chance before things turn ugly,” She bent over, arching her ass out towards the bound Brad. “Where is Shelly?”

Brad’s chest heaved up and down in fury and he glared at her.

“Your guess is as good as mine.” He snarled.

“Wrong answer.” Lisa huffed and stood up, her back still to Brad. She had lifted a thick, white cloth from the cart and held it out towards Gina.

“Hey, hey wait, what are you-ummmph!” Gina grunted as Lisa pressed the cloth into her mouth, pulled it tight, and started to tie it at the back of Gina’s head.

“Ummm…. Mmfff!” Gina grunted as Lisa finished tying the gag.

God! Again! Gina huffed and rolled her eyes.

Lisa stepped back and admired the bound and gagged woman.

“Urrrff mmff! Mmmm!” Gina barked and chewed on her gag.

Lisa turned and looked at Brad, who was staring at Gina with a wide-eyed expression.

“How do you like that?” Lisa smiled and leaned against one of Gina’s shoulders. Brad hadn’t taken his eyes off of the bound and gagged Gina.

“What… what are you doing?” He stammered.

“Shelly told me a lot about you, Brad,” Lisa went back over to the cart. “Particularly about how when you were a teenager you were obsessed with an old superhero show called The Adventures of Mrs. Americana. She told me about how you were glued to the TV when that big breasted super-heroine in her tiny little costume would get caught and tied up by the bad guys and then you would disappear up to your room for a few minutes.”

“Shut up!” Brad snarled, surging forward and tugging on his bonds.

As he moved, Gina could the front of his speedo rising. Brad was getting an erection.

He likes seeing me bound and gagged! Gina’s eyes went wide.

“Ullmm! Mmoo!” Gina struggled in her chair.

Across from her, Brad looked down at his growing arousal and pressed his legs together in an attempt to hide it. Gina felt bad for him in that moment, and realized that Lisa’s plan was to humiliate him as much as it was to humiliate Gina.

“Getting a little excited there, Brad?” Lisa chuckled and went back over to the cart.

“Stop, look- I don’t know where Shelly is!” Brad pleaded.

Lisa stood back up from the cart with a bottle of something in her hands.

“Hrry! Hmmm wummmph! Mmmph!” Gina protested as Lisa stepped behind her with the mysterious bottle.

“Listen, lets just talk!” Brad pleaded. His muscles flexed as he strained against the ropes securing him to the chair.

Then Gina felt something cool drizzling over her bare breasts.

“Ummmph?” She looked down to see that Lisa was reaching from behind her and pouring the contents of the bottle all over Gina’s large, naked breasts.

Oil! It was baby oil!

Lisa set the bottle down, and then her hands came back from behind Gina again and started to gently massage the oil over her bare breasts.

“Mmrrrroo!” Gina recoiled, but there was nothing she could do, nowhere she could go. Lisa’s hands covered her bare breasts continued to rub the oil over her skin as Brad stared wide eyed.

Looking up, Gina saw that Brad still had a massive erection poking up from between his legs.

“Hey… stop…” He said weakly and swallowed. Lisa’s hands continued to work over Gina’s breasts.

“Ummm! Mmmoo!” Gina shrank back in her seat. One thing she had to give Lisa: she had a good touch.

Has she done this before?

Now that Gina thought of it, Lisa had been loyal to Shelly… too loyal…

Had Lisa done similar things to Shelly? Most likely.

“Quite a sight, isn’t it, Brad?” Lisa asked while still rubbing Gina’s breasts. Brad just stared and stammered.

“Hmmph stttp!” Gina whined and tried to pull away again, but it was no use, Lisa had her.

Lisa moved her hands away, Gina’s breasts were now sufficiently oiled and glistening in the low light of the warehouse. Brad’s eyes were like saucers as he stared at Gina’s shining breasts and his muscle bound chest heaved up and down.

“Wouldn’t you like to see more?” Lisa asked, strolling out from behind Gina.

“Mmmrroo! Mmpph!” Gina pleaded to both Brad and Lisa.

Brad only continued to stare at Gina, wide-eyed.

“Mmmrrr mmoo!” Gina met his gaze and shook her head.

“There’s so much more I can do, so much more we can do. Just tell me where she is and I can do them.” Lisa continued.

“Urrrff mmmrrrm…” Gina grumbled, glaring at Lisa and Brad. So this was her plan, to use Brad’s libido against him?

Men! Gina grumbled. If you got a man horny enough then he was practically putty.

Brad stammered some more and shook his head.

“No… I don’t know where she is…” He mumbled and looked down. Brad seemed ashamed that Lisa’s ploy was working on some level.

Lisa frowned and walked back over the cart.

“Let’s see if we can change your mind…” She muttered to herself.

Lisa emerged from the cart with a small pocket knife and flicked it open. The sharp blade shimmered in the light as she approached Gina.

“Mmmoo! Ummmph! Mmm!” Gina recoiled in her seat. So this was it! Lisa’s plan to get Brad horny enough to talk failed, so now she was going to hurt Gina until he talked.

“Ummmph! Mmo! Mmmph!” Gina moaned. She tried to kick her bound feet, forgetting that they were secured to the chair below her, meanwhile, Brad was shouting at their kidnapper from his chair.

“Listen! I don’t know! Stop! I don’t-” Brad stammered as Lisa knelt by Gina, tugged on the waist band of the bound woman’s thong, and sliced it with the knife.

“Mmmph!” Gina cried, looking down at her now exposed hip, the severed ends of the thong dangling over the side of the chair.

Oh no… Gina realized that she knew exactly what Lisa was intending to do.

“Ugggllmm… bbbbmmmfff!” Gina spat into her gag as Lisa moved to her other hip and cut the other waist band. Before Gina could offer a muffled objection, Lisa tugged on her tattered thong with a flourish and pulled it out from between Gina’s legs.

“Ummmph! Mmm mmpph!” Gina moaned, squeezing her legs together in a vain effort to hide her now complete nudity.

“How do you like that?” Lisa chuckled and tossed the thong at Brad. It bounced off his face and tumbled down on his lap and dangled like a decoration on his erect penis.

“Lisa, that’s enough.”

“Are you going to tell me?” Lisa stood in front of Gina and placed a hand on her hip.

“How many times must I tell you that I don’t know where Shelly is.” Brad glared at Lisa.

Lisa paced, her eyes shifting from Gina to Brad.

“You’re a tough one, you know. What will it take to get you to talk?” She asked, rubbing her chin.

“I’ve told you…” Brad sighed and hung his head. Gina watched him, how tired he looked, and she believed him.

Why was Lisa so sure that he knew though?

“What is it? What would you like me to do? Tell me and I’ll do it!” Lisa shouted, her massive breasts heaving in annoyance as she glared at Brad.

“Look, I’ve told… I don’t know why this is so hard to understand…” Brad sighed, sounding more… annoyed than desperate.

“Look,” Lisa stammered and retrieved the bottle of oil from the cart. “Is this what you want?”

She lowered one of the straps to her bathing suit, baring one of her gigantic breasts to him, and poured oil over it. Brad watched, wide eyed, as Lisa used one of her hands to massage the oil over her bare breast.

“Do you like this?” She asked as her hand moved up and down over her exposed breast.

“I… yeah…” Brad’s eyes were wide again, and his breathing ragged.

“How about this?” Lisa asked, and lowered the other strap, baring her other breast to him. She stood in the center of the room, both of her breasts completely exposed, and poured oil over her other one now.

Lisa set the oil down and gently massaged her breasts, which stared to glisten from the oil.

“You like them?” She giggled, lifting and dropping her bare breasts so that they could jiggle for Brad.

Brad didn’t say anything, just stared, wide-eyed at the show his kidnapper was now putting on for him.

“Come on Brad, tell me what I want to know and I’ll show you more…” Lisa squeezed her naked, oiled breasts together and bent over so that Brad would get a good look.

“Look, this is nice and all, but I can’t help you.” Brad never took his eyes off of Lisa’s bare breasts as he spoke.

Lisa stood back up and glared up, her naked chest heaving up and down with annoyance.

“Fine,” She grumbled and stormed over to Gina. “How about this?”

With that, she straddled Gina, shoving her bare breasts in Gina’s face while shoving her thonged ass out towards Brad.

“Mmmph! Mmooo!” Gina recoiled. The smell of oil from her own breasts as well as Lisa’s was overpowering.

“Oh hush…” Lisa said, and pushed her chest forward so that Gina’s head was buried between her massive, fake tits.

“Bllmm! Umm bbbllm!” Gina blubbered and gasped. It would have been hard enough to breath as it was, but Lisa’s heavily oiled breasts made it intolerable.

“Ummfff!” Gina heaved her head back.

“How do you like this?” Lisa gyrated her body up and down, rubbing her oiled breasts over Gina’s face as she did.

“Ummm! Bblllm!” Gina huffed and moaned, shaking her head and gasping for air. She was unable to see over Lisa to see how Brad was reacting.

“Ufff! Sttpp!” Gina moaned, pulling back from Lisa’s stifling, gigantic breasts.

Lisa grabbed Gina’s head with one hand and planted it between her chest and used her other hand to smack her own ass.

“Hmmmph!” Gina moaned, trying pull her face away from the stifling, oil covered boobs.

“You like that?” Lisa asked and smacked her ass again.

“Ummm bbbmmm!” Gina moaned, gasping for what little air she could.

“Come on Brad, you like that? We can do more, just tell me what I want to know.” Lisa accentuated every word by smacking her own ass.

“Ufff… bbbmm…” Gina sighed, feeling lightheaded.

Lisa must have gotten impatient though and let go of Gina and stood back up.

“Ufff… hfff…” Gina took in a nose full of fresh air… well, as fresh as she could get in an abandoned warehouse.

Once she caught her breath, she looked over at Brad. His eyes looked like they were ready to hop right out of his head, and if his penis got any more erect, it would rip through his tiny thong.

“Listen… I don’t know…” Brad stammered. He noticed Gina looking at him and looked away.

He’s feeling self conscious. Gina chuckled. It was kinda cute, but she also felt pity for him. They were both vulnerable and humiliated in front of each other. Brad probably felt uncomfortable seeing Gina naked like this as she did seeing Brad exposed like that.

“My, my…” Lisa strolled over to Brad, her eyes on his raging erection. “We are excited, aren’t we.”

Brad avoided her gaze as she stood over him.

“Don’t you want some help? Don’t you want some relief?” She asked, and started pushing down her swimsuit.

“Tell me and I can make it happen. I can make it happen anyway you want…” Lisa cooed, her full ass now exposed as her swimsuit slid down her thighs.

Brad’s eyes shifted up to Lisa’s swimsuit, which fell around her ankles. She turned, giving him a view of her naked, muscular ass, and kicked her swimsuit away. Now fully nude, Lisa stood to her full height and turned around to face Brad.

“What do you want, Brad?” She leaned over so that her breasts fell in his face.

“I…” He stammered.

Lisa reached down and tugged on his speedo.

“I can tell what you want.” With a mighty tug, she ripped the speedo from Brad’s body, and his massive, erect cock, fell free.

“Ummff…” Gina sighed. Brad was as well endowed as she imagined he was.

She straddled him, pressing her nude body up against his and pushing her gigantic breasts against his face.

“You can have me, or you can have her, if you tell me where to find Shelly.” Lisa pushed her chest forward, brushing her nipples against Brad’s face.

“I…” Brad leaned his head back.

“Come on Brad, I know you want to tell me.” She reached one hand down and wrapped it around the shaft of his penis.

“I don’t know where she is…” His breath was ragged, and his naked body slick with sweat.

Lisa stiffened and leaned back, glaring at him.

“Wrong answer.” Lisa’s voice was full of venom when she said it, and still completely naked, she stormed back over to the cart.

“You have to believe me, I don’t know where she is! If I did I wou-GLLLUGGG!” Lisa cut Brad off by taking another thick, white cloth, pressing it tight between his lips, and securing it at the back of his neck.

At least I’m not the only one gagged anymore. Gina thought, watching as Lisa secured Brad’s gag.

“Ggrrfff! Mmufff! Mmmpph!” Brad protested, biting down hard on the cloth gagging him.

Then Lisa turned to face Gina.

“Now it’s your turn?” She stated and strolled over to the naked captive.

“Muufff?” Gina asked.

“Mmrro! Grrrmmph! Stttrrpp!” Brad protested into his gag while tugging on his bonds.

Lisa retrieved the knife and some more rope from the cart and stormed to Gina.

“Offf mmoo! Ummph!” Gina protested and shied back.

Lisa squatted down and sliced the ropes securing Gina’s ankles to the chair, and then reached behind and cut the rope securing her hands to chair. A separate rope around Gina’s wrists still kept her hands tied behind her back. Then her naked captor grabbed Gina by her bound wrists and dragged her over to the bound and gagged Brad.

At least we’re all naked. Gina realized, though that thought didn’t comfort her at all. As Lisa dragged her over to Brad, Gina could still see that he was fully erect.

“Ummph! Mmpph!” Gina fought as Lisa pushed her towards the bound and gagged Brad.

“Mrrggg! Urrgg gffffm!” Brad shrank back in his seat.

“Get on top of him, now!” Lisa shoved Gina forward.

She stumbled onto Brad, straddling his naked body with her long legs. Her giant, bare breasts were eye level with him.

“Ufff srry…” Gina leaned back.

“Offf ggfff…” Brad nodded.

Then Gina felt lengths of rope being wrapped around her body and pulling tight, pressing her naked body against Brad’s.

“Offf…” Gina moaned, feeling Brad’s throbbing penis against her thigh.

More ropes, these ones securing Gina’s ankles to the legs of Brad’s chair, and then Lisa stepped back to admire her handiwork, both Gina and Brad naked and bound and gagged, their nude bodies pressed against each other’s.

“There, that’s better.” Lisa stood back and looked over her hostages with a pleased expression.

“Uffff psss! Mrrroo!” Gina moaned, pulling hard on the ropes keeping her secured to Brad.

“Urrrf! Mmrrggh! Grrrmmph!” Brad grunted, also tugging on his ropes.

“Well since you won’t talk, the two of you are no longer useful to me.” Lisa went on, strolling back over to the cart.

Gina craned her head to see Lisa lifting a small, cylindrical object, connected by a series of wires.

A bomb!

Lisa never intended to let them go, it was always going to end this way. The only difference was that they didn’t give Lisa what she wanted.

“Ummph! Mmpph! Mmph!” Gina moaned into her gag and pulled again on the ropes. Brad lifted his head around Gina’s and his eyes widened when he saw the bomb in Lisa’s hands.

“Mmmmph! Wrrr mmrroo dfftty! Urrrgh!” He grunted and flexed, using all of his considerable muscles to strain against his bonds.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t have you two coming after me and making trouble.” Lisa had her back to them as she set the bomb. Gina kept her head turned, watching their naked captor as she set the bomb down upright on the cart.

There was a blinking red light at the top of the bomb, and a steady beeping to go with it. Gina craned her neck to see the timer but Lisa must have it facing away from them.

“Mmrrro! Stttp! Mmooo!” Gina pleaded through her gag.

“I’ll catch you two later,” Lisa turned to them and smiled. “I thought it would be appropriate if you went out with a bang.” With that she turned and strolled to the other side of the room.

“Mmmmff! Ummm! Mmmm!” Gina called after her, pulling and straining against the ropes securing her to Brad.

She watched as Lisa’s naked ass grew further and further in the distance, and then she pushed on a door and stepped out into the night, completely nude.

Wait, why didn’t she grab her swimsuit? Gina furrowed her brow. Could Lisa have a vehicle waiting outside with fresh clothes in it?

Her attention snapped away from Lisa though and turned back to Brad, who was once again shifting under her and straining against his ropes.

“Ufff! Rrrrf! Grrrmff!” He grunted, straining and pulling against his bonds.

Gina too went at her bonds with renewed figure, tugging, pulling, and flexing, hoping the ropes would loosen or break under their struggles.

“Mmpph! Umm mm!”

“Grff! Ufffll mmm! Mmmph!”

Soon both of their naked bodies were slick with sweat as they struggled against each other, and still, the bomb beeped away behind them.

“Ummfff! Mmm! Ummf” Gina moaned struggling back and forth on top of Brad.

“Urrrff!” He leaned his head back as she brushed his face with her bare breasts.

“Srrryy…” She mumbled, and leaned her head against his. Somewhere, at the back of her mind, she was dimly aware of the fact that she could die like this.

She could still feel his penis too, still fully erect and pressing against her leg.

“Mfff… mfff…” Gina nuzzled her gagged mouth against Brad’s in an attempt to pull down his gag.

“Ufff… urrff…” Brad returned the gesture, but it was no use. They were naked, gagged, and tied to each other.

Gina pressed her body against Brad’s, feeling the heat eminating from his body, and feeling him throbbing against her. After all of this, he was still turned on.

Then she realized that she was too. Her heart was pounding so loud she thought she could hear it, and it felt like her blood was a raging river pumping through her body. All of that blood and pent up energy was all cascading to one place, a massive waterfall of arousal between her legs. Gina realized that she didn’t know when she had started to get wet down there, but she was now. She told herself it was the excitement and adrenaline, but part of her knew that it was something more...

Fuck it, these could be our last moments!

With that, Gina gyrated her body back and forth against Brad’s, pressing her heaving breast towards his face.

“Urrrflllmmm… gggllmmm…” Brad nuzzled her bare breasts with his face.

“Ummm… mmm….” Gina pressed herself forward, feeling his tight, sweaty body against hers. She could feel him, still aroused and pressed against her leg.

Gina leaned back, her nipples hard and erect, and thrust herself forward against, her thighs rubbing against Brad’s thighs. Brad pushed his pelvis up and she felt him penetrate her.

“Mmmmph!” Gina exclaimed, rocking her head back. Brad thrust upwards, causing another sensation of pleasure inside of her.

God I missed this! It had been so long since she had a man, and now here it was, in possibly her final moments.

“Ummmph! Mmmph! Umm! Mmm!” Gina moaned and rocked her body up and down, each movement accompanied by a fresh sensation of sweet pleasure as Brad thrust up and down inside of her.

“Urff! Mmmph! Mmmrrrgg!” Brad grunted with every thrust.

She could feel him throbbing in her with every thrust, and to her, that feeling was like sprinkles on top of chocolate frosting. It was delicious, and she wanted to savor it, but Gina knew they only had so much time to enjoy each other.

“Urrmmm… mmmm… mmmmpph!” Gina moaned, rocking back and forth on top of Brad and brushing her face against his.

Brad was huffing, breathing ragged into his gag as he thrust into Gina.

“Urrggg… mrrrgg… grrrfff…” He grumbled, his body growing more and more slick with sweat.

“Urrrff! Mmrrrf! Ummm!” Gina moaned. She could feel it, he was close…

“Urrrrffff…” Brad moaned, and Gina felt him finish inside her.

“Ummmff! Mmmm mmmpph!” Gina moaned as he came, feeling small pulses of pleasure throughout her body with every spasm of his penis.

There were other sounds too…

A steady beeping… growing faster by the second…

And a heaving creaking

It all happened at once. The beeping turned into a constant drone, telling Gina that the countdown was over. She closed her eyes, bracing herself for the blast…

And then the chair collapsed underneath them.

“Urrrggg!” Brad grunted.

“Ummmf!” Gina moaned.

They landed on the concrete floor in a heap, the chair in shards all around them.

“Ummm?” Gina lifted her head, still bracing for the worst.

Everything was quiet though.

“Hmmm?” Brad looked around, equally confused.

Gina raised her head and looked at the bomb on the cart. It sat there, unexploded. There was no red light on it. In fact, there was no light at all.

“Hmmm?” Gina narrowed her eyes at the bomb. Was it a dud?

“Ummm…” Gina rolled off of Brad, her ankles now free seeing how they had been secured to his which were secured to the chair, which was now splinters.

Brad got to his feet and looked at the cart, and then to Gina, both of them having the same thought…

The knife!

They rose and quickly made their way over to the cart to see that the knife was still there. Even though the bomb hadn’t gone off, they still kept their distance from it as they cut themselves free.

Once they had freed themselves, Brad put back on his swim trunks that Lisa had discarded on the floor. Gina put back on her thong bikini bottoms and found the jacket that she had been wearing and zipped it up to just beneath her breasts. She caught Brad staring at her cleavage in the tight leather jacket.

“Haven’t you seen enough of them today?” She smiled at him.

“I still can’t get enough of them.” He smiled back and her heart fluttered.

“We should go though, no telling what’s happening with that thing.” Brad motioned to the bomb.

Gina nodded and then her eyes fell on Lisa’s discarded swimsuit on the floor. It was still strange that Lisa would just stroll out of here naked…

Unless…

Gina turned to the bomb.

It was never meant to go off!

Her eyes went wide.

“Grab some of that rope and follow me!” She barked to Brad, and he picked up a length of rope and started following her towards the door Lisa and left through.

Lisa never meant to blow them up, she wanted to scare them! The bomb was a dud, but would get Gina and Brad so worked up that hopefully they would spill their guts to Lisa when she returned!

They hurried towards the door and Gina heard the knob turn on the other side. Lisa was returning!

Gina motioned with Brad to push against the wall, and they both pressed themselves against the concrete wall as the door opened and Lisa, still completely naked, stepped in.

“What a rush huh? You didn’t think I would just-” Lisa was cut off by Gina jumping out from next to her, grabbing her arm, and twisting it behind her back. Brad did the same with Lisa’s other arm.

Lisa grunted and strained as Gina held the muscular woman’s hands behind her back as Brad secured them with rope.

“Lisa,” Gina hissed into the other woman’s ear. “You are under arrest.

15.

He must think he has the best job in the world. Gina thought as she watched Randy, who hadn’t taken his eyes off of the naked woman handcuffed in the back of the squad car. She supposed that she couldn’t blame him, seeing how Lisa was an exquisitely built woman, but Randy had a habit of always gawking at the girls. Even now, whenever she addressed him, Randy’s eyes went straight to her cleavage in the leather jacket.

Gina supposed that she and Brad could have wrapped Lisa in a blanket or something, but after she had left them vulnerable and exposed, they felt like they had to get back at her.

“Hey! You can’t just treat me like this!” Lisa protested from the back seat of Randy’s car.

The area around the warehouse was crawling with cops, including the still bikini clad FBI agents, who didn’t seem to happy about having to take time away from their beach exploits to take Brad and Gina’s statements.

Gina also thought that she smelled alcohol on both agent’s breath too. Had they been partying? It wouldn’t be surprising.

Randy stood next to his car, glaring in at the protesting Lisa, while Trish and Tammy spoke to Randy and Gina.

“So, she interrogated you?” Trish asked.

“Yes, she thought I knew the location of Shelly Arnold.” Brad answered.

“And how did she interrogate you?” Trish lifted her head from the notebook she was scribbling in.

“Vigorously.” Brad answered, and Trish cocked an eyebrow.

“So how did you two escape?” She looked back down at her notebook.

“Our chair collapsed.” Gina added.

“Our… chair?” Trish raised both eyebrows now.

“Yes. We were both secured to a chair and it collapsed under our weight after… rigorous struggles.” Gina and Brad both giggled.

Trish glared at Gina and snapped her notebook shut.

“I think I have all we need.” She said in a curt tone.

“Do you want to interrogate the suspect?” Brad asked.

“If she says anything that you think can pertain to our investigation, but if not, she’s all yours.” Trish huffed and marched back over to Tammy, who had been pacing behind her.

Brad and Gina watched as two agents got into an SUV and peel away from the crime scene.

“Well Gina,” Brad turned to face her. “I’ll help Deputy Randy with the suspect, take the rest of the night off. You deserved it.”

“I.. are you sure?” Gina asked. She felt like she still had unfinished business with Lisa.

“Yeah, you had a rough night. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“We both had a rough night.” Gina smiled and rubbed Brad’s arm. He was wearing a Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department hoodie, and still in his swim trunks.

“You did good tonight,” He smiled and winked. “Though, I should have told you that Shelly was my step-mother… ex-step-mother.” Brad gave her an apologetic look as he spoke.

Gina smiled and rubbed his arm again.

“Look I understand… that’s… a lot.”

“I haven’t spoken to her in years. When I took this job, I was hoping to finally put her behind bars. I thought it would… give me closure.”

“Maybe you still can get that closure.” Gina added.

Brad smiled, leaned in, and kissed her cheek.

“Now go, get some rest. I’ll see you tomorrow.” With that Brad turned and strolled towards Randy, who was still leering at Lisa’s naked body in the back of his patrol car.

Gina watched Brad walk away and smiled. She had been through some tough times these past few months, but Brad was proving to be the one good thing that came out of all of it.

***

“I can see you looking Randy.” Lisa grunted from the back seat, and Brad turned to see Randy’s eyes snap back to the road ahead. Brad had been watching as Randy kept staring at Lisa in the rearview mirror.

“I can’t believe Brad kept you around,” Lisa grumbled. “I remember the way you used to leer at me when Shelly and I ran things. I wanted to get rid of you then, but Shelly knew the value of a useful idiot like you.”

“Hey, shut up!” Randy whined.

“What do you really know about your new boss anyway, Randy?” Lisa went on.

Brad reached forward and flipped a switch on the dash, and the overhead light in the backseat came on, bathing Lisa’s naked body in light.

“Hey! What is this?” She grunted and kicked the cage separating the front and back seat.

“Go ahead Randy, look at her.” Brad said as he drove.

“What?” Lisa cried out.

“Uhh… what?” Randy stammered.

“She has a great body, you should admire it.” Brad went on.

“But… uh… she’s a suspect.”

“We can have hot suspects. Aren’t her giant tits great?” Brad asked.

“Hey!” Lisa kicked the cage again.

“Look at how they bounce when she kicks.” Brad chuckled.

Lisa sat back, glaring at him.

“What would you like to do with her boobs, Randy?” Brad asked.

“… uh… what?” Randy stammered again.

“Her boobs, what would you like to do with them?”

“I… they’re nice…” He turned to the road, self conscious.

“Would you like to play with them?” Brad pressed.

“Brad, you shit!” Lisa spat.

“Randy, would you like to play with them?” Brad turned to the deputy.

“Well, sure…” Randy stared at him, slack jawed.

“What if I let you play with them?” Brad asked.

Randy’s jaw dropped.

“Hey!” Lisa kicked the cage again.

“If I let you, would you play with her tits?” Brad asked Randy again.

“Well… yes…”

“Would you grab them?”

“Yes...” Randy’s eyes went wide.

“Would you squeeze them?”

“Yes.”

“Would you suck on them?”

“Yes!” Randy’s eyes were wide like a kid on Christmas.

“I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you both!” Lisa screamed from the back seat.

“Hmm.. I dunno,” Brad went on. “I have to know if I can trust you first.”

“You can trust me, boss.” Randy pleaded.

“I need to see that I can trust you first. You have to prove it.”

“I…” Randy started, and then looked out the window. “Hey, this isn’t the way to the station.”

“No,” Brad agreed. “No, we’re going someplace else.”

He smiled at Randy and turned back to the road, knowing that he was about to take a big risk on the Deputy. Ace and company probably wouldn’t be happy about him trying to bring Randy into the fold, but if they wanted to run the police force then they would need to run the police force and not just have one guy on it. Something told Brad that it would be easy to bring Randy into the fray and control him, and Brad knew just how.

“Wait, where are you taking me?” Lisa protested from the back seat.

“You’ll see soon enough.” Brad smiled.

***

Lisa continued to protest the whole way to the compound, which made Brad wish he had gagged her, but he could rectify that mistake soon enough.

He turned off the road and down the driveway leading to the nondescript building that was one of the epicenters of their operation.

“What is this place?” Randy asked, still slack jawed.

“I think you’ll like it here.” Brad smiled and patted his shoulder.

“What are you doing? What is this?” Lisa cried from the backseat.

“Oh, you too. You’ll like it.” Brad turned to her and smiled.

“Is this where you brought Shelly? Is she here?”

Brad didn’t answer as the large garage doors opened and he steered the police car into the large parking bay, filled with nondescript vans and large trucks for transportation.

“Wha…” Randy started, and stammered.

Waiting outside the car for them were several women, lead by Vera, the Queen’s second in command. The muscular, tattooed red head wore a skin tight black thong body suit, and was flanked on either side by two equally well built concubines, both in leather thong bikinis. One hand golden blond hair and the other had light brown hair.

“Don’t worry, they’re not here for us.” Brad said in a reassuring way and got out.

“What? What are you going to do with me? If you th-” Brad slammed his door shut, cutting off Lisa’s protests.

A second later, he heard her protests again as Randy opened up his door.

“-Wait until I get out of this! You’ll all be so sorry, Randy you spinless-” She was cut off again by Randy slamming his door shut as he gawked at their welcoming party.

“She’s all yours, girls.” Brad motioned to the backseat.

Vera lead the girls over to the cruiser as Brad motioned to Randy.

“Follow me.” He cocked his head over to a door and Randy fell in step behind him, turning his head though to gawk at the concubines’ asses as they approached the car.

“Get off of me! You’ll all be sorry!” Lisa protested as Vera dragged her out of the vehicle. When it came to being in shape, Vera gave Lisa a run for her money, though Vera looked to be chiseled from granite, as Lisa had a leaner look.

The naked woman kicked and struggled, but the three muscle bound concubines were too much for her, and easily overpowered the protesting prisoner and dragged her in the opposite direction.

“Where am I? Where’s Shelly? We’ll own this operation once we get out of here!” Lisa screamed and kicked as she was dragged away.

“Where are they taking her?” Randy asked, watching slacked jawed as the naked, big breasted woman struggled against her captors.

“Doesn’t matter, here, stay with me.” They had reached a door and Brad held it open for Randy. It lead to another, nondescript hallway.

Randy stepped through and Brad followed after him.

“You see, we take care of our friends here, but we have to know who we can trust. Are you someone we can trust, Randy?”

Randy eyed Brad nervously.

“Umm… who are you people?” He asked.

“Come on, you know.” Brad winked, leading Randy towards a door at the end of the hall.

“Like I said, show us that you can be trusted and you’ll rewarded with money, power, and women.”

“Women?” Randy’s eyes went wide.

“Oh yes. One thing we like do is share our toys. You just have to give them back when you’re done playing with them.”

With that, Brad pushed open another door and was hit with a blast of thick, humid air and the smell of chlorine. He once again ushered Brad in before him and stepped in after him onto a large, indoor pool area. Beach chairs lined the pool deck, and a hot tub sat bubbling and alone in a corner.

The indoor pool area was deserted except for one occupant, stretched out on her stomach on a beach chair…

Felicia Fetters.

“Mmmmph! Mmm! Mm!” She moaned, her eyes wide when she saw Randy.

“… Sheriff Fetters…” Randy stammered.

Felicia was gagged with several layers of duct tape, and her hands and feet were taped together too. A length of tape ran from her taped wrists to her ankles, keeping her in a hogtie position, and she was clad in an aqua blue thong bikini.

“Ummm! Hlllp! Hlllp mff!” Felicia moaned, wiggling her thonged ass as she struggled in her bonds.

“Come say hi.” Brad said and strolled over to Felicia.

“What… what is she doing here?” Randy asked, following a few paces behind.

“Felicia here has been our guest, and she’s been very good for our organization. Her videos have netted us quite a profit.” Brad took a seat on the chair next to Felicia and cupped a hand over one of her ass cheeks.

“Ulllmmp!” Felicia moaned, and tried to wiggle away.

“… uhh…” Randy stared at the thong clad captive, wide eyed.

“Come on, come see.” Brad motioned to Randy.

“Ummmpph! Urrrgggl!” Felicia grunted, still trying to wiggle away from Brad.

“Why are you showing me this? I could arrest you.” Randy stood straight.

“Mmsss! Mfff!” Felicia nodded.

“But will you?” Brad asked, still massaging Felicia’s ass cheek as he talked.

“This… this is kidnapping.” Randy added.

“Umm hmm!” Felicia nodded.

“Randy, how many times have you looked at this ass and wanted to touch it?” Brad rubbed Felicia’s backside for emphasis.

“Urrrg!” She barked.

“Well,” Brad continued to grip Felicia’s ass. “How many?”

“… a lot…” Randy avoided looking at Felicia when he answered.

“Would you like to?” Brad lifted his hand and motioned to Felicia’s backside like a gameshow host.

“I…” Randy shifted uncomfortably.

“You can. No one will stop you. You can do whatever you want here.”

Randy took a few cautious steps forward.

“Come on.” Brad slapped Felicia’s ass for emphasis.

“Urrrggh!” She glared at him.

Randy shuffled over, placed a hand on Felicia’s ass cheek, and then retracted it like it would bite him.

“Epph!” Felicia protested.

“Oh come on, you can do better than that!” Brad cupped a handful of Felicia’s ass to emphasize.

“Mmmmph!” She glared at him.

Randy shuffled, twiddled his thumbs, and then slapped Felicia on the backside.

“Mmmph!” She clenched her ass cheeks when he did.

“There it is! Come on!” Brad encouraged.

Randy lowered his hand again and clutched Felicia’s buttocks.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” She moaned, wiggling under his grasp.

“Haven’t you always wanted to do this?” Brad smiled at Randy. Randy returned his smile and grasped Felicia’s ass with both hands as she wiggled under him..

“Feels good doesn’t it?” Brad continued.

“Urrrff! Mmmph! Bllmm!” Felicia moaned.

“Come on, show me what you really want to do!” Brad stood, hyping Randy up.

Randy grabbed the waist band of Felicia’s bikini and yanked it down, exposing her bare buttocks and her thong shaped tan line. He had a crooked smile on his face and a far away, dazed expression in his eyes.

“Ummmph! Mmmrro! Mmmmp!” Felicia moaned and wiggled on the chair.

She twisted onto her side, and Randy grabbed her bikini top and pulled it down, exposing her bare breasts.

“Mrrroo! Sttttp!” She tried to twist away but Randy cupped both hands around her breasts. He still had his dazed smile and distant look in his eyes.

“Feels good doesn’t it?” Brad asked, standing now.

“And… I can do this whenever I want?” Randy looked up but still kept his hands cupped on Felicia’s breasts.

“Oh yes, if you keep showing us that you can be trusted. There are other girls too.”

Randy stared off into space, and then stood to face Brad.

“What about Lisa?”

“What about her?” Brad shrugged.

“Can I play with her too, like…” He motioned to the struggling, moaning Felicia.

“Well, she has to be housebroken first.” Brad explained.

“Then can I?” Randy’s eyes were wide, like a child asking for a treat.

“Here’s the thing,” Brad stepped over and put an arm around Randy’s shoulder. “We need to know that we can trust you. Now you can play with Felicia and the other girls whenever you want, but we can’t just hand new people the keys to the kingdom right away.”

Randy nodded in understanding.

“Maybe after a while, if you show that you’re loyal and will listen, and that you don’t damage the merchandise, then yes, we’ll let you play with Lisa.” Brad smiled and patted Randy on the shoulder.

“I can be trusted, I’ll show you.” Randy smiled and nodded.

“That’s good, I had a feeling about you,” Brad patted his shoulder and stepped away. “But you have fun with Felicia for a bit, I actually have to go and check on our new guest.”

Randy didn’t have to be told twice, and ran back over to Felicia and cupped a hand over one of her breasts.

“Mmmmpph!” She moaned, wiggling under Randy’s grasp as Brad exited through the door they came through.

He smiled as he walked down the hallway and away from the pool. His hunch about Randy had been right, and he would prove to be a good soldier. Brad would dangle Lisa over Randy for a few months as a reward, maybe give him a preview or two, and once he knew that Randy wouldn’t be a problem, he would feed her to him.

But first, he had some unfinished business with that big-titted bitch.

Brad made his way down several more corridors, all of them seeming the same as the last one, and then finally stepped through an unmarked gray door.

Lisa waited for him inside, still naked, and manacled to a wall by her hands and feet. She lifted her head and glared at him when he entered.

“How are you settling in?” Brad asked, walking over to a table covered with various kinky items.

Lisa tugged on the chains but they held firm.

“I should have just killed you in that warehouse.” Lisa barked.

Brad ignored her and wheeled the table over to just in front of the naked woman. One of the several items on the table was a roll of duct tape, and Brad ripped off several strips.

“So do you have Shelly in here too? Did you do this to her?” Lisa kept her head up and looked defiant as she spoke.

“I wasn’t lying, I don’t know where Shelly is.” Brad shrugged. There was another item on the table, a small box with several wires coming from it. He lifted two of those wires towards the captive woman.

“… you don’t know?” Lisa stammered. Her defiant face shifted into a look of defeat. Good, that meant her armor was cracking.

“I mean, we did have her briefly,” Brad brought the wire up and clipped one to one of Lisa’s bare nipples.

“Ugh!” She cried, and Brad clipped the other wire to her other nipple.

“Ugh! Stop!” She grunted.

“Shelly disappeared during an escape attempt by two other prisoners. We assumed that she somehow got out and hooked back up with you, but I guess we were wrong.” He then placed strips of duct tape over the wires clipped to Lisa’s nipples, just to help keep them in place.

“But if you don’t… then where is she?” Lisa wondered.

“Like I said, I don’t know, and if you don’t know, then…” Brad shrugged, leaned forward, and pressed a strip of duct tape over Lisa’s lips.

“Mmmmph! Mmmrro!” She protested, pulling her head away after he pressed the tape in place.

“It sucks, I was hoping to have the complete package of you and her, but hopefully she turns back up again at some point.” Brad smiled and stepped over to the box on the cart.

“Urrff! Umm bbggll!” Lisa grunted through her gag, glaring at him.

“Until then, I think this will take some of the fight out of you.” With that, Brad smiled and pressed a switch on the box, sending a jolt of current through the wires and to Lisa’s nipples.

“Urrfmmmph!” She cried, rocking back from the sudden shock.

“It’s not enough to hurt you, but enough to make you.. tingly.” Brad chuckled.

“Mmrrrgg… Urggg…” Lisa grunted, her whole, beautiful body quivering under the small current being passed though her. Her giant breasts looked like they were almost vibrating from the sensation.

“Ummm…. Mmmm… gggmm…” Lisa struggled and moaned, breaking out in a light sweat.

Yes, her breasts were vibrating! Brad chuckled at the sight.

“Well, you hang out here, and someone will be in to check on you in a few hours.” He smiled and turned towards the door.

“Mmrroo… sttpp… mmooo…” Lisa huffed, twisting and moaning as her giant breasts vibrated against her.

Brad opened the door and stepped out into the hallway.

“Mmmrroo! Sttpp-” He closed the door behind him, cutting off her cries, and started making his way back to the pool.

That was one loose end down. He still didn’t like that Shelly was unaccounted for, but seeing how Lisa didn’t know where she was, did that mean that some misfortune had befallen Shelly after she escaped?

That would be a shame, he had unfinished business with his ex-step-mom. Brad had a feeling though that he hadn’t seen the last of Shelly. If she was still out there, she would make a move, eventually.

Now all he had to worry about were Gina and the FBI agents. Lisa’s stunt had been somewhat fortuitous because not only did he get to capture Lisa, but he now had Gina eating out of the palm of his hand. He could probably string Gina along for a few months before he would have to bring her in like he brought Lisa in.

Then there were those agents. Right now they weren’t a threat, but Ace wanted them out of the picture. They would become his next focus.

16.

Here comes Brad, looking like a snack as always. Trish smiled, leaned back in her beach chair, and started to adjust her bikini top to allow maximum cleavage. It wasn’t a difficult duty, seeing how her turquoise top was already quite small and skimpy, but she wanted Brad’s eyes to go straight to her boobs whenever he came by. She looked down and pushed her top to the side as much as possible without revealing a nipple. After all, she wanted to leave some to the imagination.

She wanted Brad to work for it.

“Here he comes.” Trish patted Tammy on the shoulder. The younger girl was tanning on her stomach next to Trish, clad in a tan thong bikini. Normally Tammy’s flesh colored bikini would almost blend with her skin tone, but both women’s skin had darkened from their time in the sun over the past few months.

Trish always had naturally dark skin. She was part Latina and part Italian, and her jet black hair and olive complexion made her a standout wherever she went, combined with her fit, lithe physique. A compliment Trish always received was how she had a better body than women half her age, and she knew it. Of course, she would laugh off these compliments and just say that the rigors of her job kept her in shape, but that was only partially true. It was a point of pride with her that she was in her early fifties and could still attract men half her age.

Of course, her giant breasts helped too. Most young men were helpless at the sight of a buxom, dark skinned milf with giant breasts. Trish’s breasts had always been naturally large, but she got some surgical enhancements that helped too.

Tammy grunted and rolled over.

“Really? Still after him?” She groaned. Trish glared at the younger woman.

Tammy obviously didn’t approve of Trish’s pursuit of Brad, but then again, in all of the years she knew Tammy, she had never seen her show interest in men.

Then there was that weird incident on the docks.

“Yes,” Trish sighed, “So be nice.”

Tammy just sighed and rolled onto her back. Her breasts were considerably smaller than Trish’s but her cleavage, glistening with sweat, still looked nice in the late afternoon sun. Tammy had straight dark hair like Trish and pointed features. Like Trish, she had a mixed heritage, and Trish knew that Tammy was at least part Arabic. The younger girl’s body was all lean muscle, and she was even more of a fitness nut than Trish was.

In fact, both women had met at the gym in the field office they were stationed at and became fast friends, with Tammy becoming something of a physical trainer to the older woman. The pair turned heads wherever they went, but Tammy never really gave men the time of day.

Once again, Trish thought of Tammy with her during the botched raid at the docks. Tammy had said that her nerves got the best of her and she wasn’t thinking clearly. Trish accepted that flimsy explanation and the two had an unspoken agreement to never speak of the incident again.

“You can do so much better than a putz like him.” Tammy said lazily.

“Like who?” Trish turned to watch Brad approaching.

As always, he was clad in his “police issue” swim trunks, and nothing more. His muscle bound body had developed a deep tan as well. He had let his once short cropped dark hair grow out a bit and had it combed straight back, and looked like something out of a police man’s calendar. Brad seemed like the type to start a “Beach Patrol” solely as an excuse to walk around on the beach shirtless, but Trish didn’t mind that.

“Oh I don’t know, someone smarter, driven, who knows how to treat a woman like you…” Tammy started to drone on, but Trish was too focused on Brad, hoping that he would catch her gazing at him.

He doesn’t have his shadow with him, good. She thought, noticing that Gina wasn’t around for once.

Brad had allowed Gina back onto the force six months ago, and they had been practically inseparable since. Word was that they were dating, but both denied it. Gina hung on Brad enough to keep fueling the rumors though. One good thing about Brad and Gina being an item was that it kept Gina from bugging Tammy and Trish about the case.

The case… Just thinking about it annoyed Trish. They had been stuck in Marston’s Pointe nine months now and had nothing to show for it, yet they still hadn’t been transferred. How much inactivity did the field office need before they realized they were wasting time and money keeping Trish and Tammy on this case?

Trish had panicked six months ago when Brad told her that he and Gina caught Lisa, Shelly’s accomplice, knowing full well that could lead to a break in the case and keep them in stuck in this town even longer. Thankfully Brad, the doll that he was, said he would take point on interrogating Lisa. According to him, Lisa didn’t know more than them. She had been told to deliver the girls to the old warehouse district at that time and drop them off with the buyers, and nothing else. Apparently, once Brad had finished with Lisa, he had her transferred to a all women’s facility while she awaited trial, which was fine in Trish’s book, and she didn’t press any further.

“Someone who will show you things you’ve never experienced…” Tammy droned and stroked Trish’s arm. Trish turned to stare at her partner and Tammy withdrew her hand.

“Plus, he has Gina.” Tammy added.

“Just wait, he only likes her for her boobs. I’ll show him what an experienced woman can do.” Trish turned back to Brad.

Trish preferred younger men. They were eager to please, and Brad was her type: young, fit, and with mommy issues. At least she assumed he had mommy issues. She knew that Shelly Arnold had been his step-mom, and in Brad’s own words, they didn’t have a good relationship, that had to mean that he had unresolved mommy issues, right?

Now who the hell is this? Trish glared. A group of young people had stopped Brad along the beach and were now chatting with him. It didn’t seem to be a police related matter because everyone was laughing and chuckling.

The leader of the group was a thin girl, maybe early 20s, with light brown hair, big, brown eyes, and a thick, curvy ass. Trish zeroed in on the girl’s large, jiggly buttocks in the thong bikini she wore. This girl had practically nothing in the boob department, but made up for it with her curvy, thick behind.

“Why does she look familiar?” Trish heard Tammy saying, and turned to see her partner gawking at the younger girl’s ass.

“I don’t know, but she’s annoying me.” Trish glowered.

“Man, your boy is in high demand.” Tammy patted Trish on the shoulder in a reassuring way.

Trish glared at the girl with the amazing ass. What was it about Brad and the women in this town?

She watched as the young girl laughed every time Brad opened his mouth. This girl was laying it on thick.

Just relax, he gets it all the time. Trish tried to calm herself. A police force with a uniform that consists of bikinis tends to draw attention. Gina and Brad both got equal attention from the opposite sex because of how they dressed.

Still, Brad was lingering by the girl too, laughing jovially at whatever she said too.

If only Gina could see this now… Trish smiled at that thought. Brad seemed like the kind of guy who could have any woman he wanted, why stop with just Gina?

“Oh that’s how I know her! That’s Autumn Beam!” Tammy said from behind her.

“Who?” Trish turned to her partner to see Tammy holding out her phone.

“She’s an “influencer”, a social media princess with over 30 million followers.” Tammy explained.

“What?” Trish sat up and ripped the phone from Tammy’s grasp.

Tammy had up Autumn’s Instagram page. It was true, this girl had over 30 million followers, and Tammy was one of them. Most of Autumn’s page seemed to be made up of pictures and videos of her in bikinis. The girl clearly knew that her ass was her best… asset… and loved displaying it. There were also quite a few videos that revolved around another woman.

Trish clicked on the most recent one. The video started in a kitchen, filming a woman from behind. The woman had dark reddish/brown hair, and was about Trish’s age. She obviously spent time in a gym, but her body, though fit, wasn’t as solid as Trish’s, but still, she looked great for a woman her age.

Then, Autumn came around to face the camera and put a finger to her lips, whoever the camera man was, probably a boy about Autumn’s age, snickered, and then Autumn crept forward, unnoticed by the older woman, who was in the midst of cooking.

Autumn grabbed either side of the sweat pants the woman was wearing and yanked them down, exposing the tight, black thong the woman was wearing and her firm, muscular ass cheeks.

“Oh my God, Autumn!” The woman cried, dropping down to recover her sweatpants, now around her ankles.

Autumn giggled maniacally and turned towards the camera.

“Hey guys, I’m Autumn and that was another episode of Pranking Mom!” Autumn continued to giggle as her mother struggled to pull up her pants.

Trish closed the video, disgusted, and handed the phone back to Tammy.

“Ugh, what a brat.”

“What? I think that her and her mom Shana are…” Tammy trailed off when she caught Trish glaring at her.

“Cute…” Tammy finished.

Trish stood up and motioned for Tammy to do the same.

“What are we doing?” Tammy asked, rising, and not looking too happy about it.

“We’re gonna go over there and show Brad what a real women is like.” Trish turned and stalked across the beach, with Tammy in tow.

It was time to show Brad that he deserved more than just a girl who likes to show her ass on the internet.

Trish put on her best strut as she strolled across the beach towards Brad, hoping to turn every head she could as she approached the young Sheriff. She held her head high and deliberately placed on foot in front of the other as she walked, being sure to subtly flex and sway her lithe body as she did. It was working, she could see men young and old alike turning to watch her go.

“Special Agent Patricia Blade and Agent Tamara Antar!” A voice called from across the beach.

Trish came to a halt and cringed. Someone was calling them by their official names. Worse off, she recognized the voice.

She and Tammy turned to face the dark haired, curvy woman strolling across the beach towards them.

“Marta…” Trish nodded at the woman.

Marta was a fellow agent with all the right curves in all the right places. Like Tammy and Trish, Marta was a unique ethnic blend, part Mexican and Italian. She had striking, wavy, black hair that flowed behind her as she walked, deep mocha skin, wide, brown eyes and deep red lips. Like the other two, Marta kept herself in shape at the gym, but was blessed with large, natural breasts and an even bigger, curvier ass. In this moment, Trish was thankful that Marta wasn’t in a bikini though or else she would really be turning heads, and instead was clad in a black pantsuit with the top few buttons of her blouse open to expose her bountiful cleavage.

Marta stopped in front of them and smiled. “I’m your new partner!”

Trish rolled her eyes and kept walking. She didn’t have time for this.

“We have things handled here.” She said as she continued her walk towards Brad.

“Well, the field office is worried about your lack of progress, especially since you’re a man down…” Marta kept in step with Trish as she spoke. Trish tried to tune her out and focus on Brad.

He had noticed her now, and looked up to smile before Autumn stepped in front of him again to say something.

Does the universe not want me to fuck this guy? Trish mentally grunted.

“Tell the office I’ll report when we have something to report.” Trish said to Marta dismissively.

“You’ve been on this case nine months, and so far you only have one botched raid to show for it. The director is asking for results.” Marta continued.

“Hey, we’re working on it.” Tammy barked, taking up her usual position as Trish’s bulldog.

“I’m here to ensure you do.” Marta continued.

“Well, always a pleasure to see you two.” Brad smiled at them. They had finally reached him, though Autumn and her crew of friends had formed a protective circle around him.

The young social media princess turned to glare at the trio of FBI agents when Brad addressed them.

“Excuse me.” Brad smiled at Autumn and broke through the circle of swimsuit clad young people to step over to Trish.

“Well, as I was saying, the party will be off the hook…” Autumn continued, following after Brad.

“Why hello Sheriff.” Trish smiled at Brad, trying to look casual and placed one hand on her hip while subtly cocking her chest out towards him.

“As I was saying…” Marta continued, buzzing in Tammy’s ear like a fly.

“How’s the beach treating you today?” Brad asked, as Autumn came up next to him.

“It’s going to be the event of the summer, your town will be talking about it for years…” Autumn went on.

“… I think we need to have a full debriefing of the case so far…” Marta droned in Trish’s ear.

Trish gritted her teeth, and was half ready to tell Tammy to make herself useful and get rid of the other two women.

“And who is this?” Brad turned to Marta, causing her to shut up. “Sheriff Brad Arnold.” He held out his hand and flashed her his winning smile.

“Oh… Marta… Agent Marta Vargas…” She smiled, taken aback by Brad’s smile and lack of a shirt.

Trish observed the moment that passed between them.

“Are you joining your fellow agents on this case?” Brad asked.

“Oh, well… yes. I just arrived in town today.” Marta giggled and straightened her hair.

“Well, as I told your lovely coworkers,” Brad motioned to Trish and Tammy, and Trish heard Tammy audibly groan. “You’ll have my full cooperation.”

“Is that so?” Marta arched an eyebrow.

“That and more.” Brad smiled.

“… I look forward to it. Tell me, Brad, does every officer in your police force dress like this?” Marta gestured to Brad’s chest and abs.

“More or... less.” He chuckled. Was it Trish’s imagination or was he emphasizing the less part?

“Well, anyway, Brad,” Trish stepped in front of Marta. “I feel that if we’re going to be working together that we should… get to know each other better… as colleagues.” Trish was tired of beating around the bush, and with Autumn and Marta in the picture, she decided to lay her cards on the table.

“You guys can come to my party tomorrow!” Autumn offered, stepping between Brad and Trish.

It took all of Trish’s self control not to glare at the young girl.

“Hey, yeah that’s a great idea,” Brad interjected. “We can all let off some steam and have a few drinks.”

“I don’t know if that’s a good-” Tammy started.

“We’d love to.” Trish smiled.

“Trish, maybe we shouldn’t-” Marta began.

“I hope to see you there too.” Brad smiled at Marta.

“… Oh... is that so?” Marta stammered.

“Hey, we’re all in this together, may as well have fun together, right?” Brad chuckled.

“Of course.” Trish said in a flat tone.

There was an unspoken challenge that seemed to pass between Autumn, Marta, and Trish in that moment. It was a sort of “winner take all” challenge for Brad.

What if Brad decided to bring Gina to the party?

Well, I’ll deal with that as it comes. Trish thought. If this party was happening, then there was only going to be one victor in the quest for Brad, and she was determined to be the one.
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Marta just about threw up in her mouth watching Trish shamelessly throw herself at the young, male Sheriff. Then again, shame was never something Trish had possessed. It was her lack of shame that made her wear small, tight skirts around the office, or to post skimpy bikini pictures all over the internet, like the skimpy turquoise thong bikini she had on now.

“Come on, feel that.” Trish smiled and flexed a lean bicep for Brad. He gave it a squeeze and chuckled.

“I mean, we all know you can give any perp a run for his money.” Brad said as he squeezed her arm.

Marta had to give it to Trish, Brad was cute, and well built. There was a mischievous glint in his eye, and his abs…

… oh those abs.

Marta shook her head and stepped forward just as Trish clasped her arms together in front of her. It appeared like she was flexing but in reality she was using them to push her giant breasts together and draw Brad’s eye to them.

“Look at those arms, think you can mess with me?” She said in joking tone.

“Oh no one can, that’s for sure.” Brad’s eyes went straight to Trish’s cleavage, as was her plan.

“Look, Sheriff Arnold,” Marta began, edging Trish out of his field of vision. “There are several things I need to debrief you about.”

“Hey, why don’t you come by the office one day and we can discuss-” Brad began, before Tammy, Trish’s attack dog, came up next to Marta.

“Do you really want to discuss the particulars of a case here, on the beach, now?” Tammy huffed.

Marta glared at the younger woman. Tammy and Trish were practically inseparable, but Tammy didn’t have the ravenous appetite for men that Trish had.

“Right, no,” Marta continued. “But I have a lot of questions, particularly about the apprehension of a person of interest in this case, one Lisa-”

“Hey,” Brad smiled and stepped over. “Give our office a call and I would love to sit down and have a talk with you.” His smile really was infectious as he met Marta’s eyes.

“Anyway, Marta, do you have anything else?” Trish raised both her eyebrows at the curvy woman.

Marta sighed. “No, but we all have to sit down and discuss this case.”

“I’d be happy to.” Brad offered.

“Of course.” Trish sighed.

“Well, I’ll be in touch.” Marta could tell this was going nowhere, and stalked away from the group of swimsuit clad law enforcement officials.

She could hear Trish immediately going back to flirt with Brad and it took all of her self control not to turn around and glare at her.

Marta was both relishing and dreading the idea of having to work with Trish and Tammy. She was looking forward to the opportunity to make them look like fools, but that meant that she would have to work with them on this “case”.

Both women had been on the Marston’s Pointe case for nine months now with nothing to show for it besides one incredibly botched raid. Originally there had been three agents dispatched to look into the disappearance of two Sheriff’s within as many months, and the connection to a woman named Shelly Arnold.

After the raid went bad, the other agent, Maria, requested a transfer, citing “trauma.” Something about a bomb up her ass?

That left Trish and Tammy, who seemed to be spending their days prancing around the beach. Marta suspected that their strategy was to just sit and wait until the office realized they were wasting time and money in Marston’s Pointe and called them back.

The Director of the field office was getting impatient too, which is why he dispatched Marta to take charge of the case. It occurred to her that she probably could start investigating on her own while Tammy and Trish played Baywatch, but then if the case was solved they would get the credit too. Plus why should Marta do all the work?

Her mind kept wandering to Brad, and the way Trish looked at him. Word around the office was that she had an appetite for younger men, but in Marta’s experience, it was just men in general. After all, Trish had slept with Marta’s husband.

It was at the office Christmas party a year ago. She still remembered the way her husband, now ex-husband, Mark, had gawked at Trish when she walked in wearing a skin tight, black skirt with a deep, plunging neck line accentuating her cleavage. All through the party, Mark kept finding ways to bring Trish over into any conversation they were having.

Then at some point both Trish and Mark disappeared. Marta had a suspicion about what was happening and remembered scouring every corner of the party for them. Even at that point she knew about Marta’s reputation. About half an hour later she found Mark, who said he was in the bathroom because something he ate hadn’t agreed with him. Trish turned up around that time too, saying she had to take an important call about a case.

Marta accepted that, but still had her suspicions. A few days later, she checked Mark’s phone while he was in the shower and saw the texts he had been exchanging with Trish. Their marriage ended then and there. She still had no idea if Trish knew that she knew about her and Mark, or if Trish even cared that she knew.

Which was why she was going to destroy Trish on this case. Marta always thought Trish was a poor agent, and word around the office was that Trish had only gotten to her position because of how she was with men. After Marta was done with Trish, she’ll be lucky if they let her work in the mail room.

I’ll let her play on the beach for a bit, she seems to like that. Trish and Tammy would still be able to lounge and tan to their hearts desire, with no idea that Marta would be documenting it and preparing it as part of her report to the field office. She would show the Director how Trish and Tammy were being paid to essentially vacation, and then they would be busted, suspended, and most likely demoted. Marta meanwhile would probably get a new team to work with her and the case would be hers to solve.

But, she kept thinking about Brad. He was cute, and built. She imagined him lifting her up with those muscled arms of his. It had been so long since she had some fun, it wouldn’t hurt to do so now?

Plus, the thought of stealing a man out from under Trish was too good to pass up. She would get to Brad before Trish could sink her claws into him.

She was out to solve this case and ruin Trish and Tammy, but that didn’t mean that she couldn’t have some fun while doing it too.

Luckily, she had brought her bikinis too.

***

Marta always knew that her mixed ethnicity gave her a unique look that stood out. Part Mexican, part Italian, and part Pacific Islander, she was blessed with naturally dark skin, black wavy hair, and big brown eyes.

And curves. Dangerous curves.

She kept a tight regimen in the gym, but that did little for her naturally large, round breasts and equally impressive ass. Normally she wouldn’t flaunt these features while working, but this time she had a score to settle.

Marta had a feeling that she would find Trish and Tammy around the same portion of the beach that they were at the previous day, and she was right. There they were, clad in bikinis as usual, and making a spectacle of themselves, as usual. Trish was clad in an orange thong bikini and Tammy in a red thong bikini. Tammy was back in her physical trainer mode, coaching the older agent as Trish did squats on the beach.

Marta sighed at the sight of them. There was really no reason for Trish to do squats on the beach except to show off her thick glute muscles around her tight thong. Tammy paced around Trish as she did the exercise, encouraging her on but always managing to stop and admire Trish’s ass as she squatted down and stuck her thonged backside out. As Marta watched Tammy practically salivate over Trish, she wondered if the older woman knew how much Tammy lusted after her. Knowing Trish, she probably was well aware of Tammy’s lust did but didn’t care. It probably fed Trish’s ego to have someone like Tammy around all the time to constantly lead on but never act on anything.

Marta waited, leaning back on her beach chair and adjusting her large sunglasses, and kept her curves disguised with a thin black robe. It wasn’t time yet to make her grand entrance.

Trish did a few more squats and then switched with Tammy. The younger girl started to do a round of squats, but she hovered a little long with her ass out, and seemed to stop for a moment to see if Trish was looking.

Trish wasn’t looking. Her attention kept shifting up and down the beach, she was looking, waiting…

There he was! Brad came casually strolling down the beach. He still had on his police issue swim trunks, but wore a tight, black muscle shirt with a Sheriff’s pin on his pectoral and a shoulder strap with his gun. Trish immediately smiled at him and started to stroll towards the young Sheriff. Tammy stopped mid-squat, her thonged ass sticking straight out, and glared at Brad.

It’s time! Marta thought, and stood up from her beach chair. She shed the black robe and stuffed it into her bag, and then slung the bag over her shoulder and started making her way across the beach towards Trish and Brad.

She could feel heads turning to watch her as she passed. Marta kept her head high and pretended not to notice as she walked.

Brad and Trish looked to be locked in more flirtatious banter with each other. Tammy was still squatting furiously behind them, hoping someone would notice.

Then Brad turned his head and caught sight of Marta and his jaw dropped.

Good!

She nodded at him, lowered her sunglasses, and winked.

Marta had looked over her bikini collection long and hard to find one that she thought would be appropriate, and by “appropriate”, she meant as skimpy as possible but still leaving Brad wanting more. In the end, she chose a little leopard-print number. Her ample, brown cleavage heaved in the tiny bikini top, and the bottoms tied off at a knot on either of her hips. The back of the bikini was a thong of leopard-print running between her large, juicy ass cheeks. As much as she loved how her cleavage looked in the top, she couldn’t wait for Brad’s reaction to her ass.

Trish turned to follow Brad’s gaze and her jaw dropped at the sight of Marta in the skimpy bikini.

“Hey everyone.” Marta smiled, stopping just in front of them.

Tammy had stopped again, mid-squat, and was gawking at Marta too.

“Marta…” Trish stammered.

“I saw how much fun you guys were having on the beach yesterday, and thought, well gosh, I want some of that sun and ocean too.” Marta smiled and pulled a beach towel from her bag.

She turned and bent over, sticking her thonged ass out towards Brad, and spread the towel out over the sand.

“Well you…” Brad stammered. “Certainly know how to fit in on our beaches.”

“Is that so?” Marta looked over her shoulder to see that Brad’s gaze was fixed directly on the strip of leopard-print fabric running between her ass cheeks.

“I just mean…” He went on. “You seem a natural here on the beach.”

“Well,” Marta giggled and went on all fours to smooth out her beach towel. “I’m a girl that knows how to relax.” She never broke off eye contact with Brad as she spoke, and he never took his eyes off her ass.

“So Marta,” Trish interrupted. “I thought you said you had some stuff to work on with the case.”

Marta finished smoothing out her towel and stood back up, retrieving a bottle of lotion from her bag as she did.

“Oh I did, and now it’s time to relax,” She grinned a toothy smile and squirted some lotion onto her palm. “I need Brad.” Marta continued.

“Oh?” He raised his eyebrows.

“Oh?” Trish planted both hands on her hips.

“Well, Brad brought in a person of interest with this case, Lisa Brons." I was hoping we could have a little chat with her.” Marta winked and started to rub lotion over her ample cleavage while looking directly at Brad.

Brad’s eyes went to her breasts, which were heaving and moving as Marta’s hands rubbed lotion over them.

“Sure… I mean, Lisa is in a secure facility right now.” It took all of Brad’s self control to look Marta in the eye.

“I’m sure you could arrange something.” Marta continued to lotion up her cleavage. “I want to question the suspect.

“I did. She didn’t know anything.” Brad’s tone said that this was a dead issue for him.

Marta squirted more lotion on her palm and started rubbing it along her abs. Her breasts now glistened from the lotion on them.

“I thought you and I could tackle interrogating her… together…” Marta purred.

“The suspect doesn’t know anything. It would be a waste of time.” Trish uttered, rolling her eyes.

“Shame, I was looking forward to working with the Sheriff.” Marta met Brad’s gaze and bent over to rub lotion over her thighs, giving him a view of her ample, oiled up cleavage.

“You know, come by the office, we can set something up.”

Marta’s eyes fell on Brad’s gun in the shoulder holster. “That’s quite the piece.” She met his gaze as she spoke.

“Is it?” He raised his eyebrows.

“Do you know how to use it?” Marta stood back up and slunk towards Brad.

“He knows how to do his job.” Trish rushed over, practically shoulder to shoulder with Brad.

Marta ignored her and rubbed her fingers along the edge of Brad’s weapon. He looked down, cracked a smile, and looked deep into her brown, doe-eyes.

“I’d say I’m pretty proficient. He smiled.

Marta pressed forward, brushing her cleavage against his pecs.

“I’d like to find out.” She never broke off her gaze.

Marta could feel Trish glaring at her.

“I don’t think the Sheriff needs to prove himself to you.” Trish interjected.

“I like to know who I’m working with.” Marta pouted.

“You know what, I can show you, tonight.” Brad smiled and wrapped a hand around Marta’s as she stroked his weapon.

“Hey Brad, tonight’s that party.” Trish whined.

Brad took a step back. “I can be there too.” He reassured.

“What did you have in mind?” Marta asked, stepping back.

“Meet me on the boardwalk. I have an idea on how to show you my… skills.” Brad raised his eyebrows as he spoke.

Marta smiled back at him.

“I can’t wait.” She cooed.

“And then,” Brad turned to Trish. “We can stop by the party.”

“… Great…” Trish grunted.

Marta squirted more lotion on her palms, dropped the bottle, and turned around and started massaging the lotion over her voluptuous ass cheeks.

“It’s gonna be an… informative… evening.” She smiled, bending slightly and sticking out her ass cheeks as she oiled them up.

Marta turned away so Brad and Trish couldn’t see her smile. It was perfect! She would hook up with Brad on the boardwalk, and then go to the party with him to rub it in Trish’s face.

This was proving to be a good day.

18.

As Vic focused his camera on Autumn Ray’s supple ass cheeks, he once again couldn’t believe that this was his job now.

Yeah Dad, tell me how film school was useless now! Sure, he wasn’t making shit like Scorsese or Tarantino, but he was being paid lots of money to follow Autumn and her hot ass Mom around all day.

“Don’t see you enough of it?” Autumn asked, looking at him over her shoulder as he brought her ass into focus through the camera.

“And I never get sick of it.” Vic winked at her. Autumn batted her big, brown eyes at him and flashed him her winning smile. The girl was clad in bikini top and “shorts” that barely fit the definition of shorts. Her bottoms were skin tight and only covered the top half of Autumn’s sizable ass cheeks.

Her exposed ass curved out from under the shorts quite nicely always had a slight jiggle that never failed to get Vic’s blood pumping. Autumn stood and gripped the handle of the door and waited for Vic’s signal as he worked with the camera to make sure her ass was in focus and front and center.

Technically, her ass already was in focus, but Vic wanted a few private moments admiring Autumn’s backside before sharing it with the world. Autumn’s ass was the money-maker, and the reason why she had millions of followers worldwide, but Vic played just as important a part. What would Autumn be without someone to help her show off her ass?

Vic was paid well for his efforts, by Autumn’s mother of all people. Shana, her mom, was very private about herself, but he knew that she was loaded, and spared no expense in getting her daughter’s name out there. Hell, the beach house they had here in Marston’s Pointe was more like a beach mansion. Apparently it used to belong to Autumn’s Dad but Shana got it in the divorce, along with a lot of his money.

Autumn’s “Pranking Mom” videos were just as popular as her other videos, probably because Shana was so damn hot. While Autumn had quite a body, she had inherited all of the ass genes from her Mom. Shana had the full package: a great ass, great boobs, and a killer body. Apparently in her younger days, Shana had made a lot of money producing and starring in fitness videos, and was now using that money to make her daughter a star, and likewise, Autumn was making her Mom a star all over again.

Circle of life. Vic shrugged, pressed the record button, and zoomed in tight on Autumn’s ass in the shorts. He gave her a thumbs up and she stood poised outside the door.

Then he zoomed out and backed up, revealing Autumn with her hand poised on the doorknob to her Mom’s bedroom.

“Hey guys, this is Autumn,” She whispered. “And this another episode of Pranking Mom.” With that she raised her other hand, revealing a fully loaded super soaker, and giggled.

Autumn opened the door and slunk in with Vic recording close behind her. Shana wrapped in blankets on her king size bed with her back towards them, sleeping soundly and peacefully.

Many thought that the “Pranking Mom” videos were staged but they weren’t. Autumn was just really good at catching Shana at her most vulnerable. People loved it. Something told Vic that Shana wasn’t a fan, but after seeing the hits on YouTube and Instagram, she put up with it.

Autumn crept across the room towards her sleeping Mom. Shana still didn’t stir, and Vic hung back, getting both the sleeping Shana and Autumn in the frame.

Autumn reached out, gripped the blanket, and gently pulled them back. Vic moved slightly to give the viewers a full look at Shana’s prone body. Her reddish brown hair fell around her shoulders, and she wore a thin, loose t-shirt and tight, black thong underwear. He had to steady his hands at the sight of the unsuspecting Shana sleeping in her underwear.

Christ, her ass! It wasn’t as round or juicy as Autumn’s, but it was thick and round. For a woman in her fifties, Shana had a tight, firm body.

Shana still didn’t move. She must have been in a deep sleep.

Autumn took a step back, aimed the water gun square at Shana’s thonged behind, and let it rip. A stream of pressurized water splashed against Shana’s beautiful ass cheeks, and the woman woke with a start and let out a scream of surprise as her ass was soaked.

Autumn giggled and continued the onslaught from the supersoaker as Shana struggled and squirmed on her bed.

“Autumn! Oh my God!” Shana screamed and rolled over, putting out her hands to block the steady blast of water.

Autumn continued to cackle maniacally and lifted the soaker, blasting Shana in the chest with a stream of cold water. In seconds, the older woman’s flimsy white t-shirt was soaked. The wet fabric seemed to mold perfectly around Shana’s large breasts, and the thin material became almost transparent when wet.

Vic could barely contain his excitement as he zoomed in on Shana’s wet breasts. This was perfect! Autumn had outdone herself!

Just then Autumn turned off the squirt gun, leaving Shana soaking wet on her bed. As her mother tossed her wet hair back from her head, Autumn turned to the camera.

“Hey guys, thanks for watching this episode of Pranking Mom! Don’t forget to like, subscribe, and comment! See you next time!” Autumn flashed a brilliant smile and waved her ass at the camera. Her cheeks jiggled magnificently for a few seconds and then Vic stopped recording.

“That was great!” He exclaimed. Autumn ran forward and hugged him.

“Great!” She cried and then stepped over to the bed and leaned out a hand for her Mom to high-five.

“That was great, thanks Mom!” Autumn exclaimed, and Shana high-fived her daughter.

“Yeah, great…” Shana pulled her soaked blanket up to cover her practically naked chest.

“You looked great in this video Shana!” Vic added.

“Really?” She asked.

“Oh yeah, it’s bound to be one of our most popular.” He boasted.

“That’s great…” Shana grunted. “Could someone hand me a towel?” She asked.

Autumn though was already heading out the door, motioning for Vic to follow.

“Hey Mom get dressed, we have to get the house ready for the party tonight!” Autumn called over her shoulder.

“Hey, see ya later Shana, thanks for the great video!” He called over his shoulder, not bothering to hear her reply.

Once they were out in the hall, Autumn closed the door to Shana’s bedroom and turned to Vic.

“Okay, so tonight I’m giving you and your boys an important job.” Autumn said to Vic in a low voice.

Vic beamed. He knew he could handle any job she gave him.

“Sure.” He perked up.

“I am fucking that hot Sheriff tonight,” Autumn began, and Vic deflated a bit. “I need you and your friends to help make that happen.

“… sure thing…” Vic agreed.

One thing about Autumn was that if she wanted something, she got it, and that included men, much to Vic’s chagrin. Given that most of his day was spent photographing Autumn while she was half naked, obviously an intimacy had formed between the two of them. In Vic’s mind, they were a power couple, a united force to be reckoned with.

Autumn saw things differently. Vic had no doubt that she appreciated him, but in her mind, they weren’t “exclusive”. In fact, she didn’t want to define their relationship at all, which was kinda cool in Vic’s mind because if Autumn could fuck any guy she wanted then Vic could fuck any lady he wanted to. More often than not though, Vic spent a lot of time being Autumn’s wing man.

“If those lady FBI agents show up, I need you and your boys to keep them out of Brad’s sight.” Autumn’s tone was hard, missing any of the sing-song playfulness that she usually spoke with.

“Yeah, but… how?” Vic scratched his head. Maybe just get this old bitches drunk and keep them in a different room?

“Anyway you can,” Autumn looked directly into his eyes when speaking. “I don’t want Brad even knowing that they’re here. Keep them out of the way and keep them quiet.”

“Yeah but…” Vic stammered. “They’re FBI agents. We shouldn’t mess with them.”

“Hey come on,” Autumn leaned forward and ran a finger along his arm.

Vic involuntarily shivered and felt his arm break out in goosebumps. “I know you can take care of this for me.”

“I… sure…” Vic sighed, trying not to shiver again from her electric touch.

“You don’t know much much I’ll appreciate this if you come through,” Autumn leaned in and batted her eyes at him. “I’ll owe you big time.”

“Sure thing Autumn.” Vic swallowed and nodded.

“Thanks!” She flashed him a brilliant smile and bounded away down the hallway. Vic’s eyes went immediately to her ass jiggling up and down as she did.

***

Shana peeled the soaked through t-shirt off and admired her glistening skin in the bathroom mirror. A thin sheen of water coated her large bare breasts and most of her upper torso. One thing that she was always proud of was how full and perky her breasts were despite her age.

And soon people all over the world will be seeing them in a wet t-shirt on the internet. She thought as she stood admiring her reflection some more. Vic was probably editing the video now and would upload it any minute, then the clicks, the favorites, and the comments would start.

Autumn and her Mom are so hot!

I would smash both Mother and Daughter!

Look at those milf boobs!

The comments were all about the same, but Shana knew that she would spend hours refreshing the video, reading every new comment that was posted.

She peeled off her wet panties and turned to admire her now naked ass in the mirror. Autumn’s ass got all the attention, and was her money-maker, but Shana’s ass was full and firm, a result of a lifetime of fitness regimes.

Shana’s family had always had money, and when she was in her twenties she was able to get her parents to fund a series of workout videos with her as the host and centerpiece. The videos sold well, which lead to Shana traveling the country on speaking tours, TV show appearances, magazine centerfolds, etc.

While a great many of her fans were women attempting to get into shape, even more were men who bought her videos just to ogle her body in her tight workout shorts and sports bras. She could see them all salivating over her whenever she was at a speaking engagement and the hungry look in their eye. Then she met Autumn’s dad, a successful personal trainer and gym owner. After a year of dating they were married, and a year after that, she was pregnant.

Then a year after that they were divorced. He wanted to run off with some new floozy that worked at one of his gyms, which was fine with Shana. The divorce got nasty, and she ended up getting half of everything he owned, including half of his gyms. She retired from the public eye after that, and focused on being a mom full time.

Shana slipped on a fresh pair of black thong panties and reached for a white bathrobe, thinking about the first time she had made an appearance on Autumn’s social media feed. It was on a vacation in the tropics, and Autumn posted a pic of her and Shana together on the beach, both in bikinis. Immediately the comments started flowing about how hot Shana was, and she saw her Instagram followers jump by millions. It was all young guys, ones who were too young to remember her from her fitness videos. Her old life had been forgotten and now she had this new one as Autumn’s “hot mom”.

Of course Autumn started capitalizing on that more, featuring Shana in more pics and videos. Once again Shana was being contacted to pose for magazines and photographers.

Then the Pranking Mom videos started, and Shana and Autumn’s popularity skyrocketed even more.

Shana pulled the bathrobe over her half naked body and tightened it around her waist, leaving plenty of cleavage exposed.

That’s the price of fame. She told herself, staring in the mirror.

Autumn was her daughter, she would do anything for her. When Autumn told her that she wanted to be a model like Shana was, Shana did everything in her power to make that happen. Now, Autumn was one of the most popular social media influencers, and Shana was close behind her.

And all it cost was a few videos of Autumn embarrassing her.

She told herself that like any fad, this would fade. People would tire of the videos and Autumn would move onto something else, or Autumn would find a guy and settle down like Shana did.

Just as long as it wasn’t that Vic guy. Vic served an important role, but Shana didn’t like the way he looked at Autumn, or how Autumn lead him on. He was a leech, someone riding Autumn’s coattails, but Autumn wasn’t stupid, and knew that Vic was a useful idiot. Shana only hoped that she got rid of him once he wore out his welcome.

Shana stepped out of her private bathroom and back into the bedroom, eyeing up her now soaked bed, and decided that she didn’t want to deal with it at the moment

I’ll get it later, besides it’s not like it’s going anywhere.

Instead, she made her way over to her closet and removed two swimsuits on hangers. Autumn was throwing a party tonight, and would no doubt want Shana to make an appearance, for social media’s sake. Shana had to look good, but not good enough to take the attention from Autumn. The two swimsuits she picked were conservative but sexy, one was a bright yellow one-piece that was high cut in the hips with a thong back and showed plenty of cleavage. The other was a dark red thong bikini, but Shana had a feeling that Autumn would pick the yellow one-piece.

She made her way out of the bedroom and down the long hall, lined on either side with magazine covers of Shana in her younger days. This beach house had belonged to her ex-husband and was where he would bring his side girl when he told Shana he was going on his “business trips”, so of course she made sure to take it in the divorce.

As she made her way down the winding spiral staircase to the first floor, the magazine covers gradually started to change from Shana in her younger days to covers of Autumn in various tiny bikinis. The staircase opened into the wide, expansive living room, which was perfect for entertaining, and Autumn was taking full advantage of that. It was hard to think that just moments ago, Shana was half naked in bed getting sprayed down by a squirt gun while all these people were milling about her living room. Delivery men were carrying cases and kegs of beer through the front door while caterers were setting up a table against a far well, and Autumn was directing a DJ as to where to set up his booth on the other side of the room.

Autumn turned away from the DJ when she saw her mom approaching with the swimsuits held in either hand.

“Mom-” She started, but Shana cut her off.

“Autumn, I wanted to talk about tonight.” Shana interrupted.

“Mom, I wanted to talk about tonight.” Autumn went on.

Shana stopped and lowered the swimsuits. Autumn wanting to talk about tonight meant that she probably already had an idea of what she wanted Shana to wear that night.

“Yes, so did I,” Shana held up the swimsuits. “I was thinking of wearing one of these for the party.”

Autumn didn’t even bother looking at the swimsuits.

“Mom, I was thinking of going… a different direction tonight.” Autumn went on.

“Oh…” Shana stopped. There was something about Autumn’s tone. It was serious and stern, as opposed to the usual sing-song tone she used.

“Yeah, look, maybe tonight you could… find another way of occupying yourself.” Autumn shrugged.

“What?” Shana furrowed her brow. Did Autumn not want her at the party?

“Yeah, I mean, maybe go out for a long walk on the beach or stay in the bedroom or something…” Autumn trailed off, not meeting her mother’s gaze.

“What… do you… not want me at the party?” Shana stood, deflated.

“Yeah, look there’s this guy coming… and he… I like him, but I think he likes older women so…” Autumn cringed.

Shana’s jaw dropped. She didn’t want her mother at the party because of a guy?

“Yeah, so if you could just not be there… that would be great…” Autumn was wringing her hands now.

Shana stammered for words. This was a first. Anytime Autumn did a big event she always wanted her mother at her side.

“...Sure…” Shana uttered.

“Oh thanks Mom!” Autumn beamed and tightly embraced her mother. “You have no idea how much this means!”

Shana only stood there limply as Autumn embraced her. What was she going to do now? Hide out in her bedroom like a recluse?

“Hey Autumn!” Vic called, causing Autumn to break off the embrace. He was talking to the DJ, who didn’t look happy with whatever Vic had to say.

Without saying anything more, Autumn hurried over towards Vic and the DJ to deal with whatever was going on with them, leaving Shana standing in the middle of the room, holding her two swimsuits. People continued to move around her, making preparations for the party that night.

She stood there for a moment longer until she heard a rough voice behind her.

“Excuse us, lady” Shana jumped out of the way to see two burly delivery men bringing in another keg of beer.

Taking that as a cue, she made her way out of the living room and towards the kitchen, pulling her bathrobe tight to hide her cleavage. If Autumn wanted her invisible, then invisible she would be. All of the men were too busy making preparations for the party that night anyway, though she did catch them sneaking an occasional look at Autumn’s ass in her tiny shorts.

The kitchen was just as much a flurry of activity, with several of the caterers assistants moving in and out. Shana brushed past them too and made her way to a door on the far side of the kitchen. The caterers and assistants in the kitchen seemed frazzled and stressed but Shana kept her head down, fearing that they would stop her with a list of questions that she couldn’t answer.

It was Autumn’s party, let her deal with them.

Shana grabbed a key from a hook on the wall, and didn’t slow or look up until she reached the door, unlocked it, pulled it open, and stepped on the basement stairs, pulling the door closed behind her and locking it. The last thing she needed was the partiers finding her sanctuary down here. It was a fully finished basement, with carpeting, a bathroom, game room, and gym. Autumn knew about it but also knew that the one rule was that it was off limits to her and her friends. It was fully understood that Shana gave Autumn full autonomy, in exchange she let Shana have this little sanctuary

Of course, Autumn only thought that Shana came down here to be alone, she didn’t suspect anything else.

As Shana’s bare feet padded down the stairs, she flipped on more and more lights, illuminating the large couch and even larger TV against the wall, and the mini-bar next to it. She threw her swimsuits down on an arm chair and didn’t give them a second glance. She seemed to physically transform as she moved, standing straighter, lifting her head, and her eyes got harder and colder.

Shana passed the couch, untied her robe, and cast it aside, now naked except for her thong panties. As she passed the couch, she hit a button on a remote and the giant TV came to life, and she hit another button and one of her old workout videos started playing.

“Okay girls, lets move!” A version of Shana that was twenty years younger shouted from the TV with a giant, brilliant smile. In the video, Shana wore a black sports bra showing plenty of cleavage, and matching black spandex, bikini like bottoms that were a little too small, showing off ample butt cheeks. A group of similarly dressed women stood behind her, mirroring her exercise moves.

Shana made her way over to the mini-bar and grabbed a set of keys that was hanging from a hook, and made her way over to a door next to the TV.

If Autumn wanted her out of the way, this is where she would be, down here with her dolls.

Shana unlocked the door next to the TV and let it drift open. Despite keeping her dolls gagged, she also soundproofed the entire room too as a precaution.

“Urrrmf!”

“Mmmm!”

“Ugggllmm mmm!” She heard her dolls calling as she stepped into the room and flicked on a light.

All three of them stood tethered in the center of the room. They’re hands were cuffed behind their backs and attached to leashes which ran to loops set in the concrete floor. All of them were gagged with thick, leather muzzles and all wore matching leather bras and thong underwear.

“Hello my babies, how are you today.” Shana smiled and made her way into the room.

“Umm hmm…” The brown skinned Latina batted her eyes at Shana and shifted ever slightly, allowing her a look at her plump rear in the leather thong.

The Latina, Eva, was Shana’s favorite, and she seemed to enjoy and relish every punishment and humiliation inflicted upon her. More so, Eva seemed to love watching it inflicted on the other two as well.

Shana made her way over to Eva and cupped a hand over one of Eva’s curvy ass cheeks. The Latina cooed into her gag.

“Ummmph… mmmmm…” She sighed, closing her eyes and shivering.

“And how about the other two?” Shana made her way over to the other one. This woman was older, with large, plump breasts, light brown hair, and glasses. Apparently her name was Janet.

“Urrrffmmm… mmmoo!” Janet moaned and shied away as Shana neared. Shana pressed her near naked body against Janet’s from behind and gripped both of her breasts in her hands.

“Oh now, that isn’t that bad, is it?” Shana whispered in Janet’s ear.

“Urrrff! Mmmpph!” Janet moaned, stiffening under her captor’s touch.

Then Shana moved toward her final doll, the dark haired, muscular one with big breasts, Caitlyn.

“Mmmoo!” Caitlyn protested and pulled away. Shana came up behind her and clasped either of her rock solid, muscular ass cheeks in either hand.

“Mmmmrrff!” Caitlyn moaned. Shana pressed her body against Caitlyn’s thong buttocks, feeling them clench under her, and then let go.

She had found all three of her dolls at an auction three months ago organized by a man named “Red”, no doubt named that due to his close cropped red hair. Shana had always had a “dominant” streak. It was another thing that he ex-husband didn’t like. He also didn’t like that Shana liked to play with women as much as she did men. In all of her years though, she had never had her own slaves, or “dolls” as she called them. There were ones that she would take home and play with, but they belonged to others, or ones that she would play with at dungeons and such.

She started feeling the urge to play more though when Autumn started the “Pranking Mom” videos, and the urge kept growing and growing. When they came to the summer house a few months back, Shana heard of a certain “underground” scene in Marston’s Pointe, and decided that it was time to have her own toys to play with because she was tired of borrowing others.

It took a lot of money and resources, but she finally made her to an auction and saw these three beautiful women were for sale. It was hard for Shana to choose whom she wanted more out of them, so she purchased them all as a set. According to Red, they were all local ladies too. It made Shana a little nervous because she thought that if they were local then people might be looking for them, but that was part of the thrill. Moving them too would be a logistical nightmare, but she had that partially figured out.

After her divorce, Shana found herself with an excess of money and time on her hands, and had tried to use them to the best of her ability. One of the things she had done was taking flying lessons, and now here she was, a pretty decent pilot herself. Once Autumn’s career started taking off she had even purchased a small private plane for them to easily travel, which was now waiting at a small airfield outside of town. Shana would simply tell Autumn that something had come up and she would have to leave the beach house a few days earlier in the private plane, which is when she would take her dolls to their mansion in Beverly Hills and stash them in the basement there. It would be hard to have them around the house with Autumn and her friends, but Autumn was in the midst of getting her own place so it would only be for a few months or so.

“Which doll should I play with today?” Shana stroked her chin while pacing around the three bound women.

“Ufffmm ggmm!”

“Mmmm! Gmmmph!”

“Ummm hmmmpph…” Eva batted her eyes at Shana as she came around to stand in front of her three toys.

Shana stood there for a moment, eying all three women up, and then went to a wall where several collars and leashes hung on hooks. She removed a collar and a leash and then took a step towards Caitlyn.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmph!” The big girl moaned, taking a step back.

“Ummmph! Mmm ggmm!” Janet joined in, pleading at Shana through her gag.

But their protests were music to Shana’s ears. With every muffled cry they made, she felt herself getting more excited. Her blood was pumping through her body, her skin flushing and raising into goosebumps, and her nipples were growing hard and erect as she got closer to the big breasted captive.

Caitlyn was stepping back and shaking her head at Shana.

“Mmmooo…pssfff… mmooo!” She moaned, the tether on her cuffs stopping her from retreating further.

Shana loved this moment, having a strong, tough women like Caitlyn under her control, scared of her…

… it was such a turn on.

Shana stepped forward and clasped the collar around Caitlyn’s neck as the big girl let out a long bellow into her muzzle.

“Urrrrmm!” She moaned as the tight black collar secured around her neck, then Shana attached the leash to the end of it.

“Mmmoo! Stttpp! Uffff!” Janet continued to moan through her muzzle.

“Ummm… mmm….” Eva cooed, watching with rapt attention. A fine sheen of sweat coated her brown skin and her chest was rapidly rising and falling.

“Oh don’t worry, you’ll all get your turn.” Shana winked at the other two women, prompting a wide eyed gaze from Janet and a coo of excitement from Eva.

Shana held Caitlyn’s leash in one hand and unclipped the tether around her cuffs with the other, and then gave a sharp tug on the leash.

“Mmeep!” Caitlyn moaned as Shana pulled her.

“Come on little dolly.” She ordered, dragging the big-breasted girl out of the room.

“Hrryyy! Mmooo! Mmmph!” Janet called after Shana as she stepped into the living room with Caitlyn in tow.

Caitlyn continued to mew and whine into her gag.

“Mmmm… ummm… grrrmm…” She moaned.

Shana lead her out to the middle of the room and used her foot to push aside the small table, revealing a middle ring protruding from the ground.

“Kneel.” Shana ordered, stepping behind Caitlyn.

“Ummmfff ggrrrmm!” Caitlyn protested.

“I said kneel!” Shana stepped forward, grabbing Caitlyn’s supple behind.

“Uffff!” Caitlyn moaned and kneeled obediently in front of her master.

And that’s what Shana was, Caitlyn’s master. She was master to all three of these women. Slowly, they were learning that.

Shana secured the other end of Caitlyn’s leash around the metal ring sticking out of the ground and headed back towards the store room for her next doll.

“Ummff! Mmm! Mmmph!” Caitlyn tugged on the leash and tried to stand. There wasn’t enough length, which meant that Caitlyn could only crouch slightly, prompting the half naked slave to kneel again and tug on her bound hands while protesting into her muzzle.

“Urrrgggmm! Mmm! Mmm!” She protested, tugging on her leash.

“You just stay there.” Shana winked at her and stepped back into the store room.

Eva and Janet were waiting, the curvaceous Latina swaying her body and moaning, ready for her master to take her, as opposed to Janet, who was protesting and tugging on her bonds.

“Mmmoo… mmmm….ugggmmm…” She moaned, pulling on her cuffed hands. Shana decided that she would save Janet for last and grabbed another leash from the hook and approached Eva.

The Latina sighed and leaned back her head, ready for the collar. Shana was proud of how good of a slave Eva was turning out to be and clasped the collar around the lamina's slender neck.

“Ummfff…” Eva sighed as the collar locked into place, and a shudder ran through her body. Shana secured the leash around the collar and then unhooked Eva’s cuffs from the tether. The entire time the Latina waited patiently, sighing into her gag.

“Ummm… mmfff… grrrmmm…” She continued to sway her body in pleasure.

Shana used the leash to lead Eva out into the living room, but in truth almost didn’t need it. Eva walked with her perfectly and obediently. Caitlyn perked up when she saw Shana leading Eva out with her.

“Urrrmmm mmfff! Mmmmph! Urrggm!” Caitlyn moaned to Eva through her gag. Shana always got the sense that these three women had some sort of relationship with each other before they were kidnapped, but she never left them ungagged long enough to find out.

Perhaps once she was more confident that Eva could be trusted, she would ask. Eva was proving to be a useful slave right now, but Shana still wanted to make sure she could trust her 100% before they did anything further.

Shana lead Eva over to the couch in front of Caitlyn.

“Sit.” She ordered, and Eva obeyed, sitting down straight and obediently and looking up at her master expectantly.

“Ummm mmm! Mmmmph!” Caitlyn turned and wagged her cuffed hands at Eva, who ignored her.

“Stay.” Shana ordered, and Eva nodded.

Shana turned made her way back to the store room, knowing that she could leave Eva untethered. She had been giving the Latina a little more autonomy, and little by little Eva was proving to be obedient. Now she just had to train the other two to be just as obedient as Eva. It would take time and effort, but Shana knew she would break them.

Shana stepped back into her store room and faced the only remaining doll in it, Janet. The buxom woman moaned and stepped away from her captor.

“Mmmooo…” Janet shook her head.

Shana ignored her pleas, grabbed another collar and leash from the hook, and turned to face the struggling woman.

“Ummmph!” Janet moaned and retreated from Shana, who approached with the leash outstretched.

Janet could only back away so much thanks to the tether attached to her handcuffs, and she stumbled as she reached the end of her line, giving Shana a moment to lean forward and lock the collar around Janet’s neck.

“Ummm! Mmmmo! Ummph!” She moaned, wriggling and struggling as the collar was secured.

Then Shana attached the leash to the loop at the end of the collar and unhooked the tether from Janet’s cuffs.

“Okay, let’s go.” Shana ordered, and gave a sharp tug on Janet’s leash, causing the woman to stumble after her.

“Urrrf!” Janet moaned, trudging after her master.

Shana lead Janet out into the living room, where Caitlyn was still secured to the floor and Eva waited patiently on the couch.

“Ummm hmm…” Eva cooed and leaned back on the oversized couch.

Shana gave a sharp tug on Janet’s leash and dragged her over to the couch.

“Ummmph!” Janet protested as she stumbled after her master.

Shana stood tall and held most of the slack of Janet’s collar wrapped in her first as she glared down at Caitlyn.

“Bend over.” Shana commanded. The muscle bound woman did her best to sit up straight and look defiant.

“I said bend!” Shana ordered, feeling her blood pumping now. It was moments like these that felt invigorating, that made her feel alive and in control. She planted a foot between Caitlyn’s shoulder blades and forced her over.

“Ummmph!” Caitlyn moaned, her nose touching the carpeted floor and her ass arched out behind her.

Once Caitlyn was kneeling, Shana reclined on the couch, pulling Janet down with her.

“Mmmph!” Janet moaned as Shana pulled her tight against her. Their bodies were up against each other now, Janet’s large breasts pushing against Shana’s. Shana could feel Janet’s bosoms heaving up and down and her heart pounding underneath them. It was invigorating.

Shana reclined, stretching out her legs and propping them up on Caitlyn’s plump ass.

“Mmmwwtt!” Caitlyn lifted her head and looked behind her.

“Don’t you move.” Shana ordered, keeping Janet held tight still, then she reached out with her free hand and opened a laptop resting on the table.

She cued up a video on the laptop, muted the sound on the TV, and leaned back on the large couch, using her free arm to pull Eva closer. Eva nuzzled her muzzled mouth up against Shana.

“Ummm… mmmm…” Eva cooed.

On the computer screen, the title “Felicia Fetish in Captured Cop Struggling” flashed across a black screen.

“Hmmmmph?” Janet perked up, furrowing her brow.

The black screen faded to a spacious, glamorous looking bed, and lying on the bed was a woman in a skimpy, police girl outfit that showed off plenty of cleavage, and ended in a small skirt that didn’t even cover her ample buttocks. It was Felicia Fetish, the hot new fetish star. She had become a favorite of Shana’s over the past few months. Apparently, Felicia had been a model who tried a career in law enforcement but couldn’t hack it, and then got into the fetish world. A good many of Felicia’s videos were police themed, obviously due to her history.

Oh what Shana would give to have some fun with Felicia Fetish. Apparently she had once been Sheriff of Marston’s Pointe too, and Shana was sad that she missed that.

“Mmmph! Mmmm! Hlllp! Hlllp mmff!” Felicia moaned. She was bound hand and foot and gagged with what looked like a thick white cloth tied over her mouth.

Felicia kicked her bound feet and tugged on the rope securing her hands while arching and struggling so seductively and helplessly on the bed. No one struggled like Felicia Fetish. She made it look so real.

“Mmmpph! Mmmm!” Janet moaned, her eyes widening and she pulled away from Shana. Shana pulled back on her leash, pulling Janet tight against her.

“Where are you going?” Shana demanded, but Janet’s eyes were locked on the screen, wide and filled with concern.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!” She moaned, pulling again but Shana kept her held tight against her.

“Hummf! Whtt!” Caitlyn turned her head to look at the computer screen, her eyes widening too.

Shana leaned forward to discipline her but then Eva pressed her body against Shana and nuzzled her again.

“Ummmp… mm… mmmm….” Eva sighed, rubbing against Shana’s bare breasts.

On the screen, a leather clad woman had joined the struggling Felicia, lifted the small skirt, and was now groping the struggling woman’s thong clad rear.

“Ummm! Mmmo! Stttp!” Felicia protested, flopping her bound body up and down.

Shana’s hand slipped under Janet’s leather bra and cupped one of her breasts.

“Urrrgg!” Janet moaned, but Shana pulled her tight and wrapped her palm around Janet’s breast. The woman’s chest was still heaving up and down.

Eva was pressing against Shana from the other side, rubbing her slender leg against Shana’s while still moaning. Shana sighed and leaned back, her body now coated in perspiration. Her other hand slid behind Eva and cupped one of her impressive ass cheeks.

“Ummm…” Eva moaned and slid on top of Shana.

“Urrrgggh! Mmmph!” Janet moaned, trying to slide away, but Shana kept a firm grip on her breast.

On the video, a muscular red-headed woman with tattoos had joined the fun, and was pulling down Felicia’s shirt to expose her breasts.

“Stttp! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned.

“Urrggg ggmph!” Janet shot forward, but Shana pulled her back.

I wonder what’s gotten into her? Shana wondered, looking over to see Janet still staring at the TV, wide-eyed. Her attention was fixed on Felicia.

Shana’s attention though was snapped away when Eva slid her body on top of Shana, pressing her impressive ass against Shana’s lap.

“Ummm…” Eva moaned and leaned her head back against Shana’s. Her captor raised her hand and clamped it over Eva’s gagged mouth.

“Urrgg… mmm…” Eva cooed, and her cuffed hands slid down, under Shana’s panties, and felt how wet Shana was between the legs.

Up until that point, Shana had been silent, except for her orders, but now, upon feeling the Latina’s fingers between her legs, she let out a sharp sigh.

Eva’s fingers worked magic between Shana’s legs, every movement sending a jolt pleasure through Shana’s already aroused body. In that moment, she forgot about the flurry of people above her, or the party that night, or the multiple humiliations she had suffered at the hands of her daughter. It all disappeared when Eva’s fingers started to stroke her ever so softly between the legs.

Suddenly, having to stay isolated down her during the party didn’t seem so bad.

19.

Once again, Marta could feel hungry male eyes on her and necks craning as she waited on the boardwalk for Brad, which was good. She wanted the attention, all the attention. If Brad saw other men’s hungry eyes on her then it might spur him into acting faster, and she wanted him to act fast. Nothing would make her happier than seeing Trish’s jaw drop as her and Brad walked into that party, arm in arm, their hair slightly tussled. Just the thought of it was turning Marta on, and she could feel her nipples going erect against the flimsy bikini top she had on.

Marta wanted Brad to get excited as soon as he saw her, barely able to contain himself, so she had chosen a strategic spot to wait. Right now she was seated at a picnic table by the entrance to the board walk, sipping on a smoothie with her thonged ass arched out behind her. Occasionally she would glance over her shoulder to see if Brad was coming and would catch men gawking at her large behind as they passed. She had changed into an even skimpier bikini than before, and was now wearing an extremely tiny, hot pink g-string. Just a small sliver of fabric ran between her her curvy ass cheeks, and despite it being night, she still wore her large, dark sunglasses.

I wonder if the party has started yet. She thought as she took another sip from her smoothie. Was Trish there, in a tiny bikini, growing more and more anxious over whether or not Brad would be coming? She hoped so. Was Trish wondering right now what they were doing? Were visions of Marta and Brad rubbing their naked bodies against each other running through Trish’s head? Marta smiled at the thought and felt her blood pulsating through her veins at the thought of her and Brad tearing each other’s clothes off in a dark corner somewhere. Not only that, but the thought of Trish knowing that was even more enticing.

Marta tried to think of something else, not wanting to get too excited at the thought. She didn’t want to come on too strong with Brad, after all, she had to make him work for it too.

She turned, scanning either side of the boardwalk. Marta tried to make it nonchalant, like she wasn’t waiting for anyone, didn’t need anyone, and didn’t have a care in the world, but then she saw Brad and her heart fluttered. He was making his way towards her, and like her wore sunglasses despite the darkness. Brad wore a skintight, black tank top that accentuate his built physique and matching, dark swim trunks.

Marta turned in his direction, lowered her sunglasses so that he could see her brown eyes looking right at him, and took a sip from her smoothie. Brad smiled and lowered his glasses at her too.

Then Marta raised her glasses, trying to hide her disappointment that Brad had brought friends. There was a guy with him, fairly average looking with brown hair, and he seemed to be older than Brad, and was considerably less in shape.

And who’s this bitch?

There was a woman with them. She had pale skin and was extremely muscular, her body looked one of those classic sculptures you would see in museums. Not only that, but her muscular body looked to be covered with dark tattoos that stood out against her pale skin. The woman also had bright, straight red hair and pale blue eyes.

Marta tried to keep her eyes on Brad and away from the schlubby guy and woman, but who were they? Who was she? Was she another cop? A friend?

No, no guy was “just a friend” with a woman that looked like that.

Marta tried to play it cool as she turned around on the bench to face the trio and then stood, finishing her smoothie as she did. She took a few steps towards them and dumped her empty drink cup in a garbage can as Brad and his crew stopped just in front of her.

“Hey! Glad you could make it!” Brad smiled, and opened his arms for a hug. Marta hesitated for a moment and then leaned in and returned the embrace.

“Hey Brad.” She nodded. Every instinct in her told her to find out what the others were doing here but she wanted to play it cool and seem like she was unaffected by the interlopers.

She knew that it was common practice for women to bring a friend or two to a casual hang out with a guy, especially if it was a guy she was unsure of, but men rarely, if ever, did something similar.

“I hope you don’t mind, I brought some friends.” Brad motioned to the man and woman standing on either side of him.

“Oh not at all.” Marta flashed a toothy smile at both of Brad’s companions. The woman didn’t react but the man smiled back at her and extended his hand.

“Hi, I’m Deputy James Randy, but everyone calls me Randy.” His eyes never came away from Marta’s cleavage as he spoke.

“Agent Marta Vargas, you can call me Marta.” Marta shook his hand. Randy still hadn’t stopped looking at her cleavage.

“This is Vera, she’s a… consultant for the Sheriff’s Department.” Brad motioned to the muscular red head, and Marta extended her hand.

“Just Vera?” Marta asked as Vera clasped her hand. It took all of Marta’s self control not to wince when the woman took her hand. Vera’s grip was like a vice!

“Just Vera.” She said in a flat tone.

“Vera works at the facility where Lisa is being held. She’s been keeping very close tabs on the prisoner.” Brad added.

Marta removed her glasses and arched an eyebrow.

“Is that so? How is the prisoner?” She asked.

“Feisty,” Vera’s tone never changed. “But we have ways of keeping her in line.”

“Well,” Marta rubbed her hand, sore now from Vera’s grasp. “I’m going to have quite a few questions for you later.”

“I look forward to spending some time with you.” Vera smiled for the first time. It was a flat, empty smile. Something about it made Marta uneasy.

“Well, let’s get to it.” Brad clapped his hands together.

“Yes Brad, what did you have in mind?” Marta asked. Brad started leading the group down the boardwalk.

“What do you think about laser tag?” He asked with a toothy smile.

“Laser tag?” Marta clipped her sunglasses to the front of her bikini top and felt them bouncing between her large breasts. Brad’s eyes went to the sunglasses dangling between her cleavage and then back up to her eyes.

“Laser tag, you wanted to see how good I was with a weapon.” He winked and practically bounded down the board walk.

Marta chuckled and shook her head. This night already was unfolding in a way she didn’t foresee. As she walked, she was aware of Vera keeping in step with her at her side.

Where’s Randy?

She turned to see Randy walking directly behind her, his eyes fixed on her thonged behind. As soon as he realized she was looking, his eyes snapped back up and he smiled at her. Marta sighed and shook her head.

This was not going the way she planned.

***

Damn these breasts of mine! Marta mentally cursed as she tried to fit the large laser tag vest over her considerable cleavage. She tried not to make a show of struggling to slip the vest on over her large cleavage because she was already the center of attention in the room because of how severely underdressed she was.

The laser tag place wasn’t far down the boardwalk, and after Brad insisted on paying for her (what a gentleman), they had been ushered into “The Armory” where they would choose their vests and teams. Marta was easily the oldest person in attendance, and the only one wearing a bikini. Everyone else was around Brad’s age or younger and clad in shorts or swim trunks and t-shirts or tank tops.

“Need help with that?” Brad offered, having clipped his vest into place.

“Oh, sure.” Marta smiled and batted her eyes. It would give Brad a good excuse to seem like he was coming to her rescue, and a good excuse for him to put his hands on her.

He grabbed the front of the vest and pulled it down, and clipped the buckles on the side.

“Don’t forget your headset.” Brad smiled and lifted the headset which was connected to the vest and placed it over her head. Marta gave him a grateful smile.

“Why thank you.”

That’s it, make him think you need a big strong man like him to help you.

Behind Brad, Vera was helping Randy with his vest.

“No, this goes here.” Her tone was exasperated as she helped the older man with the buckles. Unlike Marta, he seemed genuinely confused by the process.

“Here, let me know if this is too tight.” Brad moved behind her and secured more of the buckles on the side of the vest.

Marta felt him tighten the straps on the vest, and she tried to contain a sigh of excitement as the heavy piece of equipment pulled tight against her body.

“Too much?” Brad asked.

“Oh, no, they could be a little tighter.” She giggled. Marta scanned the other people in the armory and saw male eyes straying to her and looking away quickly. Her and Vera were the only women in this particular group

She heaved again as Brad tightened the vest a little more, and she looked down to see that her already large cleavage had been pushed up and in by the restricting garment.

“That okay?” Brad stepped around to face her.

“Oh, I think it’s fine.” She made a show of adjusting her vest around her chest and noticed Brad’s eyes stray to her breasts as they jiggled under the heavy vest.

“Don’t forget your weapon.” Brad motioned to her laser gun, clipped to the shoulder of her vest. Marta giggled and unclipped the flimsy toy.

An employee of the laser tag arena had given them the rundown earlier. Apparently the vests powered the guns and the headsets, and in the arena you aimed for your opponents headsets and vests, which would glow, but the main objective was to score as many points against your opponents base. Her, Brad, Randy, Vera, and a few random twenty-somethings were on a team against a group of other random twenty somethings. All of them practically salivated over Marta. She was sure that they had no idea they had would be playing laser tag with a half naked woman when they made these plans.

Vera had finished helping Randy with his vest. The muscular girl wore skin tight, black tights and a tight black tank top, and with the vest, gun, and headset she looked like a character out of a sci-fi film. Marta still couldn’t figure her out. At first she thought maybe Vera and Randy were an item but she seem generally annoyed by Randy. Maybe she was just a friend, but Marta still sensed that there was more with her.

The employee of the arena told them to line up and get ready. There were two doors out of the armory and into the arena, each door corresponding to a team. Both sides fell in line, and Marta made sure to stand in front of Brad and close to him, so that her almost bare ass was mere inches from his pelvis.

“You ready for this?” She turned and smiled and him and brushed a hand over her butt cheek.

“Sure… I mean, what?” Brad shook his head and looked up at Marta.

Good, she wanted the move to seem like she had done it unconsciously.

“You wanted to see how I handle a weapon.” She continued to smile at him.

“Yes I did.” Brad smiled back.

“How do we keep score?” She batted her eyes at him.

“Hmm, maybe whoever scores the most hits on an enemy and the base wins?” Brad shrugged.

“And what does the winner get?” She turned slightly, giving him a view of her cleavage under the vest.

“How about loser buys dinner?” Brad shrugged.

“How about this,” She began. “If I win, you let me interrogate Lisa.”

The light in Brad’s eyes went out, and he stammered for a moment before speaking.

“Hey now, I thought we weren’t talking about work.”

“Oh come on, if I win then you and your friend Vera there take me to see Lisa. If you win, then I drop it… until tomorrow.” She winked.

Brad opened his mouth to speak just as an alarm blared. It was time. The lights went low, a red light started flashing, and the doors opened to the arena. Both teams stormed out into the dark arena like soldiers storming the beaches of Normandy.

The arena was dimly light by black lights, filled with glowing neon colors. A series of walls and obstacles were arranged like a maze while also serving as way of separating both teams. Everyone scattered but Marta crouched low and brushed against Brad.

“I figure that if we’re gonna have a competition, then we should stay close.” She shouted over the blaring techno music.

Laser beams shimmered in the fog enshrouded arena, and Marta aimed at the solid green light of the headset of a member of the opposite team. The green lights shimmered, telling her it was a hit. Brad leveled his laser gun at another member of the opposite team and scored another hit.

“Down!” Brad shouted, and pulled her under a fake wall made of flimsy fabric. Laser lights shone over their heads.

“You kinda stick out like that.” Brad mentioned.

“Well I’m sorry no one else is playing in a bikini.” She sighed.

“No, look.” Brad motioned to her ass. Marta looked down and saw that her hot pink bikini practically glowed in the black light. It was especially stark against her dark skin.

“Oh dear.” She smiled.

“What are we going to do about that? You keep giving away our position.” Brad smirked and ran a hand along her leg.

Marta smiled, ducked out of cover and shot at some of green team, and shuffled behind another wall. She turned to look over the wall at their opponents while also giving Brad a perfect view of the day-glow thong cleaving her ass cheeks. He smiled and shot over his cover at the other team before returning his eyes to her backside. Then she darted out from cover again, firing at the other team and heard her headset emit a “CRASH” noise, indicating that she had been hit.

Marta pressed herself against a large, thin wall, and turned to see Brad pressing up against her.

“You’re a moving target in that thing.” He chuckled.

“I’m sorry, if I knew we were playing laser tag, I would have wore a black thong.” She smiled, her teeth glowing brilliantly in the black light, and turned to fire around the wall. Brad turned and fired out of the opposite direction and it gave Marta an idea.

She fired some more and backed up, pressing her ass against Brad’s. He fired and backed against her too. The two of them stood for a moment, back to back, and Marta wasn’t sure if they were breathing heavy from the exertion, arousal, or both. Marta pretended to adjust herself and in doing so wiggled her butt up against Brad and felt him stiffen.

Good! She thought, things were working out so far. Now she had to keep getting him excited. Granted, this was not what she had in mind when Brad asked her to meet up, but she assumed that when he meant meet on the boardwalk they would go for a walk and maybe find a dark corner somewhere on the beach for private time.

Then it occurred to her that they were in a room filled with dark corners. The only thing giving her away was the bright thong under the black lights, because her vest sufficiently covered her bikini top.

She bit her lip as she pressed herself against Brad. It was a risque move, but it could pay off. Part of her said to wait until later, after laser tag, and get Brad alone, but she didn’t know when that would be, and if they went to the party, there was a good chance that Trish would try and sink her claws into him.

Marta stood straight. It was now or never.

Plus, the idea she had was… turning her on. It was sexy and risky and dangerous, and she could feel her heart beating in excitement, nervousness, and arousal.

Marta peeked out from around the fake wall, laid down some covering laser fire, and scurried over to a half wall, getting hit again as she did. Once again, she crouched behind the half wall with her ass out towards Brad. Turning her head, she saw that he was once again staring at her glowing thong.

“I guess this is giving away my position.” She giggled. Brad smiled and nodded.

“Guess I’ll just have to do something about that.” She giggled again, and then clipped her gun to her vest, grabbed the waist band of her thong, and slid it down, exposing her full, bare ass to Brad. His jaw practically dropped to the floor.

She slid the thin garment down along her legs and to the floor, and lifted it and stuffed it into her vest, nestling her thong between her bosoms. Brad was still staring at her now naked ass in complete shock.

“There, that’s better.” She smiled, and then darted out from behind the half wall.

More laser beams glittered over head as she stayed crouched and streaked across the arena. There was something invigorating about this, about being almost completely naked in such a public place!

Marta dived behind a large, flat wall towards the back of the arena and looked towards Brad. He was still standing behind the wall, gawking at her.

Hmm, I’ll have to give him a hint.

Marta pressed herself flat against the wall and winked at him. Brad got that hint and scurried out from behind his cover, darting behind several walls before making his way to the large wall where she was.

“Well,” he began, catching his breath. “Your method of blending in is… unique.” He chuckled.

“Do you like it?” She batted her eyes and turned around, pressing her now naked ass up against his pelvis.

She could feel Brad throbbing under his shorts. He was rock hard.

Good.

She leaned back, pressing her body against Brad’s. Like her, he was slick with perspiration and breathing heavy. Red lights from lasers shimmered in the fog around them, and Marta shimmied her ass up against Brad’s throbbing cock, just to give him the right idea. She heard him clip his laser gun to his vest and run a hand along her thigh.

“I think they got us pinned down back here.” He said in her ear.

“Whatever will we do?” She sighed, raising a hand and running it through his hair. Brad’s other hand held her against him while his other ran from her thigh to her hip.

“I think we can wait them out.” He said.

“How long are the rounds?” Marta tossed her head back and clutched at his hip with her other hand.

“Twenty minutes.” Brad sighed.

“Long enough.” She agreed, eyes closed, as his hand clutched at one of her ass cheeks. He massaged her ass with his hand and used his other one to keep her clutched tight against his body. The whole time he, Marta continued to rub her ass over his waist.

Brad’s cock felt like it was going to burst through his shorts to get at her ass.

Good, that’s what I want. She wanted him to want her, and she wanted him to take her.

Her hands went behind her back and fumbled at his shorts.

Drawstring!

Oh well, it would just mean more time with Brad’s hands on her.

Then one of his hands came from behind and clamped over her mouth.

Hmm, not what I had in mind. Marta blinked for a moment. Kink wasn’t usually her thing but they were having public sex in a laser arena, so she could be into it.

“Umm…” She sighed into his sweat slick palm clamped over her mouth. Her hands had now finished undoing the drawstring around his shorts.

Brad’s other hand came from behind and slid down between her legs, prompting a short convulsion from her.

“Uuggg ggmm…” She moaned, feeling his finger tips caress her skin all the way down.

With Brad’s shorts untied, Marta pulled them down slightly and took his penis in her hands. It was absolutely engorged with blood, and begging for release. She took it and planted it upright between her luscious butt cheeks. Anal wasn’t her thing, but she knew how to get Brad off without having him inside her.

“Grrrmm mmfff…” She moaned, and started to rub her ass up and down over Brad’s cock, feeling it throb and tremble with every movement she made.

Then she felt his fingers hook up and slide inside of her.

“Urrrgg…” She moaned, her whole body convulsing with the movement. Brad was able to enter her with ease because of how wet she was, and now his fingers were sliding up and down with just as much ease.

“Ummmph… mmm… gggmmm…” She moaned with each movement Brad made, thrusting his fingers in and out of her.

Meanwhile she continued to gyrate her naked ass up and down on his cock. She wanted to drain him, to milk everything from him. Marta wanted him to be completely empty for Trish.

Just the thought of Trish trying to seduce Brad but finding that he had nothing left to give sent a fresh wave of arousal through Marta.

“Mmmm…” She sighed, convulsing again. She felt Brad shiver against her as well.

Brad’s fingers continued to slide up and down, in and out, every movement bringing a fresh new wave of pleasure with it. All the while, he kept his hand clamped hard over her mouth.

I don’t think I could call for help if I wanted to! She realized. It made her wonder what an extended trip in the bedroom with Brad would be like.

Between her ass cheeks, his cock was throbbing and pulsating even harder, begging for a release.

“Hmmm…ummm… bbmmm…” She moaned, wriggling with every movement Brad made. He was thrusting faster against her, and she knew he was close. Her instinct was to help him along, but what he was doing to her felt so good, she didn’t want that to end.

Then Brad stiffened and groaned, and he pulled her close and pressed his penis firmly between her butt cheeks, and she felt him finish against the small of her back. Brad groaned and shuttered some more, and held her firm there while his penis let out a few finishing convulsions. He had pulled his fingers out of her but kept them pressed against her crotch.

Well, that’s that. She shrugged. Maybe he would want another go at the party.

“Umm hmm…” She moaned and tried to step forward, but Brad kept his hand clamped over her mouth and his body pressed against hers.

Well okay… She shrugged. If he wanted after sex cuddles, this was not the place for it. Laser blasts were still going off all around them.

“Hummph!” She moaned and tried to pull away again, but he kept his hand clamped over her mouth. He moved his other hand so that it was wrapped around her waist now.

Okay now it was getting ridiculous. Brad was finished, and obviously wasn’t going to finish her off, so it was time to go. Plus she didn’t want the match to end and the lights to go on and show that she was running around with no bottoms on.

“Ummmph!” She moaned and pulled, but Brad kept his hand clamped tight over her mouth. His other hand moved and hiked up his shorts and she raised her hands to try and pry his away from her mouth.


Then another, strong pair of hands grabbed her hands and twisted them behind her back.

“Wufffm?” She moaned, eyes growing wide.

“What did we tell you about playing with your food?” A female voice, Vera, said.

“Hummph!” Marta moaned and tried to pull away.

“Just shut up and get her secured!” Brad ordered.

“Hrryy wummf?” Marta moaned. What were they talking about?

Then she felt something hard and metal slid over her wrist and click into place. A handcuff!

“Ummph!” She pulled again but Brad held her tight while Vera cuffed her other wrist.

What was going on here? A kidnapping? No, they couldn’t kidnap her like this, in public…

But her and Brad had also just fucked here in public…

“Grrrmmph!” She cried, trying to use all of her strength to pull away, but Brad’s hand was like a vice.

“Randy, get that gag on her.”

A gag!

“Mmmooh! Mmmph! Ummph!” She moaned, twisting and struggling. Brad kept his hand around her waist while Vera kept ahold of her cuffed hands.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Randy coming up with two cloths in his hands. The white cloths glowed brilliantly in the black light. Then Brad moved his hand from her mouth.

“No-ummmph!” Her cry was cut off by Randy wadding one of the cloths and shoving it into her mouth, then he place a bigger, wider, and thicker one over her mouth, which was stuffed with the other cloth.

“Ummm bbbmm! Mmmph!” Marta moaned, feeling as Vera grabbed the edges of the cloth from behind and tied it at the back of her neck.

“Ummmfff! Mmmfff!” Marta moaned as Vera finished tying the knot at the back of her neck. Was that all this was? A plan to lure her out alone and kidnap her? But why?

“Urggh!” She moaned, feeling Marta clasp her bicep with a vice like grip.

Brad came around from behind her to face her, with Randy at his side.

“Well, that was fun.” He smiled, and stroked her thigh.

“Mmmoo! Bfff!” She moaned and recoiled.

“Oh Marta, but we were having so much fun.” He laughed, stepped behind her, and clasped both of her butt cheeks with his bare hands.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!” She moaned and tried to pull away, but Vera kept her held tight.

“Randy, why don’t you see what she’s hiding under that vest of hers.” Brad said, keeping his hands clamped on her naked backside.

Randy stepped forward and pressed his body against hers. She could feel his hot breath against her gagged mouth, and the growing bulge between his legs.

That gave her an idea. If she could have smiled under her gag then she would have.

Marta brought her knee up and sent it right into Randy’s balls. The man cried out, his eyes crossed, and he stumbled back. Brad instinctively let go of Marta’s ass to shoot forward and see to Randy, and Vera did the same. At the same time that they both realized that they shouldn’t have taken their hands off of her, Marta took off running.

“Wait! Stop her!” Brad ordered.

“Mmmph! Grrmmmm!” Marta screamed into her gag as she tore though the smoke and haze of the laser arena. The beams from the laser guns still shone through the darkness around her, and she saw the glow from the headsets and the vests moving quickly in the shadows.

“Hlllp! Hmmmph! Hhrrry! Ummm ggmmph!” She cried into the gag, but the players from the other team were all too distracted flitting through the darkness around her.

Where were the people on her team? Surely they would be willing to help a helpless, naked woman?

“Hummph! Mmmm!” She looked around, but seemed completely alone on her side of the arena.

Marta took off running for the door that lead to the armory. Maybe she could find an employee or get out that way?

Why wasn’t anyone stopping to help her? She understood that she no longer stood out because she didn’t have the thong, but her white gag must have drawn attention?

Then she heard it in her headset, the loud “CLANG” noise, telling her that she was being shot at. The gag was drawing attention, just not the attention she wanted.

“Hrry! Sttpp! Mmmph!” She stopped and looked over the various half walls to see green lights shimmering in the darkness, followed by laser beams arching towards her.

She took a step towards them, thinking that maybe if she got closer they would see that she was tied up and gagged, but then a pair of powerful arms wrapped around her waist and lifted her off her feet.

“Ummfff! Mmmph! Grrrmm!” She cried as she was tucked under Vera’s arm like a child and carried kicking and moaning deep into the bowels of the laser arena. If the lights were brighter, the opposing team would have gotten a nice view of her bare ass and kicking feet as the powerful woman carried her off.

“Mmmrrrooh! Ufff ggmm! Mmm!” She cried, kicking and struggling as best as she could. Marta had always been strict about keeping in shape and going to the gym but this Vera was something else, she was like a machine.

Vera carried the struggling Marta tucked under her arm behind a series of large walls and then set her down in front of a waiting Randy and Brad.

“Ah, you found her.” Brad said with relief.

“It was hard, I think all of her weight is in her ass.” Vera said.

“Hrrummph!” Marta barked, and then looked at where they were. There was a small partition, and behind it was a series of barrels with a fake wall behind it, and perched on top of that wall was a glowing sensor, their team’s base. The only way for the other team to get a win was to score hits on it.

“Let’s get her back here.” Brad gestured to the base, and Vera started dragging Marta over.

“Ufffg! Urrgg mmmm! Mmmph!” Marta struggled and pushed back, but Vera was stronger, and younger.

Randy and Brad hopped over the partitions and gestured to Vera, who lifted the struggling Marta like she weighed nothing and planted her on the other side with them.

“Ummmff!” Marta tried to run, but Randy grabbed on of her arms and Brad the other, and they dragged her behind the wall where the base was positioned.

Vera caught up next to them and all three eyed their prisoner.

“Alright, let’s get her vest off.” Brad motioned to her.

“Mmmrroo!” Marta moaned and recoiled.

This time, Vera came from behind and clasped both of Marta’s biceps while Brad and Randy undid the buckles on her vest.

“I’m sorry that I made this so tight.” Brad whispered in her ear as he unclasped one of the buckles on the side.

“Urrmmm mmmph!” Marta spat.

Once the vest was unbuckled, they lifted it over Marta’s head and ripped off her headset. When the vest came off, her thong bikini bottoms fell free from where she had stuffed them in her cleavage.

“Ummph!” Her eyes went wide when she saw her bikini bottoms hit the floor.

“Oh,” Brad hurried forward. “Don’t want to forget these.” He smiled, picked up the bikini bottoms, and stuffed down the front of his shorts.

“Urrggh!” She cried, eyes filled with fury at him keeping her thong like it was a prize or something.

Brad stood for a moment and eyed his bottomless captive.

“Let’s get that top off her too.” He added.

“Ufff! Mmoo! Mmmrggh!” Marta cried, and felt Randy loosening the knot at the back of her neck that held up her bikini top.

“Ummph! Mmm! Mmmp!” She moaned, at the same time feeling Brad unhook the back of her bikini top.

Instead of ripping the top of her though, his hands slid up, under the bottom of her bikini top, and cupped both of her massive breasts.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!” Marta moaned, wriggling under Brad’s grasp.

“Big boobs and a big ass, just the way I like it.” He whispered in her ear.

“Urrrgg! Mmmpph mmmph!”

Then with a flourish he ripped her bikini top away, but kept his hands clasped over her now naked breasts.

“Mmmoo! Stttp!” She moaned as Brad kept his hands locked around her bosoms.

“Here, Randy, you have a turn.” Brad moved his hands, but no sooner had he then Randy locked his hands over her naked breasts.

“Ohhhm! Sttpp! Mmoo!” Marta moaned and squirmed, but Vera still kept her held tight.

Then she felt Brad’s hands clasp her ass cheeks again.

“Ugggg ggmmm!” She barked, doing her best to wriggle away.

Randy’s hands were digging and needing into her breasts in a greedy way, and he was slick with sweat.

“Alright Randy, step away.” Brad ordered from behind Marta.

“But-” Randy stammered.

“It’s Vera’s turn.” Brad was pressed against Marta from behind and still clutching her ass.

Vera?

No sooner had Randy stepped away then Vera’s hands came from behind Marta and clasped her breasts too. Vera’s grip on her breasts was cold, hard, and vice-like, and it caused Marta to cry out.

“Urgggh! Mmm!” She moaned as Vera’s hands locked around her naked chest.

“Hllp! Mmmph! Bmmmf!” Marta wriggled and moaned and Vera kept her hands clasped on her chest.

“Okay, lets get her secured.” Brad ordered.

Then Vera let go and they were dragging her over to the wall. The sensor for the base hung from a pole and a series of wires ran along the pole and ended in a long, cylindrical object near it’s base. There were also several barrels propped near the pole.

“Ummph!” Marta cried as they forced her to bend over.

Oh no, what now?
Then she felt the cold steel of the pole as she was pushed back against it, with the pole wedging firmly between her ass cheeks. There was something else too, the cylindrical object, she could feel it inserted perfectly between her legs.

Oh no…

Vera dragged over one of the barrels and Brad brought over a length of rope and started lashing her upper body to the barrel.

Where did they get this rope at?
Then she felt more rope being secured around her legs and turned her head to see Vera and Randy using rope to secure her legs to the pole.

“Ohhmm gggmmm…” She moaned and tried to wiggle away but the ropes kept her secured in place.

Once Brad had finished lashing her to the barrel, he stayed crouched so that he was at eye level with her.

“There, how’s that feel?” He patted her shoulder.

“Ummm gggmm!” She replied.

“You see, this here laser arena is one of our fronts, and we figured it would be a good place to keep you out of the way until later.” He smiled at her.

“Ummph? Mmmph?” She questioned. Why did he want her out of the way.

“And this little contraption will make sure that all the fight is out of you by the time we come back to get you, but until then, you’ll be kept plenty busy here while we go round up the others.” Brad smiled and stood.

The others? What others?

Marta didn’t have time to ponder this though, as the base emitted a loud CRASH sound, indicating a hit, and the cylindrical object between her legs shuddered and buzzed, sending an explosion of electric tingling up through her body.

A vibrator! They have me hooked up to a vibrator! She realized.

“Oh, looks like someone scored a hit on the base.” Brad chuckled, and Marta turned to glare at him as the base made another noise and she felt another sharp burst of sensation between her legs.

“URRGG!” She moaned, and wriggled, but she was tied tight.

“Well,” Brad said to Vera and Randy, who had joined him. “Let’s go get the others.”

A volley of shots hit the base, with each one sending a jolt through the vibrator tied between Marta’s legs.

“Ummm! Mmm! Urrgg mmmuugh!” She cried, moaning and wriggling with each shot.

“You have fun Marta, you’ll have company soon enough.” Brad smiled, and turned with the others and stalked out into the laser arena.

“Ummmf! Wfffft!” She cried. They couldn’t just leave her here, could they?

Another series of shots hit the base.

“Urgggh ggghh! Mmmumm! Ummmfff! Mmmpph!” Marta moaned, her body convulsing with each shot.

They couldn’t leave her, people would be asking. People would ask what happened to the lady in the thong!

But then Marta remembered how Brad said this was one of “their” businesses. Who were they?

“Urggh! Grrmm! Mmmph!” The vibrator continued to roar to life with every hit the base took, sending ripples through Marta’s body as it did.

Then suddenly it all hit her! Ace, the crime lord Part of the reason why the FBI was here in the first place! Brad must work for him!

That explained why Lisa had disappeared then.

“Mmmph! Mmmm! Ummmph!” She cried, the vibrator going between legs almost constantly now.

The other agents! They were Brad’s targets! He was going to seduce them at the party and spirit them off one by one like he did with her!

The machine wedged between Marta’s legs was vibrating constantly. Her naked body was drenched in sweat and she was moaning constantly into her gag. With all the noise, music, and fake laser noises, no one would hear her back here moaning.

“Ummm! Mmmfff! Mmmm! Ggrrrmmm!” She cried wriggling helplessly as the vibrator roared between her legs

“Urrrgmmm… mmmmmfff!” She cried.

Marta knew that she should try and escape and warn the others, or call for help, but she was tied tight, and by the time Brad and the other came for her, she would be too worn out to resist.

What did they have planned for her after that?

20.

Tammy watched Trish dancing on the back deck in her thong bikini and once again thought about how much of a goddess this woman was. Here she was at a house party with people half her age, and she was more beautiful and in shape than almost all of them. Night had fallen and Trish’s raven black hair almost blended in with the darkness around her and the rhinestones on her turquoise bikini top glittered in the lights shining over the beach house’s back deck, giving her an etheral quality. Music blasted from stereo system wired throughout the house and outside of it, and Trish moved and swayed to the music while young men all crowded around her, admiring her lithe body, which was now covered with a light sheen of sweat.

Trish didn’t pay them any mind because there was one man she was here for. If there was one thing Tammy had learned about Trish over their time as friends, it was that she could have any man she wanted, and when a man landed in her crosshairs, there was nothing he could do to stop it. Tammy thought back to the first time she had met Trish, in the fitness center of the field office they had both been assigned in. The older woman had been wearing skin tight spandex exercise pants and a matching black tank top that revealed plenty of cleavage. Even now, after knowing her for years, Trish’s breasts were still mesmerizing to Tammy.

She leaned back against the small bar set in front of the beach house, sipped from her drink, and watch Trish’s giant breasts as they heaved up and down with every movement she made. Then Trish turned, and Tammy had a perfect view of the turquoise thong cleaving Trish’s rock solid ass cheeks. Tammy had been particularly proud of how large and well built Trish’s ass had become over the past few years, and took all the credit for it. That day in the fitness center all those years ago, Tammy couldn’t take her eyes off of Trish as she worked out. There was a power, an allure to this woman.

Later, Tammy discreetly went into the locker room to change at the same time Trish had, and watched as the older woman peeled the skin-tight pants off to reveal small, white thong panties, and then she removed her tank top. Tammy’s heart almost stopped when Trish’s giant, naked breasts fell free from the constricting top, and then Tammy watched, slack jawed as the older woman stripped out of her panties and stepped into the steaming hot locker room shower. That night, at home, Tammy pleasured herself to the memory of the steam rising rising around Trish’s nude body, and the soap lathering up Trish’s bare breasts as the water cascaded over them. From that point on, Tammy had been obsessed with Trish.

She started approaching her at the fitness center, giving advice on form and posture, and suggesting several work outs. Over the next few months they had become friends and Tammy became something of an unofficial personal trainer to Trish.

“Hey everyone, this party is so lit! I wish that each and every one of you could be here right now!” Tammy was snapped out of her reverie by Autumn Beam’s high pitched, sing song voice.

The young girl passed by, surrounded by a throng of people about her age, and was recording a live video on her phone. She wore a lime green thong bikini, and men’s eyes turned to watch her perfect ass as she passed.

Tammy snuck a glimpse at Autumn’s thonged ass and took another sip from her drink. The young girl’s body was nothing like Trish’s, but even though she wasn’t Tammy’s type, Tammy had to admit that the girl had one hell of a body. As Tammy watched, Autumn finished her video and handed her phone off to one of her entourage.

There was something else too. As she handed off her phone, Autumn’s gaze seemed to linger on Tammy for a moment, or did she? Could Tammy had just imagined that Autumn stopped to stare at her for a minute too long?

No, then Autumn turned and leered at Trish for a brief moment too before moving off deeper into the crowd of people. Tammy watched the girl go for a moment and then sat back. This might be a situation that she had to monitor more. Something happened earlier on the beach that day, an unspoken challenge between Autumn, Trish, and Marta over grazing rights to Sheriff Brad.

Brad, ugh! Tammy rolled her eyes. She didn’t get what it was about that guy that he seemingly cast a spell on all of these women, but they were all practically fist fighting over him. Trish had been taken with him the moment she met him, but Tammy wasn’t surprised since she knew Trish liked younger men. When it became obvious that Brad was having a fling with Gina, Tammy hoped that would be the end of Trish’s infatuation with him, but instead it had only made Trish want him more.

Then Marta showed up, adding further fuel to Trish’s fire. Tammy knew that Trish wouldn’t just let herself lose a man to Marta like that, but Brad had seemed taken with Marta. Once again, Tammy couldn’t understand it. Brad was clearly seeing Gina but obviously flirting with and leading on Marta, Trish, and Autumn, but they didn’t seem to care. For Tammy, that would be a huge red flag about that guy.

Then again, men being in a relationship never stopped Trish. Once again, Trish knew she could get any man she wanted, and there was no greater example than when she had destroyed Marta’s marriage. Marta had never confronted Trish about it directly, and Trish hadn’t either, but both knew, and Tammy suspected that Marta’s pursuit of Brad was a way of settling the score.

Tammy looked back out over the dance floor to see that Trish was making her way directly toward her. Her heart skipped a beat, and she spun around in her bar stool so that Trish would have a view of her thonged ass and ordered two beers. She had worn her favorite bikini for Trish, a brilliant gold thong thong bikini, and had noticed several men casting glances in her direction, but the only person’s gaze she cared about was Trish. Was Trish looking now, mesmerized by Tammy’s ass the way Tammy had been with Trish’s body so many times?

“Hey…” Tammy jumped as Trish came up next to her, catching her breath. Her dark skin shined brilliantly in the outdoor lighting thanks to the fine layer of sweat coating in.

Tammy turned and smiled at the older woman as she leaned against the bar. At the same time, the bartender brought over their drinks.

“Hey, got you a beer.” Tammy offered one of the beers to Trish, who smiled and took the drink but didn’t take a sip.

“Do you know if Brad is here yet?” Trish asked.

Tammy’s heart about sunk. “No, I haven’t seen him.”

Trish frowned and scanned the back deck.

“Maybe I should go look for him.” She muttered.

Tammy’s hand grasped her own beer so tight she thought it would shatter the bottle, and she took a long sip.

“I don’t know, you don’t want to seem like you’re desperate. Just relax and have a drink.” Tammy motioned to the beer in Trish’s hand that she still hadn’t taken a drink from.

“Yeah, you’re right. I don’t want to throw myself at him like Marta.” Trish leaned back, and once again Tammy’s eyes fell to Trish’s magnificent cleavage as her chest rose and fell.

“Yeah, so sit down and have a beer.” Tammy took another sip from her drink.

“What do you think they’re doing? Brad and Marta.” Trish chewed her lip as she mused it over.

“I don’t know, she probably wouldn’t know what to do with Brad if she got him alone.” Tammy reassured Trish.

Tammy watched Trish’s hands as they played with the neck of her beer bottle but she didn’t take take a drink. Trish was distracted and kept scanning the party looking for some sign of Brad or Marta.

Marta will be hard to miss, with that ass of hers!

“Hey, I got an idea!” Trish suddenly perked up, causing her breast to heave up with the sudden movement.

“Sure!” Tammy turned to face her, clasping her own hands together and pushing her considerably smaller breasts together in an effort to make her cleavage more appealing.

“In a little bit, can you do a quick walk through the party, just look around, and if you see Brad could you come back out here and let me know?” Trish reached forward and placed a hand on Tammy’s thigh when she asked.

Just the feeling of Trish touching her caused Tammy’s heart to skip a beat, and then immediately plunge into her stomach. She didn’t know what Trish was going to ask her, but she should have known it was something to do with Brad. Tammy flashed a toothy grin and buried her disappointment deep inside of her.

“Sure.” She agreed, and took another long sip of her beer, finishing it.

“Great, you’re such a good friend.” Trish leaned in and hugged Tammy. Tammy felt herself break out in an excited sweat when Trish’s body pressed against hers.

She froze, feeling Trish’s giant breasts brush against her smaller ones, and then move slightly, brushing her bicep. Tammy’s eyes widened and she returned the hug, patting her hands on Trish’s shoulder blades. Then Trish broke off the hug.

“Thanks!” She grinned, and headed back out towards the throng of dancing bodies.

“Hey wait, your drink!” Tammy grabbed Trish’s full bottle but Trish was already a good distance away.

Tammy watched Trish’s ass cheeks move around her thong as she walked, and she lifted the drink she intended for the older woman to her lips and took a sip. One thing she admired about Trish was her single mindedness and determination, but right now it was also the most frustrating thing about her.

If there was one thing Tammy knew about other women, it was that their sexuality was fluid, constantly changing course and shape given the circumstances, and lots of time alcohol helped direct that course. She supposed that she should feel guilty about all of the times she tried to get Trish drunk and take advantage of her, but none of those times had been successful. Trish was stubborn and resolute, and Tammy had gotten her drunk and alone plenty of times in the past, but never had Trish’s sexuality wavered.

Trish had once again gone back to dancing out on the deck, no doubt trying to put on a carefree, fun loving appearance for when Brad showed up. Tammy took another big sip of the beer and looked around the bar around her, catching a glimpse of a young boy in a skull cap who quickly averted his eyes. She sighed, rolled her eyes, and took another long sip. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the boy once again look at her intently. Something told her that if she gave it five more minutes he would be over here and trying to talk to her.

Uhh, I like your muscles. He would awkwardly giggle, or something else equally ridiculous. Tammy wasn’t in the mood, plus she had promised Trish she would look for Brad.

She took another long sigh and finished her beer, and then set it down on the bar and walked off towards the open dining room doors leading into the beach house. Tammy stepped inside to a large, expansive kitchen packed with throngs of people. The sheer size of this beach house impressed Tammy, it was more of a “beach mansion” than a house. Autumn was a famous social media guru, but Tammy couldn’t believe that a girl in her early 20s could already have a place like this.

And the sheer amount of people were staggering. The massive mansion was packed to the brim with young people in various types of swim wear. Tammy was pretty sure that Autumn probably only knew a handful of these people and that most had come just to say that they had partied with the famous Autumn Beam. Picking out Brad and Marta in such in a crowd in such a big house would be a challenge, but Tammy had promised Trish she would look and that’s what she would do.

She pushed and maneuvered her way through the kitchen, catching sideways glances from a few men and hearing a few compliments about her gold thong, but she ignored them and pushed into a dining room, where there were even more partiers. Tammy craned her neck, trying to see if she could spot Marta’s dark skin or large ass in the crowd. Then she realized that part of her was hoping that Brad showed up with Marta, and even worse, she was hoping that Brad hit it off with Marta.

Trish would not be happy about losing this battle to the other woman, but maybe that was what Tammy needed. An angry, defeated, jealous Trish could be just the right emotional cocktail for Tammy to swoop in and comfort her friend in a very unorthodox way. She smiled at this thought, and suddenly was looking forward to the idea of finding Brad and Marta at the party, arm in arm. As she pushed through the dining room, imagining the image of Brad and Marta sitting in a dark corner embracing, Tammy caught a quick glimpse of something familiar in the mirrored back of a china cabinet.

Reflected in the mirror was the sight of a familiar young kid in a skull cap. Tammy spun around, only to see the young boy disappear into a crowd right at the threshold of the kitchen and dining room. She froze, scanning the mass of partiers for him, but saw no sign. Was he following her?

She gritted her teeth. Let him try and be creepy. He would regret it if he did.

Tammy moved on, using all of her self control not to look over her shoulder, but was secretly thankful that the party was as crowded as it was. The next room was a giant, open living room, with a DJ booth at one end and loud, obnoxious music blasting from speakers. Autumn was in the living room too, dancing and singing loudly and obnoxiously while being surrounded by her usual entourage. Not wanting any part of it, Tammy kept to the edge of the room and discreetly scanned the room but still no sign of Marta or Brad.

Maybe they aren’t coming? Oh that would be delicious, for those two to have a nice night out to themselves, and leaving Trish hanging. Tammy supposed that she should feel guilty about wanting to see Trish left disappointed and heartbroken, but Trish had left her like that all too many times.

Suddenly a drunk girl with dark hair and a blue bikini stumbled back out of the crowd of dancers, almost plowing into Tammy. The FBI agent spun away just in time, thankful for her lithe body and quick reflexes, and once again caught sight of the wide eyed boy in the skull cap standing in the entrance to the living room. When he saw that she noticed him, his eyes bugged and he ducked back into the dining room.

The drunk girl collapsed at Tammy’s feet, giggling frantically, and several of her friends stooped to help her up. Tammy stepped back and kept her eyes on the entrance to the living room but didn’t see the kid with the skull cap re-enter.

So he is following me! She gritted her teeth and balled her fists while navigating the edge of the living room. Maybe she scared him off when he saw that she noticed him? Doubtful though, guys like that were persistent.

If this guy wanted to tail her, he had a thing or two to learn about following people. After all, she was an FBI agent. A smile spread across her face, and she realized this was an opportunity to have some fun, and plus a good chance to blow off some steam. Tammy moved around the edge of the living room, taking her time and strolling casually. She passed a mirror and a quick glance at it confirmed that skull cap guy had creeped back into the room and was now watching her slowly circumnavigate the living room.

Tammy debated on leading him upstairs, thinking that would be a private place that she could drag him into a room and rough him up, but she saw that the winding staircase leading up was packed with people, and the second floor looked just as busy.

Damn, is there anywhere private around here? She thought as she navigated past the staircase. She should have known that a giant party organized by a major social media darling would be packed. Tammy angled towards a corridor leading out of the living room and snuck a quick glance over her shoulder to see the skull cap kid now shuffling through the crowd in the living room.

The blasting music and sweat soaked crowd of the living room faded behind her as Tammy ended up in a long hallway, which was empty, much to her surprise. It surprised her to find a spot in the house without people, but Tammy realized that it would be a perfect spot to corner the creepy kid following her and scare him. She strolled calmly down the hallway and spotted a door on her right. Opening it, she saw that it lead to a closet, and she closed it and kept moving.

On her left was a large, front window over looking the beach. Tammy stopped and glanced out at the throngs of people drinking and mingling in front of the beach house, and realized that in all the excitement over being followed, she had forgotten about looking for Brad and Marta.

Oh well… If Trish really wanted Brad that badly, she could look for him herself.

No, she had promised her friend she would, and she was above all a good friend to Trish. She would just have some fun with this creepy loser and then go back to looking.

Tammy leaned against the wall next to the window and continued peering out, occasionally glancing over her shoulder to see if the skull cap kid was behind her. When he came into the hallway he would have a nice view of her ass in the thong as she pretended to glance out the window.

Then she saw a group of people making their way across the beach and up towards the house…

Brad!

Tammy rolled her eyes and felt her heart drop, her hopes of him not showing up dashed. Not only that, looks like he didn’t have Marta with him. There was a girl with him though. She leaned forward and squinted out the window towards the approaching group. Randy, Brad’s deputy, was with them as well. Though she didn’t have as much experience with Randy as she did Brad, Tammy didn’t like him. Anytime she had interacted with him, he didn’t say much but she always caught him leering at her and Trish’s bodies. At least Brad had some personality and charm, as opposed to Randy.

But who was the girl with them? Tammy had never seen her before but as they got closer she got a good look at her. The girl was strikingly beautiful, with pale skin, thick muscles, tattoos, and bright red hair. She definitely wasn’t a member of the police force because Tammy would remember her, but could she be a friend or another girl that Brad was trying to fuck?

This guy gets around. Tammy sneered at him, but then detected movement out of the corner of her eye and spun around.

Skull Cap Guy stood a few feet away, staring at her slack jawed, with the music and dancing of the living room behind him.

“Well, are you just going to stand there staring?” Tammy turned and placed a hand on her hip. She would lure him in, and then slam him against a wall and give him a piece of her mind.

Skull Cap didn’t say anything, just gawked.

“Well? I assume you didn’t follow me all the way here just to stare?”

Then she heard a floorboard creak behind her. Before Tammy could react, a pair of arms wrapped around her waist.

“No!” She screamed, feeling the arms pull her back. Her hands went to clasp at the arms around her waist and someone else grabbed one of her arms while another person grabbed the other.

“Get off! Stop it!” She screamed, thrashing and kicking, and then felt someone grab her kicking legs.

It was Skull Cap kid, who was doing his best to grab her kicking and struggling feet.

“No! What are you doing? Stop!” More hands wrapped around her legs. Who were these people? How many were there?

There were others, a throng of people forming a protective circle around them.

“No! Get off me now!” She screamed as she was wrestled to the ground. The people forming the circle around them were pretending to talk casually in order not to draw attention.

A trap! She had been pushed into a trap! But why? Who were these people?

Tammy continued to kick and thrash. If it was one attacker then she could have fought them off, but the numbers game was too much, and quickly she was forced to the ground and rolled onto her stomach.

***

Trish wrapped her hands around the waist band of her thong and hiked it up her ass as she danced, hoping that in that moment Brad would walk in and be greeted with quite the sight. He wouldn’t be able to resist the sight of her rock solid ass with her thong pulled tight up it, and then with a few well placed cleavage teases, he would be all hers. It took all of her self control not to look over her shoulder to see if he was there yet, but she could feel eyes on her, male eyes from all around the party, leering at her bikini clad body.

Where is Tammy? She wondered as she continued to dance and sway on the back deck. As each minute passed she wanted to look over her shoulder to see if Brad had showed, or go looking for him, but she didn’t want to come off desperate, which is why she had sent Tammy. What was taking her so long though?

Maybe she’s off pouting somewhere. Trish knew that Tammy didn’t approve of her pursuing Brad, or her pursuing any man for that matter, but Trish didn’t care. But it wasn’t like Tammy to just ignore her like that, most likely Tammy probably got held up somewhere. Though Tammy didn’t approve of Trish’s behavior with men, she would always go along with whatever Trish wanted because in the end Tammy was as wrapped around her finger as most of the men she met.

Still, the waiting was getting to Trish. Normally she wasn’t this antsy, why now? Was it Marta?

It was a combination of things, she knew. Brad was proving to be formidable. Plus, not only was Marta throwing herself at him, but there was Gina too. Why would Brad choose her when he had the younger, buxom Gina at his side?

Don’t think like that, you have a lot that Gina doesn’t have, namely experience. Trish banished the thought from her head as she danced. She had seen the way Brad looked at her, and knew he wanted her. One thing she wasn’t used to was this level of competition around a guy, normally she snapped her fingers and they came to her. Hell, seducing Marta’s husband had been all too easy. With Brad though, Trish had seemingly met her match. All her life she had prided herself on being the kind of woman that could have any man she wanted, and Brad was the kind of guy that could have any woman he wanted, and knew it. Part of Trish relished the challenge, part of her resented it.

But where was he? Had his night with Marta turned out to be too good? Trish frowned at the thought of Brad and Marta going back to her hotel room. Marta would love that, and would no doubt rub it in Trish’s face for a long time after. Trish’s blood boiled at the thought of it. It wasn’t her fault that Marta’s husband fucked her, maybe if Marta had been a halfway decent wife, then he would have been faithful. Yet part of her knew that it would bother her forever if she lost this to Marta. Even if it was just a one time thing for Brad, it would mean that Trish lost.

Finally, she couldn’t wait any longer, and spun around to face the bar and entrance into the beach house, still dancing and whipping her hair while gazing around, looking for any sign of Brad, or Tammy coming out of the house with news.

There was neither Brad nor Tammy. Trish stopped swaying and stood straight, pulling her hair out of her face. The party continued around her, and she saw several young men around her glancing at her and then looking away. Suddenly she felt very alone and exposed, wearing nothing but a thong bikini in a party filled with complete strangers.

Where was Tammy? It wasn’t like her to be gone this long.

Maybe I better go look for her. Yes, that was a good idea. Most likely Tammy decided to stop to use the bathroom and there was a line. After all, she had been drinking a lot. Or maybe a creepy dude had her cornered and was awkwardly hitting on her, and Trish needed to swoop in and save the day.

She started to make her way across the deck towards the house where she had last seen Tammy heading off to. As she walked, she could feel eyes on her, watching her every move. Normally Trish thrived on male attention, and was used to hungry men watching her every move, but this time it felt different…

It felt like she was being stalked.

Trish turned her gaze to the throng of dancing bodies around her and saw two young men standing on the edge of the deck quickly look away. She stiffened and picked up her pace towards the house.

They were just horny guys that got caught checking out your ass, nothing more. Maybe she could use this to her advantage when Brad showed up?

Hey Brad, there’s lots of creepers around her, could we maybe go somewhere private? She would bat her eyes and play the vulnerable damsel, and Brad would eat that up. Guys loved playing the hero.

Trish passed into the large, crowded dining room. People laughed and drank, filling almost every corner of the room. She glanced quickly over the sweat slicked, swimsuit clad bodies that filled the room but didn’t see any sign of Brad or Tammy. Once again though, she saw one younger man quickly avert his eyes as she looked over the room.

It’s nothing… She told herself, just a guy being a creep.

Still, Trish found herself suddenly craving a friendly face, and hurried out of the crowded dining room and into the living room. The living room wasn’t much better. It was filled with hot, tightly packed bodies, flashing lights, and loud, blaring music. Once again Trish scanned the room, looking for Tammy or better yet, Brad, but saw no sign of either person. It was strange how much she found herself craving a familiar face, and she blamed it on Marta.

Marta, who showed up out of nowhere, threatened to start back up the investigation, and was trying to steal Brad out from under her. Maybe that was what was bothering her, Marta was in her head, and she had to get past that.

Trish made her way along the edge of the living room, which had turned into a giant dance floor, but couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. Once again she turned and saw several young men turning away.

Relax, they’re just eying you up.

She looked over the crowd and for the first time in a long time felt self conscious, and she realized why she felt so strange. Trish was by far the oldest person here. Everyone else was a young person in their early 20s. Suddenly it hit her why people were turning and staring.

Age is just a number. She told herself as she kept her head straight and made her way along the edge of the living room. Her age was her weapon and the edge she had over everyone else at the party. In twenty years or so, most of these people would be settling down and out of shape, wishing they were living the way Trish was living. Still, there was that voice in the back of her head that wouldn’t be quiet.

They’re all probably wondering what the old lady in the thong is doing here!

Shut up! Trish gritted her teeth and angled for the first path out of the living room. Where in the hell is Tammy? Did she get lost somewhere?

Trish found herself in a long hallway with a large window over looking the beach. There were a few people in the hallway, leaning against the wall chatting or looking out the large front window. Several of them, all men, turned to glance at her as she stepped in, and Trish avoided their gaze as she made her way down the long corridor. She could feel eyes turning to watch her go as she shuffled down the corridor.

They’re quiet, why are they so quiet? She realized, noticing that the conversation had died down as soon as she entered the hallway.

They probably think you’re a chaperone or something!

Stop it! No they don’t!

Trish was quickening her pace, turning her head down to avoid looking at the young people, all now watching her like hawks stalking their prey, when she felt herself bump into someone’s thickly muscled chest.

“Whoa, hey! You in a hurry?” Brad chuckled, placing both of his strong hands on her shoulders to calm her.

Trish jumped and looked up at Brad’s large, inviting eyes and relaxed, allowing herself a smile.

“Oh Brad! I was beginning to wonder if you were going to show!” She smiled, letting him keep his hands on her shoulders.

Brad smiled for a bit and stepped back, running a hand through his thick hair.

“Yeah sorry, I had to wrap something up first. You weren’t looking for me, where you?” He smiled sheepishly.

“Oh no,” She giggled, crossing her arms under her breasts. “I was looking for Tammy, she wandered off in search of a bathroom.”

All of Trish’s insecurities melted away in that moment. She forgot about the young people watching her, or her feelings of being alone and feeble. It was all nothing, just a moment of anxiety.

“Hmm, yeah I haven’t seen her, but I just got here.” Brad shrugged.

“Is… Marta here?” Trish looked over his shoulder.

“Oh, no,” Brad looked around too. “She tied up.”

Trish smiled.

Perfect.

***

Tammy wriggled desperately against the ropes in a desperate attempt to relieve the tension on her ass from the wedgie. She had worn thongs almost her entire adult life, and was used to the fabric from them riding between her ass cheeks. It was a soft, comforting feeling that she had grown used to, but having her thong bikini yanked up her ass by a length of coarse rope was a new feeling altogether, and not a comfortable one.

“Urrrmm ggrrrmmp!” She moaned, shifting herself in another attempt to relieve the tension on her ass, but it only succeeded in pulling her bikini further up her ass.

“Ummph!” She groaned into the thick, black cloth pulled tight between her lips and secured at the back of her neck. Her lips pursed around the gag as she tried to figure a way out of this predicament.

“Mmmuurpp grrrmmm…” She grumbled, wrapping her lips around her gag. Tammy still had no idea who the men were that jumped or why they had stuffed her, bound and gagged, in this closet.

One thing she did know is that they had wanted to make sure that she couldn’t get out, that’s for sure.

They didn’t have to make it so… excessive! She grumbled, once again pulling on her bound hands.

They had grabbed the back of her thong and yanked it up high, and then secured it around a sturdy, industrial type clothes hanger, and then interwoven the rope between her legs, up through her butt cheeks, and around the hanger, securing her to it. Then they hung the hanger from the bar in the back of the closet, spread Tammy’s arms to her side, and secured them to the bar as well, leaving her suspended from the ground, and with a tight, uncomfortable wedgie. When she got out of this- if she got out of this - she was going to have one sore asshole.

But still, why had they done this? Was she being stored for later? What about Trish?

Trish… Tammy renewed her struggles with vigor, once again feeling the rope and her bikini ride tight against her ass.

“Urrrggg… mmmmph!” She moaned, gritting her teeth around the thick cloth gagging her.

Trish was probably worried about her, wondering what was taking her. With any luck she would come looking soon. The image of Trish pushing open the door and finding Tammy tied up like this and then sweeping off her feet ran through her mind. Trish would carry her out in her arms and pull the gag out of her mouth and Tammy would embrace her, holding her tight in her arms, feeling her large breasts against hers…

Despite her predicament, she was getting excited at the thought.

Tammy was snapped out of her fantasy by voices outside. There were people in the hallway! She perked up, listening. Even though she was gagged, maybe she could make enough noise to draw their attention.

It was hard to hear over the blaring music coming through the walls, but the voices seemed, familiar

The walls were vibrating around her from the loud music in the living room and the throng of dancing bodies through out the beach house, and Tammy strained to hear the voices outside.

There were two, a man and a woman. Their voices were light, playful, filled with laughter…

Trish!

It was her! Tammy recognized her voice! So she was looking for her!

“Bffssh! Bfffssh!” Tammy tried calling to the older woman through her gag.

Trish continued to talk with the man outside.

“Tfffssh! Tffssh! Pffss! Hllp!” Tammy cried into her gag. She still couldn’t hear what exactly Trish and the man outside were saying to each other but the tone of their voices gave no indication that they heard her.

“Grrrmm bffm! Ummm mmmmph! Mmmrrgggl!” Tammy cried into her gag and wriggled around against the bar she was secured to, but all that did was lead to her wriggling around in the air and causing her wedgie to pull tighter on her ass.

Dammit! She had to find a way of getting their attention.

Tammy paused her struggling and tried to strain her eyes against the darkness to see what else was in the closet with her. It seemed completely empty except for her, like it had been cleared out specifically for her. Had her captors locked the door when they left? She had been so focused on struggling and getting free that she hadn’t noticed if they had locked the door when they left her in the closet. It would make sense to lock the door if they didn’t want her being found.

As she tried to see if there was anything in the closet she could use to escape, she realized that she also recognized the other voice: Brad.

So he and Trish and had found each other, and were right outside.

Tammy hung there, suspended by her wedgie and listened as Brad and Trish laughed and giggled with each other. They were talking loudly over the music.

“I can’t believe this is the first time we’ve seen each other outside of work.” Tammy overheard Trish say.

“I’d say that it’s long overdue.” Brad responded.

“Very long overdue.” Trish agreed.

As Tammy hung there, listening, she forgot about being tied up and the painful wedgie up her ass as a realization dawned on her. Trish hadn’t stumbled across Brad while looking for her, she had gone looking for Brad.

No, she noticed that you had been gone a while and went looking, that’s all.

But Tammy waited, her tightly muscled body completely still, and listened Trish pretend to laugh at everything Brad was saying, and knew that she was right. Trish hadn’t noticed that she was missing, she only wanted Brad.

“You don’t have a drink yet.” Trish said.

“Ah, no. I haven’t had a chance.”

“What do you say we go get a drink?” Tammy could practically hear Trish smile when she asked Brad the question.

Tammy’s heart sunk. Trish didn’t care that she had been attacked and tied up, and probably wouldn’t notice for hours that Tammy was gone, and by then, who know what her captors will have done with her.

She felt alone, trapped, isolated in her small, pitch black prison. Tammy had been a fool to put her faith in Trish. Trish had never cared about her and never would.

Her hands balled into fists, she bit down on her gag, and strained against the metal bar she was tied to.

“Urrrgh… mmmmrrggh… grrrmmm…” She grunted, straining and flexing with all of her might, but the bar held tight.

She was trapped, and alone.

21.

The party at the large beach house had gotten more crowded, and the large rear deck was absolutely packed with young, dancing bodies, which meant that Trish and Brad were packed tightly against each other as they swayed to the blasting music.

Good, that was how Trish wanted it. All of her previous insecurities from earlier had washed away as she pressed her thonged ass against Brad’s waist and swayed her hips to the beat coming through the speakers. She could feel Brad pressing himself against her, and could feel how hard he was through the shorts. He wasn’t even trying to hide it, which was good, at least it made his intentions clear. Trish stood straight and leaned back, pressing her hot, sweaty body against his, and felt Brad press himself forward, his erect penis pressing against her buttocks through his shorts.

Given the size of the beach house, she supposed that they could find a private room somewhere if things came to that, or go back to her hotel room or his place. Trish would prefer his place, given that if they went back to the hotel room that meant they would have to deal with Tammy at some point.

Tammy! Trish realized that she had completely forgotten about her. She hadn’t seen the younger girl since she was sent off to look for Brad. Was she still looking? Or had she come across a guy (or a girl) that was keeping her occupied? Or maybe Tammy knew that Brad and Trish were together and she was off pouting about it. Either way, Trish decided not to worry about it because Tammy was a big girl that could take care of herself.

Their bodies continued to sway against each other’s, and Brad’s hand slid down along her abs to her thigh, and Trish spun around and wrapped her arm around his neck.

“Getting a little fresh there, Sheriff.” She smiled.

“Well I’m defenseless against that bikini.” Brad smiled back and wrapped a powerful arm around her waist.

“Oh please Sheriff, what will they say about us?” Trish pulled away, deciding that she wanted to make Brad work for it.

He slid up against her from behind and pressed his mouth against her ear.

“Are you going to let what other people say dictate your actions?” He rubbed his hand on the back of her thigh, just below her buttocks.

“Brad, I’m old enough to be your mother.” Trish feigned shock and surprise. She knew full well that Shelly Arnold was Brad’s step-mother, and if there was one thing she loved, it was young men with Mommy issues. It was all too easy to weaponize their psychology against them.

Brad’s hand moved again to her front and pressed against her abs while his other one stroked her other thigh.

“Age is just a number.” Brad whispered in her ear. Trish smiled. He was good, really good.

She spun around, wrapped an arm around his neck, and grabbed his side with her other arm.

“You know, I was worried about you and Marta earlier.” She pouted.

“Oh, she’s nothing.” Brad shrugged.

“After all of these months of flirting, and then she comes along, I didn’t like it.” Trish continued to pout.

“Well you don’t have to worry about her anymore.” Brad’s hands wrapped around her waist. Trish smiled, there was something about how Brad said that, it made her feel, satisfied.

Trish pressed herself forward. Their lips were inches apart now, and she moved her hand from Brad’s side and down, across his abs, and down between his legs.

“I see that you’re locked and loaded.” She smiled, wrapping her hand around his engorged cock.

Brad sighed and tried to play it cool.

“I told you I was defenseless against that bikini.” He smiled.

Trish leaned her head in, still holding his cock, feeling it throb under the shorts. This was it, this was her moment…

“There you are!” A high pitched, sing-song voice called out. Trish stiffened, and felt Brad do the same.

Autumn!

She pulled back slightly, which was enough for the skinny young girl with the big ass to worm her way between Brad and Trish. Autumn was flocked on either side by her usual entourage. Suddenly, Trish was being pushed further and further away from Brad as a sea of people crowded around Autumn. A young man with a camera stood a few feet away from the young girl as she wrapped her arm around Brad’s shoulder and drunkenly yelled at the camera.

“Hey guys, I’m here with the super cool – and super cute – sheriff of Marston’s Pointe, here to make sure we’re all here to have a good time…” Autumn accentuated every word by waving her hand in the air.

Next to her, Brad shifted uncomfortably. Part of Trish couldn’t help but smile at how cute and awkward he was, suddenly being on camera with a giant erection. Looking down, she saw that Brad had one hand in his pocket to conceal his erect penis.

“Hey Autumn, I don’t know how appropriate it is for me to-” Brad began, shifting uncomfortably next to her.

“Oh come on! Everyone at home thinks you’re adorable!” She shouted into his ear.

Trish stepped back and crossed her arms, glaring at Autumn. She had been so close! No Marta, no Tammy, but now this little brat! Earlier Trish hadn’t even considered Autumn to be a threat because of how uninterested Brad had been in her, but the girl was being persistent.

Her entourage formed a protective cocoon around Autumn and Brad, and as Trish watched, Autumn started to steer him away from her towards the far side of the deck. Trish fumed and balled her fists, stepping forward but finding herself blocked by a sea of male bodies walking in step along with Autumn.

“Hey, wait I’m-” Trish began, but they ignored her.

“He’s, that’s…” She stammered, watching as Autumn and Brad drifted further and further away, Autumn still jabbering to the camera.

Trish stopped and glared. She needed back up to get through that crowd of Autumn’s entourage. Where in the hell was Tammy? With her help Trish could definitely break up that group and whisk Brad away. Somehow, she half expected Tammy to show up suddenly at her side, and Trish turned her head to see if the dark haired girl would suddenly emerge from the crowd, ready for action.

But no one did. Trish was alone.

She turned back to the circle of Autumn’s entourage and gritted her teeth. There was no way she was going to lose now after coming so far, especially to some spoiled internet brat!

Her fists still balled tight, she strolled forward, determined to push aside the group of people and tear Brad away from Autumn. Hell if Autumn kicked them out after that, then her and Brad could go somewhere private, away from all these drunk people and spoiled children.

Then suddenly a group of beefy young men stepped between her and Autumn’s entourage.

“Sorry, you can’t get any closer to Ms. Autumn.” The leader, a young man with a completely shaved head, said.

“Out of my way.” Trish stopped and glared at him.

He crossed his arms.

“One more time: out of my way.” Trish ordered.

The young man and his compatriots stood their ground.

Fine, if this was how they were going to play it…

Trish turned, deciding to go and regroup with Tammy and come up with a new plan, and found a group of large men men standing behind her as well. They glared at Trish for a moment, and she glared back, and then suddenly they were advancing on her. She spun around and found the other group lead by the kid with the shaved head also closing in, arms outstretched.

Trish spun around. They had formed a circle around her, and the circle was tightening quickly.

Deciding on a new strategy, Trish froze and placed hand on her hip.

“Fine, I’m a Federal Agent. Do your worst.” She smiled.

The group of young men must not have detected her sarcasm, and descended upon her.

***

Brad let Autumn lead him by one hand while using the other hide the raging hard-on poking through his shorts. It was bad enough that she was getting him on camera, but the last thing he wanted was to be broadcast across the internet with a boner.

Is she streaming this? He realized that he had no idea if this was live video or being saved for later. Seeing how Autumn was a social media princess, he assumed it was a live stream. As Autumn chattered away to the camera, Brad turned to look over his shoulder at Trish but couldn’t see her in the crowd of young men behind him.

He craned his neck, trying to spot her through the crowd. Trish should stand out with her dark skin, turquoise thong, and big boobs. Not to mention that she was a great deal older than everyone at this party. Brad turned back to Autumn and suppressed a grimace, trying to keep his charming veneer for her and the camera, but underneath his crooked smile was a boiling anger. Just a few moments ago, Trish’s tight, thonged ass had been grinding up against his hard dick. After months of teasing and flirtation, he had her. All he would have to do was get her somewhere private, do his business, and then string her up like Marta.

Autumn continued to chat into the camera as Brad kept his empty smile up and scanned the large deck around him. There was no sign of Trish, or of Vera or Randy. He mentally kicked himself for telling them to go find Tammy and get her tied up while he dealt with Trish because he could have used their back up right now.

Brad tried to keep his eyes off of Autumn’s ass in her lime green thong. He had to admit, she had a magnificent, and jiggly, ass. Though if she was streaming a video, Brad didn’t want to be caught admiring her ass while also concealing a boner. Instead, he just smiled and listened to Autumn chatter away.

“And this guy is so awesome, I’m so glad to have him here!” She smiled and threw her arm over Brad’s neck and smiled at the camera. Brad smiled back.

Autumn did figure into his plans for the night, but not yet. Trish was his main objective, and he wanted to have his fun with her before getting rid of her.

“What do you have to say for the camera, Brad?” Autumn turned to him.

Brad’s eyes widened and he stammered.

“Uh… is this live?” Brad tried to his distraction, but he kept looking around for any sign of Trish or Vera and Randy.

“Why, do you have something to say?” Autumn giggled.

“Well, I… I don’t know if this is the best idea.” Brad’s tone was dismissive. He just wanted to get rid of Autumn. Every moment they were together was a moment that Trish grew more discouraged and moved onto another guy.

“Okay guys, go get some footage somewhere else. I’ll be back.” Autumn said to her film crew.

As the crew walked away, one of them stepped forward with two bottles of beer. Autumn took one and held the other out to Brad. He took the drink, and had to admit that he was impressed with how her people waited on her hand and foot. Autumn really was, for all intents and purposes, a princess.

“What,” Autumn took a sip. “Camera shy.”

“Given that I’m law enforcement, I don’t know how good it will look if I’m seen at this party.” Brad didn't’ take from his drink, suddenly suspicious.

Relax, she didn’t drug it. She’s just a girl. Still, he remained on edge. Being kidnapped once will do that.

“Aw come on, have some fun.” Autumn giggled and took another drink.

Brad kept scanning the crowd, but Trish had disappeared.

“It wouldn’t be good for a local Sheriff to be at a party with underage drinking.” Brad decided to go with a gamble.

“Silly, you and I are the same age.” Autumn giggled again.

“I know, but you aren’t carding everyone that comes here, and I’d bet my badge that a lot of these people aren’t 21.” Brad made his tone harsh, his “police voice”.

Autumn’s smile faded and she looked around the party nervously.

“Hey, it’s just a party…” She started but Brad held up a hand.

“Look, I’m not gonna shut you down, but don’t put me on camera again.” Brad kept his police voice up.

He wasn’t lying about it not being good for his image to be seen at a party with underage drinking, and he also didn’t have to card some of these people to see that they were teenagers.

But he also didn’t want to be seen on camera at a party where he was planning on kidnapping several FBI agents.

“Sure…” Autumn pouted.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to get back to Trish.” Brad smiled and turned around.

“Good luck.” Autumn’s tone was taunting.

Something about it put Brad on edge. He looked at the crowd and still saw no sign of Trish, and turned to face Autumn.

“What did you mean by that?” He raised his eyebrow.

“I dunno.” Autumn shrugged. She was a bad liar.He could see it in her eyes that she had something up her sleeve.

Brad thought back to how Trish seemingly disappeared in a sea of young men once Autumn whisked him away. Was there something going on here?

He reached out and grabbed her wrist in a vice-like grip.

“Ow! Hey!” Autumn cried and tried to pull away.

“What is going on?” Brad hissed. Autumn froze and her wide eyes stared at him in shock. It was the look of a child who’s been caught misbehaving and was scrambling to think of a lie to get out of it.

Suddenly Vera and Randy emerged from the crowd and converged on him.

“Brad, oh good! Look we…” Randy started, but then trailed off when he saw Autumn.

“It’s okay, go ahead.” Brad said, still holding Autumn’s arm tight. Her eyes were racing, no doubt she was looking for her entourage to help her out.

“We can’t find the other agent.” Vera said.

Brad narrowed his eyes at Autumn.

“What’s going on?” He asked.

“Nothing, I swear.” She tugged again and looked around for back up.

“You’re a bad liar Autumn.” Brad tightened his grip. Following his lead, Vera closed in on Autumn from the other side.

“Look, I just told my boys to keep them away from you. That’s all!” Autumn’s voice was even more high pitched as she tugged but Brad still didn’t let go.

Just then, Autumn’s entourage must have noticed that things were getting tense and closed in.

“Vic!” Autumn cried to the kid with the camera.

“Show me where they are and I won’t throw you all in jail.” Brad’s eyes darted to Vic, who froze when the Sheriff addressed him.

Vic then looked at Autumn, hoping for some sort of assurance from her.

“Vic, just do it.” She sighed.

Vic turned to Brad. “Follow me.”

Brad nodded and shoved Autumn forward.

“You first.” He grunted.

“Seriously, it’s nothing.” She whined, following Vic as he lead the procession across the crowded deck.

“Hey man,” Vic turned to him, eyes pleading. “You know, we were just doing what Autumn asked us to do.”

“Vic!” Autumn cried, not enjoying being made the scape goat.

“That’s enough. I’ll be the judge of how much trouble you two are in.” Brad kept his police voice up, but there was general annoyance in it.

He was annoyed at Autumn for endangering his chances with Trish, and annoyed that now he actually had to play policeman in order to see what they had done. Brad supposed that he was being greedy by wanting to bang Trish after having Tanya, Gina, and Marta, but if he had a chance to sleep with these women, he was going to take it.

Gina… He thought about the deputy, out on patrol now. She had no idea that like the FBI agents, she would soon be disappearing too. Oh well, at least he made sure she had a good time before she was never seen again.

Vic lead them down a short staircase and into a wide, dimly lit yard. There was no one else down there and the sounds of the party fell behind them.

“Jesus Christ Vic, what did you do?” Autumn cried at her accomplice.

“What? It was out of the way.” Vic shrugged.

“Out of the way?” Brad arched an eyebrow at Autumn and Vic, and then turned around to face Randy and Vera behind him.

“Not “out of the way”, just… you know… out of the way.” Autumn stammered as they made their way across the yard. Brad kept his eyebrow arched. This was getting interesting.

The lighting on the yard was dim, but Brad’s eyes soon grew adjusted to the darkness, and soon he saw a dim figure ahead. As he got closer, he could make out the lithe shape and curve of her large breasts.

Trish!

Now that he got closer, he saw that she was stooped slightly. She seemed to turn when she heard the group approach.

“Grrrmm! Ummm ffmm!” She muttered through the black cloth gagging her.

Brad stopped himself, his heart suddenly fluttering, and then briefly allowed himself a smile. They had gone and gift wrapped her for him.

“Jesus Christ Vic, what did you do?” Autumn called out.

“You said keep them out of the way!” Vic whined.

“I meant like distract them, or flirt with them, or get them drunk, not tie them up!” Autumn screamed back.

“Hrrry! Hllp!” Trish beckoned.

Brad couldn’t take his eyes off of her. It was perfect.

She was still in her turquoise bikini. There was a flagpole in the center of the yard, and her hands had been tied behind her back with a length of rope, and then to the cord running up the flagpole. Another length of rope was running down between her legs and up between her butt cheeks, yanking up Trish’s tiny thong, giving her a wedgie, and then that rope was secured to the cord on the flagpole as well. A black cloth had been pulled tight between her lips and tied at the back of her head.

When she saw them, Trish started to struggle and moan into her gag while shaking her tied hands at them in a sign to untie her, but was simultaneouslyvalso wiggling her thonged, wedgied ass at them too. Brad felt the blood rushing to his penis again at the sight of the bound and gagged older woman struggling against her bonds, pleading through her gag for help.

“Grrrmmp! Hlllp!” Trish moaned and pleaded through her gag. Nobody moved to help the tied up woman though.

Vic and Autumn stared at Brad wide-eyed, expecting him to play the stern police man. Meanwhile Randy and Vera stood on either side of him, waiting for his word. Brad kept his face hard and stern though, pretending to be displeased for Autumn and Vic’s sake.

“Hrry! Cmmm mmnn! Hllp!” Trish implored again.

Brad suppressed a smile. Really he ought to be thanking Autumn and Vic, they had saved him, Vera, and Randy a world of trouble. Autumn practically gift wrapped the women for him! Little did she know that she was coming along too. This whole situation was working out perfectly!

Brad kept his gaze hard and turned to Vic.

“Where’s the other one?” His tone was icy as he asked.

“Um…” Vic swallowed. “She’s tied up in the closet, in the front hallway.”

Brad took a step towards him.

“You got five seconds to get out of here before I press charges.” He hissed.

Vic didn’t need to hear anymore, and took off running. Autumn moved to follow but Brad grabbed her wrist. He held his other hand out behind him and felt Vera slip something into it.

“Ow! Hey!” Autumn protested.

“Not you.” Brad kept his voice stern.

“Come on! Look, I didn’t know they were gonna do this,” She motioned to the still struggling Trish. “I just wanted to get you alone.”

“Offf ffrrr ggdss skkk…” Trish rolled her eyes.

Brad kept his grip on her and turned to Vera.

“Go get the one in the closet,” He ordered, and then turned to Randy. “Head back to the arena, by now all the fight should be out of our other friend.”

Both of them nodded and headed off into the night, leaving him alone with Autumn and Trish.

“Hmmph! Cmmmnn mmnn! Hrry!” Trish beckoned him, still pulling on her bonds.

“Come on Brad, I was just hoping we could get some quality time together. I didn’t think Vic and his boys would do… this…” Autumn batted her eyes at him, no doubt hoping to charm her way out of this.

Brad started to drag her over towards a nearby small tree.

“Look, I’m not gonna get in trouble for this, am I?” Autumn whined.

Brad didn’t say anything, because the truth was, she was in a world of trouble. When he made his plans for this evening, he had made a certain “shopping list” of ladies to snatch, and Autumn was one of them. She had unknowingly sealed her fate and played right into his hands.

“Come on Brad, it’s just a bit of fun.” She continued to implore him as he dragged her over to the tree.

“Hey, what do I have to do to get out of this?” She asked.

Brad stopped just in front of the tree and turned to face her.

“You just kidnapped two federal officers.” He said in his most authoritative voice.

“Umm hmm!” Trish nodded from the flagpole.

“It wasn’t me! It was Vic! I just told them to keep them out of my way!” Autumn whined.

“That makes you an accessory.” Brad responded.

“Look I didn’t know they were gonna do it! You aren’t gonna punish a girl just because she wants you all to herself, are you?” She batted her eyes again.

Brad shoved her towards the tree.

“Hug the tree.” He ordered.

“What?” She asked.

“Hug the tree.” He repeated.

Autumn smiled, leaned forward, and wrapped her arms around the tree’s skinny trunk.

“Did you want a view of this?” She giggled and wiggled her plump ass at him. Brad had to give it to her, though he didn’t go for women his age, Autumn had a magnificent ass.

Brad smiled and produced one of the things that Vera had slipped into his hands – a set of handcuffs.

“Oh no officer, am I in trouble?” Autumn faux-pouted and once again wiggled her ass at him.

“Guess you’re gonna have to punish me?” She stuck her ass out.

“Offffmmm gnngddd…” Trish grumbled and rolled her eyes.

Brad stepped to the other side of the tree where Autumn’s hands were and slapped a cuff over one wrist and then the other, securing them around the tree’s strong bark.

“Oh no, you caught me!” Autumn giggled, bouncing her ass up and down as she spoke.

If she only knew… Brad smiled. He did have her, and he was going to punish her, but not in the way she was expecting.

He stepped around to behind Autumn, who kept wiggling her ass at him.

“Oh officer, I’ve been such a bad girl, you have to punish me.” She turned and giggled at him.

Brad stepped towards her and placed both of his hands on her hips, grabbing the waist band of her bikini bottoms.

“Urggg ggmm!” Trish protested, watching wide-eyed.

Autumn sighed as Brad yanked her thong up high, causing a ripple to go through her supple ass cheeks, and then yanked them down, exposing her bare buttocks and stark white tan line in the shape of a thong bikini.

“Oh… oh yeah…” Autumn sighed, hugging the tree tight and squeezing her eyes shut.

She didn’t see Brad wadding up the bikini bottoms with one hand and holding the thick, black cloth Vera had given him with the other.

“Oh yeah Brad, what n-ummph!” Autumn’s eyes shot open as he shoved her bikini bottoms in her mouth.

“Urrgg! Gllluggg bbbfffm!” She protested as Brad pulled the black cloth over her mouth and tied at the back of her neck.

“Sorry Autumn, but you’re a spoiled child that needs a timeout.” Brad said as he finished securing her gag.

“Ohhmm! Uffff gggmm! Mmmph!” Autumn protested, now pulling against the trunk of the tree. Brad could feel her naked ass cheeks jiggling against his pelvis and felt his cock stirring.

“Why don’t you sit here and think about what you’ve done?” He patted her on the behind, prompting a fresh protest from her.

“Offfm! Mmoo!” Autumn whined into her gag and yanked on the handcuffs.

Brad turned away from the struggling, bare-assed girl and started approaching Trish, who was still struggling on pulling on her bonds, but only succeeding in pulling her wedgie farther up her ass.

“And look at you, Trish.” Brad smiled.

“Ufffmmm… ggmmm…” She moaned, wiggling her bound hands, and her ass, at him. Brad smiled and continued to approach the bound and gagged woman.

“How did you end up in this predicament?” He shrugged.

“Hrrgh! Umm hllp mmff!” Trish tossed her hair back and motioned to the bound and gagged Autumn.

“Hrrry! Ummph mmmff!” Autumn moaned, still tugging on her bound hands.

Brad stopped by Trish and eyed up the intricate rope work keeping her suspended.

“Damn… they did quite a number on you.” He said, rubbing his chin.

“Umm hmm!” Trish glared at Autumn.

“Hrrrmmph!” Autumn grunted back.

Brad stepped forward and leered down at Trish’s wonderful, dark, toned behind.

“It’s a good look for you.” He chuckled.

“Ohmm cmmm mmnn…” Trish grunted and rolled her eyes.

“Well, let’s see what we can do to get you out of that.” He said in a reassuring tone, though he had no intention of actually letting Trish free.

“Hmm…” Brad rubbed his chin while pretending to eye up the convoluted way Trish was tied up.

“Hrry cmmm omm…” She mumbled.

Brad reached out and placed his hand on the small of Trish’s back, right above her butt crack, and where the rope was currently bunching up her bikini bottoms.

“Well, let’s see if we can do something about this. This looks uncomfortable.” Brad said, and pulled on the rope.

“Urrrmm!” Trish moaned, and a shudder went through her body.

Brad stopped and eyed the rope running between her legs.

“Oh, was that too much?” He asked.

“Umm hmm!” She nodded.

“What about this?” This time he grabbed the and slowly and gently slid it forward and up.

“Urrmm hrrrmm…” Trish moaned and shuddered again, no doubt feeling the rope rubbing against sensitive areas.

“You know, Trish,” Brad stepped forward. “I actually have a thing for older women in bondage.”

“Hmmm?” She turned her head.

Brad was pressing against her now, and clasped both ass cheeks with his hands.

“Umm! Mmmpph! Sttmmph!” Autumn cried in the distance.

“Wummf?” Trish cocked her head.

“It’s a good look for you?” Brad squeezed her ass with both hands.

“Umm hmm?” This time she batted her eyes at him.

“Oh yes…” Brad sighed, feeling as the blood rushed to his penis. After what happened with Marta earlier, he was worried if he would be able to go all the way with Trish, but right now his body was telling him it was okay.

He grabbed her thighs and pulled her back towards him, causing the rope to pull tighter between her legs. Trish’s ass cheeks pressed against the erection pushing through his shorts and she let out a moan of surprise into her gag.

“Umm!” It was sigh of pleasure.

“Umm! Mmmph! Mmm!” Autumn was moaning into her gag, trying to free herself from the handcuffs.

Brad reached a hand forward and clamped it over Trish’s already gagged mouth and pulled her upright into a standing position. The rope ran high and tight between her legs, causing her body to shudder again.

“Urrr hhrrmm…” She sighed, and started to slowly wiggle her ass against Brad.

He kept one hand planted over her mouth and his other hand pressed against the front of her bikini bottoms, tracing how tight and high they had been pulled by the rope, which was now wedged high and secure against Trish’s vagina.

Brad gripped the rope and gently pulled it slightly, sending another convulsion through Trish’s body.

“Urrrmm mmm… mmmpph…” She shuddered again and continued to wiggle her waist slowly against his.

“These ropes are so tight, I don’t know if I can get you free.” He whispered in her ear.

“Urrmm hrrmm…” She sighed, and her bound hands wrapped around his rock hard penis.

“Ohhmm cmmn hmmm! Hmmmph! Mmmph!” Autumn continued to protest.

Brad’s hand moved from Trish’s mouth and down, wrapping around her large breast. He could feel her nipple pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini top.

His other hand slowly moved the rope up and down between Trish’s legs. Her body arched with the moving rope as she sighed muffled moans of pleasure through her gag.

“Urrmm… hummm… mmmpp…” She sighed.

Brad’s hand pulled aside her bikini top and cupped her large breast, feeling her hard nipple press against the palm of his hand.

Trish’s bound hands fumbled around the waist band of his shorts and he moved his hand from her bare breast briefly to push down his shorts. He felt her hands wrap around the shaft of his rock hard penis, causing him to shudder involuntarily. Brad switched hands, raising his other one to her breast that was still covered by the bikini top, and pulled that free from the restrictive fabric as well. Like before, he cupped this breast in his hands, feeling it’s curve and nipple against his skin. Trish’s soft hands worked up and down the elongated shaft of his penis, sending tremors and convulses of pleasure through out his body as she did.

Brad sighed and gasped as her hands moved up and down along his cock while he continued to massage her clit with the rope, up and down, causing her lithe, muscular body to wriggle with each movement. Trish moaned and sighed into her gag, her waist wiggling against Brad’s with every movement of the rope. Behind them, Autumn continued to moan and protest into her gag.

Brad had never had an audience before, but he liked it. Earlier that night, there was a thrill to fooling around with Marta while surrounded by people in the laser arena, and there was a thrill to her being so willing, not knowing that he was moments away from capturing her. There was a similar thrill here, to having Autumn, helpless to watch as her efforts to win Brad over failed.

He smiled, sighed, and convulsed in pleasure again, Trish’s moans of pleasure intermingling with Autumn’s moans of protest. In a way, this was Autumn’s fault. In attempting to stop Brad and Trish from hooking up, she had inadvertently brought them together, and now was being punished for it. Trish was like Marta, thinking that she had won, that things would be normal after this, but there would be no normal for her.

Both of these women would spend the rest of their lives as prisoners.

Just the thought of that sent a fresh wave of excitement through Brad. His cock was throbbing, crying out for release, and Trish was reciprocating, rubbing harder and faster. Brad moved the rope faster and faster between her legs. Both of them were slick with sweat now, and he could see that Trish’s legs were quivering, and she was huffing even more into her gag.

“Ummph… mmmpph… mmm!” She moaned, whipping her raven black hair back and forth.

“Sttph! Ummph mmmph!” Autumn whined into her gag.

Trish’s entire body shook and she jolted straight up, an orgasm rocking her body. Brad cupped both of his hands over her bare breasts and squeezed. She pressed her half naked, convulsing body against his and stroked faster and harder.

Brad could feel it building, and building…

She stroked faster and faster, still moaning from pleasure into her gag.

Then he cried out as he came, finishing on the back of her thong bikini bottoms.

Brad held her pressed against him, his penis erect between her buttocks as he finished. Trish sighed and moaned onto her gag as his hands stayed wrapped around her large breasts. He held there for a moment, both of them breathing ragged and slick with perspiration. His hands continued to massage her large, bare breasts, wanting to feel them, appreciate them, savor them…

After all, this was the last time he would be able to appreciate them.

Her continued to hold Trish there, listening to Autumn’s moans behind them.

“Urfff… brrfff… grrmmm mmph!” The girl cried, but Brad ignored her.

Then Trish started to stir under him.

“Hrry… mmmph… mmm…” She tugged, sending him the message that they’re fun was over and it was time to untie her.

He smiled. The fun was just beginning.

“Hurrmm… cmmm mmn…” She moaned, wiggling her tight ass against his waist.

Brad stepped back and pulled up his shorts.

“I suppose you want me to untie you now?” He laughed and smacked Trish on her backside.

“Ysss!” She turned and beckoned with her head for him to let her go.

Brad smiled and stepped back, watching as Trish wiggled her ass at him and pulled on her bonds.

“Hrry, cmm mmn! Ummph!” She moaned.

“You know Autumn, I have to thank you,” Brad turned to the girl secured to the tree, glaring at him. “You made my job so much easier tonight.”

“Whmm?” Autumn asked.

“Wuff?” Trish mumbled.

Brad reached into his back pocket and pulled out a thick white cloth and a small vial, two of the several items Vera had slipped him earlier.

“You see, I came here to kidnap you. Both of you, and Tammy. Oh, and Marta, though I got her earlier tonight.”

“Ummph!” Trish moaned, her eyes going wide.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” Autumn cried.

“See, I wasn’t sure how to get you ladies isolated so I could tie you up, but Autumn, you did the work for me.” As he spoke, he unscrewed the bottle and poured some of the liquid inside onto the cloth.

“Ummm ggmmmph! Mmmp!” Trish moaned, every muscle in her impressive physique flexing and straining against the constricting rope.

“Mmmmph gggmmph! Mmmoo!” Autumn moaned, renewing her attack on her handcuffs, her bare ass clenching as she strained against the tree.

“Sorry ladies, it’s just business.” Brad shrugged, stepped over to Trish, and pressed the chloroform soaked cloth against her face.

“Mmmm! Ummm! Mmm!” She screamed into the cloth, wriggling and pulling, but with every movement and struggle, she slowed. Her muscles were going slack.

“Urrmm… grmm…” She started to moan, slowly going limp, but Brad held the cloth tight over her face.

Then she went completely limp, her muffled cries dying out. Brad held the cloth over her face for a second more and then moved it. Trish dangled unconscious, head hanging limply, and then he turned and approached Autumn.

“Mmm! Umm! Mmmph!” She cried into her gag, struggling even more furiously against the handcuffs.

As Brad walked, he doused the cloth again with more chloroform.

“I am sorry,” He continued. “Blame this on my predecessors, I’m still cleaning up their messes.”

“Nngggh! Ummm mmm!” Autumn replied.

Brad stepped forward and wrapped a hand around her waists, pulling her against him, and then lifted the chloroform soaked cloth and held it tight over her face.

“Mmmmph! Ummpph mmm!” Autumn screamed into the cloth. Her ass continued to jiggle and heave against Brad as she struggled.

Then, like Trish, her movements started to slow and her muscles went slack.

“Ohmm… ggmm… mmm…” She moaned, her head listing.

Then after a moment, she went still as well. Like with Trish, Brad held the cloth over her face for a moment longer, and then moved it. Autumn now hung limply against the tree, her upper body sagging against it while her ass stuck straight out.

He stuff the cloth in his pocket, screwed the cap shut on the chloroform, and stuffed that in his other pocket. Both women should be unconscious long enough for him to carry them to the van without anyone noticing.

Brad took Autumn first, un-cuffing her hands from around the tree and then cuffing them behind her back, and then slung her over his shoulder and started to make his way through the dark yard to the road where they had parked. As he carried the limp girl, he wondered how things were going with Vera and Tammy.

***

The pain on Tammy’s ass had become unbearable from the constant wedgie.

“Ummm! Mmmph!” She cried, more to relieve tension and pain than anything else.

How long were they going to leave her here? It couldn’t be all night, could it?

“Grrmm! Mmmmph!” She tugged on her bound hands again but to no avail.

Trish was probably off in the party somewhere having a grand old time riding Brad’s dick, and meanwhile here she was, bound and gagged with her thong riding up her ass.

“Ulllmm… mmuuulllm!” She kicked her feet, which only served to cause more discomfort on her backside.

“Mmmmurrggh mmmph!” She cried, feeling the rope yank her bikini bottoms up even further.

God, is there anyway this night could get worse?

Then she heard the door knob fiddling. Tammy froze, listening…

Yes! Someone was playing with the doorknob!

“Hlllp! Hlllp! Hrry!” She moaned, wiggling and moaning, trying her best to ignore the discomfort caused by moving around.

Someone was outside! They would find her and she would be free!

Then to find the little shits that did this to her! After that, she would give Trish and Brad a piece of her mind.

You didn’t even try to look for me! You just wanted Brad! She would scream at Trish. It was good, in a way, that this happened. Now she knew where she stood with the older woman.

Something clicked in the door and then it started to drift open.

“Offfmmm mmmff! Hrrrry!” She moaned, eyes widening and pleading.

Light from outside started to drift in through the slowly opening door, and she saw the pale muscular arm on the other side, and the tattoos…

The door opened slightly, bringing Tammy face to face with her rescuer – the pale, red-haired woman who had come with Brad and Randy.

“Mmmm?” Tammy cocked her head in surprise.

The woman stood in the doorway for a moment, staring at the bound and gagged woman with her piercing blue eyes.

“Ummm ggmmmph! Mmmpph mmm!” Tammy cried through the gag, hoping to spur the woman on.

But she kept staring. Was she shocked? Maybe she opened the closet door expecting a bathroom or something? Either way, Tammy wished she would stop gawking and just help her.

“Ummm cmmn mnn! Hllp!” Tammy moaned.

The girl stepped into the closet finally, and Tammy breathed a sigh of relief.

“Offfmm thnnkk…” She stopped as the girl pulled the closet door shut behind her, only leaving it open enough for a sliver of light to seep through.

“Wuff?” Tammy mumbled and instinctively tested her bonds. They were still tightly secured.

“How do they have you strung up here?” The girl asked, leaning forward to inspect the ropes suspending Tammy.

“Ummm ggmmm! Mmmph!” Tammy replied.

The girl stepped behind her and Tammy felt her strong hands clasp her ass cheeks.

“Hrryy! Mmph!” Tammy protested.

The girl turned her slightly, causing the rope to ride up her ass again.

“Urrrff! Mmmmph! Mmmmp!” She cried. Tammy wasn’t sure how much more she could take of this.

Just untie me and lets get out of here!

Instead of untying her, she felt the girl press her tight, muscular body against Tammy’s from behind.

“Hrryy! Hurrrmph! Mmmmph!” Tammy responded, tugging on her hands, bound to the bar, but they still held strong.

The girl’s hands dug into Tammy’s sculpted glutes, and then up, tracing the waist band of her thong.

“Offfmm cmmmn mmn! Mmmph!” Tammy wriggled and struggled as best as the strict bondage would allow her, which wasn’t much.

Then the girl’s hands moved up along her thin waist and over her abs.

“Mmmph! Mmm ggmm!” Tammy wriggled and struggled like a fish on a hook.

What the hell was with this girl? Was she in on the plan, whatever the plan was?

Then the girl’s hands slid up, under Tammy’s bikini top, and cupped her small but supple breasts.

“Ohhmmm gmmm! Mmmph! Ummff!” Tammy continued to moan and struggle as the girl’s strong hands massaged her breasts under her bikini top.

How was this happening? What was happening? And what was next?

Then the girl pulled her hands away, displacing Tammy’s bikini top and letting her breasts fall free, and she felt the girl pull back from her. Tammy let out a breath of relief, though she knew this wasn’t over.

Then she smelled something, a strong, penetrating, pungent smell, and felt herself getting lightheaded.

What the…

Suddenly a wet cloth was pressed over her face, and the smell was overpowering.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmmgggmm!” She moaned, feeling the smell overcome her nostrils and seep in through the gag.

Tammy felt her muscles going limp, her arms dangling on the ropes. Her head felt like it was bobbing in a tumultuous ocean.

“Mmm! Mmm gmm!” She cried.

And then everything went black.

22.

One good thing about being a police officer was that you had access to prisoner transport vans, which made transporting a group of half naked, bound and gagged ladies easier. Brad only wished that he was in the back of the van guarding the ladies, instead of driving, but Vera insisted on riding in the back with the cargo.

Lucky girl...Brad smiled and shook his head. Vera definitely knew what she was doing, and damn was she easy on the eyes. He had tried testing the waters with her but got the feeling that she wasn’t into men, which was also a shame.

It was a shame too that he had to get rid of his beautiful cargo too, all of them were A+ ladies, especially Marta and Trish, whom he definitely wouldn’t mind having fun with again. Sadly, all four ladies were sacrificial pawns in a bigger game.

Marta… He smiled and felt his penis stirring at the memory of her rubbing her naked butt cheeks all over him earlier that night. Randy had left the party earlier to go retrieve Marta, and was going to meet Brad and Vera at the drop-off point, which meant that Marta most likely was getting a preview of what was in store for the other ladies.

Brad didn’t have to take his other captives far from the beach house, but thought that taking a police van would be easier because it would mean less suspicion and no fear of being stopped. He only had to drive a few blocks from the party and then turn down a secluded road leading back to the beach…

It wasn’t just the beach, but where it had all began all those months ago, the abandoned warehouse district, the sight of the botched raid. He smiled as he turned the van onto the lonely road leading to the dock where Lisa had brought the women of the police department to be sold, and thought of how far things had come since. Now, both Felicia and Lisa were captives of The Queen, Gina was his subordinate, and the FBI agents were now the ones being brought to the dock to be sold off.

Well, technically they weren’t being sold, they were a peace offering.

Brad slowed the van and continued down to the edge of the dock, where he saw a small boat docked and waiting. Standing on the edge of the dock, hands in his pockets and looking dour as ever was Red, the leader of the traffickers. Parked next to the dock was Randy’s police cruiser, with Randy leaning against the door, looking uncomfortable next to the pudgy man with the close cropped red hair.

Red glared at Brad’s van as it made its way down the dock, no doubt on edge after the last time there was a police presence on this dock. It seemed like he was trying his best to intimidate Brad too as he stared, and Brad got closer, he noticed that several armed guards had taken up positions behind Red as well. Brad smiled, knowing that it would take a lot more than angry looking men with guns to intimidate him, though it seemed to be working on Randy.

He brought the van to a halt, threw it in reverse, and swung it around in order to back towards the dock. As he backed the vehicle up, he watched Red and his men in the rearview mirror for their reactions. Red’s face remained hard and angry, but Brad noticed his men shifting uncomfortably behind him as Brad backed the van closer, and closer, and closer…

Red still didn’t move or react, but his men were readying their weapons. Brad knew they wouldn’t fire without Red’s go ahead because Red wouldn’t want to risk damaging merchandise in the van.

Brad stopped just a few feet away from Red, parked the van, killed the engine, and hopped out. Relief flooded Randy’s face when he saw his boss exit the van.

“Smile Red.” Brad smiled at the dour faced man, who glared back at him.

“You’ll excuse me for not being in a joyful mood. Last time I was at this placethings didn’t go well for me.” Red grimaced.

Brad turned to Randy.

“Did you give him the first girl.” He asked, and Randy nodded.

“I must say, she was a fine specimen.” Red strolled towards Brad.

“I told you I would come through.” Brad reassured him.

“Well let’s see how the others are.” Red stopped by the back of the van, where Brad met him.

Randy took up a position next to Brad, and seemed to draw inner strength from his boss. His posture became more upright, more sure of himself.

Brad stopped by the van’s rear doors and eyed Red for a moment. The air around them was still tense and uncomfortable.

“When I open these doors, are your attack dogs going to behave?” Brad motioned with his chin at the armed men behind Red.

“Depends on what’s behind those doors.” Red responded.

“Nothing but good things.” Brad smiled.

After the botched raid several months back, Red had become something of a thorn in Ace’s side, claiming that he had been the victim of a “set-up” to everyone who would listen to him in the criminal underworld. Things escalated when Red started to actively threaten several of Ace’s businesses, claiming that Ace and his men had stolen valuable merchandise out from under him that night on the docks.

Ace was ready to go to full scale war with Red, but Brad had offered a more… diplomatic solution.

Brad gripped the handle to the rear doors and swung one of them open. Simultaneously the rear light in the back of the van switched on, revealing a sea of bare legs resting on the van’s floor. From inside, Vera swung open the other door and hopped out, now fully revealing the three half naked, unconscious women inside.

Red’s eyebrows raised in surprise at the sight, no doubt he was expecting a sort of double cross.

“Here we are,” Brad motioned towards the bound and gagged forms of Autumn, Trish, and Tammy. “Counting the one you already have on the boat, that’s two to make up for the two women you lost that night on the docks, plus two as “interest” and a sign of good faith.”

Brad was proud of himself. It was he that suggested that Ace reach out to Red with the deal. It would be a good way of forging a business relationship with the trafficker.

Vera reached into the van, grabbed Trish’s bare legs, and dragged her out of the van, and then stood the unconscious, bound and gagged woman up next to her. Brad hadn’t bothered putting the older woman’s bikini top back in place, and her bare breasts were on full display.

“Umm… mm…” Trish’s head lolled and her lips pursed around her gag. She seemed to be starting to wake up.

Red reached out and lifted her chin.

“Mmm…” Trish grunted, eyes still closed.

“Hey, I recognize this one!” Red exclaimed.

“These women were FBI agents sent to be a thorn in our side, getting rid of them solves both our problems.

Brad let go of Trish’s chin and her head fell forward, and he motioned to his men. Several of them came forward, and one of them picked up Trish, slung her over his shoulder, and started carrying her towards the boat.

“So, this wasn’t a set up.” Red turned towards Brad.

“Nope, and we hope that this resolves our dispute.” Brad smiled at the man.

Red stepped forward, glaring at Brad as one of his men retrieved Tammy from the van, slung her over his shoulder, and carried her towards the boat.

“I still don’t trust that the last time wasn’t a set up that went wrong.” Red sneered.

Brad sighed.

Does this guy ever chill?

“I can assure you, last time was just a misunderstanding that got out of hand. With this, Ace hopes to forge a new relationship and do business together.” Brad motioned to the van, where a man was slinging the unconscious Autumn over his shoulder.

“What about the chick that contacted me, Shelly?” Red narrowed his eyes at Brad.

Brad tensed when he heard Shelly’s name. After all this time, she was still a sore subject to him.

“Listen, this whole town is Ace’s turf, and no business gets conducted here without his say so. Shelly was… a problem. She’s gone to ground, but rest assured, we’ll flush her out of whatever hole she’s hiding in, and when we do, she’s Ace’s to deal with.”

Red chuckled, and for a minute, his face went as red as his chair.

“Ace’s turf!” He chuckled again.

Brad, Vera, and Randy all exchanged a nervous look.

“Yes, it is.” Brad reiterated.

Red stopped chuckling and leveled his gaze at Brad.

“Let me tell you something, all of you small town guys are the same. You all think you’re a big fish, but the reality is that you’re in a small pond. Make no mistake, if Ace swims out into the ocean, he would get eaten in seconds.” Red’s tone was harsh and angry.

Brad sighed again. Evidently Red was not feeling as diplomatic as he was.

“Please, tell me how you really feel.” Brad said dismissively, prompting a shocked gasp from Red.

Apparently he was not expecting sass.

“Look, we upheld our end of the bargain,” Brad continued, not giving Red time to respond. “So is this enough for you or are you going to continue to pout about it?”

Red’s face was contorting in anger, prompting an amused smile from Brad.

***

“Ummm…” Marta groaned into her gag and her eyes fluttered as she slowly regained consciousness.

What happened? Where am I? It felt like a heavy fog was lifting from her mind as she became aware of several sensations at once. First, she was naked, second, that she was lying on a hard, metal floor, and third, that she was still bound and gagged.

“Grrmmm…” She groaned, partially hoping that the incident at the laser arena had been a bad dream, but then she became aware of the dull, throbbing soreness between her legs.

“Mmmmpph…” She sighed, realizing that every muscle in her body was crying out in a dull ache, but it was especially concentrated between her legs where the vibrator had been.

One thing was certain, when she got out of this… if she got out of this… she was never using a vibrator again. Suddenly memories of the long night came flooding back to her, memories of being tied over a barrel with the vibrator going off constantly between her legs as hits on the base were scored. All she could do was moan into her gag and struggle against the ropes. Her entire body had been soaked in sweat from the constant overstimulation and struggling.

But how did I get here though? Marta forced her eyes open. She was in a large cell of some sort, with steel walls and a heavy steel door.

She must have passed out, and then after that was transported here. That would also explain the soreness in her muscles, she was probably dehydrated. This was confirmed for her when she sat up and experienced what felt like a jackhammer going off inside her skull.

“Grrmmm…. Mmmmurmm..” She grunted, closing her eyes and waiting for the headache to recede to another dull pain like what the rest of her body was experiencing.

Come on, get through it… think!

Marta opened her eyes and took in her surroundings again. She had been kidnapped, that much was obvious, and was now being held in some sort of cell.

What was it Brad had said? Something about an organization, and kidnapping the others…

Yes! He was going to the party to get the other agents, and he worked for Ace!

“Ummph!” Her eyes widened as it all suddenly dawned on her at once. Brad was playing them, keeping tabs on their investigation while also making sure they didn’t get too close.

And I was asking too many questions!

Marta realized that her insistence on talking with Lisa probably forced Brad’s hand. Most likely he had made her disappear like the other women.

And now he’s going to make me disappear too!

This was bad, real bad. She had to find a way out, and a way to call back up, and then get the hell out of this town.

She rolled over, realizing that her feet were tied together as well.

“Uffmmm!” She cried into her gag. They had her naked, locked up, and tied and gagged. Escape was going to be a challenge, to put it lightly.

Something clicked in the metal door, and Marta turned towards it. A second later the door swung open.

“Mmm… mmmph!” She greeted her captors.

The door opened and three men entered, each of them with an unconscious, partially dressed, bound and gagged woman slung over his shoulder. One of the woman was struggling, her solid, tanned glutes wiggling in the air as she tried to struggle out of her captor’s grasp.

Trish!

Trish looked to be the only one that was awake, the other two were completely limp over the shoulders of the burly men dragging them in. Marta realized that she recognized the sculpted ass cheeks of Tammy, and the bronzed, juicier ass of Autumn Beam.

“Mmm! Ummmph mmph! Sttpp!” Marta protested at the men, but they ignored her as they carried their “cargo” into the room.

Trish continued her struggling, protesting into her gag as her captor leaned forward to set her down.

“Urrrgg gggmm! Ffmm mmph! Grrrmm!” She cried, wiggling and kicking as the man set her down. Trish balanced on her bound feet, and then pitched herself forward onto the man, knocking him back.

“Urrmm mmph! Mmmph!” She cried, hopping forward and further knocking the man off balance.

He pinwheeled his arms, trying to keep from falling back as the other men set Autumn and

Tammy down onto the cold, hard floor.

“Shit, guys help!” The man cried as Trish fell onto him again, knocking him back once more. She continued to wriggle her half naked, bound body against him and cry into her gag, whipping her jet black hair around as she did.

“Ummm! Mmmmopp mmoo! Mmmph!” Trish moaned and cried as she kept driving the man back, but then the other two were on her, locking their arms around her bound hands and pulling her back.

“Mmmo! Mmpph! Urrrg ggmmm!” She cried, still whipping her hair.

The other two men pulled her back and laid her down on the floor next to the unconscious women. Though they were firm, they were also careful not to be too rough with her.

“Ummmph mmmph! Mmmph!” She cried as they deposited her on the ground and quickly stepped away before she could reach out with her bound feet and trip them.

The other man, the one that she had been struggling against, had collected himself and was already out the front door.

“Hrryy! Huurrmmph mmmph!” Marta cried out to the men, but they followed the first one out.

“Mmmmpph mmuuurrm!” She moaned and jumped forward, but they slammed the heavy metal door behind him, and a second later she heard a click as it locked.

“Hmmmpphh…” She sighed into her gag. Once again she was locked in here, and now with three other women.

Marta turned and looked at her cell mates. Autumn and Tammy were still unconscious, lying on their backs while Trish struggled and tossed next to them.

Wait, if Trish and I are both awake, maybe we can figure something out! Marta’s eyes widened. Yes, she had her problems with Trish in the past, but right now they had both been kidnapped and manipulated by the same man. They were in this together, and could put aside their differences to escape.

Marta’s mind raced. They could probably untie each other’s knots, and she presumed that her captors would be back at some point, at least to feed them. Once they were free of the ropes, they could over power their captor and find a way to escape.

Then after that, she and Trish could settle their differences.

Then Marta heard the familiar jingle of keys and perked up.

“Mmmph!” She froze. Was it their captors, returning so soon?

There was the sound again. No, it wasn’t their captors. It was coming from inside the room!

Marta rolled over to face Trish and saw Trish lying with her back towards her, fumbling with a set of keys in her bound hands.

“Ummph!” Marta’s eyes went wide as she suddenly realized Trish’s plan.

When Trish had fallen against the man carrying her, she wasn’t trying to over power him, she was lifting his keys from him!

Clever! Marta narrowed her eyes and watched as Trish fumbled with the keys and started to use the pointed ends to cut through her ropes.

She’s going to get free! It was smart. Trish was working fast too, no doubt knowing that the man would probably notice soon that his keys were missing.

“Hummph mmmph! Mmmph!” Marta cried out to Trish.

Trish stopped, looked over her shoulder at Marta, and then went back to working away at her ropes.

“Hummph! Mmpph!” Marta called again, but Trish ignored her.

“Hummph…” Marta sighed, sat up, and started shuffling towards Trish by pulling herself along with her bound feet.

“Hurrmmph! Mmmm ggmmph!” She continued to vocalize to Trish, who kept working away at her bonds.

“Ummph! Wummf!” Marta cried to Trish as she pulled herself over to the struggling woman.

Trish was ignoring her though, laser focused on cutting her wrists free. Finally Marta stopped next to Trish and laid on her side with her naked ass and bound hands towards the other woman.

“Ummm hmmph!” She shook her bound hands at Trish so she would get the message, but Trish didn’t react.

Marta looked over her shoulder and saw Trish still using the keys to cut through her ropes, and didn’t seem to acknowledge that Marta was there.

“Hrry! Umm hmmph!” She shook her hands again and lightly brushed her feet against Trish’s.

“Mmmph mmooo!” Trish spat into her gag and kicked Marta in the shin.

“Ummmph!” Marta cried, surprised by Trish’s outburst, and lightly kicked her in the foot.

“Grrrmmph bbmmph!” Marta cried, and rammed her muscular, thonged ass into Marta’s.

“Bbbmmph!” Marta’s eyes went wide in shock, and she slammed her considerably large ass against Trish’s, rocking the other girl forward and causing her to drop the set of keys.

“Urrgg gggmmph!” Trish suddenly retorted, and slammed her full weight into Marta’s back.

“Grrrrmm!” Marta cried, rolling onto her front.

What the hell is this bitch’s problem? Marta sighed, she just wanted to cut herself free too.

Then it dawned on her, Trish had no intention of freeing her or the other girls. Trish was going to free herself and run off, leaving the others high and dry.

Once a selfish bitch, always a selfish bitch.

Marta didn’t have much more time to contemplate this, as Trish rolled onto her back and kicked Marta with her bound feet.

“Mmmph!” Marta cried, and rolled away. She rolled onto her side, facing Trish, and saw Trish rolling onto her back, cupping the keys in her hands and glaring at Marta.

“Mmmggg gggmmph!” Trish grumbled.

Marta glared back at her.

Fuck this bitch! She was a fool to think that she and Trish could work together. Trish only cared about Trish. First this woman destroyed her marriage, and now was going to leave her here with these criminals.

Fuck it! Marta decided. If Trish was going to leave her here to rot, then she was going to do just that to Trish.

Trish went back to working away at her bonds, and Marta rolled into a sitting position, and then started scooting towards Trish.

“Urrggh! Mmpph gggllummph!” Trish moaned, wriggling on the floor while working away at her bonds.

Marta though, was scooting herself along the floor towards Trish’s head.

“Mmmph! Ummm mmmp!” Trish moaned, no doubt trying to quickly cut through her ropes and leave Marta behind.

Then Marta was there, sitting right next to Trish’s head. Trish bit down on the black cloth gagging her and looked up at the bound and gagged woman sitting over her.

“Ummm…” Trish mumbled, lying still.

Then Marta lifted herself, grunting into her gag as she exerted herself, her tired and sore muscles screaming at her, and hovered her giant ass over Trish’s face.

“Ullup…” Trish sighed, and then Marta sat down, planting her giant ass over Trish’s face.

“Bbblllumm! Bmmmph bbbmm!” Trish moaned into Marta’s ass, kicking her bound feet like a fish out of water and squirming as Marta exerted all of her force onto Trish.

That’s right, take this you bitch! Marta grunted into her gag as she forced her weight onto Trish.

“Ulllumm! Bbbbmm! Gggllubb!” Trish continued to wiggle and blubber as Marta sat calmly on her face.

Trish’s bound feet kept kicking, and Trish felt the other woman using every muscle in her considerable physique to try and kick Marta off of her, but whatever Brad had used to knock her out earlier must have tired her out, and her protests were weak and futile.

“Ufff!” Marta exerted herself, planting her ass onto Trish’s face with all of her remaining strength.

“Grrrm! Ummbbb bbbmm!” Trish cried, and increased her kicking, but her struggling was wearing her out, and using up precious oxygen that was being denied to her by Marta’s ass.

“Ubbb…” She cried, her muscles starting to go limp. Trish’s kicks were weak now, slowing.

“Huubb bbmm…” Trish moaned, her muscles growing heavy. Marta continued to put pressure on Trish’s face with her ass.

“Hufff…” Trish sighed, and went still. Marta continued putting pressure on her face though, not putting it past Trish to play possum in an attempt to escape.

Trish didn’t move though, and a moment later Marta rolled off of her and turned her head to face the other woman. Her large, bare breasts rose and fell steadily, but other than that, Trish was completely still, her eyes closed.

And lying next to her prone form was the set of keys.

***

Marta quickly cut through the rope binding her hands with the keys, and then undid the ropes around her ankles and removed her gag. She stood in the cell, naked, among the still unconscious, bound and gagged women, and held the keys in her hand, wondering if they opened the cell door.

My luck can’t be that good, can it?

Still, it was worth shot. She looked at the cell door and saw a keyhole above the handle. It was only a matter of time before that goon came back to the cell to look for his keys, so she had to act fast. Marta hurried towards the door and started trying the keys on the lock. After a few failed attempts, one of the keys opened the door, and her heart leapt in her chest.

Oh my god, it worked! She had to stifle a squeal of delight, not wanting to alert any guards that may be outside, or wake any of the unconscious girls. Marta turned and looked at the other captives, all laying in a row, and debated on waking them up and untying them.

Trish would not be receptive towards her, especially after she just used her ass to smother her, and she knew Tammy was loyal to Trish. Marta didn’t know much about Autumn other than she seemed like every other spoiled, entitled social media princess. Still, she couldn’t just leave them here. Even though moments earlier, blinded by anger, she swore that she would leave Trish behind, now she had calmed a bit, and knew she wouldn’t be able to live with herself if she did.

Fuck it, leave them. They would have left you!

Marta ignored that voice telling her to leave them, though. Trish and Tammy were fellow agents, and Autumn was a young, innocent girl. Still, untying them and waking them would take time.

If only I had back up… Marta bit her lip. Now there was an idea! She was free now, so she could find a way to call for help, freeing the other girls and taking down these kidnappers with one fell swoop. There was also the matter of clothes, she was still stark naked, but Marta decided that she would have to find something to cover up with along the way.

She gripped the door, steeling herself for whatever waited on the other side, and pulled it open just a crack in order to see if there was a guard outside. The coast seemed clear, and Marta opened the door enough to slip through, and then closed it behind her. A long, dimly lit hallway was waiting for her on the other side.

There was a port hole against one of the walls, and looking out it she saw the black waves of the ocean. So they were on a boat.

That wasn’t good.

Marta looked around, and then hurried down the hallway. Despite her situation, she still put a hand between her legs and the other across her breasts. Being naked made her feel ten times as vulnerable and exposed.

God, I hope we’re still docked. She thought as she hurried down the hallway. It didn’t feel like the ship was moving, which was good. Though if the kidnappers had the girls on a boat, where were they intending on transporting them?

Nowhere good. Marta bit her lip and kept moving. First priority was calling help, and also finding out where she was, and second was finding clothing somewhere.

One thing that struck Marta as she hurried down the hallway was how empty and quiet everything was. Where was the crew, or anyone for that matter? It was possible they were on the upper deck, but if so, then that would certainly hamper her plans of escape and calling for help.

I’ll just have to deal with that as it comes. Marta thought as she rounded a corner and saw a metal staircase at the end of the hall leading up. Her heart fluttered at this avenue of potential escape, but then she stopped for moment and held her breath, listening for voices or any sign of activity on the ship.

It was quiet… too quiet.

Marta let out a breath and inched forward, muscles tensed, ready to run if she saw any sign of someone coming down the staircase, but as she got closer, the only sound, or sign of life, that she heard was her own heavy breathing and footfalls on the cold, metal floor. Finally she stopped at the bottom of the staircase and looked up, seeing pale blue light filtering in above her. The sound of the waves lapping against the side of the boat was louder too, telling her that it must be the bridge above her.

She tensed, knowing that if stairs lead to the bridge then there must be people up there, but heard nothing… no footfalls, no breathing… nothing. Marta took another breath and coiled every muscle in her body, and then lifted her leg and placed the very tip of her toes on the bottom stair in order not to make a sound, and then gently placed her other foot down, and the other…

Holding the handrails for support, Marta tip-toed up the metal staircase, taking short, shallow breaths so that she wouldn’t alert anyone above her… if there was anyone above her. Once she was high enough on the staircase, she stood on her tip-toes and craned her neck to peer up and into the room above her, bracing herself to run if she saw anyone. She had no idea where she would run to if there was someone above her since she was trapped on the boat, but right now it was the only plan she had.

Her head peeked up into the room above her and she turned, taking everything in. It was a dark room, with windows on all sides and panels filled with various buttons, controls, and lights, as well as the helm. So it was the bridge, and it was completely empty.

Well, that’s a good sign… Marta let out a breath, but knew she didn’t have much time. Given that it was the bridge, someone would be by sooner or later. Then her heart fluttered when she realized another thing: no one on the bridge meant that they were still docked! Yes! Now she had a very good chance at escape, or calling for help at least.

I just need to find out where I am! Quickly, the naked FBI agent pulled herself up the rest of the stairs and into the dimly lit bridge, stopping low so no one could see through the window. Marta crouched down and turned her head, scanning the windows surrounding the room, but didn’t see anyone on deck. She stayed low for a moment, waiting for someone to walk by, but nothing happened.

She furrowed her brow. There was something fishy about this. It was too easy.

Staying low, she scurried across the bridge, now able to see over the deck and at the pitch black waters of the ocean beyond. She turned to face the other window, giving her a view of looming, dark, decaying buildings, several police vehicles, and a small group of people. At first she almost jumped for joy, instinctively at seeing the police cars, but then tensed, remembering that it was police that kidnapped her. Instead, Marta shuffled forward, stooped down to her knees, and peered out over the edge of the window.

They were docked in a dimly lit area, where there only seemed to be a few streetlights, and every rotting building was shrouded in darkness. Then it dawned on Marta where they were docked…

The abandoned warehouse district!

Nothing more than a collection of rotting buildings on the edge of Marston’s Pointe, she had read about it in the case file pertaining to Ace. This was where Trish, Tammy, and Maria botched their raid and lost several women to traffickers. After that raid, Maria transferred and Trish and Tammy gave up on the case.

Now here they were. Life has a way of coming full circle.

Marta breathed a sigh of relief that she didn’t reveal herself earlier, now seeing that the police car and police van outside were Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department vehicles. Standing next to the vehicles were Brad, Randy, and their muscular friend Vera.

Marta felt something red hot boiling up inside her at the sight of the trio that had kidnapped her. She wanted to slap the cuffs on all three of them, throttle them, and toss them in jail for the rest of their lives…

Except she was naked, tired, and unarmed, and they weren’t.

There was another group of people outside too, standing in front of the boat. It was group of armed men, with a squat, burly man with close cropped red hair in the lead. Things seemed tense between this group of armed men and Brad and his gang. Marta didn’t know what they were discussing, but it didn’t seem like it was a good conversation.

She turned away from the window and huddled below, biting her lip. She had to get out of here and fast, before things escalate.

There’s gotta be a radio right? She turned towards the helm and saw the mouth piece for a radio lying on the console next to it. Her eyes lit up and she hurried towards it and took the mouthpiece in her hand.

The radio was on, but the volume was low. She listened for a moment and realized it was tuned to a coast guard channel.

Makes sense… Figures that criminals at sea would want to keep track of the coast guard. She considered calling them for help, but knew it would take too much time for them to get to her. Instead she tuned the dial to a frequency she was well familiar with…

The California State Police.

Once she was tuned, she adjusted the volume slightly, and waited, on edge, every muscle in her body tensed, for the normal police radio chatter to die down on the frequency. When she got an opening, Marta pressed the talk button on the mouth piece and held it up.

“Mayday, mayday! This Agent Marta Vargas of the FBI requesting immediate back up. Myself, two other agents, and a civilian have been kidnapped and are being held on a boat docked by an abandoned warehouse district at the edge of the town of Marston’s Pointe. Local P.D. is dirty, abducting myself earlier this night, and then several women from a party on a beach house owned by Autumn Beam. Please, requesting immediate back up ASAP, my badge number is…”

Marta trailed off as she stood slightly to look out the windows to see if anyone was coming. Outside, she could see Brad and his accomplices along with the armed men, all of them staring directly at her, slack jawed…

***

As Red ranted and raved about Ace, Brad, their “lack of respect” and so one, Brad couldn’t help but roll his eyes.

I should have let Ace go to war with this guy! More than anything, Brad wanted this moment to end, go home, call Gina, and fuck her one last time before calling Vera and Randy to come collect her as well. That was part of the deal he worked with Ace, they would give Autumn and the FBI agents to Red, and they would keep Gina for themselves to add to their growing collection.

It was kinda brilliant actually. If anyone came looking for Autumn or the agents, Brad would slyly point them towards Red, letting him take all the heat.

That is, if Red ever decided to get in his boat and leave. Right now, he was still playing the blustery tough guy.

“I lost a lot of good men that night, and some prime ladies, and now here you are, some snot nosed punk, thinking you can make that go away!” Red’s face still matched his hair color.

“Look, this is our offer, and seeing how you already have the ladies squirreled away on your boat, I expect that you’re taking it.” Brad shrugged.

Red glared at him.

“Oh I am,” He continued. “But don’t think this is the beginning of some business relationship. Hopefully I won’t be in this backwater again, and if I do, Ace better stay out of my business!”

Brad rubbed the bridge of his nose. Red just wasn’t getting it.

“No Red, here’s the deal.” Brad stepped close, towering over the shorter man. “You may say that Ace is a big fish in a small pond, but make no mistake, this is Ace’s town, and here you play by Ace’s rules. The only reason you are docked here is because Ace allowed it. So if you do end up back here, it will be through Ace’s good graces. So, to reiterate, you don’t come back to this town unless Ace wants you to, and if you do, you stay out of our business or show us the proper respect.”

Red huffed and glared at Brad, and Brad glared right back. He had tried diplomacy, and now it was time for a show of strength.

Then he heard the radio in Randy’s cruiser squawk to life. Generally, as a rule during times like these, Brad or Randy kept their radios tuned to the state police channels just to know their movements. All night the radio had been filled with the usual chatter, but now a voice came over the radio, a familiar, female voice…

Red opened his mouth to rip into Brad but Brad held up his finger, causing the man’s eyes to bug out in rage, and motioned to Randy.

“Randy, turn that up.” Brad said.

“What are you-” Red interjected, but Brad held up a dismissive finger again.

“… Local P.D. is dirty, abducting myself earlier this night, and then several women from a party on a beach house…” Marta’s voice called over the radio.

Brad’s blood ran cold and his eyes shot towards the boat.

“One of the girls got free!” He barked to Red. Red spun around, following Brad’s gaze, along with all of his men.

There, on the bridge of the boat, shrouded in darkness, was the shapely silhouette of a woman with large, naked breasts crouched over the radio, then she stood and turned to face them.

“Get her!” Red called to his men, who stormed onto the ship.

***

Gina’s nightly patrol brought her back, as it often did, to the spot where things had changed all those months ago: the old warehouse district. The dark buildings loomed on the beach ahead like sleeping giants. Often times during her night shift she walk the streets and allies between those buildings, feeling like she was walking the streets of an abandoned city.

Now she stood on the beach, looking at the buildings looming before her, and wondering she was going to walk that abandoned city again. Her hair blew in the warm ocean breeze, and she felt her hand instinctively rest on her holster on her hip. Sometimes she brought a jacket along because the breeze could get chilly, but not tonight, and she walked the lonely stretch of beach in her black, police issue thong bikini.

Every night since that botched raid she had thought about it, and what happened to the girls after they disappeared on that boat. Obviously, and sadly, she knew all too well what was becoming of Felicia. Brad still assured her every night that she would see the girls again. Every time he said it there had been something so sincere and genuine in his voice that she couldn’t help but believe him.

A wave of guilt washed over Gina as she looked at the looming, rotting buildings in the distance.

Brad…

She was happy with Brad, too happy. Working with him was a joy, and the nights after work were… even better. Still, she couldn’t help but feel bad, thinking that she could be doing more to help find Felicia, or Caitlyn, Eva, and Janet, but instead, every night she was going to Brad’s place, or her place.

Most of the time she preferred her place. There was something ghoulish about Brad’s place. He was living in Shelly’s old house, and Gina never felt comfortable there. Brad didn’t seem to understand why she didn’t like spending the night in the house of a woman who had kidnapped her, and was now responsible for her friends going missing, not to mention that Shelly herself was now missing.

Brad also didn’t seem concerned about Shelly’s whereabouts either. It was one of several red flags Gina was now noticing. The other was that after months, Brad didn’t want to define their relationship. In his words, since they were colleagues, it be unprofessional, so they should just keep things vague.

As time wore on, Gina found that she didn’t want to keep things vague. Plus, she still saw how Trish, that FBI agent, threw herself at Brad, and how Brad seemed to enjoy it.

At some point, in the future, Brad and I are going to have a serious talk about things. She told herself for the hundredth time and continued trudging towards the abandoned warehouse district. A voice in her head told her that if she tried to make things serious with Brad, it would scare him off, and she still needed his help.

Plus, the sex was still great. Gina didn’t realize how long it had been since she had a good lay. Brad knew how to treat a woman, at least physically, she would give him that.

Emotionally, Brad was still somewhat distant. Like tonight, where he asked her to work a night shift because he had “personal business”. Gina had tried to ask Brad if there was something wrong or if he needed to talk, but he wouldn’t say anything more. Brad was still a mystery to her, and there would be days and evenings where he would seemingly disappear. Strangely though, over these past few months he and Randy had become quite close. It seemed they were inseparable these days.

As Gina grew closer to the abandoned warehouse district, she found herself wondering why she ended every night patrol here. She was sure that part of it came from a desire to replay that night again, but better. Maybe she was hoping that one night she would find that boat docked there again and would get a chance to bring the traffickers to justice and find out what happened to the other girls.

But she knew that was wishful thinking on her part. Nothing but a vain attempt to wish she could change the past. Gina stopped, suddenly feeling very tired. She was tired of walking that lonely district every night, tired of worrying about her friends and wondering if she would ever find them. The weight of the past few months washed over her, and she squatted down on the beach and sat, looking out over the moonlit ocean and the black waves crashing over the beach in front of her.

Absentmindedly she pulled her phone from her belt and opened the home screen, going to the internet browser. The browser brought up her favorites and she tapped on one of the icons, realizing that it was probably unhealthy that this particular website was on her favorites now.

“Welcome to the official website of Felicia Fetish! America’s hottest fetish model!” The image of a bikini clad, bound and gagged Felicia filled her phone screen, and Gina tapped the “enter” button. Gina checked Felicia’s website multiple times a day. It was updated weekly with new videos to stream or download, and even though she found it revolting, Gina still watched every video, multiple times, looking for a clue or detail, something that could maybe tell her where Felicia was.

Jessica too…

Christ… Gina shook her head. So many people she knew were missing that she forgot that Jessica was also part of this. Like Felicia, Jessica seemed to be doing fetish modeling against her will. Jessica appeared in quite few of Felicia’s videos along side her in bondage.

Gina tapped the “New arrivals” tab on Felicia’s website and brought up her newest videos. The top one was called “Felicia Fetish and big-breasted friend tied and vibed!”

The blood ran cold in Gina’s veins when she saw the thumbnail for the video. It was a side shot of Felicia, topless and in a thong, tied back to back with a dark haired woman with giant breasts.

No…

It couldn’t be, could it? There was no way…

But Gina kept staring at the big breasted woman’s muscles, and the red highlights in her dark hair…

No, there’s plenty of big breasted women in the porn world.

Still, Gina had to be sure, and she clicked on the video. The video opened with a shot of Felicia, head slumped, seemingly asleep, or unconscious….

The camera pulled back, revealing that Felicia was clad only in a small, black thong, and tied back to back with someone, though Gina couldn’t see their face yet. Felicia and the woman she was tied to seemed to be sitting on a bench of some sort, with their hands shackled behind them and their ankles shackled to the bottom of the bench. As the camera pulled back, Gina could see the large, white vibrator taped the bench and wedged tightly between Felicia’s legs.

Then the camera panned around to the woman behind Felicia. Like Felicia, her head was slumped, unconscious as well. Her tangle of dark, highlighted hair obscured her face, but her gigantic, bare breasts rose and fell with each breath she took. This woman wore tiny, aqua blue thong panties and also had a vibrator between her legs. Gina’s heart continued to pound as the camera pulled back to a two shot of both women tied back to back, and then a hand came from off screen with a hose. There was no handle on the hose and clear water lazily poured out of it’s open end.

The camera zoomed in as the female hand holding the hose held it over Felicia’s slumped head. Felicia jumped, spitting and coughing as consciousness returned to her.

“Ugg… what… where?” She stammered, tossing her wet hair back and taking in her surroundings.

Then the camera panned to the woman behind her as the hose was held over her head. Like Felicia, this woman woke with a start, tossing her head back and tugging on her bonds.

“What is this? Hey! Get that thing out of my face!” Lisa barked at the camera, glared at it.

Gina gasped and almost dropped her phone, but kept watching. It was Lisa, captive alongside Felicia.

Both Felicia and Lisa struggled against their restraints and barked threats at the camera person.

“Let us go now!” Felicia cried.

“What do you think you’re doing! Just wait until I get out of here!” Lisa grunted.

A woman strolled forward. Gina recognized her, she was in most of the videos with Felicia, she called herself The Queen. She wore a tight fitting leather corset, a black bra, and black leather thong, with thigh high boots and elbow length gloves, and carried two thick, white cloths in her gloved hand. After all the times she had been tied up, and witnessed Felicia being tied up in her videos, Gina knew what those cloths were for.

“Listen, if you’re watching this,” Felicia looked directly at the camera with a pleading look. “We’re being held against our will, we’re-UMMMPH!” She was cut off by The Queen shoving a small wad of cloth into her mouth.

Before Felicia could spit out the wad, The Queen pressed the larger, thick white cloth over her mouth and tied it at the back of her head, all the while Felicia moaned and struggled.

“Ummph! Mmph! Urrggmm!” She twisted her head and strained against the gag, but The Queen had secured it tightly, and moved onto Lisa.

“When I get out of this you will be in so much-GRRRMMPH!” Like Felicia, Lisa was cut off by The Queen shoving a wad of cloth into her mouth and pressing a wider, thicker cloth over it and tying it at the back of her head.

“Urggg ggmmm bbmm! Mmmmph!” Lisa struggled as valiantly as Felicia, tugging on her restraints, straining every muscle in her impressive physique while doing so.

The Queen stepped back and admired her struggling captives. Both Lisa and Felicia struggled and moaned into their gags and tugged on their restraints, but to no avail. Their captor watched in amusement and paced around her captives.

“Oh, how does it feel girls?” The Queen laughed.

“Uggg ggmmmph!”

“Mmmmph! Mmmmggmm!”

“I have one more surprise for you,” The Queen lifted a small, white remote in her hand. “Something to keep you two… busy… while you struggle.” With another laugh, she pressed a button on the remote and both of the vibrators wedged between Lisa and Felicia’s legs roared to life.

“UMMMPH”

“GGGGMMMMPH!”

The roaring of the vibrators between their legs seemed deafening, and moaning of the gagged women became louder and more intense. Lisa’s giant breasts vibrated in tune with the sex toy between her legs, and Felicia’s whole body seemed to quake. Then the camera zoomed in on Felicia’s anguished face as she fought against the constant stimulation between her legs.

“Umm… mm… ggmmmph…” Her whole body was slick with sweat and she wriggled back and forth against the bench.

Then the camera panned around to Lisa, who was also working up a sweat. Her veins bulged as she tried to force her way out of her restraints.

“Urgggh… mmmphh… ggggrmmm…” She huffed into her gag.

Gina closed the video and shoved her phone back into the pouch on her belt. Her heart was now pounding against her chest, and she had broken out into a cold sweat. She turned and stared out at the black waves lapping against the beach and tried to calm herself.

How could Lisa be in that video? They had arrested Lisa? Gina realized that she hadn’t seen Lisa since that night that she kidnapped her and Brad. Brad had told her that Lisa had been moved to a high security facility upstate. Was someone at that facility working with Ace and The Queen and had smuggled Lisa out to them?

Then Gina felt her heart drop into her stomach, knowing full well that wasn’t the truth. She had last seen Lisa with Brad…

Brad!

No, it couldn’t be him… could it?

The more Gina turned it over in her mind, the more it made sense though, and she found herself shivering despite the warm summer air.

Brad had insisted that she go home that night, saying that he would take care of Lisa, then she had disappeared. When Gina had asked him about interrogating Lisa, Brad had said that Lisa didn’t know anything. Then there was the fact that Lisa had kidnapped them to find out if they knew about Shelly…

Lisa wasn’t stupid, she wouldn’t risk exposing herself like that if she didn’t think Brad knew something…

Brad… who had appeared out of nowhere and was living in his missing step-mother’s house, and he didn’t seem concerned about finding her…

Brad, who had told her they would find the missing girls but so far hadn’t had any breaks in that case…

Then there was how secretive he was… how he kept disappearing…

Gina stood up and paced back and forth, running her hands through her hair… No! It couldn’t be Brad!

But a voice in her head was telling her that she was right, and the more she turned it over in her head, the more sense it made.

Gina started to shake, not from cold, but from white hot anger welling up inside of her. She had been sleeping with Brad for months, letting him into her home and her body. Brad had been lying to her and manipulating her from day one, using her and stringing her along.

Her hand wrapped around the butt of her gun in her holster. She couldn’t believe that she had been played like that! All this time and the answer was right under her nose!

Then she let out a long breath and relaxed, letting go of her weapon. She needed to think this through and not rush into anything.

Think Gina… think!

As her mind wandered, she listened to the chatter on her police radio hanging from her hip. It had been a slow night so she had switched to the state police frequency. It had been something that she got in the habit of doing when she was bored, mostly just for entertainment purposes, but also there was a small, remote hope that maybe she might hear something on the state police channel that could be a key in her search for the others.

It was wishful thinking on her part and she knew it. The odds were astronomical that she would just randomly hear something on the state police channel about Felicia, Caitlyn, or the others.

Then a female voice cut through the radio chatter. It was a frenzied, scared, yet professional voice.

“Mayday, mayday! This Agent Marta Vargas of the FBI requesting immediate back up. Myself, two other agents, and a civilian have been kidnapped and are being held on a boat docked by an abandoned warehouse district at the edge of the town of Marston’s Pointe. Local P.D. is dirty, abducting myself earlier this night, and then several women from a party on a beach house owned by Autumn Beam. Please, requesting immediate back up ASAP, my badge number is…”

The transmission ended and Gina heard several patrol officers and the dispatcher attempting to reach the woman who had just sent the distress call, but Gina herself stood there frozen, now realizing that her hand was once again clutching the butt of her pistol. Her blood ran cold and then immediately started to boil in her veins.

The warehouse district…

Local PD is dirty…

The FBI agents! The ones that hadn’t done anything for months, had been abducted!

Worse off, it confirmed her suspicions. Brad was working with Ace. He had kidnapped the agents and someone else.

They were on a boat in the warehouse district!

Gina listened to the radio as several units were dispatched to the warehouse district and a few more to the beach house.

A boat at the warehouse district, could it be the same boat from that night all those months ago?

Only one way to find out.

Gina’s heart was racing, her blood flowing from the adrenaline and anger coursing through her body, and she started sprinting towards the looming, dark buildings of the warehouse district. With any luck, she could make it there and hold the perps until the state police show up.

What if Brad was there?

Gina found herself hoping he was so she could put a bullet in him.

No, he might have information, she would need him alive.

Maybe just a bullet in the foot or leg then.

Gina quickened her pace, watching as the looming, cyclopean buildings grew closer and closer, and drew her pistol and pulled back the hammer. She had no idea how many men to expect, but last time it seemed like an army.

She also knew that she had to be fast. That woman’s broadcast had been cut off, meaning that she either had to run or had been discovered, either way, it could mean that Brad and his men could be hurrying to get out of dodge.

Every moment that passed seemed like an eternity. The sand itself seemed to be rising up from the beach and trying to drag her back and slow her down. Gina’s long legs carried her across the beach and screamed in protest as she pushed herself more and more. With every passing step the buildings grew closer and closer.

Then she was off the beach and running along the cracked and overgrown paved road, and could now see the dim lights from the few working street lights in the abandoned district. Gina had come to suspect, after all of her experiences here, that this area was being used for all sorts of illicit activity, and promised herself that after tonight she would see to it that this whole district was bulldozed.

It felt like an eternity, but after a few minutes Gina was off of the overgrown path and running along the crooked cobblestone streets of the warehouse district. She raised her gun and slowed as she reached the edge of an abandoned building, listening for voices or signs of people.

Then she heard them, and they were close. Voices, lots of them, mostly, male, and frenzied, angry, panicked. There was a female voice too, and she sounded as equally panicked. It must have been the woman who called for help.

Gina slid to the corner and pressed herself against the side of the building and peeked out with her gun ready.

There was a boat at the dock, it looked like the very same boat that the other girls disappeared on all those months ago, and there was a flurry of activity on the deck. Gina took a breath and tried to take in everything, but there was so much happening. She saw a Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department van and cruiser parked by the dock, and Brad and Randy standing by.

Randy! Gina was overcome with fresh rage, and disappointment.

Randy had never been the most useful officer, and he was a bit of a creep, but she never took him as one to throw in with Ace and his gang, especially since he had come to her rescue once.

But then she remembered how Brad and Randy had seemingly become so close over these past few months, and how Randy had gone along with what Shelly and Tanya told him about the girls. Randy was malleable and easily influenced, a guy who never questioned authority, so it must have been easy for Brad to corrupt him.

On the deck of the boat, Gina saw a flurry of men chasing a naked, dark skinned and dark haired woman with large breasts and an equally large ass.

“Don’t let her jump!” Someone cried.

Gina watched as the woman sprinted for the side of the boat in an attempt to jump overboard, but in seconds two men cut her off. She turned to run but was cut off by two more men. The woman screamed as they descended on her.

Gina turned her attention back to the police vehicles to see Brad in a very heated debate with a squat man with red hair cut in a military style. For a moment she debated on taking action since she didn’t know how long it would be until the state troopers got here, but then heard the woman on the boat scream again. Turning her attention back to the boat, she saw the big breasted woman struggling as the men twisted her arms behind her back, and Gina knew that she had to act now.

Raising her gun, Gina coiled all of her muscles and prepared herself. She knew that despite her personal feelings for Brad, she had to remain calm and professional, there were other lives in danger here. Plus, she didn’t want to lose more people, she wasn’t sure if her conscious could handle it.

No, this would not be a repeat of what happened months ago. Gina would rectify her mistake, she would fix things, starting tonight.

Gun at the ready, Gina jumped out from her cover at leveled it at Brad, Randy, and the red-haired man. Narrowing her eyes she strolled forward, standing tall and imposing.

“Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department, put your hands where I can see them!” Gina barked.

“Help! Help us-ummph!” The woman on the deck called, before one of the man clamped a gloved hand over her mouth.

“Ummmph! Mmph! Mmm!” She cried to Gina as her captors restrained her.

Brad, Randy, and the red-head all turned and stared at Gina with wide-eyes.

“Hands up, now!” Gina ordered again.

“What the hell is this?” The red-haired man grumbled.

“I won’t ask again!” Gina leveled the gun at him and the man’s eyes bulged.

“The bikini patrol?” He seemed puzzled, but Gina pulling back the hammer on her gun convinced him and he threw his hands up.

“Shit! The fucking cops!” He grumbled and turned to Brad, who kept staring.

“Gina…” He muttered.

“You know her?” The red haired man asked, flustered, and then spat. “So this was a set-up!”

“Gina, listen…” Brad held out his hands and took a step forward, but Gina aimed her weapon at him.

“Don’t take another step!” She ordered.

On the deck of the boat, the men had gone still but still kept a tight hold on the woman and their hand clamped over her mouth. All of them watched her.

“Gina, I can explain…” Brad’s tone was calm and reassuring.

“I shouldn’t have trusted you!” Red screamed.

“All of you are under arrest, show me your hands and let the girl go!” Gina spun her gun in a wide arc from the boat to the three men on the ground.

“Gina, this isn’t what it looks like…” Brad took a small step towards her.

“Oh it’s exactly what it looks like,” Gina grunted. “And I can’t believe it took me so long to see it.”

Then she heard the sounds of sirens in the distance, and coming closer.

“Eeep!” The naked woman squeaked through the muffling hand.

“Shit, I was gonna wait until later to do this,” Brad lowered his hands. “Get her!”

Gina noticed a shadow out of the corner of her vision and turned, but she was too slow. A powerful hand grabbed her arm and pulled it down, simultaneously twisting her wrist. She cried out in pain and dropped her weapon as she looked up at her attacker. It was a woman, much younger than Gina, with a thickly muscled body and pale skin decorated with tattoos. Her eyes were striking pale blue, offset by vibrant red hair.

“Nmmmph!” The woman on the boat cried as her captors twisted her arms behind her back.

Gina reached out with her free hand but felt someone grab it – Randy! He was twisting it behind her back.

“Randy, how could you!” She said through gritted teeth.

“Sorry babe,” Brad strolled forward, grinning at her. “I offered him a generous benefits package that he couldn’t refuse.”

Her captors pulled her up straight and she felt the cold steel of handcuffs slapped on her wrists.

“You won’t get away with this, the state police will be down on your heads any minute now.”

“Ummmph mmmph!” On the boat, Gina saw that the men were tying the naked woman hand and foot while still keeping their hands over her mouth.

“What the fuck is this?” The red-haired man asked.

“Look,” Brad turned to him. “I think it’s time for you to go. You have what you wanted, now leave.”

The red-haired man glared at Brad.

“I swear, if this is a set-up-” He began, but Brad cut him off.

“Look, it’s not a fucking set-up, Jesus Christ!” Brad blurted, losing his cool. “But if you stay here hemming and hawing then we’ll both end up in jail, now get the fuck out of here!”

“Heell-uuullp!” The man holding his hand over the naked woman’s mouth moved it, allowing her a moment to call out before a white cloth was wadded and shoved into her gaping maw. The men pulled another thick cloth and pressed it over her mouth and tied it at the back of her head.

“Mmmp! Mmmuuummph! Mmmph!” She cried, struggling valiantly as they gagged her.

Red glared at Brad, then Gina, and Randy and the red-haired woman.

“If you think this is over, you have-”

“Will you just go!” Brad shouted again.

Red gave him a glare and stormed back towards the boat, where his men were dragging the kicking and struggling naked bound and gagged woman below decks.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph! Hlllp!” Her muffled cries faded out as she was carried into the bridge and down a flight on stairs.

Brad turned to Gina.

“Now you…” He smiled and stepped forward. She glared him, staying defiant.

Then he grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, and she struggled to pull away.

“Ugh! Get off of me!” She barked, and felt his hands fumbling with her gun belt.

“Let me go!” She screamed, and then felt him unclasp her belt and it fall to the uneven cobblestones on the ground.

“Let’s get her out of here.” Brad motioned to the waiting police cars.

Then the muscular red-haired woman was dragging Gina towards the police cruiser.

“Hey! You can’t do this! Do you really think you’ll-Mmmmph!” Randy came from behind her and pulled a black cloth tightly through her lips, cutting her off.

“Ullggg! Umm bbbmm!” Gina bit down on her gag as it was tightened.

Brad stooped to collect her gun belt and then continued his walk towards the police vehicles.

“Let’s hurry everyone, don’t want to be caught out here.” He motioned to the sirens in the distance, growing ever closer.

“Mmmph! Umm!” Gina grunted and struggled, but the red-haired woman continued to effortlessly drag her along.

Who was this woman? Why was she working with Brad?

Gina turned and looked at her and her eyes widened as she realized she recognized her…

She was in several of the Felicia Fetish videos! This woman would often work along side The Queen, torturing Felicia in some kinky way.

Gina’s blood ran cold as she suddenly realized what was in store for her.

“Mmmo! Mmmph! Ummm gggmmph!” She tried planting her feet and struggling, but Randy grabbed her other arm and helped the red-head drag her towards the car.

Brad ran ahead and opened the rear door for them. Gina’s eyes widened and she increased her struggles.

“Umm ggmmb! Bbmmmm!” She moaned, fighting with all of her strength, but to no avail.

Meanwhile, the boat was pulling away from the dock.

“Ufff! Bbmmmm mmph!” Gina cried, they were at the car now.

Randy pushed her head down and the red-head roughly shoved her inside. Gina tumbled onto the backseat of the patrol car and sat up in time to see the door being slammed shut.

“Mmmooh! Ummm ggmm!” She cried and kicked the door, but it held firm.

She turned and looked through the cage that separated the front and back of the patrol car to see the boat drifting further and further out into the dark ocean, taking the FBI agents with it.

Then Brad got into the front seat and turned and smiled at Gina. She glared at him.

“Why are you so upset?” He asked.

“Ummmph! Mmmuumm grrrm!” She replied and kicked the cage. Brad was unfazed.

“The fun is just beginning.” He laughed and started the car.

“Mmmoo!” Gina moaned and thrashed and kicked in the back seat, but Brad ignored her as he pulled away, followed by the van with Randy and the red-haired girl inside.

Gina took a final look at the boat, now a spec in the darkness.

She had failed, again, and now more women had disappeared. Not only that, she was a hostage again.

As they drove off into the night, Gina had a feeling that she would be seeing Felicia and Jessica again real soon.

23.

The sounds of the party above were drowned out by the moans of Shana’s “dolls” and the flurry of activity that was occurring with them. Somehow, Shana found herself enjoying the thrill of knowing that there was a vibrate, lively party happening just above her head while she was down here enjoying her own party with three captive women. The videos of Felicia Fetish continued to have a mesmerizing effect on Autumn’s mother as she watched the former police women struggle and moan in bondage, but she found herself more interested in the effect Felicia’s videos were having on her dolls.

Janet in particular seemed to be particularly affected by the videos, and increased her struggles ten fold, which was fine with Shana. She liked it when they were fierce and struggling. Eva too was affected by the videos, but in a far different way. Watching Felicia Fetish get bound, gagged, and humiliated seemed to arouse the lusty Latina in a way that Shana had never seen before.

“Urrfffmm…” Eva moaned, her half naked body still pressed against Shana’s.

Both of their bodies were slick with sweat and they trembled with arousal, both from feeling their bodies pressed against each other and the events of the video on the laptop. Shana had one hand clamped over Eva’s muzzled mouth. The Latina's discarded leather bra lay on the floor and Shana’s other hand massaged one of Eva’s breasts.

Caitlyn and Janet kneeled a few feet away, now shackled back to back, and still tethered to the loop on the floor. Both women struggled against their bonds valiantly, and quite alluringly, only adding to Shana and Eva’s arousal.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” Janet twisted and strained, her eyes occasionally glancing to the laptop screen, which only seemed to get her more worked up.

“Mmmeemmph! Ummmph!” Caitlyn whined, flexing her muscles against her manacles, to no avail.

“Mumm…” Eva cooed, rubbing her luscious ass against Shana’s pelvis.

Shana responded by moving her hand from Eva’s breast, grabbing the back of her leather thong, and pulling it tight up the Latina’s ass.

“Urrrmmm!” Eva moaned as a fresh wave of arousal washed over her body.

Shana figured it was only natural to wedgie her doll, seeing how they were watching a wedgie video now.

On the laptop screen, Felicia Fetish was tied with her arms above her head, and her feet tied to a spreader bar, keeping her legs splayed. Felicia wore a white thong bikini, soaked with sweat, as was her whole body, and her mouth was filled with a big, red, ball-gag. Next to her was Jessica Lannon, another model turned fetish stare. Jessica wore a pink thong bikini and was bound and suspended the same way Felicia was, and next to Jessica was a newer model, a muscle bound woman with giant breasts named Lisa, wearing a black thong bikini. All three women moaned into their ball-gags as they tugged and pulled on their suspended arms. Several hooks hung from the ceiling just behind the captive women.

“Mmmph! Hlllp!” Felicia pleaded at the camera.

“Urrggh! Mmmph! Mmm!” Jessica moaned, twisting and pulling on her bound hands.

“Urrgggmm! Ummm gggmmph!” Lisa finished, her giant breasts slick with sweat.

The camera panned over the three bound women, and then The Queen, the domme who produced all of these videos, strolled out from off screen and paced behind her captives, eying up their backsides as she did. As The Queen strutted up and down, the camera panned to behind the suspended women, showcasing their thonged asses as they wiggled back and forth.

“Urrgg ggmmm…” Eva cooed, and Shana tugged harder on the Latina’s thong, causing a fresh moan of pleasure from Eva.

Shana clutched her doll harder, her breathing ragged. Her panties were soaked from her arousal and Eva could tell. The Latina’s hands slid down and grabbed the waist band of Shana’s panties, prompting a fresh sigh from Shana.

On the video, The Queen grabbed the back of Felicia’s thong and yanked it up, prompting a muffled cry of protest from the ball-gagged woman.

“URRRGGH!” Felicia’s eyes bugged out of her head as The Queen pulled her thong bikini high up her exquisite ass. The fetish model had an amazing backside, and her choice of swimsuit always accentuated it, but to Shana, the thong wedgie did something to elevate Felicia’s ass even more. Her backside became a work of art with her bikini yanked up it as high as it would go.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoo! Grrrmmoo!” Felicia moaned, wiggling and struggling. The Queen was giving her such a wedgie that Felicia’s feet were leaving the ground and wiggling helplessly in the air.

Somehow, seeing this aroused Shana even more and she let go of Eva’s panties and pushed down her own panties. Eva took the hint and slid her manacled hands between Shana’s legs while Shana slid her own finger inside of herself and let out a sharp cry of pleasure.

“Umm…” Eva moaned in pleasure, her fingers finding that perfect spot on Shana, prompting another moan from the woman.

Their bodies started to rock in unison, Shana’s moans of pleasure overlapping with Eva’s muffled cries. Eva’s slender fingers traced delicate circles between Shana’s legs, rocking her body with electric tingles of pleasure. On the video, The Queen wrapped Felicia’s thong around the hook, keeping her suspended from the ground while continuing the long, painful wedgie.

“Grrrmm mmph! Mmmoo! Urggghmm!” Felicia struggled, her legs kicking feebly in the air.

“Mmmrggmm!” Janet moaned, eyes wide and glued to the laptop screen, and then to Shana with a pleading look, but Shana was too engrossed in the video and Eva to notice.

Shana moaned again, her body rocked with a wave of arousal, and moved her fingers back and forth inside her, convulsing madly with each movement. Eva was using two fingers now, each alternating and spinning gentle circles, keeping constant pressure and arousal on Shana.

“Ohhmm… ummm hmm…” Eva cooed.

Shana moved her hand from Eva’s muzzle to her buttocks, grabbing a handful of the bound woman’s ass cheeks. There was so much ass cheek, Eva’s backside was so bountiful, and Shana wanted it all. She gripped it tight and squeezed, her arousal growing when she realized this ass was hers, she owned it, and could do whatever she wanted with it.

“Ugggh…” Eva cried, arching her body, her fingers pressing harder against Shana’s clit, prompting a loud cry from her captor.

On the video, The Queen was now giving Jessica a large, painful wedgie while the older woman blubbered into her ball-gag. The Queen giggled and laughed gleefully as she yanked the thong high up Jessica’s muscular ass.

Shana felt the orgasm coming, a sea of energy building up inside of her ready to discharge. Her breathing was heavier and ragged and she could feel a deep burning in her chest. Eva felt it and continued to stroke Shana while Shana’s finger pushed back and forth.

On the video, The Queen suspended Jessica’s thong from the hook, letting her dangle, struggle, and moan like Felicia as she moved to the next subject.

Shana moved her hand to Eva’s thong, already bunched and hiked around the top of the Latina’s ass crack, and rammed it high up the Latina's backside.

“Urrrmmm!” Eva sighed, her fingers pressing hard on Shana’s clit. At the same time, Shana felt the orgasm hit and cried out, her whole body releasing a hot blast of sexual energy and arousal.

For a moment she was worried about the partiers above her hearing, but realized that with the music and voices so loud that she could be as loud as she wanted. Shana pulled Eva tight, their bodies melting against each other, and sighed and moaned as the orgasm washed over her, relaxing her tensed muscles and filling her with a tingling, joyful sensation.

On the screen, The Queen yanked up Lisa’s thong in a wedgie and slapped the woman’s slick, sweaty ass cheeks, and Shana kept a tight grip on Eva, sighing loudly as the orgasm faded in a dull ebb deep inside her. Eva was huffing through her gag, breathing obviously a strain due to her arousal and proximity to Shana. Unconsciously, Shana found one of her hands rising, reaching for the muzzle.

Somehow Shana knew that Eva would behave if she took off her gag. Plus, she suddenly wanted to feel her lips press against Eva’s, to kiss her, to taste her…


She knew that Eva wanted that too, she could feel it, sense it…

Shana’s hands clasped the back of the muzzle and Eva cooed…

Just then, Shana got a feeling, like something was wrong. Her hands paused around the back of the muzzle and Shana sat frozen, listening, on edge. She told herself there was nothing wrong, it was just her imagination, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was… off…

Keeping Eva gagged, Shana leaned forward and closed the laptop. On the video, all three women was moaning into their gags while struggling to relieve the pressure of their wedgies. Shana closed the laptop right on a nice close shot of all three women’s shapely backsides wiggling back and forth. At that moment, Caitlyn and Janet ceased their struggling too, suddenly sensing that something was up with their master. In that moment of silence, Shana realized what was wrong.

The blaring, blasting music from above had stopped. There was no familiar deep base rumble from the speakers, and no dancing, just silence. Then, Shana heard a stampede of feet, but not the rhythmic shuffling of dancing feet, but of running feet, and all in one direction…

Out…

She pushed Eva off of her and pulled up her panties, and then pulled on her robe and hastily fastened it.

“I’ll be right back.” She said to Eva, but her eyes were on the ceiling above her.

“Umm hm…” Eva cooed back.

With that, Shana hurried for the stairs, hearing Caitlyn and Janet resuming their gagged protests, no doubt trying to implore Eva for help. Shana knew their cries were in vain though, Eva had accepted her life as a slave, and Shana as her master. It felt good, and still sent a tingle through Shana even though she still had a bad feeling about what was happening upstairs.

Clutching her robe closed, not wanting to bare a breast to any of the drunk, horny partiers upstairs, Shana hurried up the steps to the locked door, unlocked it, and hurried out in the kitchen.

The kitchen was dimly lit, with a few exceptionally drunk partiers hanging in corners, but there was a steady stream of people hurrying through the kitchen and out. It was a mass exodus to escape from the beach house. Shana watched slack jawed, wondering what sparked the mass rush, and then heard the sirens in the distance, but growing steadily louder and closer…

She pushed through the stampeding crowd of young people rushing for the door. They were like a group of terrified animals rushing through anything and anyone to get away from a pursuing predator. Shana pushed and shoved, knocking a few charging partiers to the ground, but didn’t care. Her heart was fluttering in her chest, beating a thousand times per second, and she felt cold perspiration collecting on her body under the robe. Finally, she pushed into the next room and ran to a window, and saw the flashing red and blue lights approaching in the darkness.

Who called the cops? Had it been a noise complaint? She didn’t have any neighbors, so that didn’t make sense? Still, the police cars continued their approach, growing brighter and louder by the second.

Shana looked at the fleeing crowd around her and realized that most likely a good many of these people were underage…

Shit!

Not only that, but there was most likely drug use happening at the party as well.

Shit!

She ran through the scenario in her mind, realizing that the cops would detain anyone they could when they arrived at the house, and then would probably do a search to round up anyone hiding. They would want to check the basement, and would be suspicious if they found a locked door that Shana refused to open.

Shit!

This was bad.

No doubt the cops would forget about the underage partiers if they found several half naked women being held against their will in the basement. Eva would most likely play along with whatever Shana said, but Caitlyn and Janet certainly would not. Her heart was jackhammering now, thinking about the cops setting her dolls free while slapping cuffs on her.

Much like the fleeing young people around her, Shana was suddenly overcome with the instinct to run, to get as far away as possible.

What about Autumn?

Autumn was most likely already gone. She had plenty of friends. They had most likely packed in a car and were far away by now. If not, then, well Shana could bail her out or something later. Her daughter was big girl, and could handle herself, but right now Shana knew that she had to save herself and her dolls. After all, she would be no good to Autumn if she went to jail for kidnapping.

Still clutching her robe tight, she turned and sprinted for the kitchen, barreling through another line of fleeing partiers and knocking them to the ground. She heard them call after her but didn’t stop to listen or apologize. This was every one for themselves now. The sirens were growing louder with every passing moment as Shana ran back into the kitchen, unlocked the door leading down, and dove inside, locking it behind her.

Shana took the stairs two at a time and burst into the room to find her dolls still waiting, wide eyed.

“Ummmph!” Caitlyn cried, startled.

“Umm…” Eva sighed.

“Okay everyone, we’re gonna take a little trip.” Shana huffed.

“Ummmph?” Janet and Caitlyn met each other’s gaze, confused.

Shana ran over to Eva and grabbed the Latina’s discarded bra, but then stopped, realizing she didn’t have time for that. Instead, she grabbed Eva’s leash and with trembling hands fastened it to the Latina’s collar. Eva moaned enthusiastically, and Shana wished that she had more time to savor and enjoy her moans, but they had to move.

I can enjoy that when we get somewhere safe!

Once she had Eva hooked, she dragged the willing slave over to where Caitlyn and Janet were tethered to the floor and unhooked their collars from the metal ring on the ground. Shana wrapped all three leashes around her fist and gave a hard yanked, causing all three dolls to stumble forward.

“Mmmoo!”

“Ummm ggmmph!”

Caitlyn and Janet were protesting, yanking and pulling back on their chains, and Shana strained and pulled with all of her strength. Both women were feisty, especially Caitlyn, whose strength gave her an advantage in this tug-of-war. They must have realized that something had Shana spooked and were struggling with all of their might, and soon she had to drag them with both hands.

“Nmmppp!”

“Mmoooh!”

The dolls stumbled after Shana, their half naked bodies covered in sweat from their struggles. Eva continued to follow Shana obediently, stopping to stare at the struggles of her fellow dolls in annoyance. Shana grunted and tugged, causing the three women to stumble behind her across the room. Though she couldn’t hear the sirens, Shana seemed to feel them growing closer and closer with each passing minute. A vision played through her head of the door being kicked in and several police officers rushing down the stairs to find her and her three dolls.

The vision caused her heart to flutter like a mad hummingbird and Shana gritted her teeth and channeled all of her strength into dragging the three women across the room to a door. Once there, she held onto the leashes with one hand and opened the door with the other. As she entered the room, she slammed a control on the wall next to the door, simultaneously causing a light to go on and a garage door to lift at the far end of the room.

“Mmmpph!”

“Hllpp!”

Both Caitlyn and Janet moaned at the door lifting on the far side of the room, but Shana dragged them over towards the white sports car waiting in the center of the garage.

“Ummph! Mmmm gmmm!”

“Cmmm mmnn! Ummph!”

They continued to struggle and pull on their leashes like untrained dogs, and like an impatient master, Shana pulled the leashes tighter and yanked them forward. She promised herself that once they got out of here that she was really going to begin training these two and teach them that disobedience was to be punished. This was what she got for being too lenient with her dolls, and now they were misbehaving.

Shana pulled open one of the rear passenger doors to the car and motioned with her head.

“In!” She barked, but Caitlyn and Janet continued to pull.

Eva though, sighed into her gag and ducked inside the car, prompting a smile from Shana.

“Umm! Grrmmph!”

“Gllummbb! Mmm!”

The other two were still pulling and straining. Shana tugged with both hands, causing both women to stumble forward, and then stepped behind them and firmly started kicking at their shins.

“Get in! In!”

“Oooffm! Sttpp!”

“Gggmmph! Mmmph!”

Both of the other dolls struggled and pulled, doing their best to not get in the vehicle. Shana was seeing red, burning hot frustration and anger clouding her vision and her reason. How dare her dolls misbehave her like this?

They should be grateful! I could have left them to be bought by some sweaty, overweight guy! Her dolls didn’t know how great they had it, and now they were acting like this?

Gritting her teeth and grunting in anger and frustration, she planted her foot between Caitlyn’s firm butt cheeks and pushed. Caitlyn let out a whine and stumbled into the vehicle, and then Shana grabbed Janet and shoved her into the car after the larger girl.

“Ummmph!” Janet whined, collapsing into the seat next to Caitlyn.

“Grrrmmph!” Caitlyn whined.

Shana didn’t stop to hear any more of their muffled complaints, and slammed the rear door and hurried around to the front of the vehicle. She practically ripped the driver’s side door open, jumped in, and pulled down the top visor where the keys were, all the while the dolls continued to struggle in the back.

“Mmmmph mmmm!”

“Urrrgg ggmmmph!”

“Offfmmm gggmmm!”

Shana paid them no mind as she started the vehicle and backed out of the garage, hitting the automatic garage door control on the top visor as she did. The car wasn’t even halfway out of the garage when the door started to pull closed. Outside, the evening was lit up by the blue and red flashing lights, which were only a few blocks away now. Panicking partiers ran to their vehicles or along the road, creating mass pandemonium outside of the beach house.

Her heart was fluttering in her chest as Shana tried to back out of the driveway around the panicking young people bobbing and weaving around the car. Instinct told her to blare the wheel, but the cautious voice in her head told her not to for fear of drawing attention to the car and the three bound and gagged women in the back seat.

Speaking of the three bound and gagged women, two of them had noticed the red and blue lights, sirens, and rush of fleeing bodies around them and were acting accordingly.

“Hllllp! Hhhllpp mss!”

“Mmmmph! Urgggm! Mmmph”

Both Caitlyn and Janet moaned out the windows, pleading with the fleeing young people, but the partiers weren’t stopping to pay attention. Then, as Shana pulled around, a young man fell on top of the hood of the car. Shana slammed the breaks and stared at him, and he gawked right back.

“Ummmph! Hhrrry!” Janet moaned, leaning forward.

“Urrgg mmmph! Mmmph!” Caitlyn followed suit.

Shana froze, every muscle in her body tensing, her hands practically twisting the steering wheel into knots. One part of her just said to drive off and let the young man roll off of the hood, and the other part of her was just frozen in terror. Her eyes met the young man’s, and he stared wide eyed back at her. Time seemed to stand still around them.

Then the sirens seemed almost deafening, coming from seemingly every direction, and the young man rolled off of the hood of the car and ran off into the night. Shana didn’t waste any more time and hit the gas pedal.

“Mmmooo!” Janet moaned after the young man.

“Ummm mmmmph!” Caitlyn responded.

Shana sped off down the road in the opposite direction of the approaching police cruisers. Young people dove off of the road and away from the speeding car. In the rearview mirror, she saw as the police vehicles all came to a halt outside her beach house. All three of her dolls turned to look out the back window at the cars and house growing more and more distant behind them. Other vehicles, those belonging to the partiers, were also pulling away from the house as fast as they could.

Her foot was planted on the gas pedal and her car darted through the night, leaving everything far behind them. In a few moments, the flashing lights of the police cars were distant specs of light. Shana didn’t slow down though, determined to keep going until those specs of light had completely vanished behind her.

She realized that she was shaking all over, and her half naked body under the robe was soaked with cold perspiration. Behind her, both Caitlyn and Janet let out whines of disappointment into their gags.

Good! She thought, let them be disappointed. Once she got them back to her place, they would be in for a world of punishment.

She pulled onto the highway and realized she was going over eighty miles per hour, and let off the gas, realizing that she didn’t want to have escaped from the beach house only to get pulled over. Now that the house was behind her and she was on her way to the airfield, Shana took a long breath and gave herself time to think. She knew that she wasn’t in the clear, no doubt she would be getting a call from Autumn soon, or the police.

No officer, I let my daughter and her friends stay at the house. I didn’t know they would be drinking! She would play the clueless parent, and smile and apologize to the police, doing whatever she could to smooth this over and put it all behind them.

Shana wondered how Autumn was doing now. Was she looking for her now, wondering where her mother was? A wave of guilt washed over Shana, realizing that she should have stopped and helped her daughter.

No, she had to look out for herself. If anything happened to her, it would affect Autumn too. Shana helped build Autumn’s empire, and she had to help maintain it. Autumn was fine, and would be fine. The best thing Shana could do was get to the airfield and escape without further trouble.

She looked in the rearview mirror at her dolls, all staring out the windows, occasionally whimpering into their gags. They were probably just as scared as her right now, and they should be.

An all new world of trouble was in store for Caitlyn and Janet. They would be taught that they had to behave for their master. Eva though, had proven that Shana was right to trust her, and she would be rewarded nicely for her behavior.

24.

“Hrrmmm, gmmm…” Eva turned and flashed her juicy, thonged ass at Janet, tearing the other woman’s attention away from the rear view window.

“Grrmrm!” Janet grunted at Eva, not in the mood. The vehicle had slowed to a reasonable speed, no doubt Shana didn’t want to draw attention, and Janet was hoping that she could signal for help from a passing vehicle or pedestrian.

So far though, the road had been relatively empty, but Janet stayed on edge and sat straight up in the backseat.

“Hurrrm cmmm mmm…” Eva sighed again, and wiggled her ass at Janet.

Janet sighed again and turned to face the bound and gagged Latina. Eva picked at her thong with her manacled hands and then batted her eyes at Janet.

“Hrrrmm…” Janet huffed. Eva’s tight leather thong was bunched high up her ass crack in what looked to be a very uncomfortable way. Earlier that night, Shana had been giving Eva a wedgie, and though Eva seemed to be enjoying it at that moment, now it apparently wasn’t so enjoyable.

The gag made it impossible for Eva to voice her intentions, but Janet understood her just fine: Eva wanted her to pull her thong out of her ass.

“Grrm…” Janet sighed and turned away. Next to her, Caitlyn too had her attention glued to outside, no doubt having the same thought as Janet.

“Mmmm…” Eva rubbed her ass against Janet’s bare thigh, causing Janet to grumble into her gag.

She considered ignoring Eva, but the Latina had a way of being persistent, and Janet realized that she could trust Caitlyn to keep an eye on things outside.

Trust Caitlyn… It was strange that Janet even thought that, seeing how when she first met Caitlyn and Eva they had kidnapped her.

How long ago was that? Janet realized that she had no idea how long she had been a prisoner. At some point, Caitlyn and Eva had gone from captors to captives alongside Janet and Felicia, along with Gina. Then that other woman, Lisa had joined them briefly as a prisoner before being rescued by Shelly, who then sold the other women.

At least, that was the plan. Janet didn’t know what happened that night on the docks, but something had gone wrong. All she knew was that she found herself on a boat with Caitlyn and Eva, and no sign of Gina or Felicia. She didn’t know how long they had been captives of the traffickers, but then they had been sold to this woman, Shana.

Who was now spiriting them off to who-knows-where.

There was one thing Janet did know though: tonight was the night she got free.

Whatever had happened at the house spooked Shana, Janet could see that. There must have been some sort of party or something going on, but then the cops showed up. Shana’s actions since then had been frantic, and Janet knew that their captor was liable to make a mistake in her panicked state, and when she did, Janet would capitalize.

“Cmmm mmnn…” Eva sighed, still wiggling her ass against Janet’s thigh.

“Hrrgg ffmm!” Janet moaned, and turned on her side and reached out with her bound hands.

Eva moaned in pleasure and pressed herself against Janet, her luscious ass cheeks pressing against Janet’s thonged butt. Janet’s fingers found the top of Eva’s thong and moved down to the thin strip of fabric that was bunched up the Latina’s ass.

“Ohhmm mmm…” Eva sighed.

Janet grumbled and tugged on Eva’s thong, pulling it free from the Latina’s large ass.

“Ohhmmm…” Eva continued.

Then Janet let go, and the thong snapped in place back between Eva’s butt cheeks.

“Hmmm gmmm…” She thanked Janet and batted her eyes.

“Hurrmmm…” Janet grumbled and sat straight again.

“Hllp!” Caitlyn whined out the window at a passing car. Janet perked up and turned towards the window as well.

“Hmmmph!” She cried, but the car kept going, giving no sign that the driver noticed the bound and gagged women in the back seat.

“Ullmmph…” Caitlyn turned to whine at Janet, who nodded in agreement.

Once again, Janet was reminded at how strange it was that she now trusted this woman, but they were in this situation together. It was reasonable to put aside differences in this case. Eva though was a different situation. Janet still wasn’t sure if she could trust the Latina, who seemed to be enjoying being a captive a little too much. It made Janet wonder what Eva would do if they attempted to escape.

Not if they attempted to escape, when.

Janet turned to watch Shana, whose eyes kept shifting from the road to her “dolls” as she called them in the back seat. Shana’s robe had shifted in the confusion, exposing plenty of her impressive cleavage. Their captor had calmed somewhat but still seemed frazzled by what happened earlier, which was good, it meant she could still make a mistake.

Janet steeled herself, promising herself that she would escape tonight. Felicia needed her.

The image of Felicia, Jessica, and that Lisa in that video kept dancing through Janet’s head. She tried to imagine the series of events that lead to Felicia starring in those videos, but every time she did, it sent a shudder through her. One thing she was sure of was that none of those women were participating in those videos of their own volition.

What about Gina? She too had been separated from them that night at the docks. Had Gina gotten away? Or had another dark fate befell her.

Once Janet got free she would find out, but her first priority was getting free, and then her second priority was finding Felicia. Jessica’s presence in those videos was a shock to Janet too. Her and Jessica had known each other years ago when they were both starting out as models, they had been… close. Janet left the modeling industry, while Jessica had a much more tumultuous journey. She had gained weight, and then put herself through a rigorous fitness regimen and marketed herself as an inspiring success story, which skyrocketed her career.

How did she get involved in those videos though? Had she been kidnapped too?

Janet would find out, she supposed. That was what rocked her the most when she saw the video, not that Felicia had been forced to participate in these videos, but that like Janet, Felicia too was a prisoner. One thing that helped get Janet through her captivity was the fantasy that Felicia was out there, looking for her. She had a vision of one day Felicia kicking down the door, arresting Shana, and freeing Janet from her life as a prisoner. Now, Janet knew that was nothing but an empty fantasy, and that Felicia wasn’t coming for her.

Then the vehicle slowed, and Janet looked up to see Shana steering towards an exit ramp.

“Mmeep!” Janet perked up, as did Caitlyn next to her.

“Urrggh!” The muscular girl squealed next to her.

Both Janet and Caitlyn looked out the windows, hoping to see people or cars, but the sports car seemed to be the only vehicle out that night. Janet guessed that it must be late in the evening if no one was out on the road, which certainly didn’t bode well for Janet’s flimsy plan of getting someone’s attention.

I’ll just have to improvise a new plan as I go. She thought, turning to look out the front window. It was obvious that Shana was struggling to keep going at the speed limit, but their captor also knew enough to be cautious.

The car made several other turns along dark, winding roads, and eventually down a long drive. Ahead, Janet saw lights, the trees thinning out, and looming structures in the darkness. As they continued down the dark, winding drive, Janet realized where they were…

An airfield!

A small airfield, most likely for private air travel. The car was headed straight for a large hangar, and Janet perked up, thinking that there must be employees or something around the area.

“Hurrmm…” She peered out of every window. The landing strip was lit up, as well as the control towers, but she didn’t see any employees anywhere.

Shana pulled the car up outside a large hangar and idled there for a moment, turned to look at her prisoners in the backseat, and then to the hangar, and back to her prisoners.

“Ullmm mmph…” Janet leaned forward, peering out the window.

“Gummm…” Caitlyn moaned, doing the same.

Shana seemed to be having some sort of internal debate, but then put the car in park, took her keys, and opened the door.

“I’ll be right back.” Her voice was stern, and she glared at them for another moment and then stepped out of the vehicle, slamming the door behind her and hurrying towards the building.

“Umm hmm!” Janet leaned forward, watching Shana disappear into the darkness, and then turned to Caitlyn.

“Grrmm hmm!” Caitlyn nodded.

This was their moment! Janet knew it! She also knew they couldn’t waste any more time. Every second wasted was a moment that Shana could be returning. Still, how to get free? Janet’s eyes scanned the car for something, anything she could use to get off the manacles.

“Urrmmpphh…” Caitlyn turned to look out the window, and Janet’s eyes followed, and went down, focusing on Caitlyn’s manacles wrists, hovering around her thonged ass.

That’s it! Janet’s eyes lit up and she turned around and pressed her back against Caitlyn’s.

“Mmmph!” Caitlyn squealed in surprise.

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” Janet vocalized through the gag, her hands fumbling for the manacles around Caitlyn’s wrists.

“Wummf?” Caitlyn whined and shied away, not understanding Janet’s intent.

“Hurrmmpph…” Janet sighed through her gag. Caitlyn wasn’t the brightest lightbulb, and trying to make her understand while being gagged was proving to be a chore.

“Urrmmm hmm!” Janet moaned, her fingers fumbling at the buckle of Caitlyn’s manacles.

“Grrrmm hmm mmmph!” Caitlyn whined and tried to pull away, apparently under the impression that a spell of horniness or something had come over Janet.

“Urrrmm mmph!” Janet moaned, finally finding the clasp on the manacles and working at it with her fingers.

“Mmmm!” Caitlyn’s eyes widened as she figured out what Janet was doing.

“Ummm hmmm!” Janet nodded and continued to work at undoing the buckle that secured the manacles around Caitlyn’s wrist. Caitlyn, now enthusiastically on board with the plan, pressed her back against Janet’s and stared to work away at Janet’s manacles with her own hands.

“Wmmm mmm?” Eva mumbled from her end of the back seat, craning her neck to see what her fellow prisoners were up to.

Janet ignored her and kept working away at Caitlyn’s restraints.

“Hummph! Grrmm mmph!” Eva whined, apparently not enjoying being left out.

Janet ignored her and felt the buckle on Caitlyn’s restraints loosen and then started using her fingers to pull the small leather strap that tightened the buckle free.

“Ummp… mmmph!” Caitlyn moaned in excitement, no doubt feeling the manacles loosen.

“Hrry… cmmm mmnn!” Eva moaned and kicked Janet in the shin, but Janet ignored her as she worked on Caitlyn’s manacles. As she worked on freeing the other girl’s wrists, she felt her own manacles loosening.

Janet’s fingers worked fast over Caitlyn’s manacles but she made sure they were steady and firm too. She knew they had to be fast but careful because every wasted moment was a moment that Shana could be returning.

Then she felt the leather strip fall free from the buckle on Caitlyn’s manacles and they loosened around the larger girl’s wrist.

“Eeemp!” Caitlyn’s squealed, and pulled her wrist free.

“Ufff mm! Mmp!” Janet nodded, feeling Caitlyn’s hands move from her own manacles. Like the other girl, she slipped her wrist out of the loose manacle and started to unfasten the other one.

“Wummmf! Mmmoo!” Eva whined next to them, watching with wide eyes as they removed the manacles and tossed them to the ground.

Once their wrists were free, Caitlyn and Janet removed the manacles from their ankles, and then reached up and removed the muzzles from their mouths, tossing them to the ground along with their other discarded bonds. Both women let out gasps, thankful for their mouths to be free, and stretched their jaws.

“Urrrmm hmmmph! Ggmmm!” Eva whined, still glaring at them with wide eyes.

Janet ignored the still manacled Latina and twisted around in the back seat to scan out the windows. The coast still looked clear, with no sign of Shana.

“We have to go.” Janet put a hand on Caitlyn’s shoulder and the larger girl nodded.

“What about Eva?” Caitlyn motioned to the still bound and gagged Latina.

“Umm hmm…” Eva glared at them.

“She… doesn’t look very happy that we got free.”

“Umm hmm…” Eva continued to glare.

“But… we can’t leave her.” Caitlyn whined.

Janet sighed. Given all that she had suffered at the hands of Eva, she wouldn’t mind leaving her, plus it looked Eva wanted to be left behind.

“Does it look like she would want to go free?” Janet motioned to Eva.

Janet thought that it may seem like she was coming off cruel, but she was worried that Eva would come off as a liability in their escape attempt, and didn’t want anything compromising her freedom, again.

“Not really…” Caitlyn furrowed her brow and eyed up Eva.

“MMMMMPPH!” Eva suddenly cried out and started thrashing around.

Oh no… Janet backed away, watching as the Latina started kicking, screaming into her gag, and whipping her hair in a frenzy.

“MMMMPH! GGRRRRMMMM MMMMPH! NNNMMMPH!” Eva’s bound feet started slamming into the front seat as hard as they could.

“Oh God, we got to leave.” Janet pushed Caitlyn towards the door.

“But, Eva…” Caitlyn stuttered.

“Go!” Janet pushed open the door and shoved Caitlyn out.

“GRRRRMMPH! UMMMM GGGM! MMMMPH!” Eva continued to toss, kick, and throw a tantrum in the back seat.

Janet didn’t need to read Eva’s mind to know what the Latina was doing, she was trying to make as much noise as possible to draw Shana over to them. It wasn’t enough for Eva to remain Shana’s prisoner, she wanted the others as well.

Janet followed Caitlyn out and slammed the door, which only slightly muffled Eva’s gagged cries.

“GRRRRMMM MMPH! UMMPH!” She seemed deafening despite the gag and closed doors. Eva started kicking the doors and windows, causing the car to rock slightly. Janet didn’t know if the car had an alarm, but didn’t want to hang around to find out.

“Come on!” She grabbed Caitlyn’s arm and pulled her towards one of the large buildings.

Both thong clad women ran across the landing strip, not stopping to look back. Right now Janet’s vague plan was to maybe find a phone or radio and call for help, or maybe find a car?

She doubted there was just a car waiting around, but didn’t pilots and passengers leave their cars around the air field when they went up? It was a possibility. One thing she certainly knew was that she had no idea how to fly a plane so that was definitely out.

“Hey!” She heard a voice cry out. Turning her head, she saw Shana stepping out of the large, open doors of one of the hangars. Inside was brightly lit, revealing a small, private plan behind her. Shana’s fists were balled, and her robe billowed in the wind behind her.

“Run!” Janet pulled on Caitlyn and they charged in the opposite direction.

Instead of chasing after them, Shana started running towards the parked car.

Oh no…

Janet picked up speed, Caitlyn running a few paces ahead. The other girl was younger and more in shape, and was no doubt used to cardio, and as they ran, Caitlyn gained more and more distance from Janet.

“Caitlyn… wait…” Janet huffed, feeling a burning in her chest. Her time as being a prisoner was not good for her physical well being, and she wasn’t used to such activity.

Then she heard the car engine start behind them and quickened her pace. Ahead of her, Caitlyn too started to run faster, her muscular ass cheeks jiggling up and down around her thong.

Headlights fell on the half naked women and Janet heard the car barreling down on them. Both of them split off, Janet running in one direction and Caitlyn the other. Janet didn’t even stop to think about the other girl and just ran, the only thought in her mind was getting away from the pursuing vehicle.

Janet heard the car skid to a halt as Shana debated on which woman to pursue, and Janet used that opportunity to sprint off of the landing strip and into the shadows between several of the large hangars. She pressed herself against the side of one of the large, metal structures and peered out onto the landing strip to see what was happening. Shana’s car sat there, idling, but she never stepped out.

What about Caitlyn? Janet wondered. Was Caitlyn doing like her and cowering in the shadows, waiting on Shana’s next move? Or had Shana somehow recaptured the larger girl? What about Eva? Was she still bound and gagged in the backseat?

Most likely… Janet realized. Shana would no doubt reward Eva for her loyalty.

Not loyalty… obedience

The car sat there for another moment, and then started to turn. Janet stiffened and shrunk back into the darkness more. Turning her head, she saw a large fence topped with barbed wire behind her. She was trapped in this alley, but still she kept retreating and pulling back. On the landing strip, Shana’s car pulled ahead and out of sight, but Janet didn’t relax. Just because she didn’t see it, didn’t mean she was out of danger.

She turned to eye up the large metal hangars on either side of her. Right now she was trapped between these two buildings, and Shana could very well just be lying in wait, knowing that Janet had no way out. Then she saw the round, protruding end of a door knob further down the alley leading into one of the hangars.

Yes!

A side door! Perfect! Janet scurried back towards the door, keeping her eyes out on landing strip in case Shana decided to pop up and surprise her. Once again, she found herself wondering about Caitlyn and what became of her, but Janet knew that she couldn’t waste time or energy looking for the other girl. Every moment spent was a moment that Shana could get her. With any luck, Caitlyn had slipped away and was well on her way to safety.

And hopefully Janet would be too.

She finished backing towards the door and gripped the knob. It turned easily in her hand and Janet’s heart fluttered

It’s open!

She really didn’t have a plan for once she got into the hangar, but Janet figured she would improvise somehow. Maybe she could find a phone or a radio or something.

Still facing the air strip Janet pulled the door open wide enough to fit her body through and slipped in, gently closing the door behind her. She turned to find herself facing Shana’s private plane, still facing the open hangar doors and the evening beyond. Her blood froze and she stiffened, expecting Shana to jump out and snatch her…

But nothing happened. The night was still. There wasn’t even a sign of the sports car outside the hangar doors. Was Shana driving around looking for them? Or had she panicked and drove off, deciding to cut her losses.

Janet eyed the plane. Don’t airplanes have radios? Could she call for help inside the plane?

Then she saw an enclosed area with a door and large windows looking out into the hangar at the front near the large bay doors. An office!

Her heart leapt There was bound to be a phone in the office!

Janet took another quick scan of the hangar and, still staying crouched, scurried towards the office. Hopefully her luck would keep up and the door would be unlocked too. Her eyes kept scanning the hangar and air strip beyond as she ran, looking not only for Shana, but for Caitlyn as well. She also kept her eyes out for something she could use as a weapon if need be. If she successfully called for help, then she might have to defend herself until it came.

She passed a tool chest and paused for a moment to grab a hammer from the top.

Yes!

Now that she did have a weapon, let Shana, who was clad in nothing but a bathrobe and panties, try to mess with her now.

Shana continued on to the office, feeling the weight of the hammer in her grip, and felt bolder and bolder with every step she took. There was no way Shana would mess with her now. Shana might have felt big and tough when they were all tied up, but now Janet was free, and no one was stopping her.

She reached the office and reached out to grab the door knob and froze.

Parked on the other side of the hangar, tucked against the wall, was the white sports car.

Janet’s heart started pounding like a jackhammer as she stared the parked vehicle. The plane had obscured it from her view when she first snuck into the hangar, but there it was now, plain as day.

Janet tightened her grip on the hammer and raised it up, looking around for any sign of movement. Everything was still and quiet.

She turned towards the office and braced herself, hammer at the ready, and twisted the door knob. It was unlocked. Janet swallowed, took a breath, and pulled the door open.

Shana waited on the other side of the office, sitting in a chair with her legs crossed, facing the door. She glared at Janet with harsh, angry eyes, and Janet met her gaze with cold intensity and then looked at the desk behind Shana, where a phone sat waiting.

“I’m getting to that phone,” Janet tried to keep her voice even, calm, and a little threatening. “You can get out of my way now, or I can move you.” She raised the hammer higher to accentuate her point.

“Oh, I wouldn’t do that, chicka.” An accented voice called from the other side of the hangar.

Janet felt her blood run cold.

Oh no…

Her jaw dropped, and with the hammer still raised, she turned towards the voice.

Eva was stepping out from behind the plane, pushing Caitlyn in front of her. It looked like Caitlyn had her hands secured behind her back, but Eva kept her hand clamped over the larger girl’s mouth to keep her quiet. Caitlyn’s eyes were wide and pleading.

“Why don’t you put that down.” Eva smiled, keeping her grip tight on Caitlyn’s mouth.

Caitlyn didn’t make any sounds but her wide eyes and the rapid rise and fall of her large breasts told Janet everything she needed to know. Janet turned back to Shana to see her smile and hold up a cut phone line.

Then Janet turned back to Eva and her hostage, Caitlyn. Eva had her large, shark like grin on her face and watched Janet intently, waiting for her next move.

Janet lowered the hammer and tossed it away. They had her.

Again...

25.

They were thousands of feet in the air, with Marston’s Pointe well behind them, and Shana was thankful for the clear skies ahead because she could not take her eyes off of the thong clad Latina in the co-pilot’s seat. Eva was a goddess, a once in a lifetime woman, and not only did she belong to Shana, but she wanted to belong to Shana.

Once again, Shana’s eyes strayed from the sky ahead to Eva, who was right now leaning over to look out the side of the window, baring her beautiful, thonged behind to Shana. Just the sight of Eva’s ass got Shana’s blood pumping. It was firm and plump, and perfectly spank-able. Eva must have sensed Shana’s eyes on her, because she shifted slightly in her seat, baring more of her ass to Shana, and turning her head to batt her eyes at the woman flying the plane.

“Shouldn’t you be looking ahead?” Eva asked, flashing her brilliant smile.

“Oh, I am.” Shana smiled back and turned to look out the front window.

Shana’s original plan was to slowly give Eva more freedom to see how much she could trust her, but Eva had earned her trust in a single night. She didn’t know what she would have done if her dolls had escaped. Most likely she would have gotten on her plane and headed to Mexico, but Eva, Eva was loyal. Eva had tried to warn Shana through her gag that the other two were escaping, and in desperation, Shana let the Latina loose, hoping that she could trust her.

Oh she could trust Eva. Eva easily overcome the big one, Caitlyn, and used her to make Janet surrender. Now both of the dolls were tied up in the back, and Eva was here, riding in the co-pilot’s seat while Shana flew.

“Eva, what you did back there,” Shana began, and Eva turned to meet her gaze. “I want to reward you for it.”

“Oh, I think I know how you can reward me.” She licked her lips and Shana smiled.

“Still, you had the chance to escape.” Shana pressed. She was grateful for Eva’s help, but was curious to know more. This was a woman that she had seen every day for months but barely knew.

“Yes?” Eva looked confused.

“Didn’t you… have a life before this?” Shana asked. It was a subject that she hated to think about. Every time the thought crossed her mind as to what her dolls had been before she bought them, she got a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach.

There was something else too. Was Eva hoping to earn her freedom by helping Shana? As much as she hated to have this serious conversation, she knew they had to have it. If Eva thought that Shana was going to let her go free… that was out of the question.

Besides, Eva had the chance to escape at the air field and didn’t. Shana told herself, but Eva seemed more… cunning than the other two, and possibly thought she could go free with no resistance on Shana’s part.

“I did,” Eva began. “But… I prefer this life. To be owned, and own… it’s… invigorating.” A shudder went through Eva as she spoke.

“So you want to stay with me?” Shana asked.

“Oh, I want to stay,” Eva leaned forward, giving Shana a view of her bountiful, mocha breasts. “I want you to dominate me, I want to dominate you, and I want to dominate those two in the back. It’s the only life I want.”

Now it was Shana’s turn to shiver in excitement. Not only did she have a doll in Eva, but a partner. Then there was that bit about dominating Shana. She had never let anyone dominate her before. Could she let Eva do it to her?

Of course she could. Another shudder ran through her body and she felt her skin rise at the thought. She could have a life with Eva and their two dolls.

What about Autumn? The thought flashed through her mind, bringing her mood down. She still hadn’t heard anything from Autumn since she escaped Marston’s Pointe.

Autumn was fine, and would be fine. She would contact Shana when she was ready, and she would cross that bridge when she got there.

Shana reached out and stroked Eva’s chin.

“I think we’re going to enjoy each other.” She smiled.

“We already have.” Eva smiled back.

“We’re going to be landing soon. Why don’t you go back and make sure our passengers won’t draw any attention when we do.” Shana turned her attention back to the front window.

Eva stood up and ran a finger along Shana’s neck, sending another shiver down her spine.

“With pleasure.” Eva purred, and slunk towards the door leading to the passenger area. Shana turned her head to watch Eva go, mesmerized by the sensuous way her ass cheeks shifted up and down around her thong when she watched.

Shana felt herself getting wet again. She could barely wait until they landed and she and Eva could have time together.

Outside the front window, Shana could see the dawn peeking over the horizon, and the new possibilities it brought.

***

Janet tugged on her manacles for what felt like the thousandth time, but they held firm.

At least we’re not gagged. She thought, but then again, this high up, who was there to call to for help? In the aisle next to her, Caitlyn grunted and strained against her manacles as well, but she was secured just as tightly.

Out the window, Janet could see the darkness starting to lift around them. It was a new day, and a new imprisonment awaited them. She tried to shift in her seat to see if she could get a view of the topography below them, but her captors had used the seatbelts to strap her to the seat tightly. Shana had learned from their escape attempt at the airfield, and had Caitlyn secured to a seat on the other side of the aisle from Janet. Both prisoners had their hands and feet secured with manacles again, and the seat belts kept them firm in their seats.

“Caitlyn,” Janet huffed. “Can you see out your window?”

Caitlyn strained against her seat belt to try and peer out her window. Like Janet, Caitlyn was secured in the aisle seat. The muscular girl strained and pulled, heaving against the constricting seat belt, but then leaned back, gasping.

“I can’t…” She sighed, her large breasts heaving up and down from the exertion. “Where do you think they’re taking us?” Caitlyn asked.

“I don’t know… It can’t be far…” Janet answered. She didn’t know much about planes, but this was a small one. Weren’t they called puddle jumpers? Either way, Janet didn’t think it was a plane meant for long trips.

“Eva… I can’t believe it.” Caitlyn shook her head.

“It’s okay.” Janet tried to reassure her.

Caitlyn’s face was filled with deep regret, and anger.

“I’m sorry, I can’t believe they caught me.” Caitlyn turned to stare at the lifting darkness out her window.

“It wasn’t your fault.” Janet said in her most comforting voice.

Not that long ago, Janet hated this woman and resented her for playing a part in kidnapping her and Felicia, now here she was trying to console her.

Things certainly had changed a lot.

Caitlyn turned to face her now.

“I’m sorry, for what we did to you and Felicia.” Caitlyn looked her in the eye when she apologized. Her eyes were filled with deep sorrow, and her voice was low and trembling.

“It’s okay, it’s behind us now.” Janet turned to look out the window.

“Gina was going to let you guys go…” Caitlyn continued, and Janet’s head snapped back around to face her.

“What?” Janet furrowed her brow.

“Gina told me. She felt bad and was going to let you guys go… but then Tanya and Shelly got us.” Caitlyn hung her head.

Janet only nodded. So Gina felt remorse too? Not only that, but they would be walking free right now if not for Shelly and Tanya.

Janet felt fresh anger welling up at those two women. She had no idea where they were now but she hoped they were paying for what they did.

Maybe when I rescue Felicia I’ll leave Lisa to stay as a captive. Janet smiled at the thought. That trio of women, Shelly, Tanya, and Lisa deserved a lifetime of punishment for what they did.

In a way, so did Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva, but it seemed like Caitlyn had learned from her punishments and wanted to make things better. Janet wasn’t sure about Gina, but she could only hope she did too. As for Eva, well…

“Hey, look at me…” Janet leaned forward and Caitlyn perked up.

“When we land, make as much noise and trouble as you can. We’re gonna bring so much trouble down on these two’s heads.”

Caitlyn nodded.

“We’re getting out of this and I am finding Felicia.” Janet sat up, looking as defiant as she could.

Caitlyn smiled, sat up, and nodded back.

Just at that moment, the door to the pilot’s cabin opened and Eva emerged. She was still clad in the leather thong and bra like the ones Caitlyn and Janet wore too, and in her hand she held two thick, black cloths.

She smiled at the prisoners and strode forward, raising her hand so they could see the black clothes that would no doubt be used to gag them, and Janet leaned back, dreading what was coming next…

26.

Shana was invigorated! They had landed and were now escorting their gagged prisoners to her car!

We made it! She thought, after all that she had been through this night, they were almost there.

Don’t get cocky though! Shana warned herself. She had almost made a big mistake earlier that night, one that almost lost her two of her dolls, but she wouldn’t do that again. Plus, now she had help.

The rising sun cast everything in a purple hue as the plane landed on the private airfield. Eva had done her job well and gagged both Janet and Caitlyn tightly with thick, black cloths.

“Urrrmm ggrrfff…” Janet moaned as Eva pulled on her and Caitlyn’s leashes, gathering them by the door.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmph!” Caitlyn whined.

Shana stepped over to Eva, took one of the leashes, and met the Latina’s eye. Eva winked and Shana winked back. She had done a brief survey of the airfield when they landed and it looked empty, but she still felt on edge about dragging two bound and gagged women out in the open to her parked car. It would feel like an eternity leading the two dolls through the open like that.

But there was something… invigorating about it too. Shana felt a thousand butterflies in her stomach at the thought, and her nipples were erect against her flimsy robe. She could tell Eva was excited at the prospect too, judging by how her nipples poked against her leather bra.

Then she reached out, pushed open the door, lowered the stairs leading from the plane, and they were off.

Eva took the lead, holding Caitlyn’s leash, dragging the struggling and whining girl behind her.

“Umrrrm! Grrrmm mmph! Mmmp!” Caitlyn whined as she stumbled after Eva, her beautiful, muscle bound ass cheeks flexing around her tight leather thong as Eva dragged her.

Janet was being feisty, pulling against the leash in an attempt to run in the opposite direction, but Shana wrapped the leash and pulled the struggling, big-breasted woman after her.

“Mmoo! Mmmmph!” Janet moaned, stumbling after Shana.

A morning breeze blew across the airfield as they ushered their prisoners to the car. Shana’s eyes kept scanning from side to side for any early morning fliers or employees, but right now the coast was clear.

And her eyes kept falling on Eva’s perfect ass in her thong as she dragged Caitlyn behind her, and then she shifted her focus to Caitlyn’s ass in her thong.

God, she couldn’t wait to get back to her place.

In another few minutes they were off the airfield and past the hangars. Shana’s car was parked just beyond them, and was the only car there this early. This particular car of hers was jet black, with tinted windows, which made it perfect for transporting gagged prisoners.

Good.. She smiled. After all that had happened, at least this was working out for them.

Still… anything could happen. Janet was still tugging and pulling.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph ggmm!” She moaned, pulling as hard as she could, and Shana gave another sharp tug of the leash. Janet’s large breasts heaved under the tight bra as she stumbled forward.

Normally this would be exhausting for Shana, and somewhere, deep inside, she was aware that she was exhausted, but there was an inner fire in her, a longing… a lust.

She wouldn’t have been able to do this alone for sure, but now she had help, a partner…

… a lover.

They reached the car without incident and tossed their struggling, moaning captives in the back seat, and then Eva got in the front passenger seat and Shana drove off towards home as Caitlyn and Janet moaned helplessly in the back.

As Shana drove her eyes kept flitting to the rearview mirror and the way both Caitlyn and Janet were struggling, arching their backs while they strained against their ropes and pushing out their large breasts. Both women kept moaning into the black clothes pulled tight between their teeth. Eva couldn’t resist either, staring back at them and then at Shana.

Then her eyes met Eva’s. The Latina’s eyes were filled with a deep, primal hunger, something that Shana knew could never be sated.

Lord knows I’ll try.

A shiver ran from Shana’s leg all the way up to her chest, and she looked down to see Eva brushing aside the robe and stroking her bare thigh.

“Better keep your eyes on the road.” Eva batted her eyes at Shana.

Shana swallowed and turned to the road ahead, deciding that she was going to take the long way filled with back roads home. Despite the tinted windows, she didn’t want to risk being stuck in traffic with two kidnapped women in the back seat.

“Mmurrghh! Mmmpph!” Caitlyn moaned and turned so that her back was against Janet’s.

“Mmmph!” Janet turned and bared her thonged ass towards Caitlyn, and Shana knew that they were trying to undo each other’s manacles like they had before.

Eva saw this too, and reached out, grabbed Janet’s leash, and pulled.

“Ullumm!” Janet moaned, being yanked back..

Shana watched, mesmerized, eyes drifting from the rearview mirror to the road ahead. Eva held Janet’s leash in one hand and used the other to undo the sash on Shana’s robe.

In the backseat, Caitlyn shuffled forward.

“Mmpph mm!” She moaned, shuffling towards Janet.

Shana felt her robe fall open, exposing her bare breasts and hard, erect nipples.

“Oh, I may have to go back there and make sure they behave.” Eva’s finger danced over Shana’s nipple, provoking a sigh from her.

Shana kept one hand on the wheel and used the other to push down her panties.

“Go…” She sighed, almost overwhelmed with arousal. It took all of her concentration to focus on the road ahead.

Then she was rewarded with the sight of Eva’s curved, thonged buttocks as she scurried over the front seat and into the back. Shana had to turn her attention to the road ahead and saw that a sharp, steep turn was approaching.

“Mmmph! Mmmo!”

“Grrllmm! Gllmummph!” The girl’s moaned from the back seat, but Shana couldn’t turn to see what was happening, she had to keep her eyes on the road ahead.

She gripped the wheel with both hands but her body cried out for relief. It took all of her concentration to focus on the road.

“Mmmph!”

“Mmmoo!”

Shana was wiggling back and forth on the seat, the low rumble of the car barely enough to satiate her. Just the sounds! The sounds were music to her ears!

“Urrg ggmm mmph!”

“Ummm oohmm! Mmmlltt gmmmp!”

Shana sighed again, shifting back and forth. She wanted nothing more than stick her hand between her legs and go to town, to release everything built up in her…

Then she was past the curve and onto straight road, and looked in the rearview.

Eva was seated between the two captives, one hand over Janet’s clenched mouth, and the other clutching one of Caitlyn’s bare breasts. The Latina must have pulled both women’s large breasts free from their restrictive bras. Janet’s large, natural, and a dark tan was accented with a fading tan line, and her breasts heaved and bounced with every move the car made. Caitlyn’s breasts were rounder and lighter, obviously surgically enhanced but never the less still very appealing to the eye.

Shana couldn’t contain herself anymore, and lowered one hand between her legs while the other stayed on the wheel.

“Eyes on the road.” Eva giggled, tightening her hold on Janet’s gagged mouth.

“Mmmph!” Janet protested.

“Mmmgggmm!” Caitlyn moaned as Eva massaged her giant breast.

Waves of pleasure sprouted up through Shana’s body like a geyser as she pleasured herself to the sight. It was all… too much… Eva and the girls in the backseat, and then the added thrill of driving…

Shana moaned and shuddered, struggling to keep her grip on the wheel and her eyes on the road. Her body was rebelling against her, demanding all of her attention. She hunched forward, feeling the beads of sweat running down her mostly naked body and more convulsions as the geysers of hot arousal welled up inside of her.

“Ummm ggmm!” Caitlyn cried as Eva let go of Janet and pressed against Caitlyn from behind and grasped both of her giant breasts.

“Ugggmmm… mmmph!” Caitlyn wiggled and bit hard on her gag.

“Mmmmo!” Janet nudged Eva with her shoulder, trying to force the Latina off of the bigger woman. Eva shifted so that Caitlyn was between her and Janet.

Shana was going faster now, her foot pressing hard on the gas and her fingers dancing vibrantly between her legs, each movement bringing a new fountain of sensation.

Another turn. She took it wide, crying out as she had to move her hand from between her legs to the steering wheel.

“Careful, if we were still cops we would arrest you for reckless driving.” Eva giggled and pulled Caitlyn tighter against it.

What? They were cops? It passed through Shana’s head briefly before she was distracted again by the pulsing between her legs, crying out for release.

Her foot went hard on the pedal and her hand went back between her legs. She was moaning now, crying out and heaving forward with every movement her hand made.

Eva shuffled across the backseat towards Janet, who shrank back.

“Mmooo! Mmmmph!” Janet tossed her head back and forth, but Eva was an unstoppable force that could not be contained. She pressed herself against Janet and her greedy hands clutched the woman’s bare breasts.

“Remember when you were mine? I miss those days?” Eva sighed.

“Umm hmmph!” Janet shook her head, and Eva bent over and wrapped her lips around one of her nipples.

That was it, Shana couldn’t restrain herself. She felt herself come and slammed back in her seat, her fingers still racing around between her legs as the orgasm welled up from deep inside and spread to every muscle in her body.

The vehicle swerved and Shana shot up, gripping the wheel with both hands, gasping as the orgasm continued to ebb and flow through her. She righted the vehicle and continued on, still shaking as she drove on.

Eva pulled away from Janet and smiled as Shana took several breaths and continued on the road home.

***

“Here we are, home sweat home.” Shana pulled up in the circle outside the mansion and put the car in park. Part of her wondered what the girls would think when they saw her home, but then again, after the beach house, they shouldn’t be surprised.

“Ohh…” Eva leaned past Janet in the backseat and looked out the window. “Nice.”

Even Janet and Caitlyn both looked at it with wonder.

They should be, Shana smiled. Prisoners could do a lot worse.

Her mansion made the beach house look modest by comparison. She and Eva could lose each other for hours in it if they wanted to… and she intended to.

After parking, Shana hiked up her panties. Her home was secluded in the hills, but she still felt strange stepping outside in practically nothing. She left the robe open though, and stepped out of her car to face the brilliant morning sun and breeze which caused her robe to billow out behind her, exposing her almost full nudity.

“Ummfff mmp!” Janet stumbled out of the back seat, with Eva nudging her along. Eva held Janet’s leash in one hand and Caitlyn’s in the other.

“Urrggg ggmm!” Caitlyn stumbled out after the Latina.

Shana stepped over towards the Latina and reach out to take one of the leashes. Eva’s eyes widened at the sight of Shana’s body as the robe blew in the breeze around her.

“I hope you didn’t tire yourself out in the car.” Eva smiled.

“Of course not.” Shana stepped forward. Their bodies were so close, and she was mesmerized by the steady heaving up and down of Eva’s breasts.

Then Shana found herself leaning forward, lowering her head towards Eva’s. Eva stepped forward to meet her..

Their lips met, locking around each other’s. Eva tasted sweet, like candy. Then their tongues intertwined. Shana felt another flush of moisture between her legs and grabbed Caitlyn’s leash.

“Let me show you the place.” Shana started towards the house, dragging Caitlyn behind her.

Eva kept pace, and both of them kept straying looks at each other. In a few paces they were at the door, and Shana unlocked it and ushered them inside the large foyer.

Eva’s eyes almost bugged out of her head at the spacious, wide interior. Even the gagged prisoners’ eyes widened in surprise.

“Urrmmm…” Janet moaned.

“Grrmmm…” Caitlyn added.

“Why don’t we start in the bedroom?” Shana asked.

Eva perked up but motioned to the dolls.

“Where shall we put them?” She cocked a head at Janet.

“Mmmumm mmmp?” Janet shifted her gaze between them.

Shana bit her lip, considering for a moment…

Then her eyes fell on large, ornamental brass hooks hanging from a wall, meant to be coat hooks.

“Here, help me…” Shana started dragging Caitlyn over towards the hooks.

Eva, sensing Shana’s intent, wrapped Janet’s leash around a nearby pillar and stepped forward to help the other woman.

“Mmooo! Mmmph! Grrmm” Caitlyn pulled and struggled, but Eva came over and pulled the bigger girl along with Shana.

“Ummmph! Mmmm gggmm!” Caitlyn whined as they positioned her under one of the hooks, and then they each took a grip under one of Caitlyn’s arms and lifted her.

“Ummm ggmmoo!” She cried as they held her up, and then Eva kept a grip on Caitlyn as Shana grabbed the back of the prisoner’s thong and pulled up.

“Ummmm!” She moaned, and Shana wrapped the slack from the thong around the hook.

Then Eva let go, and Caitlyn fell, the slack from her thong pulling taunt, yanking the undergarment high and giving the captive girl quite the wedgie.

“UMMMPH! GGGRMMM MMPH!” Caitlyn blubbered, her feet kicking helplessly in the air as she wiggled on the hook.

It was quite the appealing sight.

Then Eva and Shana turned towards Janet.

“Ummm mmoo!” Janet shook her head and turned to run, but the leash stopped her from getting far.

Being smaller and not as muscle bound as Caitlyn, Janet was easier to lift and carry over towards the hooks after they removed her leash.

“Grrmmmo! Ummm ggmmph! Mmmp!” Janet whined as she was carried, slung over Eva’s shoulder towards the hooks.

They picked a spot a few hooks down from the dangling Caitlyn, and as Eva held onto Janet, Shana grabbed the back of the captive woman’s thong and pulled.

“Ummmmph!” Janet whined.

Like Caitlyn, Shana secured the back of the thong around the hook and Eva let go. Also, like Caitlyn, Janet fell forward, causing the thong to ride high up her backside, giving her an equally uncomfortable wedgie.

“Urrrgg! Urrrff! Mmpph!” Janet moaned, wiggling and kicking helplessly in the air.

Shana and Eva stepped back and watched the two woman kick and struggle helplessly, their asses clenching around the painful wedgies, and Shana felt Eva’s hand slip into hers.

They turned, locking eyes with each other, and Shana pressed forward, planting another kiss on Eva’s lips

They didn’t even make it to the bedroom.

27.

The judge’s eyes fell on Gina’s cleavage as soon as she was lead into the courtroom and didn’t stray from them. She was used to men’s stares gravitating towards her large breasts at this point, and often used it to her advantage, but not this time. This time she was full of rage, and fully expected to give everyone a piece of her mind during this proceeding.

At least they could have given me clothes or something! Gina thought as Brad and Randy lead her down the aisle. Despite being comfortable in her own skin and used to prancing around in little bikinis, Gina felt cold and vulnerable being lead into the courthouse still in her Beach Patrol thong bikini and shackles. Part of her thought that she would accept the typical orange prison uniform over this, but she had to remind herself that even though she was a prisoner, she wasn’t a criminal.

Brad and Randy were the criminals.

She glared at her captors as they lead her towards the bench. Her hands were shackled behind her back, and a length of chain ran from her wrists to shackles around her ankles, limiting how much she could move. Gina was slightly confused though, figuring that when she caught Brad and Randy in the act of selling the FBI agents to traffickers that they would try to get rid of her in some discreet way, or take her to Ace to be humiliated like Felicia and Jessica, but instead, they kept her in the holding cells over the weekend, and then woke her up bright and early in the morning and told her it was her court date.

She would make sure the judge would get an earful from her. She was going to blow this corruption wide open. Still, something seemed… off about this trial.

For one thing, with the exception of the judge, there was no one else in the courtroom. No onlookers, no bailiffs, no stenographer, and no lawyers. When Brad told her it was her court date, she of course demanded a lawyer, a request that he laughed off.

He won’t be laughing long after this. She turned to glare at him again, prompting a sly smile from Brad. Her blood boiled at the sight, and if her hands weren’t manacled she would have slapped him. To think that she trusted Brad, not only trusted him, but was intimate with him, allowing him into her body and her life. Then there was Randy, whom she was also angry at… but less so, and more disappointed. Gina always knew Randy was a coward, but this was low… even for him.

Then there were those agents… there was no love loss between Gina and the FBI agents, but she felt bad for them none the less. What was going through their heads right now? Where were they being transported? Like Janet, Caitlyn, and Eva, they had disappeared as prisoners on a boat into the night. More names to add to Gina’s growing list of people to rescue.

But first she had to convince this judge. Still, something didn’t seem right. Why were they taking her to a judge?

Then it hit her just as they stopped in front of the bench. They were trying to pin everything on her! Gina’s eyes went wide and every muscle tensed. Brad was going to say that she kidnapped the agents, and he was hoping that now that he had a patsy, the FBI would back off.

She gritted her teeth and balled her fists. There was no way she was letting him get away with this. Gina raised her head and looked the judge straight in the eye while he gawked at the bikini clad prisoner through comically thick, coke bottle glasses.

Judge Thomas Reichenbacher read the plaque in front of him. He was a small, frail looking old man, with thinning gray hair on top. Gina glared up at him as his eyes, magnified to comical extent by the glasses, focused on her cleavage.

“So… what have we here?” Judge Reichenbacher narrowed his eyes at Gina.

“The Defendant stands accused of kidnapping-” Brad began and Gina’s jaw about dropped. Unable to contain herself, she rushed forward towards the bench but was caught by Randy.

“Lies!” She interjected.

“Trafficking-”Brad went on.

“Your honor-” Gina went on.

“Order!” Judge Reichenbacher slammed his gavel.

“Impersonating a police officer-” Brad continued.

“Your honor, if you’ll listen-” Gina went on.

“Order! I said order!” The judge continued to slam his gavel. Silence descended over the courtroom.

Gina glared up at the judge. How could he oversee this farce?

“How does the defendant plead?” The judge narrowed his gaze at Gina.

“Plead? I have been held without due process and denied a lawyer!” Gina shot forward again, and once again was restrained by Randy.

“Answer the question!” The Judge pressed on.

“These two men are corrupt and engaged in the kidnapping and trafficking of several Federal Agents and possibly a civilian-” Now both Brad and Randy were restraining Gina, whom, red-face and frenzied, was pulling against them with all of her might.

“Furthermore, I believe they may be involved with or have knowledge of the disappearance of several other women-”

“The defendant will be silent!” The judge slammed his gavel repeatedly, but Gina continued on. She knew this wasn’t a fair court, and that she would be denied her rights, so she decided to speak at length about what she knew.

“-Including the disappearance and exploitation of previous Sheriff Felicia Fetters…” Gina went on.

“Gag the defendant!” The judge slammed his gavel with authority.

Gina paused for a moment. Gag her? They couldn’t do that? Could they?

Turning, she saw that Brad had a thick strip of leather in his hand with buckles running from the back of it. A muzzle?

He stepped behind Gina and she pulled against Randy with all of her might.

“No-ullllllm!” Her cries were cut off by Brad pulling the thick leather muzzle over her mouth.

“Ullmm gggmmm mmmp!” Gina moaned and twisted her head as she felt the straps tighten on the back of her neck.

“There, much better.” The judge sat back in his chair as the gag was secured around Gina’s mouth.

“Ummmm ggmmm!” She cried as Brad stepped away. Gina glared up at Judge Reichenbacher, who looked down at the gagged prisoner in satisfaction.

He’s part of this! She realized.

“Ummm ggmmm bbbmmf!” She cried and shoved forward, but was pulled back by Randy.

“Now that we have restored order, how does the defendant plead?” The judge narrowed his gaze at Gina again.

“Ummm ggmmp! Mmmmmm hmmmn!” Gina pulled forward again but was restrained by Randy. All she could do was glared at the judge through his thick glasses.

At least no one else is around to see this! She thought, but still, the privacy was… disturbing.

What else did they have planned?

“Well, I’ll hear your plead now.” The judge sat back.

Gina just glared at him, knowing this all was a farce, a kangaroo court.

“You only condemn yourself with this silence.” Judge Reichenbacher folded his arms.

“Urmmm gmmmph!” Gina barked.

“Since you refuse to make a plea,” Judge Reichenbacher shrugged. “I have no choice but to sentence you as guilty.”

“Mmmrrroo!” Gina charged forward, restrained by Brad and Randy again.

“Urrrggg mmm ggmmp! Mmmph hurrmm!” She thrashed and pulled, hair whipping around her face, glaring at the judge. Gina didn’t care that she was gagged and restrained, or that he was a judge, she just wanted to charge the man and hurt him.

White hot anger welled up inside of her. This man took an oath, and now he’s siding with Brad and Randy?

Both of them took oaths too! That thought made her even angrier. The entire town of Marston’s Pointe was rotten to the core.

“Order! Order!” Judge Reichenbacher banged his gavel.

“Mmmoh! Ummmm ggllllumm! Mmmmph!” Gina barked, determined to create as much of a disturbance as she could.

“Bailiff!” The judge called, and Gina stopped, tossing her head back to get her hair out of her eyes.

Bailiff? She didn’t notice one when she was brought in.

A door next to the bench opened, and a sultry woman with dirty blond hair slunk out wearing what looked like a “sexy police woman” outfit that you would find at any costume store. Her top was skin tight, and unbuttoned to show plenty of cleavage and her leather bra. She also wore a tiny skirt that looked from Gina’s perspective to show off most of her ass cheeks, and fishnet stockings. Gina’s eyes widened as she realized that she recognized this woman.

The Queen! The woman who was always torturing Felicia in the videos! Gina knew she had to be in cahoots with Brad!

“Mmmoo bbmmff! Grrrmmph! Uggglmm!” Gina shoved forward again, both Brad and Randy restraining her. The Queen smiled at Gina as she shoved against her restraints.

“Oh, we have a feisty one here, don’t we?” She smiled up at Judge Reichenbacher now.

“Mmmyyy mmmoo ggrrmyyy…” Gina grumbled.

“Oh yes my Queen, quite a troublemaker.” Reichenbacher’s tone was mild and subservient. Was he in her pocket too?

“Well, I’ll get her to behave,” The Queen licked her lips and then looked at Brad and Randy. “On her knees.”

“Wummf?” Gina’s eyes widened but not a second later she felt Brad and Randy roughly forcing her down.

“Urrggh! Mmmo!” Gina struggled but it was no use, and soon she was on her knees in the middle of the courtroom, glaring up at The Queen.

The dominatrix towered over her, looking down at her newest acquisition. Gina kept her face defiant.

“Ah Gina, I must confess, I couldn’t contain my excitement at adding you to my collection. Brad here though made me wait. Evidently he had plans for you.”

“Mmmmmph! Ugggg ggmmm!” Gina tried to stand but both Brad and Randy forced her down.

The Queen bent over so that she and Gina were eye level now. Behind her, Gina could see the judge’s eyes zero in on The Queen’s ass.

“That’s alright… good things come to those who wait.” The Queen patted the gag on Gina’s mouth.

“Urrggg!” Gina tugged forward again.

The Queen giggled, stood, and strolled towards the bench, now giving Gina a view of her tight leather thong cleaving her fishnet clad ass cheeks.

“I request that the court turn the prisoner over to me,” The Queen leaned against the bench and turned to face Gina. “Where I can keep her under close… personal… supervision.”

“Yes my Queen…” Judge Reichenbacher bowed his head in subservience to The Queen.

“Ohmm mmmooo! Mmmph!” Gina struggled, pulling on her manacles and trying to twist out of her captor’s grasp, but they kept a tight grip on her.

The Queen chuckled at Gina’s futile struggles, and Gina stopped to glare at her. Soon, she would be seeing Felicia, Jessica, and Lisa again, and would no doubt get a taste of what they had been experiencing at the hands of The Queen.

“Urrfff!” Gina cried, feeling something tight lock around her neck. A collar!

“Mmmmm ggmmph!” Gina tried to pull away as Brad secured the collar around her neck, and then she felt a leather leash hook onto the end of it.

“Urrmmf! Mmmm gmmph!” Gina twisted her head and pulled back. Brad stepped around to in front of her, winked, and pulled on the collar, yanking her up into a standing position.

“Mmmph!” Gina cried, stumbling to her feet. Once she was up, she glared at Brad, who kept smiling at her throughout.

“Take her to the transport.” The Queen ordered, and then turned to the Judge. “And thank you, Judge.”

“Of course, my Queen…” He bowed his head again.

Brad gave a hard tug on the leash and then Gina was stumbling after him towards the door next to the bench. Her eyes widened as she stumbled after him, wondering what awaited on the other side of that door, and what new life awaited her after that.

28.

Felicia took a long look at her reflection in the vanity mirror and prepared herself for another day of being a slave.

Not slave, “model”.

At least thats what they referred to it as, but in reality, she was a slave, and every day started out like this. These few precious moments, in her room, alone, was the only time she got to herself before they burst in the door and dragged her out, kicking and struggling, before they bound and gagged her and paraded her before the cameras. Sometimes she was with Jessica, Lisa, or both, and sometimes she was alone. She didn’t know what was in store for her today, but the outfit they had left for her gave her something of an idea.

It was a neon green sling shot bikini. The deep neckline went well below her navel, exposing plenty of gratuitous cleavage, and the back of the bikini was a thin line of fabric that ran between her ass cheeks. She sat back and ran her fingers over the straps covering her breasts, no doubt expecting that The Queen would want her breasts to fall out when she struggled.

Every night after filming she would be brought to The Queen’s chamber for “cuddle time”, but eventually, after The Queen got tired, Felicia would be dragged back to her own room, untied, and locked in. Under normal circumstances the room would nice, with a large, king bed with satin sheets, a vanity, and armoire, but the fact that Felicia was being held against her will really took away from the room’s opulence. There was always an outfit waiting in the armoire for the next day, and they expected Felicia to be wearing it when they came for her.

She had tried refusing, of course, many times, but that always lead to Felicia being restrained and forced into the costume, or punished in some humiliating or kinky way. In the end, Felicia decided to just start going along with whatever outfit they had laid out for her, but she would still always resist when they came to collect her. The day that she stopped resisting was the day she gave up.

Besides, they had to make a mistake at some point, right? And when they did, she would capitalize.

How long had she been a captive anyway? There were no clocks or calendars around, so Felicia could only guess. At this point she guessed that The Queen had been holding her a few months.

Months…

Just the thought that she had lost months of her life caused a swell of fury inside her. Was anybody still looking? Those FBI ladies from the dock? Gina? Were they out there now, still trying to track down Ace? Felicia had to hope that they were, but also know that she couldn’t put all of her faith in them. In the end, the only person she could rely on was herself.

At one point she had thought about trying to replicate what Jessica did and pretend to fall under The Queen’s influence only to strike when the opportune moment came, but Felicia couldn’t bring herself to stoop that low. Besides, she had seen how Jessica had been punished. The Queen and her cronies had force fed Jessica until her figure softened, and then they forced her to work out and gain back all the tone she had lost. It looked grueling, and humiliating.

Felicia had enough humiliation for a lifetime.

One day though, she would inflict it all back on her tormentors. They would regret ever taking Felicia hostage.

Then she heard the lock in her door click open, and a chill ran down her spine. Felicia sat up straight and turned just as the door started to drift open and Vera stepped in, eying Felicia with her cold, blue eyes.

“You know what time it is.” Vera said in a harsh tone.

“I don’t because I don’t have a clock.” Felicia sneered back at her.

“Get up.” Vera sighed and wrapped her hand around Felicia’s forearm with a vice like grip.

The tattooed, muscle bound girl gave a sharp tug and pulled Felicia to her feet.

“Ugh, hey!” Felicia cried, feeling Vera’s hand digging into her arm.

“Shut up.” Vera ordered as she dragged Felicia out into the nondescript hallway outside her room and past several doors identical to the door to her room.

Felicia had often wondered if those were just empty rooms waiting for an occupant or if there were other women imprisoned in them. Lisa and Jessica had to be kept in one of them, but not all of these rooms could be housing captive women, could they?

Felicia planted her feet and tugged as Vera guided her down the hall.

“Let go!” Felicia grunted through gritted teeth. This was their morning ritual, and Vera seemed especially grumpy today.

Good, Felicia would put her in an even worse mood.

“I’m not in the mood.” Vera sighed, tugging Felicia along.

“Neither am I!” Felicia pulled with her free hand and Vera stopped, turned, and glared at Felicia.

“No matter what she does for you, you still act like an insolent child.” Vera hissed.

Felicia stopped for a moment. Her captor sounded almost… jealous?

“Does for me? If you want to trade places, be my guest!” Felicia retorted.

“What is so special about you? Why you?” Vera continued, confusing Felicia more.

She is jealous!

“Maybe because I have a personality?” Felicia giggled, seeing a chance to get an extra dig in at Vera. Maybe if she made her angry enough, she would make a mistake.

“That’s it!” Vera cried, and pulled Felicia towards.

Felicia cried out as she was whisked off her feet by the red-haired girl, forgetting how strong Vera was. Her beauty was matched only with her muscle. Too bad she had no personality besides fealty to The Queen.

“Hey, stop!” Felicia cried out, kicking as Vera tossed the smaller girl over her shoulder and continued on down the hallway.

Felicia kicked and struggled the whole way, but Vera gave no sign that she was fazed by it.

“Put me down! Do you hear me! Put me down!” Felicia continued her feisty struggles as they went.

Vera placed her other hand squared on Felicia’s ass, keeping her held in place as they moved.

“Hey!” Felicia swatted at the intrusive hand as they continued down the seemingly endless hallway.

Felicia still didn’t understand how Vera knew her way around this dungeon. She found out the hard way that the halls were specifically designed to be like a maze in case anyone tried to escape, but apparently The Queen and others in Ace’s organization knew how to navigate it. Then again, Felicia was always struggling when she was being lead through the hall so that’s probably why she hadn’t learned the lay out yet.

It might be a good idea to do that… she realized, if she ever wanted to escape.

Vera continued, unfazed, down the hallway with Felicia slung over her shoulder, despite Felicia’s protests and struggles. All Felicia could do was kick and struggle as she was slung over the larger woman’s shoulder. After going around a seemingly endless amount turns, they came to an open area in the hall. Looking over Vera’s shoulder, Felicia saw several other fit women clad in leather thong bikinis, more of the Queen’s “concubines”. Vera seemed to be the top concubine, or at least close to the top. All of the women were standing around a large, imposing look chair made of dark, solid looking wood. Felicia didn’t have to look to know that the chair had straps for her wrists and ankles.

She increased her struggles, kicking and swatting at Vera as she continued, undaunted, towards the chair.

“Stop it! Put me down! Let go!” Felicia swatted at the woman’s muscle bound back. She heard Vera let out a sigh of annoyance, but nothing more.

“Hey! Come on! Put me down!” Felicia grunted, herself growing frustrated that Vera wasn’t reacting at all to her struggles.

Vera stopped in front of the giant chair, bent over, and roughly deposited her struggling cargo on the hard, unyielding wood.

“Ow!” Felicia cried as she fell into the chair. No sooner had she fallen into place then the other women descended upon her, grabbing her hands and feet and holding them into place while the others started to strap her in.

“Ah! Get off of me!” Felicia cried, struggling and pulling, but the other women were too strong for her.

“I don’t know why your so unhappy. You’re the guest of honor tonight.” Vera sneered, watching as Felicia was strapped.

Felicia stopped and looked up at the red-haired girl. There was something different about this one. Usually Vera was indifferent, or barely hiding her pleasure at getting another day to torture Felicia, but this wasn’t just a typical day around the dungeon. What did The Queen have in store? More so, as Felicia looked at Vera, she realized that it was jealousy etched into the concubine’s face.

The other women finished strapping Felicia in and stepped away. Felicia did her customary struggles and testing of her bonds, but the leather straps held tight.

“Ugh! Come on! Did you have to make them so tight!” She grunted.

“Ugh…” Vera sighed. “I’ve had enough of this!” She leaned over towards Felicia, and Felicia leaned back, knowing what was coming next.

Vera held a gag in her hand, but as she leaned in closer, Felicia realized that it seemed… different from the other gags she had been silenced with. This was one solid piece of round, elastic fabric, like a head band or something that you would slip over your head to hold your hair in place. It looked like it was a thick material though, and a stark, clean white.

“Nooo-ummmph!” Felicia cried as the elastic gag was slipped over her head and Vera let go, causing it to snap in place tightly over her mouth, forming a tight seal over her lips.

“Ummmph! Gffmm mmph!” Felicia twisted her head. God, this gag was tight, and clung to her lips!

All of the leather clad women gathered at all four corners of the chair, with Vera standing in the middle, glaring at Felicia.

“Urrrggg ggmmp! Mmmp!” Felicia spat through her gag, doing her best to be defiant. Vera rolled her eyes at the captive and signaled to the other concubines.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned, stiffening in her chair as they lifted her and started to carry her down the hallway.

What is this? Felicia wondered. It felt like a medieval litter, she was being carried like a queen, but to where? Vera was in the lead, stalking down the hallway with the others following a few paces behind.

Then it occurred to her that maybe she could use this to her advantage. This chair, made of solid wood, had to be heavy, and no doubt heavier with her in it. Maybe if she struggled enough, they would lose their grip on it and drop it?

“Ugggmmp! Mmm! Mmmm gggmmph!” Felicia started to shift and tug in her chair as much as she could. With the straps, it meant that she could only really shift her torso from side to side.

“Mmmmoo! Ummm ggmmph! Mmph!” She started to shake back and forth, straining as much as she could in her predicament

If she was making life more difficult for the concubines carrying her, they weren’t showing it, or reacting at all. They continued onward, seemingly unfazed.

“Mmmm ggmmm bbmm!” She moaned, continuing her struggles. Looking ahead, she saw a set of double doors.

“Wummf?” Felicia stopped her struggling. She hadn’t been to this part of the maze before.

Vera continued on ahead and pushed one of the double doors open, and Felicia heard the sound of music, voices and laughter, and bright, flashing lights.

“Ummm…” She grumbled, watching as Vera opened the other door, revealing a wide, open room that reminded Felicia of a dance hall. It looked packed with people.

Oh no… Felicia didn’t know what they had planned for her, but it was nothing good.

“Mmmoo! Grrmmm bmmmfff! Gllumm!” She resumed her struggling, pulling and heaving with all of her strength, but the concubines continued, undaunted.

“Mmmph! Bmmff! Mmmoo!” Felicia heaved forward and twisted, feeling one of her breasts fall free from the flimsy sling bikini.

“Eeep!” She moaned, looking down at her exposed breast.

Great! She thought, that wasn’t her intention at all, though she was sure the people in the dance hall would enjoy the sight.

They passed under the doorway and into the room. It was filled with people, all in various styles of dress. Some were in leather outfits, others in underwear, and some dressed in casual clothing. There was a large pedestal in the middle of the room, and waiting on that pedestal was The Queen.

There was something else next to her, a large box covering in red, shiny wrapping paper and green ribbon, with a bow on top. The Queen stood straight and smiled at Felicia as she was carried in, and suddenly everyone in the room stopped and turned to face Felicia as she was brought in.

“Mmmrroo…” She whimpered, shrinking back in her chair, suddenly feeling very exposed with her one breast out in this room full of people.

Everyone started to applaud as Felicia was carried into the room, making her somehow feel even smaller.

“Urrgg ggmm! Mmo!” She squirmed and twisted in her seat.

Two other people were stepping up on the stage with The Queen, two men…

Brad and Randy! Felicia felt fresh, white hot rage welling up inside her at the sight of the two men, two police men, who were on Ace’s payroll.

“Mmmrrrggh! Ummm!” She tugged and pulled on her restraints some more, but the didn’t budge.

There were other things around the dance floor. It reminded Felicia of a few clubs that she had been to that would have small stages or pedestals throughout the dance floor that contained go-go dancers. This dance floor had something similar, except they were tall glass tubes, and they contained bound and gagged women in various states of undress.

Felicia’s eyes widened at the sight of the women in tubes. Some of them seemed to be going along with it, dancing and swaying seductively to the music while the crowd looked on and salivated, while other women struggled against their bonds.

Jessica was one of these women, clad in a red thong bikini, with ropes criss-crossing her chest, along her torso, across her back, through her tanned buttocks, and up through her crotch. A red cloth was tied tight between her lips and she bit on it and cursed while struggling and moaning.

“Urrggg mmm! Mmph!” Jessica moaned, pacing the small circle of her glass tube and pleading to the onlookers for help, but they would only watch and cheer.

“Mmmoo! Hlllp!” Jessica cried, her impressive physique straining against her bonds as she tried to break free.

Scanning the dance floor, Felicia locked onto Lisa, in glass tube of her own. Lisa wore only a small, black g-string, and had her hands secured behind her back with rope, a collar around her neck, and her lips were wrapped around a thick, black cloth. Her giant breasts were bare and heaved up and down with fury as she glared at the onlookers.

“Hurrrm!” She grunted as one man took a picture of her with his phone.

Felicia’s eyes strayed from Lisa back to the pedestal, where Randy was gawking at her with wide, envious eyes. Brad noticed this and elbowed Randy in the ribs, prompting him to jump and turn to face the Sheriff. All Brad did was shake his head in disapproving way, like a father scolding a child. Randy’s reaction was equally child-like, as he pouted like he had just been told he couldn’t have more candy.

The procession carried the struggling Felicia up a set of stairs to the pedestal and the waiting Queen, who took a step back. Vera took a position a few steps behind her mistress, and watched as Felicia’s chair was set down and the concubines backed away. Felicia glared up at The Queen, who beamed down at her prize captive.

“Ummmph!” Felicia spat into the sticky elastic gagging her.

The Queen held up her hands and the crowd went silent, and the music died down. All eyes turned towards the pedestal, causing a fresh wave of self consciousness in Felicia.

“Urrrmm mmph…” She squirmed in her seat.

“Ah Felicia,” The Queen began, not only addressing Felicia but the room around her. “I’ll always admire how feisty you are after all this time.”

A rumble of laughter went through the crowd.

“Urrrgggmm mmph!” Felicia tugged forward on her chair.

“That’s why we love you Felicia, that’s why you’ve been so fun to play with this past year.”

“Ummmph!” Felicia froze, staring at The Queen.

Year? Did she say year?

No, she must have misheard. It had to be something else.

The Queens’ eyes narrowed at Felicia, like she was waiting for a response, and The Queen’s eyes narrowed on Felicia’s exposed breast.

“It’s why you’re my favorite.” The Queen started towards Felicia at saying this, but Felicia’s eyes shifted towards Vera.

There was jealousy in the muscular girl’s eyes… not only that, but rage… and hurt…

Was that why she was so angry today? Did Vera think that she was the favorite, only to be replaced now by Felicia?

Felicia’s attention snapped back to The Queen when the dominatrix bent over and grabbed the other strap covering Felicia’s breast.

“But here’s one situation where I won’t play favorites.” The Queen winked, and pulled the remaining strap to the side, exposing Felicia’s other breast.

“Mmmoo! Stpp! Urrg!” Felicia moaned and struggled, her bare breasts shaking and heaving with every movement as The Queen stepped away from the bound and gagged girl.

“Today is a double celebration…” The Queen started, and Felicia noticed that Vera’s face went completely blank when The Queen turned to face her.

“First, our thanks go to Brad...” The Queen gestured to Brad, who stepped forward and beamed. A round of applause went through the room.

There! Felicia saw Vera turn to glance at Brad, and there was a brief flash of something on her face…

Resentment.

“Brad here,” The Queen kept gesturing to him as she spoke. “We thought was crazy when he first mentioned his plan to get rid of those pesky FBI agents that were breathing down our necks, but we were wrong, and thanks to him, once again we can operate freely without worrying about nosy FBI ladies ruining our plans!”

A round of applause thundered through the room, and Brad seemed to eat it up.

Felicia though felt her heart drop. What did he do to the FBI women? She didn’t see them in the glass tubes, so they weren’t prisoners here, were they? Had he found another way to get rid of them?

Suddenly, Felicia found that she didn’t want to know.

“But…” The Queen turned to Felicia, who froze in her seat. “Today is also a very special day for us.”

“Hummph?” Felicia asked.

Us?

“One year ago today, Felicia Fetters crashed into my life…” The Queen’s tone was emotional, retrospective even.

Felicia though felt her blood turning to ice.

One year!

One year!

She had been a captive a year!

It couldn’t be, could it!

There was no way!

“Nooommph…” She found herself grumbling.

“It’s been quite a ride this past year, and I’m grateful for every day of it…” The Queen went on, facing Felicia directly as she spoke.

“Nnnmmph!” Felicia cried and shook her head.

Then The Queen stepped towards Felicia and got down on one knee.

“Wumff?” Felicia moaned, leaning back in her seat.

“It’s been so special, and you’ve made me feel so great…” The Queen was tearing up now.

Is she doing what I think she’s doing? Felicia’s mind raced.

“I can’t imagine life without you…” The Queen’s hand fished into her cleavage.

No!No!No!No!No!

“So Felicia Fetish,” The Queen produced a diamond ring and held it out. “Will you do me the honor of making me the luckiest woman in the world?”

“Mmmmpph! Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned and squirmed in her seat, flexing and straining every muscle in her body, somehow trying to will herself to flex out of the chair.

“Oh my God, really?” The Queen batted her eyes at Felicia.

“Mmmooo! Mmmmoo! Urrrgh!” Felicia increased her struggles.

“Oh my God, thank you!” The Queen blinked back tears and took Felicia’s hand in hers.

“Ummmph! Mmmoo! Grmmm mmmph!” Felicia tried to yank her hand away, but it was no use. All she could do was struggle and squirm helplessly.

She twisted her head down to see the engagement ring already on her finger, and everyone in the room applauding and cheering.

“Urrmm! Grrmmm mmmmph!” Felicia continued to protest through her gag, but it was drowned out by the cheering around her.

Then The Queen leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on Felicia’s gagged cheek.

“Thank you.” The Queen whispered softly in Felicia’s ear.

“Urrmm ggmm!” Felicia barked.

Then her eyes caught something behind the Queen…

Vera, her blue eyes were now red and full of tears. She wasn’t trying to hide it either. Somehow, Felicia knew that everyone would write this off as Vera getting caught up in the emotion of the moment, but Felicia knew. The way Vera was staring at The Queen and Felicia, the hurt and vulnerability in her eyes…

That woman wanted to be in Felicia’s place. Maybe not restrained, but she wanted to be by The Queen’s side, forever. Vera was hurt, jealous, and angry, betrayed by the woman that she was so loyal to.

“I have one more present for you today..” The Queen turned and strolled towards the large gift wrapped box on the other side of the pedestal.

Felicia froze, a captive audience, literally, to The Queen. She knew enough about The Queen to know that there was nothing good inside that box. As The Queen approached the box, she strolled right past Vera, either not noticing or not caring about the girl’s emotional display. Felicia almost felt bad for her…

Almost… Something told her that Vera was going to be particularly rough on her in future punishments.

Randy and Brad stepped aside, watching with glee as The Queen grabbed the green bow on the box and tugged, pulling it off and tossing it aside. One of the concubines promptly retrieved the bow and pulled it out of the way.

Felicia realized her heart was now thundering in her chest, and she felt like it might burst free from her ribcage at any moment. Then The Queen grabbed at the wrapping paper and started to rip…

And rip…

And rip…

The wrapping paper tore up, revealing a large, pink, cardboard box. Felicia knew what she was looking at very quickly. She remembered buying dolls as as a girl, and they would come in large, pink boxes with clear plastic so you could see inside.

This was a giant version of the boxes Felicia’s dolls came in. As the wrapping paper came away, she saw the clear plastic, and what was on the other side of it. She saw the longer, slender legs, struggling against the restraints inside.

Another thing she remembered was when she opened the dolls, they were always held into the box by gray wires that she always had to untwist to get them free. It always drove Felicia insane.

The prisoner inside the box was being held in by gray nylon straps, so not quite the wire ties, but close enough.

More of the wrapping paper was tore away, revealing a skin tight, high cut, glittery pink one-piece swimsuit, and the gratuitous, massive cleavage barely contained by it.

Then the last of the wrapping paper was flung away with a flourish, with the concubines promptly there to get it out of the way.

When Gina first came to Marston’s Pointe, over a year ago now, which was still hard to believe, she had her cronies kidnap Felicia. It was Eva’s idea to wrap Felicia in ribbon and wrapping paper like a present. Now, here was Gina, wrapped up and boxed like a doll, as a present for Felicia.

Gina’s physique, especially her massive breasts, had often garnered her comparisons to a Barbie doll from detractors, who often referred to Gina as “plastic” to degrade her. Felicia knew Gina well enough to know that the only thing enhanced on her were her breasts. Then again, Gina’s last name was “Dollson”, which detractors, usually jealous models or insecure men, would use as further fuel for their insults. One thing Felicia always admired about Gina was that it never fazed her, and she always let those insults just roll right off.

Now here Gina was, strapped into a giant, cardboard box made to resemble one belonging to a doll. Her legs were strapped together and her hands and arms strapped to her side, and a wide, gray muzzle was clamped over Gina’s mouth with more straps and was pulled tight, holding her head against the back of the box.

“Hummmph! Mmmph mmmo!” Gina moaned, struggling and twisting in her box. Her eyes met Felicia’s and went wide.

“Ummm! Gmmmph mmmph!” Felicia met Gina’s eyes and moaned back.

The Queen struck a pose against the side of Gina’s box like she was Vanna White unveiling a prize on a game show.

“Well do you like it?” She waved an arm over the imprisoned Gina. “I thought it would be a fun thing for us both to play with.”

“Urrggh ggmmm bbbff!” Gina flexed and strained but was secured tight in her packaging.

Felicia only stared, wide-eyed. They had Gina now, too.

They had them all.

“Happy anniversary babe, I love you.” The Queen beamed at Felicia.

Gina glared at The Queen through the plastic and grumbled into her muzzle.

“Urrrg ggrrrb bbmm mmph!”

“Mmooo!” Felicia moaned into her gag, renewing her struggles on her restraints with no avail. The crowd around them was roaring enthusiastically and cheering.

They won, and they knew it. The FBI agents were gone, and now they had Gina, and Janet and the others were lost, God knows where.

The Queen and Ace won. Felicia had been their prisoner for a year, and would most likely be for the rest of her life.

29.

Shana momentarily forgot the deep, penetrating lust she had for the struggling captive woman in her arms when she turned the corner and saw the poster of her daughter’s ass in the thong. When she saw the poster of Autumn, one of many hung throughout the house featuring Autumn’s most famous physical feature, her backside, Shana found herself overwhelmed with a feeling of longing and sorrow. The feeling only washed over her briefly though, because she was quickly brought back to the present by Janet, who must have detected Shana’s momentary hesitation and had increased her struggles.

“Urrrmm ggmmph!” Janet grumbled into her gag, kicked her bound feet, and twisted in Shana’s arms. Shana held the bound and gagged woman under the arm pits, giving her a good grip on Janet despite the woman’s protests.

Still, Shana’s arms were beginning to tire, and she resumed dragging the struggling captive down the hallway. Not for the first time over the past few months, Shana thought about taking down the posters of Autumn. Eva had suggested doing the same, noticing Shana’s volatile moods since they fled Marston’s Pointe that night, but something in Shana still clung to idea that Autumn would walk through that door at any minute

Well, certainly I hope she doesn’t right now. Another wave of longing rocked Shana, and she distracted herself by focusing on Janet’s large, heaving breasts as she struggled in Shana’s arms. The tight leather bra pushed Janet’s breasts up and in quite nicely, making her already impressive cleavage seem ever larger. A white cloth was pulled tightly between Janet’s lips and secured at the back of her neck, keeping her gagged while Shana dragged her down the hall.

“Urrgg ggmmm mmph! Ummph!” Janet continued to kick and wriggle.

“Oh stop it, we’re almost there.” Shana grunted as she adjusted her grip and continued dragging her doll down the hall.

That didn’t seem to calm Janet, who continued to kick and struggle the whole way. Janet had spirit, Shana would give her that, after all, she did almost escape along with Caitlyn a few months back.

“Mmmmph! Mmm! Urgggh!” Janet strained against her bonds.

Shana had barely let Janet and Caitlyn out of her sight since that night, and today could be the longest the two had been left alone since, based on how long it took her and Eva to have their fun, that is.

Finally, Shana stopped by a door, wrapped one arm around Janet’s torso, used her other hand to turn the knob, and kicked open the door. They were greeted by the sound of Caitlyn’s muffled cries as the girl thrashed on a large, king sized bed in the middle of the room.

“Urrfff mmmph! Mmmp! Gggmmm!” Caitlyn moaned, but stopped and looked up when the door drifted open and Shana dragged Janet in.

Like Janet, Caitlyn was clad in a tight leather thong and bra that pushed her large, round breasts up and in, giving her even deeper and more impressive cleavage than Janet.

“Hmmph?” Caitlyn arched her eyebrows at Janet.

“Urrrmm hmm!” Janet nodded.

The room was one of several guest bedrooms in the house that sat empty and unused, like most of them. Every now and then if Autumn had a party then her friends would use one of the bed rooms.

Autumn…

Thinking about her daughter sent another pang of sadness through Shana.

No, put it out of your mind. This is supposed to be a fun day!

“Urrrff! Mrrroo!” Janet pushed back on Shana, anticipating some new kinky punishment in store for her and Caitlyn.

She was partially right, though it wouldn’t happen right away.

Shana deposited Janet on the bed next to Caitlyn, watching as the woman landing face down and treating Shana with a beautiful view of her thonged ass.

“Ummmf…” Janet grunted.

“Mmmph! Umm!” Caitlyn squirmed over to Janet, who twisted around on her back to face Shana, who was already stepping out of the room.

“Wummf! Mmmph!”

“Mmmm gggmmff! Mmph!”

Shana closed and locked the door behind her, and made her way back down the hallway, once again passing the poster of Autumn in her thong and feeling another pang of worry. Part of her thought that she should really take down the posters, but that would feel like Autumn was really gone. It had been months since that night that she escaped the beach house and hadn’t been back since, and she wasn’t sure if she ever would return.

After Autumn didn’t contact her on the first day, Shana assumed that maybe her daughter was still having fun with her friends, or hung over, but then she didn’t hear from Autumn on the next day, or day after. Autumn wasn’t returning Shana’s calls, texts, or emails either. Then the moment that Shana had been waiting for came: the police contacted her. Shana was fully expecting to hear something about giving alcohol to underagers or that Autumn was being held by the police for questioning.

Instead Shana found out that they wanted to talk her about reports of a kidnapping at the party. When she heard the word “kidnapping” she practically had a heart attack. Her entire body broke out into a sweat and she thought about dropping the phone right there, getting on her plane, and flying off to Mexico and never coming back. It took all of her self control to stand there and speak with the police officer, though she was thankful it was over the phone so they couldn’t see how much she was shaking.

They found out about my dolls! But how? Did someone at the party see me leaving with them in the car?

As it turns out, they weren’t calling about her dolls, but that wasn’t a relief to her. The police had received a call from a now missing Federal Agent that claimed that several agents and an unnamed civilian had been abducted from a party at the beach house.

I don’t know what you mean officer. I let my daughter and her friends stay at the beach house for a weekend. She told them, trying to play innocent, using both hands to hold the phone because she was shaking so bad.

They had asked her where her daughter was now, and she told the truth: she didn’t know, but assumed she was still in Marston’s Pointe with friends.

Once she finished talking with the police, she immediately tried calling Autumn with no luck. Then she tried Vic, who also had no idea where Autumn was. After a few more days, and a few more calls to other people who didn’t know Autumn’s whereabouts, Shana officially filed a missing person’s report.

That was months ago, and she still knew nothing. Every now and then she would contact the detective that called her for updates, but he had few. From what Shana could gather, several FBI agents disappeared that night, including two from the party, along with Autumn. The agents had been investigating the disappearance of several police officers in Marston’s Pointe and believed they had something to do with a trafficking ring. Apparently, a Sheriff’s Deputy may have played a part in the disappearances, but the trail had gone cold and the theory was the the Deputy skipped town when the heat got too much.

Since then, the case had hit a dead end. Shana tried to distract herself with Eva and her dolls as best she could, but it was getting harder and harder. Eva had noticed Shana’s darkening mood and was getting more aggressive with wanting to play. But there was something else about all this that kept bothering Shana.

They mentioned other missing police officers…

She thought back to Eva mentioning that she had been a cop, and how Shana always got the impression that her three dolls had known each other in the past. Were they the missing cops? Had they gotten too close to the trafficking operation and paid for it? Shana tried her best to put that thought out of her mind. After all, what were the odds that the three women she bought were also missing Marston’s Pointe police officers? But then she thought about Felicia Fetish, and how she had been a model and a cop, and how Janet reacted when she saw her. Had all of them known each other and been kidnapped? Did the world think that Felicia had gone into fetish modeling when she was really being forced into it? Furthermore, had Shana inadvertently supported the very organization that kidnapped her daughter by buying her dolls?

She told herself she was being silly, but the thought was eating at her. What if Autumn popped up in fetish videos like Felicia was?

Hopefully today’s role play will help. Shana thought as started to round the corner into the living room where she knew Eva was waiting. Just before she did, she stopped to adjust herself, pulling down the bottom of her skirt and adjusting the top. She was wearing a tiny, very tiny, strapless skirt. Eva had picked it out especially for the role play today. As she looked down at her body in the tiny, form fitting outfit, Shana realized that she couldn’t remember the last time she wore it. The bottom of the skirt barely came past Shana’s ass, which meant she kept having to pull it down if she didn’t want to show off her backside in public, and the top also kept threatening to fall down and exposed her bare chest.

She pulled the top up slightly, preserving her modesty but still exposing her tanned cleavage. After all, Shana didn’t want Eva to see it all right away. The Latina would have to work for it, especially if she wanted to take Shana’s mind off her missing daughter.

Once she was sure her outfit was presentable, she stepped through the hall and into the living room where Eva was waiting. Shana felt her heart flutter when she saw the Latina waiting and the blood in her veins went from a calmly flowing river to raging rapids. Eva was standing against a banister by the stairs with her ass towards Shana. Once she saw Shana step into the room, Eva stooped slightly, sticking out her round, mocha colored backside in the black, thong underwear. After all this time, and Shana still felt uncontrollable lust for the Latina, and once again felt the urge to tear the thong off of Eva’s rump and run her tongue between Eva’s luscious buttocks.

Her eyes moved up the Latina’s body, seeing the tightly knotted black corset around Eva’s mid-section. Sensing that Shana’s eyes were moving along her body, Eva turned so that Shana could see the black bra that was a size too small, and Eva’s heaving cleavage under it.

“I hear that the missing girls might be somewhere in this house.” Eva purred, folding her arms against her chest so that her magnificent breasts were pushed together.

“We should be careful, the kidnapper might be here…” Shana smiled and approached.

The idea today was to play two investigators searching for kidnapped women. Normally Eva and Shana didn’t have a plan beyond their initial conceit for the role play. They tended to improvise as they went.

“We should check upstairs, I’ll watch your back.” Eva winked at Shana.

Shana stood straight and collected herself, pushing any thoughts of Autumn out of her mind. Eva wanted to cheer her up, and that’s what this would do.

“Right, I’ll take point.” Shana strolled past Eva, feeling the Latina's eyes on her and the skin tight, strapless skirt that clung to her her body.

Shana took the first few stairs and paused, pretending to look around. Eva did the same, her doe eyes large and scanning the house around her.

“It’s quiet…” Eva whispered.

“We’ll have to be quieter…” Shana whispered back, taking another step and stooping to look around, feeling Eva’s eyes on her rear end.

Once again, Shana felt her skirt riding up and instinctively reached to pull it down, but stopped herself.

This is supposed to be a role play., it’s supposed to be sexy! A smile spread over her face, and she took two more stairs up, and gripping the hem of her skirt, slowly lifted it, exposing her tanned butt cheeks to Eva below her. A shark like grin slowly spread over Eva’s face as she focused on Shana’s backside as the dress revealed more.

Shana’s hands shifted her skirt up and down and she wiggled her buttocks at Eva, all the while the other girl’s hungry eyes fell on the tiny, pink thong running between Shana’s butt cheeks. Eva looked like a rabid animal that wanted to tear into Shana right then and there, but Shana decided to tease Eva for a bit, drag things out longer. She took a few more steps, continuing to shimmy her skirt up and down while stick her ass out towards the lusty Latina.

Eva couldn’t contain herself any longer, and reached out and clenched both of Shana’s ass cheeks and dug her fingers into her soft flesh. In that moment, Shana let her skirt ride up all the way, revealing the thong panties that may have well just been dental floss. She let out a giggle and looked over her shoulder at Eva, whose breasts were heaving up and down with every breath she took.

“Stay focused, we still need to find those missing girls.” Shana sighed.

Eva huffed and met her gaze. “I am focused…”

At least, she was focused on Shana, which is what Shana wanted.

As she ascended the stairs, feeling Eva’s gaze, and hands on her ass, Shana started to feel better, her mood brightening along with the growing arousal she was feeling between her legs. The snooping investigator was always a favorite of Shana’s. She always felt a thrill, an electric tingle when she was watching a movie or show where a nosy woman poked her head where it didn’t belong and got punished for it, and now here she was reenacting that.

Was that what happened to Eva and the other dolls? Had they poked their nose where it didn’t belong and got punished for it? Something about that thought sent another tingle of arousal through Shana as she thought about three nosy police women getting abducted…

Then a thought of Autumn being abducted ran through her mind…

No… not now…

Shana banished the thought from her head, and instead focused on the situation at hand, on her and Eva playing investigators looking for missing women.

They reached the landing on the top of the stairs, the bottom of Shana’s skirt now up around her waist, exposing her full ass and the small, pink thong panties. Shana stepped over to a balustrade and pretended to look over to see if anyone had followed, while Eva went ahead and pretended to look down the upstairs hallway, taking care to bend and arc her thonged ass out towards Shana.

As Shana peered over the balustrade, she felt the top of her skirt sliding down and instinctively reached to pull it up, but stopped and smiled. She turned towards Eva seductively and slightly lowered her top, letting one of her breasts pop free.

“Oh no…” She opened her mouth in faux surprise and pretended to try and fiddle with her top, but in reality just pulled the other side down and exposed her other breast.

“Oh, look at me…” Shana continued her charade of being embarrassed and pretended to fumble with her shirt to cover up her nudity.

Eva seemed like she was being drawn to her, her brown eyes falling directly onto Shana’s breasts as they heaved up and down.

“Oh no, what if they catch us like this…” Shana gave Eva a wide-eyed, doe look.

Eva came forward and clutched Shana’s hands, leaving her exposed, her eyes still zeroed in on Shana’s bare, heaving breasts. Then Eva let go of Shana’s wrists and wrapped her greedy hands around each of her breasts.

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll protect you.” Eva smiled, her hands gently massaging Shana’s bare chest.

Chills of excitement rocketed through Shana’s body at Eva’s touch, and a shudder ran up her spine. She reached behind Eva, clasped both of her ass cheeks and pulled her forward. All thoughts of her missing daughter were gone for the moment, and all she could think about was the deep, burning desire she felt for this woman.

Shana pulled Eva closer, her hands moving up, tracing the curve of Eva’s buttocks as Eva’s hands continued to massage Shana’s round, curved breasts.

“We can’t do this here, we need to find those missing girls.” Eva let go and stepped away, and Shana felt like she had just been unplugged from a socket, the steady flow of energy and electricity gone. God, she yearned for it, wanted it back, wanted to feed off of it.

“Come, this way.” Eva made her way down the hallway, looking over her shoulder at Shana, beckoning, calling.

Shana’s eyes fell on Eva’s ass cheeks and how they moved around her thong as she walked. Her ass was a thing of beauty, a work of art, and it was all Shana’s. She followed after Eva like there was an invisible line tethering them, and with every step she took, that line got shorter. Every step she took meant that she could feed off of Eva’s electricity again.

She came up behind Eva and wrapped her hand around the other girl’s waist, pressing herself against Eva’s backside. Just feeling Eva’s ass against the front of her panties sent another wave of arousal through her. Her hands slid down Eva’s corset to the front of her black, thong panties. Once again, Eva’s hands wrapped around Shana’s wrists and pulled them away.

“But…” Shana protested, but Eva turned and put a finger to her lips, and then started leading Shana towards an open door. There was a mischievous glint in her eyes, and something far deeper, and more primal than lust.

This wasn’t just one of their role plays where they improvised as they went. Eva had a plan for her. A fresh surge of excitement welled up inside Shana and she her skin flushed, but there was something else too… trepidation? There was an uncertainty about what Shana had planned, and in that uncertainty was fear. But there was a tingle going down Shana’s spine too, a type of energy she hadn’t felt in quite some time.

Excitement. It was like a roller coaster, where you experienced the fear of going down a hill but knew, deep down inside, that you were perfectly safe.

“Are the girls in here?” Shana asked, still committing to the role play.

“Only one way to find out.” Eva remarked and continued to lead Shana into the room.

The door was slightly ajar, and Eva pushed it open all the way and lead Shana inside the room. The room in particular had been one of many spare rooms on the second floor, and Shana had turned the room in something of a dressing room for herself. A lone chair waited in the center of the room, and on a small end table next to it was several lengths of rope and several brilliant, white cloths. Shana felt a rush between her legs at the sight of the ropes and gags, and a fresh wave of excitement at what could come next.

Eva kept her hand around Shana’s wrist and lead her over towards the waiting chair.

“Oh, looks like they kept one of the girls in here.” Eva said, every step she took brought Shana closer and closer the chair.

“Well, they must have moved the girls somewhere.” Shana tried to keep her voice from trembling as they stood over the chair.

“Do you wonder what went through their minds,” Eva began to circle the chair. “Being restrained, unable to call for help… silenced..”

“It must have been unbearable.” Shana said in a hushed tone, pacing after Eva, but the Latina stopped and placed her hand on Shana’s chest, right above her breasts, which were heaving up and down with even more ferocity, her breath coming in deep gasps.

“Do you wonder what it feels like to be restrained?” Eva paced around Shana, eyes still locked on her like a hungry animal.

“I wonder what its like to be the one doing the restraining.” Shana responded.

Then Eva shoved Shana, not hard, but just enough to make her stumble back. Shana caught herself on the chair and Eva pressed forward, both hands on Shana’s shoulders, and pushed. Guessing Eva’s intent, Shana didn’t resist and sat back into the chair, feeling the solid wood under her bare ass cheeks.

Once Shana was seated, Eva stepped back and looked down on the half naked woman.

“I wonder, if you were restrained, if it would give you insight into the mind of a captive.” Eva paced over to the chair.

Shana’s heart thundered against her chest and she felt herself break out in a sweat. Eva was going to tie her up! She had never been tied up, usually she was always the dominant one. Being tied was something that Shana never even considered.

Eva turned and bent over, debating over what ropes or gags to use, and Shana tensed, considering in that moment whether she should run, or come up behind Eva and overpower her and tie her up. There was another feeling inside her though, a deep, yearning arousal, a fire between her legs that was spreading to her entire body. The thought of being restrained was… enticing her…

Shana looked down at her sweat soaked body, and suddenly the flimsy, form fitting dress felt stifling, heavier than a winter parka. Her breathing was ragged and labored. In front of her, Eva stood up, her back still towards Shana, and held out one of the white clothes that would no doubt be used to gag her.

Gag me… The thought rang through Shana’s mind and suddenly she was burning up, slick with sweat. She reached down, grabbed the top of her skirt just below her breasts and pushed it down. In front of her, Eva raised the gag and pressed it tightly between her teeth, letting out a soft “hmmm” as she did.

Shana’s hands fumbled on the skirt, which suddenly was clinging to her like a second skin. No doubt the sweat was causing it to stick to her. Eva turned, her luscious lips wrapped around the gag, and brushed her hands over her own cleavage, and Shana felt a surge of moisture between her legs. The skirt was now around her waist, and she lifted slightly to slide it out from under her ass.

“Mmm… ggmmm…” Eva sighed, massaging her breasts with her hands, and then reached behind her back.

The skirt was sliding along Shana’s quivering thighs…

Eva unhooked her bra and let it slide down, pressing her breast together as she did.

“Ummm hmm… mmm…” She cooed, stooping and swaying in front of Shana.

The skirt fell around her feet, and kicked it aside and leaned back in her chair, gasping, her breasts were coated in a sheen of sweat and rising and falling rapidly with each breath she took. She thought about getting up but knew that Eva wanted her in this seat for a reason. Every muscle in her body coiled, crying out, wanting to pounce on the Latina. Shana called on every ounce of self control and will she had to stay in the chair and wait and see what Eva had up her sleeve.

The bra fell to the floor, and Eva stood before her, topless, and took a few steps towards her. Shana leaned back in the chair, still coiled for whatever would happen next. Eva planted a hand on Shana’s shoulder and pushed her straight back in the chair, forcing her to sit straight up.

“Umm mmm…” Eva wagged a finger at Shana.

Shana couldn’t restrain herself any longer, and clasped Eva’s bare breasts with both of her hands. Eva didn’t resist, and leaned forward, moaning as Shana’s shaky hands massaged her chest.

“Gmmm...mmm…” Eva continued to lean forward, and Shana let go of the Latina’s breasts and leaned forward and wrapped her lips around one of Eva’s nipples.

“Gghhmmm hmm mmm…” Eva sighed, using her hand to massage her other nipple. Shana’s hands moved down and behind, clasping both of Eva’s butt cheeks.

Eva bent forward even more, and Shana buried her face between Eva’s breasts while digging her fingers into the Latina’s backside. She was burning from the inside out, she wanted to consume Eva, to have everything about her…

Then Eva stepped back, and Shana grasped for her, yearning for her, wanting more, but Eva wasn’t going to give in… yet.

Eva stepped just out of Shana’s reach and turned, giving her captive a beautiful view of her ass in the thong.

Captive… that’s what I am… Shana realized. Yes she wasn’t tied, or gagged, but Eva had total control over her in every way.

Eva’s fingers looped around the waist band of her thong and shimmed it up and down, teasing Shana with brief glimpses of the top of her butt crack. Shana’s hands locked around the bottom of the chair, fighting every urge to run forward and rip the flimsy undergarment off of Eva’s beautiful ass.

Then Eva pushed the thong halfway down the curve of her backside and froze, looking over her shoulder at Shana. Shana stared, mesmerized, hinging on Eva’s next action.

This is it… this is what it feels like to let someone have power over you. There was something… exhilarating about it… Shana was completely enraptured by Eva, and wanted her and her body deeply, but on another level… she would let Eva do whatever she wanted to to her.

Eva pushed the thong down further, but her ass didn’t want to relinquish the hold it had on the undergarment, and it clung between her ass cheeks stubbornly refusing to leave. Shana couldn’t blame the thong, she wouldn’t want to either. With another gentle pull, the thong came free from the crack between Eva’s buttocks and slid down, and down…

The thong hovered between Eva’s thighs and she rocked her now bare backside back and forth before Shana’s eyes. Shana salivated at the sight of Eva’s naked ass like a dog seeing a treat, and she pushed herself back in her chair. She was now flexing, straining every muscle in her body to keep herself in her seat.

Eva slipped the thong down to her ankles, bending over even more as she did, and Shana thought that she might break the wooden chair from gripping it so hard. Then Eva stood back up and turned, the thong dangling on one finger. Suddenly, Shana knew what Eva intended to do with that thong.

The Latina approached, twirling the thong on her finger, and Shana sat back, bracing herself. Her heart was fluttering in her chest like a bird in a cage, and she crossed her legs after feeling a fresh wave of electric arousal between her legs. Then Eva was standing over her, and before Shana could look up, the Latina grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back. Shana barely had time to gasp before Eva shoved the panties in her gaping mouth.

“Ummm…” Shana moaned, feeling a rush of pleasure flow through her body. This time she couldn’t suppress it and a shudder rocked her body.

“Gmm hm...” Eva placed a hand over Shana’s mouth to emphasize her point.

“Umm hmm…” Shana nodded, feeling her skin raise in goosebumps, the sweat that coated her body starting to evaporate.

Eva stepped away, naked except for the corset, and turned back to the table.

“Mmmm… ggmm…” Shana sighed, chewing on the panties, now soaked from her saliva. Her hands gripped both of her breasts and she started to massage herself. It was all she could do to keep from sliding her hands down her panties and pleasuring herself.

Eva turned away from the table with another white gag in her hands.

“Mmmm…” Shana moaned, overcome with excitement and lust at the thought of Eva wrapping it around her mouth. Her hands kneaded the flesh of her breasts as she arched in her seat. She bit down on the panties to distract herself from the deep longing she felt.

“Uggg ggmm mmm…” Eva giggled into her gag and then lowered the gag, stuck it between her legs, and started rubbing it back and forth like she was flossing.

“Umm…” Eva’s eyes narrowed at Shana.

“Urrffff… muffff!” Shana moaned, feeling a slight twinge of pain as her nails dug into her breasts. She leaned back and closed her eyes, feeling her thighs quivering and a tingle like there was a live-wire between her legs.

Then Eva strutted towards her, gag outstretched in her hands. She wagged it up and down like she did with her panties earlier, teasing, building the anticipation.

“Umm… hm… mmrrrm…” Shana huffed into the panties, her eyes widening as Eva approached. Her hands clutched her own breasts but were frozen in place, waiting…

Eva paced behind her, and Shana remained perfectly still. She wasn’t even breathing.

Then she felt the cloth press over her mouth. It was soft and silky, cool against her lips.

“Urrmm… murrm…” Shana shuddered, then Eva pulled back, tightening the gag.

“Urrrm!” She cried, feeling the gag pulling tight between her lips, and the wadded panties pack tighter in her mouth.

“Mmm… murrrmm…” She massaged her breasts again, another surge of arousal welling up between her legs.

Eva tightened the knot at the back of her head and let go. Shana wrapped her lips around the gag and tested it, biting down and chewing.

“Urrrmm grrrmm… mummm…” Her head lolled as she moaned, her hands still massaging her breasts.

She was silenced, alone with Eva… at her mercy.

“Mmmm…” Another wave of pleasure at the thought.

Eva grabbed her wrists and pulled her hands behind her back.

“Urrmm!” Shana cried, but wasn’t sure if it was in alarm or lust.

Probably both…

Then she felt rope coiling around her wrists, tightening, constricting, binding her…

“Mmm…” Her head continued to lull and she pressed her legs together. Now that she couldn’t massage her breasts, there was nothing to distract her from how turned on she was, how she wanted to release this tension…

But she also never wanted it to end…

“Ufff!” She cried, feeling the ropes tighten around her wrist and Eva let go. Shana tugged and found that her hands were secured to the chair.

“Mmm… mmmp…” She moaned, pretending to struggle and pull on her bonds.

She had to give it to Eva, she knew her ropes. Her hands were securely tied.

“Ummm hmm..” Shana moaned, tugging some more, but the ropes held tight.

Then Eva came around in front of her, looking down at her gagged captive while her hands caressed her own breasts.

“Ummm…” Shana looked up at her and mumbled into her gag.

“Grrrmm hummp mmm…” Eva giggled, swaying her body up and down while feeling up her breasts. Her hungry eyes continued to pierce Shana’s very soul.

Shana was so focused on Eva, on the mesmerizing way her hips swayed up and down, how her hands dug into the soft flesh of her naked breasts, that she almost didn’t notice the movement behind the almost nude Latina.

Shana’s eyes detected movement in the hall and instinctively she looked towards it, but then her eyes snapped back to Eva, who hadn’t noticed.

“Mmuurrm…” Shana sighed at Eva, but some part of her brain must have registered what it was in the hallway and told her to look again.

“Ummm hmmm…” Eva’s hands were on her thighs now as she wiggled her luscious body for her gagged captive.

It was nothing… just a trick of the eye…

Still, something told her to look back in the hallway.

Eva was sashaying closer to Shana now, purring into her gag like a great puma.

“Urrrmm hurrrmm…” Eva was like a predator, and Shana was her prey.

She couldn’t ignore the nagging voice in her head though, and looked back toward the hallway again. There was a brief flash of hope inside her as she thought maybe it was Autumn, coming home finally. The circumstances would be less than ideal, obviously, but she would be fine with being caught in an awkward situation if it meant being with her daughter again.

But it wasn’t Autumn. Instead, creeping into the room on their tiptoes were Janet and Caitlyn.

What!?

They were free! Still clad in their leather bras and thongs, but no signs of ropes of gags on them!

“MMMMMPH! MMMM! MMMMPH!” Shana cried, sitting straight up, feeling her heart jump into her throat.

Damn this gag!

“URRRRMMM MMMURRRM!” She kept her eyes locked on the two escaped dolls and screamed into her gag, hoping Eva would get the hint.

Eva did, but it was too late. Just as she started to turn, Janet and Eva tackled her from behind.

“Get her!” Janet cried.

“Mmmmoo!” Eva cried into her gag as the other women tackled her to the ground.

“Urrrff mmuumm! Mmmph!” Shana moaned, tugging and straining against the rope binding her to the chair, but Eva had tied it too tight.

“Nrrrfff! Mmmmo!” Shana stamped her feet and tugged on her bindings, flexing and straining her arms as she pulled.

“Urrrgg gmm! Sttpp!” Eva thrashed and kicked under the two escaped women as they held her pinned to the ground. It looked like it was taking all of Caitlyn and Janet’s strength to hold the thrashing Latina down.

“Urrrggg ggmmm! Bmmph!” Eva cried into her gag and stamped her feet. If she was like an animal stalking her prey before, she was like a captured, wounded animal now.

Honestly Shana would have found it hot if not for the fact that she too was tied up.

“Get the rope! Get the rope!” Caitlyn cried to Janet.

“Do… you… have… her?” Janet grunted through gritted teeth.

“I won’t for long! Tie her up!” Caitlyn cried, her face turning red from the strain.

Eva continued to squirm and kick under them.

“Cmmmm mmmnn! Ggmmmp!” Shana cried to Eva, trying to encourage her.

Eva was trying her best, thrashing and biting into her gag as Janet used one hand to help Caitlyn hold down Eva and the other to grab few lengths of rope from the table.

Shana too would have found this an arousing situation under different circumstances, two thong clad women wrestling a naked, gagged woman, but instead she felt panic and crushing frustration.

How did they get free?

She shouldn’t have been so careless and should have made sure their ropes were secure before she left to play with Eva.

Or she and Eva shouldn’t have wasted so much time in this room.

“Urrggh gggmmm bbbmm!” Eva cried and kicked her feet as the other two women used some of the rope to tie her hands behind her back. Every muscle in Caitlyn’s impressive physique popped as she used all of her strength to keep Eva restrained.

“Mmmrrro! Stppp!” Shana begged through her gag, but they ignored her as they finished securing Eva’s hands behind her back.

Both women relaxed a little bit after tying Eva’s hands, but only a little, and then they moved to her feet.

“Aggg! Urrrmmm mmmp!” Eva cried, straining and pulling on the ropes, but she was tied tight. Like Eva, Janet seemed to know her ropes.

Still using all of her strength, Caitlyn grabbed Eva’s kicking feet and held them together while Janet started to tie them together at the ankle.

“Urrrrff mmmph! Mmmph!” Eva twisted and squirmed.

“Mmmm… mmmooo…” Shana whined, realizing that no matter how much they struggled, they had lost this one.

What next? What did the dolls have in store for them? Shana had held them against their will and subjected them to humiliations for months. Did they plan on returning those humiliations on Shana? Would they keep her a prisoner like she had kept them? Or would they call the police?

Shana’s blood turned to ice at that thought. She didn’t know if she could handle jail. What if they found Autumn, only to tell her that her mother was in jail for kidnapping? If that happened, Shana wasn’t sure if she could face her daughter again.

She watched, wide-eyed and frozen, as they finished tying Eva’s feet together. The almost naked Latina thrashed and squirmed on the ground like a worm.

“Urrrmm mmmf! Grrrmmm mmmfff!” Eva protested, thrashing her bound hands back and forth.

Caitlyn and Janet stood and looked at both captive women. Both of them were slick with sweat and catching their breath after wrestling Eva.

“What now?” Caitlyn gasped, turning towards Janet.

Janet looked at both tied women and seemed to consider.

“Let’s get out of here.” She gasped.

“Urrrff!” Eva moaned.

“Mmmrrro!” Shana tugged forward in the chair.

“What about them?” Caitlyn motioned to the wriggling Eva and chair bound Shana.

“Leave them.” Janet’s gaze hardened at both of them.

“Mmmrooo!” Eva cried.

“Urrrrm mmmph!” Shana pleaded through her gag.

“You sure?” Caitlyn asked.

“Yeah… I’ve had enough of them. Let them find their own way to escape like we did.” Janet’s voice was filled with disgust and she turned and stalked towards the door.

Caitlyn gave each bound woman a final look and then turned to follow Janet.

“Mmmmoo! Wuffft! Wmmttt!” Shana cried through the gag.

They can’t just leave us like this… can they?

“Urrrgg gggmm! Mmph!” Eva turned and started wriggling towards the door.

But leave them was just what Caitlyn and Janet did. Caitlyn followed Janet out the door and closed it behind her, leaving Shana and Eva as they had left them so many times before…

Alone, half naked, and bound and gagged.

***

Janet owed her freedom to Shana and Eva’s horniness.

She and Caitlyn had been subjected to these little “role play” sessions before, where they would stash the two prisoners somewhere in the house and pretend to “rescue” them. Janet had resigned herself to be the subject of another one of these degrading games as she was staring at her reflection in a mirror in the room they were being kept in.

I’ve gotten too used to the sight of myself bound and gagged… Janet sighed as she looked at herself, and then it dawned on her.

A mirror!

Suddenly her despair at being a captive was replaced with elation. If she could break the mirror, then she could use the glass to cut her ropes!

She was terrified that Shana or Eva would hear the glass shattering, or would walk in and find Caitlyn and Janet in the middle of cutting themselves free, but thankfully neither happened. Now she realized that was because the two were carrying on upstairs.

Once she and Caitlyn had gotten free, there was an instinct to just run, flee and get as far as they could, but Janet wanted a little payback first.

Plus she wanted a head start too.

Thankfully, Eva had saved them some trouble and had already tied up Shana, then it was just a matter of catching Eva by surprise and tying her up. Eva put up quite a fight, but eventually succumbed to them.

Now Janet was leading the way to the front door, arms packed with clothes and Shana’s purse.

“Janet, what now?” Caitlyn hurried behind her, arms also packed with clothes.

Janet figured that Shana’s clothes wouldn’t fit them well, but it would do until they were able to stop at a thrift store or something. One thing Janet knew was that she wasn’t being caught dead in public in this leather thong.

“Janet…” Caitlyn asked again, but Janet kept speed walking towards the door.

Tying up Eva and Shana also meant that they would have time to ransack the house and get supplies. No doubt once Shana got free she would notice that they took her purse, which had her credit cards, but Janet planned on using it to buy clothes and supplies and then dumping it as fast as she could.

There was one more thing though.

As they passed a hook by the front door, Janet swiped the set of keys from it. Then she pulled open the front door and stepped out into the sunshine.

The sun felt good on her skin. Her tan had faded due to her captivity, and it had been months since she felt the sun like this on her body.

Hopefully I can enjoy for many more days… She thought, but she had work to do first.

Shana’s car was parked in the circle right outside the front door, and Janet pressed the unlock button on the remote. There was a split second of fear as she realized that Shana most likely had multiple cars, but then the parked vehicle let out a BEEP, letting her know the doors were unlocked.

“Get in.” She ordered Caitlyn as she opened the rear passenger door and tossed her handful of clothes and Shana’s purse inside.

“But…” Caitlyn stammered and tossed her armful of clothes inside after Janet.

“Get in.” Janet ordered again, and made her way towards the driver’s side.

She wanted to put as much distance between her and this house before stopping to change into normal clothes.

Caitlyn got into the passenger side just as Janet slid into the driver’s side, closed the door, and started the ignition.

“Where are we going?” Caitlyn asked.

Janet steered the car out of the circle and down the drive leading toward the road.

“Back to Marston’s Pointe.” She didn’t turn to face Caitlyn as she drove.

Back to Marston’s Pointe… to find Felicia!

30.

It had been a long, strange year for Felicia Fetters, but any year spent as a prisoner would be considered strange for most people. Somehow though, of all the strange things Felicia had seen and experienced, what she was currently looking at somehow felt the strangest.

The Queen was drunk.

Well can you blame her, it is her bachelorette party. Felicia told herself.

Our…OUR bachelorette party! Felicia mentally corrected herself. Somehow that didn’t make the evening any less surreal. Part of Felicia wished she was drunk like The Queen was, but instead, she was in her normal pose – bound and gagged.

She was too distracted by The Queen’s antics to struggle though, and instead only watched from under her private cabana as The Queen drunkenly sashayed around the pool.

Maybe I’ll get lucky and she’ll fall in and drown. But Felicia knew that was wishful thinking. The Queen had surrounded herself with those loyal to her or Ace.

I wonder if Ace is here… Felicia thought and scanned the pool deck area. It was packed with people, men and women of all ages and sizes. Could one of them be the enigmatic crime lord? Somehow, she felt like a bigger deal would be made if Ace was showing himself.

In fact, despite being a prisoner of his for a year, Felicia still hadn’t seen Ace. The Queen had mentioned him several times, but apparently Ace only revealed himself in private to his inner circle like The Queen or King. Still, it was strange that Ace wouldn’t come out to help his second in command celebrate her bachelorette party.

King was there, still clad in a suit. Felicia had never seen him not in one, with a scotch in hand and chatting with a beautiful, bikini clad woman next to a bar. Felicia would have been more surprised if King wasn’t there, seeing how this was his casino’s pool after all. The entire pool deck had been closed off for their party, with only invited guests allowed to attend. As Felicia watched, she noticed how King kept glancing in The Queen’s direction. Was he concerned about her well being? Or was he, like Felicia, surprised to see The Queen like this?

The Queen was usually always so in control and reserved, but since Felicia could do nothing but watch, seeing how she was quite literally a captive audience, she couldn’t help but notice that every time she saw The Queen she had a different drink in her hand. Now they all seemed to be catching up with the dominatrix, who looked like she would fall over at any minute. She danced and swayed to the music coming from a nearby speaker, twirling her body and popping her toned, thonged backside. Since it was a pool party, The Queen was clad in black thong bikini, which was tasteful but still sexy, showing off her ample cleavage and firm backside.

Felicia’s attention was snapped away from The Queen though when she felt the cold touch of a beer can rest on her backside.

“Hold that for me, would ya?” Brad smiled and gently patted Felicia’s bare butt cheek.

“Urrggg gmmm!” Felicia responded, it was all she could do other than her current function, which was be a human drink table.

She was bent over a high wooden board with her ass arced up, with her cheeks resting on a wooden table and her hands stretched out in front of her and secured to a pole. As usual, she was gagged, this time with a cloth stuffed in her mouth and another cloth pulled tight between her lips and secured at the back of her neck. Felicia turned her head to see Brad’s beer bottle resting comfortably at the small of her back and she considered shaking her ass just slightly to tip it over, but decided against it, knowing that the punishment would be swift and humiliating.

Like everyone else at the party, she was clad in swim wear, in this case a pink g-string bikini.

“Here, Randy, set your drink down. Felicia won’t mind, won’t you Felicia?” Brad smiled down at her.

He was wearing tight black swim trunks and a Hawaiian shirt left unbuttoned to show off his impressive physique. Randy, Brad’s stooge, came over with a beer in hand and leered at Felicia’s ass, which was barely covered by the thin, pink g-string.

“Mmmmpph gggmmph!” She grumbled at Randy.

“Don’t mind if I do.” He smiled and placed his can on Felicia’s ass next to Brad’s.

“Urrrfff gggm!” She saw the cans wiggle and did her best to keep her backside steady.

“Uh oh, better keep those drinks steady, you know what happens if you make a mess…” Brad giggled and touched a remote resting next to Felicia. There was a wire running from the remote to a large, white vibrator wedged between Felicia’s legs.

“Ummm ggmmph! Fffmm!” She responded, biting down hard into the cloth that was gagging her.

Brad chuckled again, but Randy’s attention was on something behind him.

“Urrfff! Mmooo!” A muffled cry rose above the sounds of music and laughter, and Felicia craned her neck to see who it came from.

Lisa, the big breasted former muscle for Shelly, was stretched out on on her stomach on a beach chair, hands tied to the top and her feet to the bottom, and her mouth gagged with a very wide piece of micro foam tape. She was clad only in a small, black g-string. Previously she had been wearing a matching bikini top but that top was now in the hands of a balding, middle-aged man who held it up like a trophy of victory.

“Urrggg gmmmm bbff! Mmmo!” Lisa squirmed on her beach chair. The man dropped her bikini top and pressed himself on top of her, cupping handfuls of her large breast as he did so.

“Mmooo! Ufff!” Lisa struggled and squirmed under him.

Felicia turned her attention back to Randy to see his face contorting in what looked like anger and he made a move towards them but Brad grabbed him by the hand.

“No.” Brad’s tone was firm and decisive.

“But…” Randy pulled and looked at the man currently getting two handfuls of Lisa’s bare breasts.

“I said no.”

Randy turned and glared at Brad. He seemingly had a few drinks too, and the alcohol was boosting his confidence.

“It’s not fair, you told me she was mine!” He hissed.

“Listen,” Brad too had a few drinks, and his patience was wearing thin. “That’s a paying customer, so he gets dibs. Plus he can only touch, nothing more.”

“What about me? What about what I was promised?” Randy was growing red now.

“After the wedding.” Brad answered.

This seemed to calm Randy, who deflated, and relief, excitement, and surprise all registered on his face.

“What… really?” He asked.

“Yes, after the wedding you can have all the fun you want with her. A reward for all the work you’ve done for us.” Brad picked up Randy’s beer from Felicia’s ass and handed it to him, and then retrieved his own.

Felicia unconsciously let out a sigh of relief when he removed the drinks from her ass.

“Cheers.” Brad held out his beer and clinked it with Randy’s.

Brad took a sip from his beer and turned his attention to another resident of the cabana.

“Urrmmm!” Gina cried and Brad smiled at her predicament.

Gina was bound to a pole at the other end of the cabana, her arms wrapped tight around it and tied in front of her, and gagged with a white cloth tied tight over her mouth. Her ass was facing out towards them, and there was a line of men all several feet behind her. The man at the front of the line held a small dart in his hand, but the end of the dart was a red suction cup instead of the usual pointed end.

Can’t damage the merchandise. Felicia thought, watching as the man lined up his shot and let the dart fly.

Gina’s ass was painted to look like a target, with the bullseye placed perfectly between her cheeks, and several of the suction cup darts clung to her backside as she wriggled on the pole.

Bullseye! The man’s dart landed square between Gina’s ass cheeks.

“URRFFGG!” She cried in alarm, and the man cheered and shouted as his friends congratulated him.

“Uggg mmoo! Mmmmph! Grrrmm!” Gina grumbled, wiggling her butt around trying to shake the dart free. She was clad in a thong like the other girls but the thong had been painted to blend in with the target as well.

The man stepped over to Gina and started to pull the darts off of her rump, but they seemed to want to cling to Gina’s ample backside, resisting as they were pulled and coming off with a loud PLOP!

“Mmmph!” Gina moaned as each dart was removed.

The man saved his bullseye for last, grabbing the dart protruding from between Gina’s butt cheeks and wrenching it free.

“Eeeep!” She cried and clenched her cheeks.

The man regarded her with a smile and handed the darts to the next man in line.

“Urrggm gggmmm!” Felicia heard another muffled cry and turned her head to see Jessica being held in yet another part of the cabana.

Jessica was in a bamboo cage with a “See the viscous jungle woman! Caught in the Amazon and on display for you now!” sign above it. To go with the jungle theme, Jessica was clad in a small, leopard print thong bikini and her tanned, toned body glistened with oil. Her abs heaved with every struggle she made as did her bronzed cleavage as she struggled. Like the others, Jessica’s hands were tied behind her back but her feet were unsecured, leaving her to kick at the bars and move around her cage as gawkers all crowded and cheered, some even threw wadded up bills at her.

“Urrgg stpp!” Jessica whined through her gag.

Her gag brought her whole look together, as a piece of leopard print fabric was pulled between her lips and tied at the back of her neck.

“Ummm gllluumm bmm mmph!” Jessica protested, biting down on her gag in frustration and letting loose another volley of kicks at the bamboo cage while the gawkers giggled and took a step back.

They were all on display, all being humiliated, and if this was the bachelorette party then Felicia dreaded the wedding.

Well, more than she already was.

She turned to look back out over the pool area and saw The Queen stumbling her way towards the cabana, and Felicia instinctively stiffened. It looked like The Queen had a fresh glass of wine in her hand and was flanked by her constant shadow, Vera. Vera’s mood had been dark ever since the engagement, and the festivities tonight didn’t look like they were helping. A dark cloud seemed to hang over the red-haired woman, and it looked like she was stone cold sober.

Brad started to hum “Here Comes the Bride” as The Queen approached. She smiled as she stumbled into the cabana and heard Brad humming.

“Really Brad, you’re too sweet…” She slurred.

This really was a surreal sight for Felicia, watching the woman who had held her captive and tortured her stumbling around in a drunken haze. Vera stood close, ready to catch The Queen should she stumble, which seemed likely. The Queen stopped, swaying back and forth on her feet and eying the scene in the cabana around them.

“Do you like what I’ve done with the place?” She slurred.

“You throw quite a party.” Brad complimented.

“Why thank you, I…” She trailed off and swayed, and it looked like she was going to fall over. Vera stepped forward and grabbed The Queen by the mid-section.

“No… I’m good…” The Queen clutched her head. “I just need to sit.” She looked for somewhere to set her drink, and her eyes fell on Felicia’s delicious rump.

“Ummmph!” Felicia protested as The Queen grabbed the flimsy g-string and yanked it down, exposing her bare bottom. Then she shoved the neck of the long, slim wine glass firmly between Felicia’s buttocks.

“Hold that for me…” The Queen grumbled and sat.

“Murrrmm gggmmph!” Felicia protested, but kept her butt cheeks locked around the wine glass. As much as she hated having to hold it, she wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction of using the vibrator on her.

“My Queen, maybe we should head out for the evening.” Vera said as she helped The Queen into a chair next to Felicia.

“What? When I’m having so much fun? No!” The Queen pouted like a spoiled child.

“But you’re… tired…” Vera sighed.

“You know Vera, you’re no fun!” The Queen punctuated this by sticking her tongue out, continuing her “petulant child” routine.

Vera’s eyes went wide and she almost looked like she was going to smack The Queen right then and there, but instead she regained her composure.

“Fine, My Queen. We’ll stay some more.” She knelt down by her master, burying her annoyance and jealousy deep within her and going back to her obedient servant routine.

“Do you need anything?” Vera held both of The Queen’s hands as she asked.

“I need… I need…” The Queen fumbled for words.

“Yes?” Vera leaned forward.

“You to get up there and dance!” The Queen shouted, pointing at a small stage in the center of the cabana that was currently empty.

“I… what?” Vera stuttered.

“Dance!” The Queen jumped to her feet, bumping against Felicia’s leg in the process.

“Urrggmm!” Felicia protested, squeezing the wine glass tighter in her ass.

“I don’t…” Vera continued to stutter.

The Queen’s face darkened and she grabbed an empty glass from a nearby table and threw it at the ground near Vera’s feet, shattering it.

“I said dance! Its my bachelorette party and I want you to dance!” The Queen screamed, her face turning red.

Felicias ass tightened around the wine glass as she watched. There was something about seeing The Queen so out of control that was unnerving, and scary. All of the discipline that the dominatrix employed during her life had melted away, and now here she was without the chains, and she was showing who she really was: a spoiled child, a child that threw tantrums when she didn’t get what she wanted.

Though she still was a dangerous child.

Vera backed away from The Queen, eyes wide like a child whose parent just yelled at them. One look in The Queen’s eyes told Vera all she needed to know, that The Queen was serious. Knowing that she had no choice, Vera turned, hanging her head, and approached the stage. Like everyone else at the party, Vera wore a swimsuit, in her case a black, thong bikini that showed off her impressive physique, pale skin, and intricate tattoos. Several men turned to glance at Vera’s round, muscular behind as she walked past them.

The muscular, red-haired girl stepped up onto the stage and gave one final look towards The Queen, who only nodded, and then Vera started to sway and gyrate her body to the music.

“Oh look at her go.” The Queen smiled, retrieved her wine glass from Felicia’s tush, took a sip, and placed it back.

“Urrggmmm mmmmrrggll…” Felicia grumbled.

“She has quite a body.” Brad mentioned, watching as Vera spun and swayed her thonged ass back and forth.

Vera’s movements were fluid, coordinated, and seductive on first glance, but Felicia noticed the empty look in Vera’s eyes, and how she kept glancing back in their direction.

Her heart’s not in this at all. Not only that, but it was taking all of Vera’s will power to mask the pained expression on her face.

“Oh Brad, don’t you go wanting to add her to your list. She isn’t into men you know.” The Queen giggled at Brad.

“Oh I’m quite aware, a shame though.” Brad shrugged.

“You’ve racked up quite an impressive list for yourself already,” The Queen took another sip of wine and placed it back between Felicia’s butt cheeks. “It was particularly masterful how you delayed getting rid of those FBI ladies until you could have your fun with them.”

Brad giggled and shrugged. “Guilty as charged.”

He pulled up a chair and took a seat, and indicated for Randy to do the same. Obediently, Randy sat behind Brad.

“I owe at least half of my ladies here to you.” The Queen gestured to the cabana before her, the topless Lisa on the beach chair, Gina with the darts on her ass, and Jessica in the bamboo cage.

“Well I can’t take all the credit.” Brad played coy and humble.

“Well you’ve been a big help,” The Queen leaned forward like she was about to tell a secret. “Too bad we’ll have to get rid of them soon.”

“Urrrmm?” Felicia moaned.

What?

“Oh not you, silly!” The Queen giggled and patted Felicia on the butt cheek.

“Mrrrmmm mrrroo…” Felicia whined, feeling the wine glass quiver between her cheeks and quickly clenched her ass in order to keep a tighter hold on it.

Brad’s jaw had dropped though, and behind him, Randy looked just as stupefied.

“What… I mean… excuse me?” Brad tried to keep up his easy going facade but it was fading.

“After the wedding all of these girls are going to be sold,” The Queen once again gestured to the cabana around her. “Except this one, of course.” The Queen grabbed Felicia’s thigh to emphasize.

“Mmmph! Mmmoo!” Felicia whined, feeling her grip on the wine glass loosening.

“But…” Brad stammered, his eyes straying to Gina. Behind him, Randy’s gaze was shifting between Brad and Lisa, who right now was having her ass rubbed down by an older man in swim trunks.

“Mmmmph mmmo!” She whined as the man slathered her backside in a generous amount of tanning oil.

“Do you have a problem with it?” The Queen was daring him, begging Brad to question her.

“But Gina, she was going to be mine.” Brad took his eyes away from Gina and to The Queen.

The Queen looked at Brad for a moment and then let out a big, hearty laugh.

“Yours? Gina, oh Brad.” She laughed again, a light, fluttery laugh this time.

“After all I’ve done, she was to be-” Brad started, but The Queen cut him off with another round of laughter.

“All you’ve done…” She said between giggles.

“You just said-” Brad went on before she had another burst of laughter.

“You’ve been useful yes, but you forget your place.” The Queen got ahold of herself, and kept her tone light and conversational.

Behind him, men started to cheer and whoop at the dancing Vera, much to her chagrin.

“I captured Shelly and Tanya for us.” Brad grunted. He was doing his best to seem relaxed but his facade was quickly falling away.

“And where are they now? Shelly is missing and we let Tanya go.”

“That’s not my-” Brad started but was cut off again.

“Not to mention that we lost my favorite bounty hunter when I sent her to look for Shelly.”

“None of that was my fault. If anything that’s Felicia’s, Jessica’s, and yours.” Brad blurted. Randy gasped at Brad’s blatant outburst, and even The Queen stiffened.


Felicia froze too, expecting another blow up from The Queen. Instead, she slowly crossed her legs, smiled, took a sip from her wine, and placed her glass back between Felicia’s ass cheeks.

“You forget yourself Brad.” The Queen scolded him like a teacher scolding an out of line student.

“I’ve done so much for this organization, I got rid of the FBI, and I brought in Gina-”

“You did that only after making us wait so you could have your fun and games with them. You’re a boy, Brad.” The Queen dismissed him.

Brad’s fists tightened and he glared at her, but The Queen continued.

“You have been very productive for us, but you forget the order of things,” She held up a hand above her head. “This is Ace, Ace is the top, and right under him is me.” She lowered her hand slightly.

“I know-” Brad tried to cut her off but she continued.

“Then King,” She lowered her hand again. “And waaaaay, waaay, way down here is you.” She lowered her hands down past her knees.

“I’ve replaced Jack-” Brad interjected.

“But we haven’t given you the title of “Jack” yet. You’re too new. This is a try out, one that you’ve been excelling at.”

Brad sat back and glared at her.

“So,” The Queen continued. “I admit that you did get rid of the FBI, and pinning it on Gina was a masterstroke, but keeping her here is still too much of a liability.”

“But I told the FBI that she skipped town and they bought it.” Brad pleaded.

“Yes, but she’s still too much of a liability, so we’ll have to get her far, far away from here.” The Queen sat back, indicating that the conversation was over.

Brad glowered at her, and behind him, Randy was now staring forlornly at Lisa.

“So yes, after the wedding Gina, Jessica, and Lisa will be auctioned off because they’re just becoming too much of a handful. So we’ll sell them and net a hefty profit and move on with our lives.”

Brad must have realized that he wasn’t winning this argument, and instead sat back and stared at The Queen.

“Go,” She dismissed him with a wave of her hand. “Go, get a drink, and take your lapdog with you.” She motioned to Randy, who perked up at the insult.

Brad glared at her for a moment longer and then stood.

“Come on Randy” He sighed and stepped away.

Randy hovered for a moment longer, but Brad grabbed his arm and lead him away from The Queen and Felicia.

“As for you…” The Queen got up for a moment and dragged her chair over so that it was in front of Felicia, and sat again.

Felicia glared at her captor and continued squeezing her ass cheeks around the wine glass.

“I would never get rid of you.” The Queen stroked the gag around Felicia’s mouth.

“Urrggg ggmmm…” Felicia grumbled.

“Oh Felicia, sometimes I wish we could talk like a normal couple.” The Queen pouted.

“Ulllm bbbmmm mmpph.” Felicia responded.

“But there’s that fire in you, that inner passion that I love so much.” The Queen patted Felicia on the cheek.

“Urfffmm” Felicia turned her head away.

The Queen grabbed Felicia by the chin.

“Mmmph!” Felicia protested, and The Queen turned her head towards Vera, still dancing on the stage to a crowd of salivating men.

“Look at her, she hates it, I can tell.” The Queen forced Felicia to watch as Vera continued to half heartedly dance for the crow of onlookers.

“But she would never defy me, in fact, she would do whatever I asked.” The Queen let go of Felicia’s chin, and the bound woman turned away from the dancing Vera.

“That’s boring, having someone who will never challenge you, who will always obey.” The Queen was staring deep into Felicia’s eyes as she talked, and Felicia saw something in The Queen’s drunken, bloodshot eyes…

Affection, genuine affection. That was why The Queen “loved” Felicia and picked her over Vera.

“Oh, Felicia…” The Queen grabbed her by either side of the head and held her straight so that she couldn’t look away.

“Mmmmm! Ufff!” Felicia, doing her best to turn away.

“I wish… I just wish…” The Queen started to lean in, and, knowing exactly what was coming next, Felicia leaned back, trying to turn her head away but couldn’t thanks to The Queen’s grasp.

Then The Queen used one hand to pull down the cloth gagging Felicia. No sooner did the gag fall away then Felicia spit out the smaller, wadded cloth that had been stuffed into her mouth.

“Just you wait, if you think I’m willful now just wait until-ummm!” Felicia was cut off by The Queen planting her mouth against her lips.

It was a long, drunken, and sloppy kiss. Felicia felt her eyes go wide in surprise and instinctively tried to wriggle out of it.

Then she felt her ass involuntarily let go of the wine glass and heard it shatter on the ground between her feet.

Oh no…

Felicia froze, mid-kiss, and felt every muscle in her body stiffen. The Queen broke off the kiss and sat back.

“Oh, Felicia…” The Queen smiled.

“No, wait, Queen…” Felicia pleaded, but The Queen’s sadistic smile told her everything she needed to know.

The Queen stooped down and picked up the small cloth that had been wadded into Felicia’s mouth, and then reached out with it.

“Queen, wait, I-uulllm!” Felicia’s pleads were cut off by The Queen shoving the cloth back into her mouth. Before she could spit it out, The Queen lifted the thick, white cloth up from around her neck and pulled it over her mouth.

“Ummmph! Mmmlloo! Gmmmph!” Felicia continued to plead through the gag, but The Queen had stood and was making her way behind Felicia.

“Urrrf! Mmmo! Pffsss!” Felicia was shaking her head and pleading now.

She didn’t want this humiliation, on top of all of her other humiliations. Plus she had been doing so well, she could have held out…

But it was the Queen! She wanted Felicia to fail, and would have done everything in her power to see it happen.

As Felicia watched The Queen pick up the remote attached to the vibrator tied between her legs, she realized that sooner or later this would have happened. There had been no point in resisting, there never had been.

The Queen held up the remote, smiled, and switched it on.

“URRFFF!” Felicia stiffened jerked against her bonds as she felt the machine roar to life, instantly sending a sharp jolt of sensation between her legs.

And then it grew, becoming more and more intense.

“Urrrgg… mmmpph… mmmpp!” Felicia grunted and sighed into her gag, and turned her head to see The Queen turning the vibrator up to its maximum setting.

“Urrgg...ggmmmfff… mmmm….” Felicia grunted, feeling her entire lower body shaking and quivering from the sensation.

It was overpowering, and despite Felicia’s attempts to push it down the feeling of arousal between her legs became overstimulating, a sharp, electric stinging vibrating through her whole body.

“Urrfff mmmurrff… mmmmm…” Felicia moaned, and noticed male onlookers gathering around, watching as she shuddered on top of the vibrator like it was a bucking bronco.

“Mmmoo… ggummfff…” She sighed, closing her eyes and trying to will herself to ignore the sensation taking over her body.

When she opened them, a small crowd had gathered around her, while The Queen was heading to the bar to get a fresh glass of wine.

31.

“Welcome to Marston’s Pointe!” read the sign, complete with a cartoonish depiction of a busty, bikini clad woman standing on a sunny beach. As they drove past the sign, Janet once again couldn’t believe that it had been over a year since this had all started. Over a year since the new Sheriff, Felicia, came by to investigate vandalism at her bar, and Janet noticed that the tights Felicia was wearing were so thin and tight that she could see Felicia’s skimpy, white thong underneath. Felicia of course, countered when the shorts Janet was wearing hung low, revealing the pink thong that she was intending to wear to the beach that day.

So much had happened since then, and here she was, driving back into the belly of the beast alongside a woman who had kidnapped her and Felicia over a year ago. After passing the sign and crossing into the town limits, Janet turned and looked at Caitlyn, who was staring out the window with a blank look on her face. Caitlyn always seemed to have that look on her face, and as they had gotten to know each other during their time on the run, Janet realized how Caitlyn had been so easily roped into Gina’s kidnapping scheme. Though Caitlyn seemed a sweet girl at heart, she was naive and trusting, which made her easy to take advantage of. Part of Janet felt bad for Caitlyn for trusting and going along with Gina, which ended up landing her in this situation.

“We’re gonna make one quick stop before we go to the Sheriff’s station.” Janet explained, and Caitlyn nodded. Not that Janet expected resistance from her.

It had been an uneventful road trip from Shana’s place to Marston’s Pointe, though that didn’t make Janet lower her guard. After they had fled the mansion, they found a thrift store and loaded up on clothing, and then to a nearby gas station where they stocked up on snacks and fuel. Janet had a feeling that Shana would have her credit cards shut off quickly after she realized they were gone, and she wanted to get as much out of them as she could before that. Plus, there was a possibility that Shana wouldn’t have them shut off and instead would try and track their spending as a way of finding them.

Janet made sure to drive extra careful too so that they wouldn’t get pulled over, though she doubted that Shana would report the car as stolen. If she did report the vehicle as stolen then that could open her up to being exposed if the police found Caitlyn and Janet before her. So far though, Janet hadn’t seen any indication that Shana was looking for them. Maybe she tried but couldn’t pick up their trail?

Or maybe she was content living with Eva and decided to let Caitlyn and Janet be.

Or maybe Shana was running too, terrified that Janet and Caitlyn were going to go to the police.

Janet smiled at that last possibility, thinking that Shana would spend the rest of her days looking over her shoulder in fear. She liked that one. Let Shana think that the cops will be breaking down her door any minute now, Janet had more important matters to attend to.

She turned onto Main Street, driving past the rows of familiar shops and restaurants. It was the height of the summer season again, and tourists in shorts and flip-flops were crowding the sidewalks. As she drove, she saw a few familiar faces, vacationers that spent the summers in Marston’s Pointe and the local townsfolk that she had come to know her whole life, and a few faces she recognized that used to be regulars at her bar. Janet didn’t linger on them to see if they recognized her.

Oh hey Janet! Long time no see! Where have you been? She imagined them saying.

Oh you know, been spending the past year as a captive. How about you?

After a few turns, she slowed down and pulled to the curb but didn’t park. She didn’t expect to linger long.

Her bar was still standing, which surprised her seeing how Ace had once tried to blow it up. Looks like he had even kept the name. The only difference was the sign in the front window.

“Now under new ownership!”

Janet narrowed her gaze at the bar and gripped the steering wheel so hard she felt that she might snap it.

“Oh,” Caitlyn sighed from the passenger seat. “Oh God, I’m so sorry.” She crossed her hands under her considerable cleavage.

“Not your fault.” Janet lied.

“I… I’m still sorry.” Caitlyn looked away.

Janet wasn’t angry at her though. In fact, she still felt sorry for her, but there was no denying that Caitlyn had played a part in this.

“Well, nothing we can do about it now.” Janet pulled away from the curb and left her old bar behind them.

“Maybe, when this is all over, they’ll let you buy it back or something.” Caitlyn consoled her.

“I doubt it. Ace isn’t the charitable type.” Janet shrugged.

“Ace?” Caitlyn furrowed her brow.

“He had been after my bar for a while, my absence gave him the perfect opportunity.” Janet added.

“I’m sorry…” Caitlyn repeated

“You can make up for it by helping me get Felicia back and take him down.” Janet smiled, hoping that would cheer Caitlyn up a bit.

It did, and the girl offered her a bubbly smile.

“Okay!” She beamed, and turned to look out the passenger window again.

In another few minutes they were there…

The Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department.

Janet parked in the small lot outside the building and stared at it, trying to get a sense of what was waiting inside. There were only two cruisers parked out front, and no one went in or out.

“Are you sure this is such a good idea?” Caitlyn asked, voicing Janet’s thoughts out loud.

No, I don’t. Janet thought, but it’s the logical first place to start.

Last she knew, Shelly and Tanya were running the Sheriff’s Department, and orchestrated whatever happened at the docks a year ago. Janet had no idea if Shelly and Tanya were still running the police department or not, but Janet had a feeling they weren’t after things went so wrong on the docks.

Either way, they had to know something, or whoever replaced them would know something, something that could push Janet in the right direction.

“Look, stay here.” Janet unbuckled her seat belt.

“But…” Caitlyn protested, leaning forward to undo her seat belt.

“Look,” Janet grabbed the larger girl’s arm. “I don’t know what’s waiting for me in there, but I’m going to poke my head in and see if there’s trouble. If there is, then I’m going to run like hell so I’m going to need you to be ready to take off if so. Also, if I’m not out in fifteen minutes, come in after me. You’re my back-up.”

“I’m your back-up.” Caitlyn nodded.

“Right,” Janet patted her arm. “Now get in the front seat and be ready to go.” With that, Janet exited the car while Caitlyn got out and switched to the front seat.

Then Janet was crossing the distance between the parking lot and the front of the Sheriff’s Station, every step bringing her closer and closer, and with every step, her heart was pounding faster and faster in her chest.

Stupid Janet! This is stupid! Just get back in the car and drive off!

She balled her fists and kept walking, ignoring that voice in her head.

Where else am I going to start? This is the best chance I have!

She was just going to check in, and if it looked like trouble, she was going to back out. That was it.

Get in, get out. Easy and quick. She just had to be on her guard and ready for anything.

Ready for anything…

Then she was at the glass double doors at the front, and peered inside, hoping to get an idea of what was waiting on the inside.

It looked almost abandoned. The front reception desk where the ancient deputy used to sit, Cringe was her name? That desk now sat empty. Strange because that old lady never seemed to leave that desk.

Maybe she retired after all the craziness of the past year. Janet thought, which would be a smart move on Cringe’s part if she did.

Not seeing any movement inside, Janet pulled open on the doors and stepped inside, and was immediately blasted by a jet of cool air coming from the AC. Instinctively she crossed her arms over her chest, now wishing she had worn something other than a black tank top and jeans.

Then again, she took what she could get and could fit at the thrift store.

She stepped through the other set of double doors and was inside the station. The first thing that struck her was how quiet it was. There were no voices, no music…

Then the radio at the front desk hissed, and Janet thought her heart would jump out of her chest right then and there. She gasped and jumped, clutching at the ample cleavage exposed by the small tank top.

Voices chattered on the radio, and Janet stood for a minute and listened.

Isn’t there someone manning the radios? A dispatcher or something?

But there was no one. She waited for another minute, listening to the chatter, and then stepped past the desk and into the police bullpen, where she was greeted by familiar sight.

James Randy, reclining at his desk with his feet up, reading a fitness magazine with a picture of a blond woman in a bikini on the cover.

Some things never change. Janet thought, stopping when she saw Randy.

He must have detected movement, and turned to face her and did a double take, his eyes going wide with shock and surprise as his jaw dropped, then he sat up and slapped his magazine face down on the desk.

“Oh… Janet… I … Uh….” Randy stuttered, sitting up and adjusting his pants.

Was that an erection he was concealing?

“Hello Randy.” Janet smiled and took a few steps towards him.

Randy finished adjusting his pants and stood up with his hands on his hips. Immediately, his eyes fell on her cleavage and Janet rolled her eyes.

Some things never do change.

“Janet… wow… I… um…” He stuttered.

“It’s good to see you too.” She smiled and stepped towards him again.

“I… I heard…” He continued.

“What did you hear?” She crossed her arms, genuinely curious as to what the word was about her.

“You ran away… that you ran away.” He swallowed hard and placed a hand on his desk.

“Is that so?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah… that… well Tanya Donnelly said she saw you and Felicia… umm… on the beach, you… you were… naked…”

“Well actually Felicia was naked, I was in my underwear.” Janet corrected.

It looked like Randy was going to have a heart attack right there, but he swallowed and stood straight.

“Right… well everyone thought you two… ran away together…” His eyes shifted as he spoke and Janet detected beads of sweat gathering on his forehead.

Why is he acting so weird? She wondered. Randy had always been awkward before, but this, this was… something else.

Was he nervous? Was he hiding something?

“Are Tanya and Shelly still running things?” Janet decided to go for it, meeting Randy right in the eye as she asked the question.

“No… I mean… what?” He swallowed again and shifted uncomfortably.

“Did you know that while Tanya was spreading rumors about us that we were being held right there?” Janet pointed to the door leading to the holding cells.

Randy turned and looked at the door, and then back to her.

“No… no…” He shook his head.

“Yes, us and Gina and her friends too. They sold us on the docks last year.”

Randy seemed to be getting paler as she spoke.

“Oh… oh are you… okay?”

“Well, I’m here now, aren’t I?”

“What… what about the others?” Randy asked. He was sweating, and she could see it collecting under his shirt.

“Why don’t you sit down, Randy.” She stepped forward and gently pushed against his chest.

Randy stumbled back and then took a seat in his chair. Janet knew Randy well enough to know how to play him, and she was now convinced he knew more than he was letting on.

She sat on the edge of his desk and used her arms to push her breasts together while leaning forward, and his eyes strayed immediately to her cleavage.

“So are Tanya and Shelly still running things?” She sighed.

“No, they aren’t.” A voice answered from the back of the bullpen, and both Janet and Randy jumped when they heard it.

Randy seemed to let out a sigh of relief and sat back in his chair, and Janet looked up to see who had spoken. She stood up from Randy’s desk and looked towards the Sheriff’s office, where a well built young man with slicked back dark hair stood. His tan uniform shirt clung to his well muscled upper body, and the gold star on his chest told her he was the new Sheriff in town.

“Tanya and Shelly disappeared about a year ago, so if you have any information, I’d be eager to hear it.” The young man strolled towards her, held out his hand, and smiled.

“Sheriff Brad Arnold.” He had a winning smile, a smile that Janet got the feeling helped Brad go far in life.

He seemed young too. Too young to be Sheriff.

“Janet, Janet Rossi.” She shook his hand.

“Well, that’s one name I can cross off our extensive missing persons list.” He smiled.

“It seems so.” Janet let go of his hand and stepped back, glancing back at Randy.

Randy seemed to relax a bit now that Brad had taken control of the situation.

Who was this kid? How did he become Sheriff?

Then there was that last name…

Arnold!

“So, Brad Arnold?” She raised her eyebrows quizzically.

“Yes, I am related to Shelly by marriage. She’s my “ex” step-mother, and that’s where our similarities end.” Brad’s tone was apologetic as he spoke.

Still, seemed fishy to her that Shelly disappears and then her “ex” step-son steps up to fill the void.

“So, I think I have a lot of questions for you Ms. Rossi,” Brad continued. “If you would step into my office, I think we can have a little chat.” Brad motioned towards the Sheriff’s office at the back of the bullpen.

“Oh, and I have a lot of questions for you too.” Janet placed her hands on her hips.

“Is that so?” Brad raised his eyebrows now.

“Both of you actually.” Janet took a step back and leaned against a desk.

“Well, like I said, if you want to step into my office we can sit and have a little chat.” Brad once again motioned to the open office door.

“Why can’t we have a chat out here.” Janet shrugged.

Brad sighed and chuckled. “I guess we can do that.”

“What happened to Tanya and Shelly?” Janet asked, and watched as Randy turned to Brad.

“They disappeared a year ago. Last I heard there was a party, both women got into an altercation, and that was the last anyone saw of them.” Brad shrugged.

“What do you know about a shoot out at the docks a year ago?” Janet crossed her arms when she asked.

Brad chuckled again. “Why do I get the feeling like this is a quiz?”

“At the docks a year ago I was sold to traffickers and then a gun fight broke out. What do you know?” She asked again.

“I’d be curious to hear about how you got away from those traffickers and if anyone else did.” Brad leaned against a desk.

Why is he avoiding my questions? Janet thought. Furthermore, Randy kept shifting his gaze to Brad, as if waiting to see how Brad would react to things.

“Answer my questions first.” Janet pressed.

Brad sighed again.

“There was a shoot out at the docks in an abandoned part of town,” Brad explained. “It was an FBI bust that went south and things got complicated between the FBI, members of an organization of international traffickers, and members of the organization belonging to the crime lord known as Ace.”

“What happened to the FBI agents that were involved?” Janet pressed.

“They worked the case for several months after that and disappeared. One of my deputies, Gina Dollson, was suspected of being involved but she disappeared before-” Brad went on but Janet cut him off.

“Gina? Gina was involved? She was your deputy?” Janet was legitimately flabbergasted.

What?
“Gina approached me and asked to be reinstated and I agreed, but what I didn’t know was that Gina had been involved in a kidnapping plot revolving around her predecessor, Felicia Fetters, and well, you.” Brad gestured to her and smiled.

Janet’s jaw dropped. She obviously knew about Gina kidnapping her and Felicia, but Gina abducting FBI agents? That didn’t seem to make sense.

“But she… kidnapped other women?” Janet asked.

“We suspect that she had been working with a trafficking organization and when the agents got too close, she abducted them and sold them into slavery to keep them quiet.” Brad explained.

This doesn’t make any sense! Janet didn’t trust Gina at all, but that didn’t seem like something Gina would do. Gina kidnapped Felicia for revenge, and she wanted to stop Ace just as much as they did. Plus if Caitlyn was to be believed, and she had no reason to lie, Gina had second thoughts about kidnapping Janet and Felicia and was going to set them free.

Not to mention that Gina had started to show signs of remorse towards the end, and had several times offered to let them go if they would keep their mouths shut. Of course both Janet and Felicia refused.

There was something else going on here.

“I don’t… this doesn’t make any sense.” Janet stood and turned towards the door.

“Wait,” Brad rushed toward her and grabbed her by the arm. “We still have a lot to go over.”

Janet winced. His grip was so… strong! She tugged but he didn’t let go of her arm.

“Let go of me.” She warned, but Brad kept his grip on her.

“Why don’t you come sit in my office and we can have a talk.” He smiled, still keeping his vice like grip on her arm.

Janet glared at him.

“Maybe later.” She pulled again but he still kept his hand wrapped tight around her arm.

“You’re hurting.” She continued, tugging again, but Brad didn’t let go.

“Come sit down, we’ll chat some more.” Brad’s tone told her that it wasn’t a question.

“Get… off.. me!” Janet said through gritted teeth, and with all of her strength pulled against him and bolted towards the door.

Brad pulled back, causing Janet to lose her balance and tumble back. Suddenly Randy was on her other side and grabbing her other arm.

“No, get off of me!” She cried, scrambling and kicking her feet as both men held her arms.

She knew it! They were hiding something for sure!

“Oh come on Janet, we have a lot of questions for you.” Brad smiled, twisting her arm behind her back.

“Helllp! Helllp! He-ULLLLP!” Janet’s cries were cut off by Brad clamping his other hand over her mouth.

“Hurrrrpph! Hurrrpp! Hhlllp!” Janet continued to cry as they held her tight. She continued to squirm and kick in their grasp.

“Shit, what do we do with her?” Randy asked as Janet tried to twist out of their grasp.

“Put the cuffs on her,” Brad ordered. “And let’s get her out of here.”

“Mmmrrroo! Hullllp! Mmmrrh!” Janet moaned as she felt Randy slap cuffs on one of her wrists.

Caitlyn, where are you?

***

Ugh, damn wedgies. Caitlyn sighed and shifted in the driver’s seat, pulling at the leather thong she wore under the ill-fitting, thrift store jeans she wore. Unsurprisingly, she couldn’t find underwear when they went clothes shopping at the thrift store, but Caitlyn probably wouldn’t trust underwear bought second hand anyway, so she stuck with the leather panties that she had been forced to wear when she was a captive of Shana.

She had ditched the bra though. That thing was way too restrictive and uncomfortable, and instead went bra-less under the henley shirt that she wore unbuttoned to show off her cleavage. One thing she couldn’t wait for was when this was all over and she could buy proper clothes again.

When would this be all over though? Somehow she got the feeling that there was still a lot to go in this journey.

How long has she been in there? Caitlyn looked towards the doors leading into the Sheriff’s station. Janet had said fifteen minutes, had it been that long? Somehow it seemed like an eternity. With the car turned off, she couldn’t watch the clock on the stereo to keep track of time, and didn’t have a cell phone either. Should she go in and check on Janet? Or give it a few minutes?

What a good look out I’m turning out to be… Caitlyn grumbled and shifted in her seat, feeling the tight, leather underwear once again riding uncomfortably up. She grumbled and adjusted herself again.

Maybe I can ask Janet if we can see if the credit cards still work and we can buy normal underwear. She thought as she adjusted herself, and then the thought occurred to her to just get rid of the uncomfortable underwear.

Just go commando, no one will notice. As if to confirm, Caitlyn surveyed the parking lot around her but other than the two police cruisers, she was alone.

Knowing her luck, as soon as she dropped her pants that would be when Janet emerged from the station.

Oh well… She shrugged. Her and Janet had seen plenty of each other already.

Caitlyn reached down to unbutton her jeans when she saw movement inside the police station, and she bolted up right and gripped the steering wheel. On the other side of the glass double doors, she what looked like two men in police uniforms with a woman in between them.

The men pushed through on set of doors and were approaching the second set when Caitlyn noticed that the woman between them was Janet, and she wasn’t walking with them…

She was being shoved along.

Then men opened the second set of double doors and emerged outside with Janet struggling valiantly between them. Caitlyn recognized one of the men as Randy, the quiet deputy that was always gawking at her and the other girls, but she didn’t know the other man. He was young, maybe a little younger than her, and had one hell of a body and thick dark hair.

Honestly Caitlyn realized she would have found him cute if not for the circumstances.

Janet was struggling between both men with her hands cuffed behind her back. Randy held her by the arms and was guiding her towards one of the police cars while the younger guy held one of his hands over her mouth and used the other to push her along with Randy. Despite Janet’s struggles, the two men pushed her along easily.

Caitlyn felt herself break out in a cold sweat and grip the steering wheel.

Oh no! What do I do?

Should she intervene? Rush over and try and save Janet?

Those men had guns though, and she didn’t.

As she watched, the men stopped by one of the police cruisers and the young, muscular one held Janet, still with his hand over her mouth, as Randy opened the back door.

Think Caitlyn, think

The muscular young man dragged Janet into the back of the cruiser with him, still keeping his hand clamped over her mouth. It looked like Janet was still kicking and struggling in the back as he kept a grip on her. Meanwhile, Randy stepped around to the driver’s side.

Get out and save her! The voice in Caitlyn’s head told her, but she still sat frozen.

If you try and save her, you’ll only end up captured yourself! Another voice in her head told her, and that voice was right. What good would she be to the other girls if she was captured too?

Randy got into the driver’s side and started the engine, all the while Janet continued to kick and struggle against the other man in the backseat with her.

What do I do? What do I do? Caitlyn’s mind raced.

Call the cops!

Wait, they are the cops!

What could she do when the cops were the kidnappers?

Wait, she used to be a cop! Well, maybe she was still a cop? It was unclear. Either way, Janet, and maybe the other girls needed her, and she couldn’t let them down.

Okay, think, what would a cop do then?

The squad car started to pull out of the parking lot.

Follow them!

Yes, that was it! Follow them and at least find out where they were taking Janet. Caitlyn fumbled with the keys and turned on the engine just as the police cruiser pulled onto the road. She resisted the urge to peel out of her parking space and speed after them, knowing that would draw attention to her. If she wanted to successfully follow them then she couldn’t draw attention.

Her hands were trembling around the steering wheel as she pulled onto the road after the police car, and it still felt like it took every ounce of her will not to speed up after them. There were now a few cars between her and the police cruiser, but she told herself that was good. In the movies, people always knew they were being followed because there was a car always right behind them. At least now it would be harder to notice her.

She was soaked in sweat now, and rolled down the window slightly, letting in a blast of summer heat as she followed the police cruiser. From this far back, she couldn’t see the backseat and if Janet was still struggling or not.

So if she was able to follow the police car to where they were taking Janet then what? Would she have to swoop in and rescue Janet?

She couldn’t do it on her own, especially now that the cops were involved.

What about Randy? She knew he had always been a creep but had he always been with the bad guys too?

Ahead of her, the police car turned, and she turned to follow, still staying a good distance behind it.

Would she have to come up with a rescue plan? Planning was never her strong suit, that’s why she was with Gina. Gina was always good with plans.

What if they take Janet to where they have the others? Can I free them by myself?

Caitlyn knew that she couldn’t. Hell, she would be lucky if she followed them without being caught.

She needed help, but who could she go to? Who could she trust?

The police car made another turn, and she turned too, still maintaining a good distance from it.

Who could she go to for help?

Suddenly a thought popped into her head, and she shuddered.

No, bad idea!

It was a thought of who to go to for help, but there was no way she could get them to help her. No way in hell they would agree. Plus the other girls wouldn’t have it.

The other girls really aren’t in a position to argue!

Suddenly Caitlyn realized that there were only two women that she could go to for help, and it was a crap shoot if they actually would. They would sooner capture her again than help her.

Unless I gave them something they wanted…

Yes, that was it. She would make an offer, one they couldn’t resist, in exchange for asking them to help her.

She tightened her grip on the wheel and sat up, focusing on the police car ahead, realizing that if she somehow pulled this off then she had an even taller order in store for her.

Caitlyn was going to offer herself to Shana and Eva in exchange for their help in freeing the other girls.

32.

One thing Felicia never thought would happen in a million years was having Gina at her wedding. Another thing that she never thought would happen would be having Gina serve as her Maid of Honor, but here she was. Then again, it wasn’t like either of them had a choice or say in the matter seeing how they were both at the wedding as bound and gagged prisoners.

Or in Felicia’s case, a bound and gagged Bride-to-be.

“Hrrrggg…” She grunted into her gag and pulled against the chains tethering her hands to a loop in the floor for what felt like the thousandth time, but the ropes held firm.

“Hrrggg…. Grrrrmmm…” Felicia bit down on the white, satin sash tied tightly in her mouth that prevented her from talking and pulled on the bonds again, but they held firm.

“Urrrfff mmmp!” She grunted in disgust and turned away from her chained hands towards the officiant of the day’s festivities, Judge Reichenbacher, who stood a few feet away, still clad in his judge’s robes, and smiled at her.

“Grrrmmpph!” She bit into her gag and turned away from the man.

Felicia had heard of Reichenbacher during her brief time as Sheriff but never met the man, though she wasn’t surprised to find out that Ace had a powerful Marston’s Pointe judge in his pocket.

Once again though, Felicia was surprised to find that Ace wasn’t in the crowd for the wedding, or if he was, then he was still playing it incognito. She turned to look out at the guests at her “wedding”. Even now that was an absurd thought, but the past year had been so absurd and surreal that she had gotten used to it.

Most of the guests were made up of The Queen’s army of concubines and men in very expensive suits, most likely clients and associates of Ace and The Queen. All of them watched her and her bridesmaids with baited breath, and some, mostly men, looked to be salivating over the sight of her and the other bound girls.

“Hurrgg ggmm…” Felicia sneered and turned away.

From what she could tell, they were getting married in one of the rooms of the compound that she had been held in for the past year, and string lights hung from the ceiling and ran along the walls. Felicia herself stood framed in front of a flower arch that would have been beautiful if not for the circumstances. Of course the flowers matched the bouquet that was currently tied to her hands as well. Lengths of wire had been wrapped around the bouquet and then her hands and then the cuffs around her hands which were attached to a small length of chain that ran to a loop in the floor. The chain was long enough that she could move and shift somewhat but not enough to really do anything. Her feet too were also manacled together and then a length of cord ran from the manacles to the loop in the floor as well.

But it was what Felicia was wearing that was drawing everyone’s hungry gaze. She wore white heels over lacy white stockings that ran all the way up to her thigh and were held up by a white corset with garters. To round it out, she had one a small, white bra which considerably pushed up her well oiled and glittered cleavage, and a small, white thong. Like her cleavage, her ass had been oiled up and splattered with glitter as well. A white veil hung in front of her face and she was gagged with a length of thick white sash.

A blushing bride to be… Felicia mentally grumbled.

Her “Bridesmaids” were dressed in similar attire. Gina stood a few feet behind Felicia, clad in blue lingerie. Like Felicia, she wore heels, stockings, and a gartered corset, and her bra pushed her already massive cleavage up to ridiculous proportions, and she wore a small, blue g-string. Her hands were manacled in front of her and attached to a chain that ran to a loop in the floor, and Gina, like the other bridesmaids, had a small bouquet of flowers of her own secured to her hands and manacles. Unlike Felicia, Gina was gagged with a white ball-gag, and being Maid of Honor, she was responsible for the wedding ring, which was right now sitting in a box that was nestled comfortably between Gina’s heaving breasts.

Gina looked out at the crowd around them and did her best to hold her head up high, but Felicia could tell from the rapid rise and fall of her breasts that the situation had her on edge. Occasionally her eyes would flick down to the ring in the box shoved deep in her oiled and glittery cleavage.

After Gina was Jessica, who was being quite vocal into her white ball-gag.

“Hrrrmmmpph!” Jessica moaned, her bouquet shaking in her hands as she pulled on her bonds, which were attached to a chain that ran to a loop in the floor like the other’s.

“Hrrrggg! Mmmrrrm!” Jessica grunted, her eyes occasionally flicking up to the eyes of the guests on her.

She was attired similar to Gina, with the exception of her panties, which were bottomless. Instead of a usual back, her panties arched low along either of her buttocks, leaving her oiled ass cheeks and ass crack completely bare. Like Gina and Felicia, Jessica’s cleavage was oiled and glittered and heaved up and down as she struggled against her bonds.

Then finally was Lisa, clad in blue lingerie like the others but without a bra. Her massive breasts were bare and covered in oil and glitter. The muscles in her arm flexed as she strained against her manacles to no avail.

“Urrgh…” Felicia turned away from her motley crew of Bridesmaids. Honestly if this was a real wedding she wouldn’t have any of them on her party.

Then again she had no say in this wedding. She couldn’t even say “no” when The Queen proposed because of a gag in her mouth, which was how The Queen liked it.

Then the music started, “Here Comes the Bride.” It wasn’t loud but seemed deafening to Felicia coming from the speakers around her.

“Eeepp! Urrrrmm!” Felicia moaned, increasing her struggling against the chains keeping her secure.

“Urrfff mmmurrrm!” Jessica moaned, increasing her struggles as well.

A ripple went through the building, and the guests turned down the aisle as the Bride and her Bridesmaids struggled to free themselves.

“Urrmm ggrrmm…” Lisa grunted into her ball gag as she flexed her impressive biceps and tried to muscle her way out of the manacles.

“Urrffmmm mmrrooo…” Gina grumbled and looked around the room as if escape would appear just in time.

Then a hush went through the room as The Queen appeared at the other end of the aisle. Felicia followed everyone’s gaze and froze, staring wide eyed at her future wife as she started her procession down the aisle.

The Queen was clad all in black but her outfit matched Felicia’s, minus the bonds and gag. She wore black heels, stockings, and a corset and garters. Her black bra greatly accentuated her own impressive cleavage and she wore black thong panties. Like Felicia, she carried her own bouquet (also not tied to her hands) and a black veil hung in front of her face. At The Queen’s side was King, with one of his arms looped through hers. Presumably he was the one “giving her away”.

Vera trailed behind The Queen in a matching outfit, minus the veil. The red-haired girl did her best to keep her face a mask but Felicia could see the pain and jealousy in her eyes. Behind Vera was Brad and Randy, both in solid black suits with black ties.

As she got closer, The Queen beamed at Felicia.

“Urrmm mmrrroo!” Felicia shook her head, and like Gina looked around to see if there was any last minute hope of escape.

There was none. She was trapped.

Felicia turned back around to face The Queen and her wedding party, and once again found it odd that Ace wasn’t part of it.

How committed to secrecy was Ace? It seemed like almost every other member of the organization was here. Felicia supposed that she should feel odd that she was about to be forced against her will to marry this sadistic woman that had kept her as a prisoner for a year, but this had all started because Felicia wanted to get intel into Ace’s organization.

Furthermore, she had never, and promised herself she never would, given up hope that she would escape. When that day came, she would bring all of these people down. If she saw Ace then she would at least have a face to put with the name, and maybe more. Was Ace that paranoid that he wouldn’t even show his face at his second in command’s wedding though? If so then Felicia realized that she was dealing with a different kind of enemy entirely.

The Queen and her party finally reached the front just as the music swelled and came to a climax. Felicia stood, tethered to the floor and gagged, facing down her captor and soon to be wife, and The Queen smiled back, coming off as typical woman on her wedding day.

“Urrgg gmmmpph, bbbmmf!” Felicia garbled at The Queen, whose smiled broadened.

The music finished and The King stepped around and lifted the veil from The Queen’s eyes. Now un-obscured, Felicia could see the hungry, excited gaze in The Queen’s eyes. Suddenly, Felicia felt like a lamb left alone with a wolf.

“Urrrff gummfff mmmff!” Felicia barked at The King when he stepped to her and lifted her veil. She pulled her head back to resist, but he was unperturbed as he lifted her veil from her eyes and stepped back.

Upon seeing Felicia with her veil lifted, The Queen’s eyes lit up like firecrackers. The dominatrix eyed up Felicia’s gagged mouth and then her eyes moved down, over Felicia’s cleavage, and to her legs.

“Urrrpph stttp!” Felicia stepped back, suddenly feeling incredibly exposed in a room full of people.

“I can wait to tear that off of you tonight.” The Queen licked her lips and met Felicia’s gaze again.

Felicia froze and her eyes went wide.

God, can this nightmare just be over?

But she knew that this was going to be the beginning of a strange, new chapter in her captivity.

“I want to thank you all for coming today…” Judge Reichenbacher began speaking.

“Mrrrumm… mmmnnoo…” Felicia moaned, as if hoping her gagged protests would stop the proceedings, but the judge continued to ramble on.

“I have known The Queen for a long time, having been a frequent… ahem… patron of her establisment…” The Judge continued as a chuckle went through the crowd of onlookers.

“Mrrroo! Urmm mmmph!”

“I’m am so glad that The Queen found someone like Felicia here that makes her happy…” The Judge brushed Felicia’s arm.

“Urrrmmmp stpp!” Felicia shied away.

The judge continued to ramble away as The Queen beamed at him, relishing being the center of attention. Felicia turned her gaze to the crowd of onlookers to see them watching with obvious amusement.

“Grrrr…” She turned back to The Queen, and her wedding party behind her.

Vera’s eyes were welling up as the Judge continued to talk about love, marriage, and how happy The Queen was going to be with Felicia.

“Just seeing the way The Queen’s eyes light up whenever she talks about Felicia…” This seemed to strike a nerve in Vera, who winced at that.

Behind Vera, Brad winked at one of the bridesmaids. Felicia turned to see Gina shrink back and glare at him.

“Urrrmm hurrmm!” Gina muttered, staring daggers at Brad.

I wonder what the story is there? Felicia thought. Seems there was a history between these two.

Behind Brad, Randy’s gaze was settled square on Lisa’s bare chest. Lisa noticed his hungry glare on her and tried to shrink back as well.

“Mmrrroo…” She shook her head.

Felicia turned back to face Randy’s slack jawed staring at the big-breasted woman. Felicia had no love loss for Lisa, but couldn’t help but feel bad for her in this moment. Somehow, Randy’s betrayal hurt the most. Though Felicia had always thought of him as kind of an idiot, she never thought he would sink this low. It seemed though that Brad and Randy had worked out some sort of deal together, and Lisa was the object of said deal. Since The Queen had revealed that she would be selling the other girls after the wedding, no doubt Randy and Brad were looking to have their fun before they no longer had a chance.

“Now, I believe you have prepared vows.” Judge Reichenbacher motioned to The Queen.

“Oh, yes…” The Queen reached a gloved hand into her own cleavage and took out a small, folded up piece of paper.

“Felicia Fetters,” she began. “I never thought I would meet a woman like you…”

“Urrrgg mmph!” Felicia started to struggle and pull on her bonds.

“A woman that challenges me…”

“Mmmph!”

“Excites me…”

“Gllllubb!”

“And makes me want to be a better woman in every sense of the word.”

“Murrrggg mmmph!”
“I never…” The Queen started to choke up and tears welled in her eyes. “I never thought I would meet someone who makes me feel the way you do.” She finished, tears flowing now.

“Mrrroo ummph bmmf!”

“I promise to never let you go…”

“Mrrroo! Mmpph!”

“And to hold and cherish you for the rest of your days…”

“Mmmmph!”

“‘Till death do us part.” The Queen folded her vows and stuffed them back into her bra, and stared at Felicia through red, watery eyes.

King handed Queen a handkerchief and she dabbed at the tears flowing down her cheeks.

“And you Felicia, have you prepared anything?” The Judge turned to Felicia.

“Mmmrffff mrrro! Whrrrryy mmmoo mbbfff! Mmmmssstt wffft grrrummttll mmmph ggffrft oofffff ummph hrrrr! Mmrrrr gggrmm! Ummmph! Grrrbbbmm mmph mmph!” Felicia cried into her gag, and charged towards The Queen.

The tether kept her from going far, so she could only get into The Queen’s face and mumble into her gag. All the while she did, The Queen fanned herself, swooned, and smiled as if Felicia had been giving actual, heartfelt vows and now a volley of threats muffled by her gag.

“Well, if that is all for the vows then…” Judge Reichenbacher began.

“Mmrrro! Urrrrpp mmgggg gggmp!” Felicia cut him off, but he ignored her.

“… It is now time to exchange the rings.” The Judge finished.

The Queen turned to Brad, who produced a silver wedding band from his pocket. She held the ring up and turned towards Felicia.

“With this ring…” She began.

“Mmrrro!” Felicia furiously shook her head.

“… I thee wed.” The Queen smiled and grabbed Felicia’s hand.

“Uffff mmrooo!” Felicia tried to pull her hand away, but The Queen had her in one of her iron grips.

The dominatrix loosened the binding from the bouquet and handed it to Vera, who was waiting to accept it, and held one of Felicia’s hands outstretched while Felicia struggled and pulled.

“Urrrmmm mmoo! Mmmmph!” Felicia tried to twist out of The Queen’s grasp, but then felt the cool metal of the wedding ring sliding over her finger.

“Mmmph! Ummmpp ggmm!” She cried, and felt The Queen let go.

Looking down, she saw the silver ring resting comfortably around her finger. It looked and felt like it fit perfectly.

“Mmpph! Mmmrro!” Felicia moaned and shook her hand, hoping that the ring would slide loose.

It didn’t work, the ring was secure around her finger.

The Queen stepped over to Gina and reached for the box wedged tightly between her giant breasts.

“Mmmpph! Stttpp!” Gina recoiled, leaning away from The Queen’s prying hands.

But Gina had nowhere else to go, and The Queen’s hand reached down between the twin mounds of Gina’s cleavage and plucked the box free.

“Ummmph!” Gina protested, but The Queen had already turned away and opened the box, revealing a silver band matching Felicia’s.

“Oh Felicia,” The Queen looked at her, tears in her eyes. “It’s beautiful.”

“Offff gggmmm…” Felicia rolled her eyes.

With a smile, The Queen took the ring out of the box, carelessly dropping the box at her feet, and slid the ring over her finger. She stopped to admire it on her finger for a moment, and then stepped back to her place in front of Felicia.

“Well,” Judge Reichenbacher announced. “Now that you have exchanged rings, by the power vested in me…”

“Mmmoo! Mmmph ggmmph!” Felicia protested.

“Urrrfff! Mmph!”

“Ggggllbbbmm mmph!”

“Urrrgggmm mmmmph!”

All of the bridesmaids were protesting too, muffling into the large ball gags wedged in their mouths. Even Lisa, whom didn’t seem to care for Felicia was protesting. Felicia suspected that Lisa knew that nothing good would come from this for all of them, not just Felicia.

“I now pronounce you…” The Judge continued.

“Urrrggg ggmmm fffmm!” Felicia went on, as her Bridesmaids behind her also voiced their displeasure.

“Married! You may kiss!” Judge Reichenbacher threw up his hands in a flourish.

The music blasted, seeming even more deafening than before, drowning out the moans of Felicia’s bridesmaids, and then The Queen leaned forward.

For a split second, Felicia caught a glimpse of Vera, eyes red and wet from tears, which were rolling down her pale cheeks now. Most would mistake Vera’s tears as those of joy, but Felicia knew why she was really crying.

She wishes she was in my place right now. Felicia realized, just before The Queen obscured her vision.

The Queen pressed her body against Felicia, clamping one hand on the back of Felicia’s neck and the other on her buttocks.

“Mmmmph!” Felicia’s eyes widened in alarm and The Queen pulled her head forward and planted a kiss on Felicia’s gagged mouth.

“Ummm! Ggglllubb!” Felicia protested, feeling The Queen’s lips touch hers around the gag.

Behind them, everyone in the crowd were on their feet applauding the newlyweds. The Queen continued to kiss Felicia, rubbing her hands along the curve of her wife’s thonged ass as she did.

33.

Judging from the amount of food, drinks, and oiled up women in leather bikinis that Caitlyn saw going in and out of the large compound, they must be throwing one kinky party. Eva must have had the same thought because she was practically salivating at the sight of the imposing looking women in the leather bras and thongs that patrolled the area around the large compound. Right now the only thing that probably kept Eva from pouncing on them was the fact that they were armed. Then again, that didn’t stop Eva from purring at the sight of them like a great puma stalking it’s prey.

“Oh don’t worry, you’ll get your chance soon.” Shana put a hand on Eva’s shoulder in a reassuring way. Eva rubbed Shana’s hand but didn’t seem to calm.

All three of them were crouched in the woods peering out through the trees at a small clearing and then the large, grey compound beyond. Caitlyn was still amazed that a building this big seemed to exist out here at the edge of town and no one knew about it. Then again, the armed women in leather seemed to be constantly paroling the perimeter, and probably made quick work of any intruders. She had followed the police car with Janet in it all the way to the building, but the way there had been so winding and circuitous that Caitlyn had been genuinely worried that she wouldn't be able to find it again. Even though she had found the building again with Shana and Eva, they had gotten lost a few times along the way.

Eva suggested parking somewhere off the road and making their way through the woods to the compound, which was a smart move. It reassured Caitlyn that she had done the smart move by asking her and Shana for help.

Well so far… hopefully they don’t let me down. She thought, looking at the two women crouched in the woods next to her.

The whole time she had been driving back to Shana’s place she had agonized over whether or not she had been doing the right thing, and there had been several points where she almost turned around and considered trying the rescue herself. As she got closer to Shana’s mansion, she realized that walking in meant there was nothing stopping Shana and Eva from kidnapping her again. There was also chance that they weren’t even at the house, and could have left town fearing that Caitlyn and Janet would go to the police.

But she found both women at the mansion, simultaneously surprised and not happy to see her. Apparently after getting free, Shana had wanted to run but Eva convinced her to stay, somehow knowing that Caitlyn and Janet wouldn’t go to the cops. Still, Eva was just as surprised as Shana to find Caitlyn alone and at their door.

Caitlyn explained what had happened and made her pitch: if they helped her free Janet and possibly the others if they were being held there too, she would become their prisoner and play thing in return. Eva’s mouth practically watered at the proposition, and at first even Shana perked up and took interest, but then Caitlyn saw a flash of something in the older woman’s eyes, regret maybe?

Shana went on to ask about their background in law enforcement and their kidnapped friends who were also cops and made her counter offer: if she helped them, then Caitlyn would remain free, but she wanted their help in finding her daughter. There was a good chance that the same people who kidnapped Janet knew where Autumn was, or could at least point them in the right direction, so it was reasonable.

Plus, Caitlyn decided that was a better deal than spending the rest of her life as a bondage slave so she agreed. Eva seemed disappointed by this new development but didn’t voice it, but she made a counter offer of her own: she would help if they agreed to keep her on the police force after all of this

Caitlyn knew that she really was in no position to promise such a thing, but figured that if they successfully rescued Janet and possibly the other girls then she could put a good word in with Gina on Eva’s behalf, so Caitlyn agreed.

Also, that was better than the alternative of Caitlyn spending the rest of her days as a play thing for Eva.

Just don’t make me regret this, Eva. Caitlyn though. Part of her still didn’t trust Eva, but she didn’t really have a choice here.

Another pair of armed women did a circle around the large building. The exterior was all grey cement with no windows that she could see, though on the roof she thought she could see large umbrellas, like maybe a pool or something was up there? There were several loading docks in front of the compound and what looked like a driveway leading below. it Every now and then a truck would leave through the underground driveway or come in that way. Several large deliveries of food and alcohol had been dropped at the loading docks as well.

Something big was going down.

“So… what do we do now?” Caitlyn asked, shifting her gaze over Eva and Shana.

“Wait…” Eva held up a hand, her eyes on the patrol. The two women had just turned a corner, and Eva’s hungry eyes zeroed in on their tanned asses in the tight leather thongs.

“Eva, we didn’t come here to stare…” Caitlyn muttered. Was this a game to Eva?

“Shh!” Eva hissed, and waited a minute more for the patrol to disappear around a corner, and then she stood.

“Are we running for it?” Caitlyn stood but Eva backed away and motioned for her to sit.

“No! Wait here!” Eva once again motioned for Caitlyn to sit.

“But-” Caitlyn began, but Eva made a dismissive gesture.

“Wait here! I’ll be back!” Eva hissed again.

Caitlyn sighed and squatted back down next to Shana.

“Whatever you’re going to do… but careful.” Caitlyn sighed.

“Oh,” Eva smiled. “Of course.”

And with that Eva was off, slinking through the treeline after the two women. Once again Caitlyn felt the urge to go after her but decided to follow Eva’s orders and wait, though that now left her alone with Shana. Caitlyn sat down again and turned to face the older woman, the woman who had held her hostage for almost a year. Shana gave her a weak smile and turned back to the compound.

“That Eva,” she began. “She’s quite a woman.”

“I guess she is.” Caitlyn sighed.

“So you worked together?” Shana asked, no doubt trying to ease the awkwardness between them.

“Yeah, we were deputies.” Caitlyn responded.

“So you and your colleagues… did you get captured often?” Shana fumbled around the question.

“It’s… something new for us.” Caitlyn just kept focusing on the building.

Shana must have decided that she didn’t feel like pressing the issue anymore and focused on the building as well. Time passed. It may have been a few minutes but it felt like hours, and all the while, Caitlyn’s mind raced with possibilities. What if Eva got caught? Or what if Caitlyn and Shana got caught while waiting for Eva? Images of a squad of those bikini clad girls sneaking up on Caitlyn and Shana raced through her head, prompting her to keep looking over her shoulder, but it seemed that their presence in the woods had gone unnoticed.

It seemed like an eternity had passed but then Caitlyn heard footsteps approaching through the brush. She immediately stiffened and shot up, muscles tensing, ready to fight, or run.

“Relax chica, it’s just me.” Eva smiled as she approached through the woods with something held in her arms.

“Took you long enough.” Caitlyn muttered.

“Do you want this done right, or do you want to rush in and get caught too?” Eva asked, prompting Caitlyn to relax and glare at her.

Shana stood up next to Caitlyn.

“Everything go alright?” Shana asked.

“Oh… perfectly.” Eva purred, and Caitlyn could now see what she had in her arms.

It was several sets of the leather bikinis, leather masks, and she had several of the assault rifles that the guards were seen carrying slung over her shoulder.

“Here,” Eva held them out. “Put them on.”

Caitlyn looked at the leather bikinis and masks but didn’t take one. She had spent too much time wearing on when she was Shana’s prisoner. They were uncomfortable, and tight, but she also knew that this was probably the best plan they had.

“Fine…” Caitlyn sighed and took a leather top, matching bottom, and a mask. Shana also retrieved a set for herself.

Caitlyn hung the leather bikini over a tree branch and reached down to pull off her shirt when she noticed that both Shana and Eva were watching her intently.

“Well,” Caitlyn motioned with her eyes. “Turn around.”

“No offense honey,” Shana shrugged. “But it’s nothing we haven’t seen before.”

Caitlyn sighed and glared at Shana, who was already removing her top, with Eva following suit. With no other option for privacy, Caitlyn lifted her top and hung it over a branch. She had ditched her leather underwear from earlier, and wore nothing under her thin henley top. Both Eva’s and Shana’s eyes fell onto her bare chest as she lifted her shirt over her head.

Suddenly feeling their hungry eyes on her, Caitlyn turned around and pressed the leather top over her breasts. It was snug… very snug…

Why do my boobs have to be so big? She mentally cursed and stuffed her breasts into the too small top, and with a herculean effort secured the clasp at the back. Her cleavage was distracting in the top, even to her, and her breasts looked like they were trying to push their way out of the top.

Hopefully it doesn’t draw too much attention. She thought as she unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down, once again revealing that she was wearing nothing under them. Despite her back being turned, she still felt Shana and Eva’s eyes on her ass as she pushed her jeans down.

You think they would have seen enough when they had me bound and gagged!

It felt like an eternity as she pushed down her jeans, but finally she kicked them off and hung them next to her shirt, and slipped into the black leather thong. Though the thong felt a bit small and tight, it was a vast improvement over the top. Finally, she reached out and took the black leather mask Eva had brought. The mask had a zipper in the back and had an open window for her eyes and two slits for her nostrils, but nothing else.

Caitlyn sighed as she inspected the mask and turned around to face the other two. Both Eva and Shana were clad in black leather bras and thongs like her, and like her, held their masks in their hands. Shana’s leather bikini seemed to fit her pretty well, but Eva’s bottoms were a little too small and looked like they were being swallowed by her ass.

“Do we really need these?” Caitlyn held up the mask.

“We might be recognized in there.” Eva explained.

Caitlyn supposed she was right, seeing how they had been kidnapped by Ace’s men a few times, plus now Randy was working for them, and he would definitely recognize them.

She lifted her mask to put it on, but then noticed how Shana and Eva weren’t doing the same. They seemed to be watching and waiting for her.

“Go on, try it on.” Eva encouraged.

Caitlyn sighed and lifted the mask over her face. Once she had her hair bunched up in it, she zipped it shut and felt the tight leather pull tight against her skin.

“Urrrmmp!” Caitlyn cried in surprise, feeling the mask press against her jaw and lips.

Once she had the mask zipped she felt it clinging to her face. It was like a second skin with how tight it was! Not only that, she realized that it was so tight against her mouth that she could barely move her lips!

“Urrrmmm mmph! Mmm!” Caitlyn moaned, trying to speak under the mask. Looking up, she saw Eva and Shana laughing at her predicament.

“Oh whoops, shoulda seen that coming.” Eva giggled.

“Urrrggg gmm! Mmmph! Ummm mm!” Caitlyn mumbled and pointed at her mouth.

“How are you supposed to talk?” Eva asked between giggles.

“Umm hmm!” Caitlyn nodded.

“Oh don’t worry, I don’t think any of us will be talking with these masks. Just follow my lead.” With that, Eva slipped her mask over her head, and Shana followed suit.

Like Caitlyn, they bunched their hair up in the mask and then zipped it shut.

“Ummmph!” Shana cried, evidently as surprised as Caitlyn to find out how tight and muffling the mask really was.

“Ulllmm! Mmmmph!” Shana ran a hand over the front of the mask, almost like she was trying to loosen it around her mouth or something.

“Offffmm…” Eva zipped her mask shut, shuddered, and caressed her face in the tight leather mask, prompting a surprised look from Shana.

“Ohfff hmm…” Eva met the other woman’s gaze and swayed seductively while running her hands down the mask, along her breasts, and to her hips.

“Umm hmm…” Shana nodded approvingly.

“Offff ggddd…” Caitlyn sighed and rolled her eyes. Both women looked at her and shrugged.

Lastly, Eva handed one of the assault weapons to Shana, who slung it over her shoulder. Caitlyn took one as well and followed suit.

“Cmmmn umm hmm!” Caitlyn gestured to the large compound impatiently.

“Uffff,” Eva rolled her eyes. “Cmm mmnn.” She made a follow gesture with her hands and went off through the woods, with Caitlyn and Shana following.

The three of them made a strange sight in the woods, three women in leather thongs and bondage masks walking in a line through the trees, but then again nothing about the past year had made much sense. Eva seemed to have a plan and know where she was going, or so Caitlyn hoped.

Come to think of it, how did she get these bikinis? Caitlyn wondered, and wished that she could talk so she could ask Eva.

She got her answer soon enough though, as they continued on and Caitlyn heard the sounds of muffled voices drifting through the woods. Ahead, through the trees, was another strange sight.

“Urrrmmm mmph!”

“Hllummmph! Hmmmph!”

“Llllfff mmmeee gggpphhoo!”

Three women were stripped completely naked and tied to trees. One had golden blond hair, and another dark hair with purple highlights, and the last girl had dark skin and long dreads. All three were tied with their backs against the tree trunks and arms tied behind them, and were gagged with thick white cloths wrapped around their mouths. They were tied to the side of the trees facing away from the compound so if another patrol passed, they wouldn’t see three of their own tied up and naked. When they saw three bikini clad women coming through the woods towards them, they perked up and increased their struggles ten-fold, and Caitlyn realized that the captured women probably thought the three of them were on their side.

“Hrrry! Hulllp!”

“Ummm hmmm! Mmpph!”

“Gggllumm mmmph grrff!”

As they got closer, Caitlyn could see that their nude bodies were glistening with oil, which accentuating their straining muscles as they fought to get free. Caitlyn noticed that the blond was well endowed, and her breasts heaved up and down as she struggled, though her breasts were nowhere near Caitlyn’s size.

It must be her clothes that I’m wearing. Caitlyn looked down at her breasts, still pressing against the feeble bikini top, and then up to the fiercely struggling blond tied to a tree.

“Hrrrr! Hullp! Hllpp mmss!” The blond saw Caitlyn looking and pulled against her ropes.

All Caitlyn could do was look at the naked, helpless woman and shrug.

Honey, I feel your pain.

The blond stopped her struggling and stared at Caitlyn with wide-eyes, and seemed to be realizing what her fellow captives had also just realized.

These three women were the reason they were tied up.

“Hrry! Hrrummph!” The blond cried into her gag, eyes changing from a look of pleading to a look of anger.

“Urrggg gmmm! Mmmph!”

“Urrrfffll bbbbrrff!”

The muffled cries of the women changed from moans of distress to defiant moans of anger. Eva raised a finger to her sealed lips as she passed, causing a fresh volley of muffled protests from the women.

Where did she get the rope? How did she tie them up? Caitlyn wondered. There were three of these women, and only one of Eva.

They pressed on a few more yards until the muffled cries of the captive women faded behind them, and then Eva held up a hand for the other to stop. Caitlyn and Shana both came to a halt just behind Eva, who pointed at the large grey structure beyond the clearing.

There was a door leading inside, propped open with a small rock. No doubt Eva’s doing.

Eva crept forward to the edge of the treeline and looked back and forth. After waiting a few minutes to make sure no patrols came by, she motioned for the other two women to follow and then emerged from the woods and strolled towards the building like she didn’t have a care in the world.

Shana and Caitlyn both shared a look, shrugged, and stepped out of the woods after Eva, trying to keep their walk as casual as Eva’s. Though she knew why they were supposed to act casual, their outfits made them seem like the other bikini clad patrols, Caitlyn still felt exposed as she stepped out into clearing, and her eyes kept shifting from side to side in case another patrol came around.

Does this place have surveillance? It has to, right? Caitlyn wondered, while also fighting the urge to fold her arms across her chest.

Eva reached the door, pulled it open, and kicked aside the rock that had been propping it. The masked Latina held it and gestured for the others to hurry as she waited. Shana quickened her pace but still tried to look casual while doing so, and Caitlyn tried to follow suit. Once Shana and Caitlyn were inside, Eva gave one last look around and followed them in, letting the door close behind her as she did.

Caitlyn looked around, trying to get her bearings. They seemed to be at the bottom of some nondescript stairwell. She looked up at the winding staircases above her but didn’t see anyone.

“Umm hhrrr…” Eva motioned them over towards another door and held it open for them.

Caitlyn gave a final look up the stairwell and headed for the door, with Shana following. The door lead to a hallway, just as nondescript as the stairwell if not for the legions of bikini clad guards walking up and down.

“Mmmp…” Caitlyn gasped, tensing up at the sight of the women moving around them.

Oh God… this is it! She froze, waiting for someone to pounce on them…

But nothing happened. The women ignored them as they went about their day.

Oh yeah, they think we’re with them. Looking around, Caitlyn even noticed that some of them were wearing masks like them too.

There was a flurry of activity going on in the hallway, and women in bikinis hurried up and down. There were women that looked like servers who wore aprons over their bikinis and carried trays of drinks, while others had on chef’s hats and pushed large carts filled with food.

Are they having a party or something? Caitlyn wondered, but then felt someone elbow her sharply in the ribs.

“Urrrff!” Caitlyn jumped and threw up her fists, only to see that it was Eva that elbowed her.

“Grrrf!” Eva glared at her.

Caitlyn lowered her fists, but glared at Eva.

Behind her, Shana’s eyes were shifting from Eva and Caitlyn to the activity around her. This all was probably new to her, and she was trying to take it all in.

“Cmmm mmnnn…” Eva motioned for them to follow her and made her way down the hallway again.

How does she know this place so well? Caitlyn wondered, but then realized that she had no idea how long Eva had been gone when she disappeared into the woods. Evidently it was long enough to subdue a couple of guards, get their clothes, and do some scouting.

The trio of them made their way down the hall as the activity continued to bustle around them, and still no took notice. Evidently they blended in well, or everyone was too busy to give them a second glance.

Probably both. Caitlyn realized, and then she noticed that most of the wait staff – was that what they should be called? Wait staff? Whatever they were, she noticed how most of them were flitting through a large curtain against one of the walls, pushing carts off food through, or bringing empty carts out. She felt her curiosity growing as they moved closer towards the large curtain partitioning off the rest of the room. Ahead of her, Eva didn’t pay any mind to the curtain or the waiters and cooks moving in and out from it. Still, Caitlyn couldn’t help but wonder what was on the other side.

Is it a party? A dinner? What kind of dinner has waitresses and cooks dressed like this?

Not to mention what kind of party posts armed guards on the outside.

Maybe I can just take a quick peek? Caitlyn wondered as they grew closer to the large curtain. Yeah, just a quick look. That couldn’t hurt right? It’s not like anyone would notice with everyone else moving around.

Looking forward, she saw Shana give a quick glance towards the curtain, and then to Eva, but Eva still didn’t seem interested in it. Had she already taken a peek when she snuck in earlier?

If we weren’t wearing these damn masks then I could ask! Caitlyn grumbled.

She was right next to the curtain, and watched as a thong clad waitress darted past her and slipped through. Realizing it was now or never, Caitlyn grabbed the parted curtain just as it was closing and peered out.

“Ufff!” She gasped in surprise, now somewhat thankful for the mask to muffle her voice. Her eyes though went wide as she tried to take in the strange scene before her.

It looked like a wedding reception, and the more she took it in, she realized that was exactly what it was! She was peering out at a large ballroom, with dozens of small tables littered around where the servers brought food and drink to men and women, some clad in suits and dresses, and others in clothes that were far more revealing.

There was a bar at the back of the ballroom, where a thin, dark haired girl with large breasts and red lingerie served drinks to an eager crowd. A DJ booth was set against another wall, and a woman in a leather mask controlled a laptop connected to an intricate speaker system. The music was laid back and relaxed, no doubt because this was the “dinner” part of the reception.

But it was the large head table sitting against another wall that really drew Caitlyn’s attention. It was a table containing probably the strangest wedding party she had ever seen. She felt that her eyes were going to bug right out of her sockets when she realized that she recognized most of the people in the “wedding party”!

There was Randy, clad in a black suit, and sitting next to him was the muscular guy with the thick, dark hair that had helped Randy kidnap Janet. Next to them was that King guy, also clad in a black suit, and sitting next to King was a guy that Caitlyn didn’t know. He was a shorter, older man with thick glasses that made his eyes look like large, bug eyes and wore black robes like a judge. Sitting next to the little man in the judge robes was a pale woman with thick muscles, cold blue eyes, and striking red hair, and next to that woman was someone that Caitlyn realized she recognized.

The Queen!

Caitlyn remembered The Queen from those videos with Felicia, and plus she, along with the other girls, had briefly been a prisoner of The Queen before getting stolen back by Shelly and Lisa. The Queen wore black lingerie and a black veil lifted back over her head. Presumably, The Queen was one of the brides, and sitting next to her, clad in white lingerie and gagged with a thick white cloth, was Felicia Fetters!

Felicia was tied to the seat next to The Queen and struggling fiercely as The Queen ate her dinner while also giving hungry looks at her bound and gagged wife. All Felicia could do was glare at The Queen in defiance and continue to struggle in her seat. Tied to the chair next to Felicia, and gagged with a white ball gag was Gina, who also fiercely struggled to no avail. Then came Jessica and Lisa, both clad in blue lingerie, though Lisa was completely bare chested.

What is this? Caitlyn stared, dumbfounded. If not for the mask then she would have been completely slack jawed. Was she witnessing some strange, kinky wedding? From the looks of things, Felicia and her side of the wedding party definitely didn’t want to be there.

So this is what all the activity is about! Caitlyn continued to watch, mesmerized, until she felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Mmurrgh!” She backed away from the curtain, feeling her heart thud against her chest, and spun around, once again facing Eva, with Shana standing dutifully behind her.

“Hmmm…” Eva furrowed her brow and glared at Caitlyn.

“Urrmmm hmmph!” Caitlyn motioned to the curtain, her heart still going a mile a minute.

I really wish Eva would stop doing that! She grumbled.

“Umm mmnoo!” Eva widened her eyes in annoyance.

“Whummph!” Caitlyn shrugged.

“Urrrm!” Shana moaned, and motioned with her head away from the curtain.

Both Caitlyn and Eva looked at Shana and nodded, and quickly moved away from the curtain as more staff moved in and out. Once again, Eva motioned for them to follow. Caitlyn hurried after them, but kept glancing back at the curtain.

What’s Eva’s plan here?

They continued down the hallway, away from the curtain, and the activity calmed somewhat. There were still women hurrying back and forth, and occasional guard patrols, but it was nowhere near as crowded as before. Eva pointed towards a door and motioned for the others to follow her.

Well I don’t know what else I would do. Caitlyn thought as Eva pushed open the door, ushered Shana and her inside, and stepped in after them.

The door closed and plunged the three into darkness, and Caitlyn’s heart leapt again.

This is it! It’s a trap! She thought, anticipating that Eva and Shana would descend upon her, having thrown in with The Queen and her group, or The Queen would have people waiting in the room for them, ready to pounce.

But a light came on, and Caitlyn realized that she had only been in darkness for a split second.

Christ Cait, relax! She told herself, but then realized that she was undercover in an enemy hideout, so she had every right to be nervous.

The three of them were alone in a room, and the walls were lined from one side to another with weapons.

An armory!

“Umm…” Caitlyn mumbled in awe, her eyes widening at the sight of guns of all shapes and sizes arranged neatly on racks along the wall.

Not only guns, but ropes, gags, and other bindings as well. Now Caitlyn realized where Eva had gotten the ropes and gags for the guards she subdued.

“Hmm…” Shana exclaimed, also staring at the weapons in wonder.

Eva didn’t waste time though, and picked up a shoulder bag and grabbed a large canister from a shelf. There was a pin at the end of the canister and Eva held it out to the other two and mimed pulling the pin.

“Umm hmm…” Caitlyn and Shana nodded, and Eva threw a couple of the grenades in the bag.

Then Eva clasped a gun belt around her waist and slid a pistol into the holster, along with a few extra clips, and Caitlyn did the same. Shana didn’t seem to know what to do, and Eva grabbed another gun belt, pressed herself up against Shana, and wrapped the belt around her waist.

“Ummm hm…” Shana moaned, caressing Eva’s shoulders as Eva tightened the belt around her waist.

“Mmmm…” Eva sighed, pressing her body tight against Shana’s.

“Hrrry! Cmmn mmnn!” Caitlyn barked.

“Hurrmm…” Eva rolled her eyes, stepped away from Shana, and slipped a pistol in Shana’s holster, and then two extra clips in a few of the pouches, stopping to caress Shana’s thigh as she did.

“Urrrf hmmm hmm…” Shana giggled.

Eva handed the bag with the grenades to Shana, but before zipping the bag shut, Eva tossed in a roll of duct tape, several lengths of rope, and some cloth gags, and a few more handguns.

Are we going to shoot up this reception? Caitlyn wondered, looking at them, clad in bikinis and heavily armed, but she realized that she didn’t have a better plan.

Once they were all ready, Eva pulled the door open and held it for Caitlyn and Shana. Once they were out, Eva shut off the light and stepped out after them. Eva stepped in front of them and once again started leading them down the hallway, this time towards the curtain. With every step they took back down the hall to the curtain, Caitlyn felt the nervous anticipation building. It was like butterflies in her stomach times a thousand. Her heart was like a bird fluttering against the bars of its cage attempting to get free. Even Shana seemed to be nervous now, and Caitlyn noticed that a fine sheen of sweat coated the older woman’s magnificent body. Only Eva seemed calm and cool, unfazed by the magnitude of what they were about to do.

What were they going to do once they got to the curtain? Burst in, guns blazing? Toss the grenades? Caitlyn realized that she didn’t know what kind of grenades they had. Were they smoke grenades? Regular grenades? She hoped they were smoke grenades, regular grenades would be too risky.

As they got closer to the curtain, several of the servers, along with two of the women in chef’s hats, pushed up a large cart with an even larger cake resting on it. The cake was absurdly large, like the type you would see in a cartoon or something with pink and white frosting.

Is the cake… moving? Caitlyn narrowed her eyes at it as they got closer.

Yes, the cake was shaking back and forth, almost like…

...Like someone was inside!

Then she realized she could hear the person inside as they got closer.

“Ummmph! Hulllp! Hhhhllp! Urrggg gmmph!” The cake shook back and forth as someone, no doubt bound and gagged, struggled inside. It sounded like a woman.

“Urrggg gghmmm mmmph! Bblllmm!” The person inside the cake went on.

Caitlyn’s eyes went wide as she realized she knew who those muffled moans belonged to.

Janet!

Eva stopped, and held out her hand, signaling for the others to stop to.

“Wummf!” Caitlyn moaned and motioned to the cake. Eva only held up a finger, indicating for her to wait.

“Ummmm ggmmph!” Caitlyn protested, but Eva only motioned for her to wait again.

Then, as they watched, two of the servers held the curtains open, while the girls in the chef’s hats pushed the cake containing the bound and gagged Janet out into the reception.

34.

“Ullmm mmooo…” Felicia heard Jessica mumble into her gag as she saw the large cake get wheeled out from behind the curtain. Jessica’s eyes got wider as the concubines rolled the cake closer and she started to increase her struggles against her bonds.

“Ummmph! Mmmph! Ggmmm!” Jessica’s oiled chest heaved up and down from the exertion of her struggling.

Felicia honestly couldn’t blame Jessica, seeing how The Queen tormented her for months by force feeding her junk food. Of all of Felicia’s concerns, eating cake wasn’t one of them. Then again it was unlikely that any of the captive women would be allowed to eat the cake. Their captors hadn’t taken out their gags at all during the reception, and Felicia was forced to struggle and watch as The Queen and everyone in her party enjoyed dinner. Despite her predicament of being bound, gagged, and forced against her will to marry The Queen, Felicia still had an appetite, and thankfully the music drowned out the growling of her stomach. Most likely, The Queen would feed them after the festivities of the reception.

Hopefully. Felicia shuddered to think of what awaited after the reception. Would The Queen want to consummate the marriage?

Felicia shuddered at that again, knowing she most likely would.

What about a honeymoon? Would The Queen really want to smuggle a bound and gagged Felicia onto a trip somewhere? Somehow Felicia knew The Queen would, and most likely had figured out how to do it.

The concubines with the chef’s hats pushed the absurdly large cake forward, tailed by several armed and masked concubines. The cake was close enough now that Felicia could the cake toppers sitting on it that were made to look like The Queen and Felicia, clad in the same black and white lingerie.

“Grrrmm…” Felicia grumbled, staring at the cake as it neared the table with the wedding party.

“Oh relax darling,” The Queen placed a reassuring hand on Felicia’s, which was tied to the arm of the chair. “This is our special day.”

“Fmmfff mmoo!” Felicia replied. She looked at her fellow captives to see they too were also staring at the large cake being rolled their way.

As Felicia turned towards the cake being rolled their way, she realized there was something… off about it.

Is it… moving?

She narrowed her gaze at the cake and noticed that it was shaking back and forth, and not from the usual shaking from being pushed on cart, shaking like there was something moving inside of it…

Or someone…

“Ullmmm…” Gina moaned, and Felicia turned to face her Maid of Honor. They shared an apprehensive look, and then turned back towards the cake, both on edge.

“Isn’t this so nice, Randy and Brad prepared a surprise for you” The Queen patted Felicia’s arm in excitement.

“Urrfff! Mmmm mmp!” Felicia tugged on her bonds, a gesture she knew was useless at this point but it was all she could do.

From the other side of the table, Randy and Brad both leaned forward and smiled.

“Just a little wedding present we thought you would appreciate.” Brad flashed a cheesy grin.

“Urrfff mmmo!” Felicia barked.

“Grrrmm…” Gina bit hard into her ball gag and glared at Brad.

Felicia felt a chill going up her spine and turned back to the cake, knowing that whatever they had planned, it was nothing good.

The concubines brought the cake to a halt in front of the table and stepped away, and Felicia watched wide-eyed as the cake shifted back and forth. Yes! There was someone inside of it, and she could hear them now. Whoever was inside must have been bound and gagged, and the cake was close enough now that she could hear their muffled cries.

“Urrrmm mmoo! Urrrmm! Mmmmph!” The person in the cake cried.

As Felicia strained to listen, she realized that she recognized the muffled cries coming from inside the cake.

Oh no! Her eyes went wide and she sat bolt upright in her seat, her blood freezing in her veins.

Please no! Not her! Anyone but her!

She heard chuckling and looked down the table to see Brad and Randy chuckling at the sight of Felicia’s wide-eyed realization.

“Urrmm mmo! Psssff! Mmooo!” She pleaded through her gag at them, but they kept chuckling amongst themselves.

Good thing I’m tied to this chair or else I would be diving across this table at them! Felicia thought, but more than that, she wanted to rip the top off of the cake and see who was inside.

She prayed that she was wrong about who was inside.

Her worst fears were realized when the top of the cake flew off, shooting out jets of multi-colored streamers. A split second later Janet stood straight up, red ribbon wrapped around her mouth, gagging her. Janet’s hands were tied behind her back with red ribbon as well, and she was clad in a matching red bra meant to accentuate her cleavage and a small, red thong.

“Ummm! Mmmmmph!” Janet moaned, tossing her head around, taking in the scene around her.

“Mmmmoo! Ummp mmph! Grrrmm!” Felicia cried into her gag, pressing forward forward in her seat and straining with all of her might against the bonds keeping her in the chair.

“Urrgg gmmm mmph! Mmmoo! Ummm mmoo!” Felicia cried, straining in her seat, wishing that she could burst free and carry Janet off to safety.

Janet finally seemed to notice Felicia and turned towards her, their eyes meeting.

“Urrff…” Janet moaned, now noticing the bound and gagged bridal party next to Felicia.

They stared at each other in silence for what seemed like an eternity. All of the activity in the room, the noise, the crowd, the people around them, all seemed to fade in the distant background. It was just Janet and Felicia, their eyes locked onto each other.

Movement caught Felicia’s eyes, and she saw a small canister rolling along the ballroom floor, emitting a loud hiss and a trail of white smoke behind it. A second later another small canister rolled across the other side of the floor, hissing and smoking as well.

Then a second later both canisters burst, plunging both sides of the ballroom into a thick haze of fog.

“MMMPH!” Felicia cried, jumping in her seat at the sudden burst of smoke.

The room erupted into cries of alarm and a few screams as two more canisters rolled across the floor and exploded into thick clouds of smoke. Moments later Felicia heard a chorus of coughing and choking coming from the wedding guests.

The Queen and everyone on her side of the wedding party shot up in their seats, eyes wide.

What’s going on? Felicia turned to see a look she had never seen on The Queen’s face before.

Surprise.

Surprise and fear.

“Queen!” Brad cried, hurrying towards her.

They all jumped as gunshots rang out through the room, sending a fresh volley of screams through the guests. Brad froze, as did everyone else in The Queen’s party. The Queen stood almost froze, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession.

Then three masked women emerged from the haze of smoke. They were dressed in the black leather bikinis of the concubines, complete with tight, leather bondage masks. Two of the women had large assault rifles aimed squarely at The Queen and her side of the wedding party, while the third woman stood behind them with a bag slung over her shoulder.

“What… what is this?” The Queen asked. Her voice was trembling but she was trying her best to sound intimidating.

One of the gun-toting women stepped forward, keeping the gun aimed at The Queen with one hand while using the other to reach behind her head and unzip the mask. As the smoke dissipated, Felicia realized that this woman had dark, mocha skin, and quite a plump posterior…

Wait…

The woman tossed the mask aside, revealing Eva, smiling her shark like grin at The Queen.

“Hello Queen, I’m a big fan.” Eva smiled.

Suddenly Vera dove across the table and tackled Eva, knocking her back. As Eva fell back her finger tightened on the trigger of her assault rifle and it started to fire wildly. Bullets flew overhead, prompting more screams from the guest, who were darting blindly back and forth through the fog, searching for an exit.

The Queen screamed and ducked beneath the table.

“Vera you idiot!” She screamed.

“Mmmmph!” Felicia shrunk back in her seat as bullets whizzed over her head, then Eva dropped the gun and wrestled on the ground with Vera.

“Urrggg gggmmph!” Gina moaned, and Felicia turned to see one of the masked women jump onto the table, put her gun down, and unzip her mask.

The leather mask came off and Caitlyn grinned like an idiot back at Gina.

“Hey Gina, this is a rescue!” She beamed.

Just then, Vera pushed Eva to the ground and picked up the assault rifle. Eva grabbed at the gun, causing Vera this time to squeeze the trigger and fire blindly at the ceiling.

“Oh!” Caitlyn cried and scurried off the table.

Felicia turned to see the third masked woman come up next to Jessica and pull off her mask as well. This woman was older, with dark reddish brown hair, and Felicia realized that she didn’t recognize this woman, but then Felicia’s attention was snapped away when she felt the ropes on her wrist starting to loosen.

“Mmph!” She snapped her head over to see The Queen clawing away at the ropes securing Felicia’s hand to the arm of the chair.

“We have to get out of her my love, I won’t let them hurt you.” The Queen was muttering.

The Queen untied Felicia’s one arm and shifted in front of Felicia to untie the other.

Felicia never gave her the chance.

“MMMMOO!” Felicia cried into her gag and threw all of weight into a punch, her fist landing square on The Queen’s face. It was a years worth of pent up anger and frustration all condensed into a single punch.

The Queen flew back, stumbled over the large table, and onto the ball room floor. As soon as Felicia saw The Queen’s legs go over the edge of the table, she started to use her free hand to untie her other one.

“Don’t worry Gina, I’ll have you out of her in no time.” Caitlyn reassured as she worked away at the knots on Gina’s wrists.

“Urrrmm hummm mmph!” Gina motioned to something behind Caitlyn.

“I’m hurrying!” Caitlyn responded.

“Mmmoo! Ummm hmmm mmph!” Gina motioned again with her head to something behind Caitlyn.

“Mmmph!” Felicia cried into her gag as she pulled the ropes from her wrist. Caitlyn spun around to see several armed concubines running into the room.

The smoke was thinning now, and the concubines were taking aim at Caitlyn and the other women. Caitlyn dove onto the table, grabbed her assault rifle, and fired on the concubines. She wasn’t aiming and just fired in their general direction, but the bikini clad guards scattered.

Something thudded on the ballroom floor, and Felicia looked up to see Vera toss Eva to the ground, and lower the assault rifle towards the Latina.

“Mmmoo!” Janet came flying off of the cake, slamming all of her weight square between Vera’s shoulder blades. The red-head cried out and the assault rifle went flying from her hands.

***

Once the shooting started, Shana pulled the struggling and still gagged Jessica away from the ball room floor, which had become a battlefield.

“Mmmph! Ummph! Hmmph!” Jessica kicked and squirmed in Shana’s arms as she dragged the lingering clad fitness model towards a hallway at the back of the room.

“Hold on! I’ll have you out in a minute!” Shana grunted in Jessica’s ear.

What am I doing? She asked herself for the thousandth time. How did she get into this? Gunfights and rescues were for cops, which she wasn’t!

She was just a washed up model who wanted her daughter back.

Once the shooting started, Shana’s heart kicked into overdrive and was now thudding against her ribcage. Her hands shook the entire time she was untying Jessica from the chair. Then the firefight between Caitlyn and the guard women happened, and Shana decided that it would be best if she brought Jessica somewhere safe to continue untying her.

Jessica didn’t see it that way, and swatted and struggled in her rescuer’s grasp. Shana had untied Jessica’s hands, but loops of rope still trailed from her wrists and her feet were still tied together.

“Calm down! It will be okay! It will be okay!” Shana huffed, more to herself than Jessica.

“Mmoo! Urrrgg ggmmph! Mmmph!” Jessica twisted in her grasp.

Shana dragged Jessica through a door and huddled behind a wall, clutching the struggling woman tight against her.

“Shhh! Shhh!” Shana whispered in Jessica’s ear, wrapping her legs around Jessica’s mid-section and holding her by her wrists.

Should I let her go? She wondered. Jessica was panicked, and if she untied her then she might lead the bad guys right to them or run out into the middle of that gunfight and get herself shot.

Maybe I should keep her here until she calms down.l Shana thought. Yes, that was a good idea, just keep her here, and gagged, until she calms.

What about when I calm?

“Urrrgg ggmmh! Mmph! Ummph!” Jessica struggled and heaved with all of her might against Shana.

“Ummph!” Jessica tried to elbow Shana, but missed.

“Hey,” Shana cried. “Is that anyway to thank me!”

With that, Shana twisted Jessica’s hands behind her back and started to use the loops of rope around her wrists to tie her hands together again.

“Mmooo! Mmmm ggmmm!” Jessica kicked her tanned and toned legs as Shana secured her wrists behind her back.

“That’s enough!” Shana grunted, and flipped Jessica around and onto her stomach while twisting her arms behind her back.

“Urrggh! Mmmph ggmmp!”

“If you can’t be grateful, then you will be punished!” Shana hissed between gritted teeth and finished securing Jessica’s hands behind her back.

Then Shana paused and looked down at the bound and gagged woman squirming under her. Her heart was still thudding in her chest, but not out of fear anymore. It felt like her blood had turned to liquid hot magma in her veins. Somehow, she had used her fear to fuel her dominant side and taken it out on Jessica.

Her eyes moved down along Jessica’s toned back, to the tattoo along the small of her back…

And then to Jessica’s bronzed, toned backside, rendered completely bare thanks to the backless panties she had one. Without even thinking, Shana caressed one of Jessica’s ironclad ass cheeks. She had watched so many videos with Jessica being tied up and humiliated, and often wondered how it would feel to sink her hands into on of those chiseled buttocks.

“Urrfff mmoo!” Jessica’s ass clenched under Shana’s touch, and Shana felt a rush of excitement between her legs.

She couldn’t lie, she had fantasized many times about having this goddess helpless at her mercy.

Well, maybe one more touch… Shana ran a hand along Jessica’s ass again, causing those magnificent cheeks to clench again.

“Mmmoo! Stttp!” Jessica swatted at her with her bound hands.

Shana recoiled, and then glared at Jessica and delivered a swift spank to her backside.

How dare she! After all the trouble I went through to rescue her!

“GGMMMMPH!” Jessica protested.

Shana stood and looked down at the bronzed goddess squirming in bondage at her feet.

Too bad I have to let her go…

A smile crept upon Shana’s face as something occurred to her.

Did she have to let Jessica go? After all, she had lost all of her dolls. Even Eva was leaving her, and would be going back to the police force.

Wasn’t she entitled to a prize for all the work she did to help? After all, this rescue wouldn’t have been possible without her.

No… no! She couldn’t keep Jessica! Someone would notice.

Except Jessica had been a prisoner all this time and no one had noticed that.

If someone asked Shana, she would just say that one of the bad guys got away with Jessica.

Yes! That was it! They would chase the other bad guys looking for Jessica, while Shana got to keep her as a brand new doll.

Still, she needed a way to get her out of here. Shana bit her lip and looked around the hallway, and then her eyes fell on a long, rug stretching along the floor of the hallway.

A smile spread across her face.

***

This is so fucked! Randy mentally cursed as he huddled under the large table listening to the gunfire overhead. He wished that he had his sidearm but he left it at home, figuring that he wouldn’t be getting into a gun fight at a wedding.

Judging by how surprised everyone else was, none of them expected smoke grenades and gun fire at a wedding.

“OhGodohGodohGodohGod…” Judge Reichenbacher was huddled in ball next to him, muttering to himself while rocking back and forth. Randy was afraid that the poor old guy would have a heart attack before all of this was over.

A hand clamped on Randy’s shoulder and his heart leaped up into his throat. He shot straight up, slamming his head off of the table top.

“Randy! Get ahold of yourself!” It was Brad, crawling up behind him.

“Ow!” Randy grunted, rubbing his head.

“Randy, we have to get out of here!” Brad tossed his hair back. A thick layer of sweat coated his face. Evidently he too left his gun at home.

“But what about-” Randy began, but Brad cut him offering

“Fuck it! It’s everyone for themselves! Did you see King? He booked it as soon as the shooting started!”

Randy didn’t actually see King, but it had all happened so fast! First the smoke, then the gunfire.

“Oh… okay…” Randy muttered and nodded.

How did this all happen! Especially on his big night!

Everyone had said how this was The Queen’s night, but Randy knew it was really his. Brad was going to fulfill his promise and let him play with Lisa. Randy had been up all night fantasizing about running his hands over those gigantic tits of hers. Now he would never get that chance.

It wasn’t fair!

Brad crawled past him and shook the near catatonic judge.

“Judge!” Brad cried over the gunfire, but Judge Reichenbacher ignored him and continued to rock back and forth.

“Judge, we gotta get out of here!” Brad screamed, but mentally, Reichenbacher was on another planet.

“Fuck it,” Brad crawled away from the Judge and patted Randy on the shoulder. “On three we run for it. Stick together the whole way.”

Randy nodded, but his mind kept straying to thoughts of Lisa and all of the things he dreamed of doing to her.

Why now? When he was so close!

“Okay,” Brad huffed. “One…”

Randy looked across the other side of the table and saw a shapely pair of legs secured to a chair.

Lisa’s legs.

“Two…” Brad went on.

Randy’s eyes moved up Lisa’s struggling legs to the blue pair of thong panties she had on…

“Three!” Brad darted out from under the table.

Randy took a final look at Lisa’s struggling, bound legs, and darted out from under the table.

The smoke had dissipated but there was still a haze in the air. Randy stayed low but scanned the area for Brad, who was sprinting for a door at the far end of the ball room. At first Randy made a move to follow, but stopped, crouched low, and peered over his shoulder.

Felicia was busy untying Gina while Caitlyn covered them, and Lisa was still secured to her chair, struggling valiantly while bullets flew around her.

Her tits…

Her magnificent tits were already oiled, but now were glistening in the low light thanks to a fun sheen of sweat, and they heaved up and down and side to side with every struggle Lisa made. The ball gag muffled her cries of surprise every time a bullet whizzed past.

It was a shame, and it wasn’t fair. Now she’ll most likely end up rotting away in jail, and he’ll end up on the run. After all he did for Ace’s organization, a life as a criminal would end up being his final reward.

He was a loyal soldier, and they promised him his reward, only for it to be snatched away from him.

Fuck it! Why do I need their permission!

Randy looked around, realizing that the others hadn’t noticed him in the confusion. More so, they didn’t seem to have noticed Lisa in the confusion either.

Why couldn’t he take what was owed and promised to him?

More so, Lisa was a criminal. Who would notice that she was missing?

Staying low to the ground, he darted behind the chairs towards the struggling, big-breasted woman.

***

Felicia got both of Gina’s hands free when the other woman tried to warn her through her gag.

“Mmmurrm!” Gina cried, and Felicia looked up just in time to see the surprised look on Gina’s face.

Then The Queen’s arm locked around Felicia’s neck in a headlock, yanked her off her feet, and pulled across the table.

“You’re going to pay for that!” The Queen hissed in her ear.

Felicia gritted her teeth, more angry than alarmed, and jammed her elbow into The Queen’s ribcage. The woman let out a high pitched scream and fell back.

On the other side of the ball room, the concubines had all taken cover behind some tables that they had overturned while Caitlyn laid down suppressing fire. The concubines didn’t fire though for fear of hitting their mistress.

The Queen stumbled back and clutched her side, and a bruise was already forming on her chin where Felicia had punched her.

“Gah! Gina gasped as she pulled the gag from her mouth and started untying her feet.

Felicia jumped off the table, balled her fists, and stood to face The Queen, her eyes filled with venom.

“This is how you repay me? After all I’ve done for you! After all I’ve-arrggh!” A lasso of rope looped around the Queen’s waist and tightened, pinning her arms to her sides.

Holding the other end of the lasso was Eva, grinning like an idiot.

“What is-” The Queen started, but was yanked off her feet by Eva.

Felicia’s jaw dropped as Eva used the rope to hogtie The Queen like she was something out of the old west or something. The Queen wriggled and screamed as her feet were secured together with the rope and then her wrists.

“You get off me! Just wait until I get out of here! You’ll be in a world of pain!” Veins popped on The Queen’s neck and her face was bright red as Eva tightened the ropes.

“Brad! Brad help me!” The Queen’s tone was desperate, begging.

Felicia turned to see Brad sprinting towards a door at the other end of the ball room. He paused and looked back when he heard his name.

“Brad please! Help me!” The Queen begged, her eyes filling with tears.

Just then, Gina stood from her chair and pulled the side arm from Caitlyn’s holster and took aim square at Brad’s head.

Brad gave Gina a look, and then turned to The Queen, shrugged, and darted through the door.

“BRAD YOU ASSHOLE!” The Queen screamed.

A second later a bullet hit the door where Brad had been standing just a moment before, fired by Gina. Felicia turned her attention towards The Queen just in time to see Vera get to her feet and deliver a viscious punch right to Eva’s jaw.

“Vera! Vera help me!” The Queen squirmed and begged.

Eva fell next to Janet, who was squirming helplessly on the ground, still bound and gagged, then Vera stooped and lifted the struggling Queen over her shoulder.

“No! Untie me! Vera you idiot!” The Queen complained as Vera slung her over her shoulder.

No sooner had Vera moved out of the way with the struggling Queen than the concubines on the other side of the room took aim square at Felicia. Her eyes widened and she froze like a deer in headlights.

“Felicia get down!” Gina screamed, and a second later Felicia threw herself to the ground as Gina and Caitlyn opened fire on the concubines.

Felicia pressed herself to the ground as bullets flew over her head and the concubines retreated behind their cover again. Looking up, she saw Vera carrying the still struggling and complaining Queen towards a door next to the bar.

I can’t let them get away! Felicia gritted her teeth. Not after all this! Not after getting so close.

She turned towards Eva, who was struggling to get to her feet after the punch, and her eyes fell on the side arm in the holster resting against Eva’s hip. Without wasting another moment, Felicia crawled forward, pulled the gun from the holster, and looked up at Gina, who was laying suppressive fire on the concubines. Gina looked at the fleeing Vera and Queen, and then at the armed Felicia, and nodded.

“We’ll cover you.” Gina cried.

Felicia nodded and got to her feet.

“And Felicia,” Gina began, and Felicia stopped and looked at the armed, lingerie clad woman. “Don’t get caught this time.”

Felicia nodded again and sprinted after them.

***

“Urrmm mmmph!” Lisa struggled as Randy pushed his bound and gagged hostage ahead of him. People were fleeing in every direction around them, but none stopped to pay him any mind as he ushered Lisa forward.

I can’t believe it! I’m doing it! He marveled as he continued to push his captive ahead of him.

He had taken advantage of all of the confusion to pull her chair away from the ball room, and then had to struggle to untie her from the chair and tie her hands behind her back. Her legs were untied though so he could easily push her through the hall towards the garage.

“It’s okay, it’s okay. We’ll be out of here soon.” Randy wheezed in her ear, though he wasn’t sure if he was reassuring her or himself.

“Ooofff ggmm!” Lisa grumbled back.

Randy placed a hand on her thick behind and pushed her forward, prompting a muffled cry of surprise from her. Just feeling the bare skin of her toned ass sent a tingle through him. God, what a perfect woman!

Be careful Randy! You still have to get her out of here!

With one hand on her shoulder and one clamped on her ass, he steered her down the hall away from the gun fire behind them. It sounded like it was a full on firefight happening in the ballroom.

Ace is going to blow a gasket over this! Randy thought, and realized that he wanted to get well away from Marston’s Pointe so he wouldn’t have to face Ace’s wrath. Still, he had to worry about getting Lisa away without drawing attention.

Thankfully he had a plan for that.

A few more paces down the hall and Randy saw the door he was looking for and steered his bare-breasted captive towards it.

“We’re gonna make a quick stop here.” He grunted in Lisa’s ear and pushed her towards the door, still digging his hand into her juicy ass cheek. Despite all that was happening around him, he still felt a stir of excitement at touching her.

God, he couldn’t wait to have her all to himself.

“Urrrmm! Mmmmpph gggmmph!” Lisa resisted as he steered her towards the door, but he continued to push her along.

“Hold up.” He gripped her arm with one hand and pushed open the door with the other while Lisa protested into her gag.

“Grrrmm!” She cried.

With the door open, he pulled Lisa into the room with him, switched on the light, and closed the door behind them. The lights snapped on overhead, revealing an overcrowded coat room. While some coats and jackets hung on hangers along racks, a great many were piled in giant mounds on the floor. It was a room meant for clients to leave their belongings, and more often than not, the clients would leave their coats behind when they left.

Still keeping on hand on Lisa’s upper bicep, Randy dragged her over towards one of the giant mounds of outer wear and ripped through it with his free hand.

“Urrfmm ggmm!” Lisa pulled, straining with all of her strength against her captor.

Typically Randy would have found it hot, but right now it was proving to be a giant inconvenience.

“Stop it!” He grunted and pulled her closer.

Just then he found what he was looking for – a large, light grey trench coat. It was long, and would run at least past Lisa’s ankles.

“Ah, here we are.” Randy lifted the jacket, and noticed that Lisa’s eyes went wide. She knew exactly what he planned to do now.

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” She shook her head, never taking her eyes off the jacket, but Randy didn’t listen to her objections.

He spun his captive around, prompting a surprised “mmm!” from Lisa, and threw the jacket over her shoulders, and then ran to the front of her and pulled it closed over her bare bosoms.

“Ummm hmm! Mmmph!” Lisa shook her head and tried to pull away as Randy buttoned the jacket up, starting from the top down.

He paused to take a quick look at her heaving cleavage. It was a shame to have to cover her tits under something so big and shapeless, but hopefully after this he would have plenty of time to admire them once they got free.

He took in the sight of her gigantic, glistening breasts, and then secured the buttons on the jacket, hiding her nudity and lingerie clad form. Once the buttons were secure, he pulled the sash tight around her waist and secured it in front of her.

“Urrggh!” She protested as he tied the sash tight around her waist.

Once the coat was secure around her, Randy dug his hands into the side pockets, finding them empty.

“Glumm bbbmmph! Wfff!” Lisa moaned, watching with interest.

Dammit… Randy grumbled, and stuck his hands into the front breast pockets of the jacket.

Yes! His hands locked around a pair of sunglasses, and as he lifted them out of the pocket, he brushed the soft curve of her breast, sending a tingle of excitement through him.

Patience Randy, patience!

He pulled the sunglasses out to see that they were quite large and would cover most of the upper half of Lisa’s face.

“Here ya go.” He smiled and slipped the sunglasses over her.

“Urrrff! Mmmoo! Mmmnno!” She pulled her head back, but could do little else as he placed the sunglasses over her eyes.

Then he dived into the pile of forgotten coats, digging through pockets and tossing the coats aside. He felt like some sort of animal burrowing in the dirt, and his movements were frenzied and desperate. Finally, he found what he was looking for, and pulled several multi-colored silk scarves from a fur women’s coat. Randy left the coat at his feet and ran over towards Lisa with the scarves.

“Urrggll ggllmmmm! Gglllbb!” Lisa’s eyes were wide and once again she was shaking her head in protest.

“Sorry, we can’t have that gag of yours drawing attention.” Randy shrugged and stepped behind her.

It would be strange for a woman to be so bundled up like this in the summer, but it was the best he could do. Hopefully they wouldn’t encounter that many people on their escape. Randy pulled one of the scarves tight over Lisa’s nose and mouth, effectively covering the lower half of her face, and tied it at the back of her head.

“Urrrmm! Gmmph!” She twisted and pulled as he tied the scarf. Right now she looked like an old west outlaw with the handkerchiefs covering their faces, but that would change.

Once he secured that scarf, he hurried to in front of her, pulled the second scarf over her hair and tied it below her chin.

“Urrggg ggmm… mmph!” Lisa protested as he tightened the knot under chin.

“Oh stop complaining.” Randy grunted as he stepped back and admired his hostage.

“Urgg ggllmm…” She moaned.

Lisa was now entirely covered, her muscular body and large breasts obscured by the coat, and the sunglasses and scarves completely covered her face. She looked like an old woman bundled up against the cold. Hopefully it would serve to not draw attention until they got safely away from Marston’s Pointe.

With his captive, and prize, all bundled up, Randy grabbed her shoulders, spun her around, and pushed her towards the door leading out into the hallway.

***

“Vera! Vera put me down this instant! Vera do you hear me!” The Queen complained, kicking and struggling as Vera carried her down the hallway.

After all I did for her, she’s still going to complain! Vera glowered as she spirited her mistress to freedom. There was a dull throbbing between her shoulder blades from where the woman in the cake dived at her, but there was also a general ache throughout her whole body from wrestling that Latina with the big ass.

Not to mention that The Queen’s constant struggling was exacerbating that throbbing between her shoulders.

“Vera! Dammit! I can’t believe you!” The Queen kicked, sending a fresh bolt of pain up Vera’s back.

After all I’ve done for her! Vera gritted her teeth and tightened her grip around The Queen’s waist.

“Ow! Vera! You good for nothing…” The Queen went on complaining, but Vera tuned her out.

How could she be so unhappy with her after all that Vera was going through to help her? Felicia wouldn’t be risking herself to save The Queen like Vera was!

Felicia… Vera felt her blood turn to flame when she thought of her. This was all Felicia’s fault. What did The Queen see in her when Vera had been there all this time by her side, ready to do whatever she asked? How ungrateful could Felicia be?

Ungrateful…

“Vera! You stupid cow! Put me down and untie me!”

Ungrateful…

“Vera are you listening to me? God, you’re useless!”

Ungrateful!

She had done so much for The Queen, had sacrificed so much, and for what?

Ungrateful!

Why should she do so much for someone that wouldn’t lift a finger for her? For someone who wouldn’t appreciate her?

“Vera! Dammit just wait until I get out of this!”

Enough!

They passed by a row of serving carts and Vera stopped.

“Good, Vera, now put me down and untie me!” The Queen grunted as Vera leaned over and grabbed two cloth napkins, and set the Queen down. Due to the way she was tied, The Queen could barely stand and wobbled on her tip-toes.

“Vera, I swear that you can’t do any-uuurgggmph!” The Queen’s eyes looked like they would pop right out of her head when Vera shoved one of the napkins in her mouth.

I think I’ve had enough of your complaining. Vera smiled, watching The Queen’s shocked expression as her once loyal concubine shoved the white cloth in her gaping maw.

“Vurrrmm! Wufff? Wummff mmrrr mmoo!” The Queen grumbled into her gag. Before she could spit the cloth out, Vera placed the other napkin over her mouth and pulled it tight.

“Urrrgh! Vrrrrmmpph grrmm!” The Queen moaned, her face growing redder with anger and shock as Vera tied the gag at the back of The Queen’s head.

“Wufff! Wullfff mmrr mrroo ggmmnn!” The Queen mumbled into her gag.

Vera wouldn’t answer. She would stay quiet and let The Queen suffer in enforced silence for a bit.

She finished tying the gag and stepped back to admire the now bound and gagged Queen for a moment before stooping to lift her again.

“Urrggh! Hhllp! Hulllp mmff!” The Queen’s eyes locked on someone down the hall and she pleaded through her gag.

Vera hefted The Queen over her shoulder again and spun to face whoever it was she was calling to. She turned to face Felicia, standing at one end of the hall, pistol in hand.

“Urrrff hmmph! Hullp! Mmmrrgh!” The Queen lifted her head and called to Felicia, causing a fresh well of anger to spring up in Vera.

Really? After all of this she’s still going to expect Felicia to help her? Then Vera realized, that whatever Felicia would do to The Queen, it was nothing compared to what Vera would do to The Queen when she had her alone.

Felicia didn’t have her gun aimed, but instead held pointed at the ceiling with both hands. The lingerie clad bride didn’t aim the gun or move, but just stared directly at Vera.

There was something that passed between them, something unspoken. Somehow, Vera knew that Felicia saw something in her eyes and had come to the same realization that Vera and The Queen had. Felicia knew now that The Queen wanted her to save her from Vera because she was scared of what Vera would do to her.

The two women continued to look into each other’s eyes, and then, slowly, Felicia lowered her gun.

“Wuffffm! Mmmon!” The Queen wailed.

Felicia smiled and nodded at Vera.

Vera only nodded back.

With that, both women turned and took off down opposite sides of the hall.

“Urrrrggh! Mmmnoo! Hulllp! Hullp mmfff!” The Queen cried, wiggling helplessly in Vera’s grasp.

***

“Ummfff mmmph!” Lisa moaned as Randy pushed her into the passenger seat of the car. Since he was a cop, he was used to forcing resisting perps into a car, and this was somewhat no different.

The garage’s bay doors were wide open, and thankfully his car was parked with a clear way straight out and to freedom.

“Come on, get in!” He huffed, finally forcing his disguised hostage into the seat.

Once Lisa was seated, he pulled the seat belt across her chest and locked it into place.

“Mmmmph!” She protested.

“Make yourself comfortable, we’re going for a ride.” Randy smiled, slammed the door, and hurried to the driver’s side.

He dove into the car, slammed the door behind him, and started the ignition. A second later his car shot out of the garage like it was fired from a cannon and sped off down the lonely road away from the dungeon.

He didn’t plan on slowing down until Marston’s Pointe was well behind him.

***

The smoke had fully dissipated and Gina surveyed what remained of the ballroom. Food and drink littered the floor, tables were overturned, and bullet holes riddled the walls. They had the ball room to themselves for the moment since the concubines had retreated, but Gina knew that wouldn’t be for long. Most likely they were regrouping and would return with reinforcements. They had to get out of here, and fast.

“Took you long enough.” Janet gasped as Caitlyn pulled the last strips of ribbon from her mouth. Now completely untied, Janet stood and rubbed her wrists.

“Sorry, I went to get help.” Caitlyn bowed her head apologetically.

Janet nodded and eyed up Eva apprehensively. Eva was rubbing her jaw, where a bruise was quickly forming from the punch she took. Gina eyed up the two women who had spearheaded the rescue. Wasn’t there another one with them?

She turned and surveyed the ballroom again, but they were alone. Furthermore, where were Jessica and Lisa? Not that she was worried about Lisa, but still.

She had so many questions, but the answers would have to come later.

“Where’s Felicia?” Janet asked, looking around.

“She’s-” Gina began, but was cut off by Felicia jogging back into the room.

“I’m here.” Felicia barely finished before she stopped and gazed at Janet with wide eyed wonderment.

Janet gazed back at her and a smile crept across her face.

Then they were sprinting across the ballroom towards each other. Both lingerie clad women embraced and their lips locked in a deep, passionate kiss. It was a kiss of lost lovers reunited, and they both put a year’s worth of pent up longing into it.

And the kiss continued…

And continued…

Gina crossed her arms, waiting for the two to finish, and then noticed Felicia’s hand drifting down to Janet’s thonged behind.

“Ahem…” Gina cleared her throat.

Both Janet and Felicia pulled away from each other and looked as if they both had just remembered that other people were in the room.

“The Queen?” Gina asked.

“Oh, she won’t be a problem anymore.” Felicia said with a smirk. There was an air of finality to the way she said it, but she didn’t expand further.

From underneath a table, someone squealed. All eyes turned towards the table that used to sit the wedding party.

There was another whimper from under the table, and Felicia and Caitlyn both aimed their weapons where the noise had come from. Gina raised her gun and signaled for them to wait, and then approached the table. There was another whimper.

Could it be Jessica? She wasn’t a cop so all of the gunfire could have her scared.

No, this sounded like a man…

Gina crouched and reached under the table cloth, her hands locking around the collar to a robe, and with a viscous yank, pulled Judge Reichenbacher out from under the table.

“Oh God! Oh please!” The Judge cowered and threw his hands up as Gina roughly pulled him out from under the table and threw him to the ground.

“Please, please don’t hurt me!” He screamed, throwing his hands up.

Gina aimed her weapon at him and gritted her teeth. This worm! He humiliated her! Humiliated all of them!

“Please, I’ll… I’ll do anything! Don’t hurt me!” He begged, still keeping his hands up.

Gina was of half a mind to shoot him right there and say later that he must have been hit by a stray bullet, but something else occurred to her, and a smile spread across her face.

“No, I won’t hurt you.” She kept her gun aimed as she spoke.

“Oh good, Oh thank you!” He groveled, finally looking up at her.

“But,” Gina went on, and the color drained from his face. “I want you to testify, in court that you, Brad, and Randy set me up for the kidnapping of the FBI agents.”

He was completely pale now, and swallowed hard.

“But-” He began, and Gina pulled back the hammer on her gun.

“Yes! Yes okay!” He lowered his head and raised his hands.

“And tell us everything you know about Ace and his organization.” She added.

“They didn’t tell me much but I’ll testify as to what I do know!” He pleaded.

“And my marriage will be annulled.” Felicia added.

“Yes! Yes of course!” His head was bobbing up and down, agreeing to anything that would save his skin.

“Uh guys…” Caitlyn interjected and pointed towards one of the doors leading to the ballroom. The sounds of heavy footfalls were steadily approaching.

“We should get out of here.” Caitlyn finished and raised her weapon towards the door.

Right, but how?

“Felicia?” Gina asked, knowing that Felicia had spent the most time here out of them.

“This place is like a maze, I still don’t know it.” Felicia shrugged.

“You!” Gina aimed her gun at Reichenbacher, who squealed.

“Yes! Yes! I can get you out of here, just don’t hurt me!” He whimpered.

“Fine, lead on!” Gina grabbed him by his collar and pulled him to his feet.

Reichenbacher whimpered again and started shuffling towards one of the doors with Gina keeping one hand around his collar and the gun aimed at the back of his neck. Eva followed after them, and then Janet and Felicia, with Caitlyn taking up the rear. They burst through the door and into a winding hallway just as they heard the sound of dozens of booted feet burst into the ballroom behind them.

Felicia was right, this place is like a maze! Gina thought as The Judge lead them through the twisting and turning corridors. Somehow, the Judge did seem to know his way around, which was good. Gina was somewhat thankful for the little worm or else they would have spent hours wandering these halls and most likely would have gotten captured again. All the while it seemed like their pursuers were just around the corner from them.

Finally, after seemingly dozens of twists and turns, they came to a wide open garage/loading area filled with trucks, cars, and vans. The pursuing footsteps still echoed in the hallway behind them.

“They usually… keep… keep the keys in the visors.” Reichenbacher stammered.

“Here.” Gina motioned to a large passenger van and steered her hostage towards it.

“I’ll drive!” Caitlyn ran forward, hopped into the driver’s seat, and lowered the visor. She let out a squeal of excitement when the keys fell right into her lap.

Eva hopped into the passenger side, and Gina pulled open the side door and shoved Reichenbacher forward.

“In!” She barked, and he didn’t need to be told twice, and scurried into the first bench seat.

Gina hopped in after him, and then Felicia ushered Janet in and then hopped in, closing the door behind her. Caitlyn gunned the engine and Gina turned just to see a small army of armed concubines rushing into the garage area.

They raised their weapons and took aim just as Caitlyn floored the gas and the van flew out of the garage, leaving the concubines, and The Queen’s dungeon, in their dust.

***

Once the Dungeon was well behind them, Caitlyn slowed to an acceptable speed, but her eyes kept straying to her rear view mirrors, fearing that vehicles would be in pursuit, but so far there was nothing.

“Did we make it?” Janet asked from the back.

“I think we did.” Felicia answered.

In the passenger seat, Eva gripped her gun tight and kept her eyes on the road behind them. Ahead of them, the sun was low in the sky, and darkness would be upon them shortly.

Caitlyn took another look in her mirror and saw Janet and Felicia seated in the back, arms wrapped around each other in a tight embrace, and Felicia was resting her head on Janet’s shoulder. In the seat in front of them, Gina sat with one hand gripping the collar of Judge Reichenbacher’s robe and the other had the gun still pointed at his head. The Judge sat quietly, beads of sweat collecting on his forehead.

We made it. Caitlyn let out a long breath and relaxed her grip on the wheel.

We did it! She smiled. They had done it!

But then she heard the engine of an approaching vehicle, and looked in the rearview to see a black car quickly gaining on them. Even Eva noticed and perked up, tightening her grip on her assault rifle. The approaching car came up on them and pulled around to pass them. Caitlyn gripped the wheel and prepared to ram the vehicle if she had to.

She turned and looked out her window to see Shana driving alongside them. Both she and Eva relaxed at the sight of the older woman behind the wheel of her black sports car. Shana smiled and winked at both of them, and Eva licked her lips at her.

Then Shana waved and sped past them. Just as she was passing, Caitlyn noticed what looked like a rolled up carpet in her backseat…

The carpet was moving, twitching and shifting like there was someone rolled up in it…

Wait… Caitlyn bit her lip, realizing that Jessica had disappeared during all of the confusion!

She turned to look again in the backseat of Shana’s car but the vehicle pulled ahead of them sped off into the sunset.

***

The sound of the cans dragging behind the car drowned the sound of her passenger kicking against the trunk, but Vera decided that maybe it was time to pull over and check on The Queen. After all, they had been driving all night, and The Queen was probably tired and scared.

Good! Vera smiled as she pulled to the side of the road. The morning sun was high over them, and she could already tell that it was going to be a hot day. Good, that meant the trunk would be nice and uncomfortable. The cans rattling behind the car went silent as she pulled to a stop and killed the engine. Once she realized that they were parked, The Queen continued her struggles with renewed vigor, kicking at the trunk with everything she could muster.

Vera stepped out and strolled towards the back of the trunk, pausing to take in the view of the ocean just beyond the road.

Oh, what a sight. She smiled and leaned back against the car, watching the waves crash on the rocks beyond.

“Hrry! Hullmp! Hrrrmmp!” The Queen cried from the trunk.

What a way to ruin such a nice view! Vera grumbled and continued along towards the trunk.

“Just Married!” Read the sign hanging from the back window, complete with the cans dragging behind the car. It was meant to be used by The Queen and Felicia after the wedding, but Vera commandeered it for her own purposes. Plus, it wasn’t like The Queen or Felicia would need it now.

She stepped back to the trunk and popped it open, revealing The Queen, still in her wedding lingerie, and still hogtied and gagged.

“Urrrfff… murrrmm…” The Queen blinked, her eyes used to the darkness of the trunk.

“Hi Queen, comfortable?” Vera asked, a sadistic smile spreading across her face.

“Urrggg mmmuurrf!” The Queen squinted at her.

“I bet you’re wondering what I have in store for you?” Vera leaned forward and positioned her body so that it blocked most of the light hitting the trunk.

The Queen opened her eyes wide and glared up at her former top concubine.

“Wrryy mmrrrooo bmmfff…” The Queen grumbled into her gag.

“You see, I gave you years of my life, years of loyal service, and for what?” Vera explained.

“Murrrm! Urrggllmmm bbbmmph!” The Queen protested.

“Do you know what it’s like to be unappreciated? To give years of your life to someone who doesn’t think twice about you?”

“Urggggll! Ummm bbbmm!”

“So, now you’re going to find a new purpose in life: as my toy.” Vera narrowed her cold eyes at The Queen and flashed a sadistic smile.

“Wufffm!” The Queen’s eyes went wide and she lifted her head.

“I’m going to inflict every punishment and humiliation that you visited upon others onto you, tenfold.” Vera felt herself quivering with excitement at the thought of a lifetime of punishing The Queen.

She would bend and break this woman. The Queen would regret taking her for granted.

“Mmmrrro! Psssff! Mrrro!” The Queen pleaded into her gag.

Vera smiled and felt a fresh wave of excitement rock her body. She was already begging, good.

“I hope you’re as excited as I am.”

“Mrrroo-” The Queen bellowed before Vera slammed the trunk, plunging her into darkness again.

The Queen moaned, struggled, and kicked with renewed vigor as Vera made her way back to the driver’s side and started the engine again. Good, she wanted The Queen scared and desperate. There was a whole world of hurt in store for her.

And a world of pleasure ahead for Vera.

She started up the engine and pulled back onto the highway, and the cans resumed their rattling, drowning out the sounds of her captive in the trunk.

Epilogue...

One month later…

Damn, and I thought Marston’s Pointe had some fine babes. Randy thought as he gawked at the beautiful blond frolicking in the waves. He was already enjoying this new home, and the… sights quite a bit.

Carter’s Cove was a few miles up the coast from Marston’s Pointe, but he couldn’t believe that he had never heard of it before. It didn’t seem to have the businesses and tourism attention that Marston’s Pointe had, and at first he stopped here thinking it would be a good place to lay low for a few months. After all, if he hadn’t heard of it, and he had lived in Marston’s Pointe all his life, what were the odds that others had?

But watching this slim blond with big tits splash among the waves made him reconsider moving on after a few weeks. Maybe this town had an opening in the police department?

Plus, he had signed a lease on his new place for a year, and it was located right on the beach. That meant he didn’t have to go far to enjoy sights like this blond.

She was tall and thin, her body toned enough that he could tell that she spent a lot of time keeping herself in shape, but not enough that she was bulky. Though her tits weren't gigantic, they swelled nicely when she pushed her hands together to block the waves splashing against her. Her blond hair was cut just past her ears, and she wore a hot pink thong bikini.

The blond had a fantastic ass, and she wore the hell out of that pink thong.

He leaned back on his beach towel and lowered his sunglasses, taking in the sight of her golden hair shimmering in the afternoon sun just before another wave hit her. The blond giggled and turned as the water splashed over her, and his eyes immediately fell to her now soaked cleavage.

There was something about her… something familiar…

As he was staring, mesmerized by he heaving cleavage, he realized what it was. She reminded him of Shelly Arnold! It was like she was a younger clone of her…

Then the blond was moving, heading away from the water and up the beach…

Not up the beach, towards him!

He raised his sunglasses and realized she was looking right at him! She must have noticed him staring!

Shit Randy! Nice going!

He stiffened and made to get up, prepared to gather up his towel and retreat, but stopped. What was he doing? A hot blond was walking right towards him and he was trying to run? Maybe the old Randy would have done that, but not him. This was a new town, and he was a new Randy.

Instead he stood and smiled at her as she approached, water sliding down along her perfect body.

“Hi.” She smiled, stopping just in front of him.

“Hey.” Randy nodded.

Shit, what do I say? What do I do?

“How’s the water?” He asked.

Good save!

“Fine,” She smiled. “I couldn’t help but notice you admiring the waves.” She raised her eyebrows at this, calling him out for staring.

“It was a beautiful sight.” He smiled.

Nailing it!

“Are you new in town?” She asked.

“Uh, I was visiting, but I’m planning on making my visit… permanent.” He ran his eyes up her body as he spoke.

“Well I’m Lucy,” She stuck out her hand. “Welcome to Carter’s Cove.”

“Randy.” He shook her hand.

“My husband and I live a little up the beach there.” At the word husband she gestured out towards the waves, where an extremely large, muscle bound man with a shaved head and beard was now standing among the waves and giving Randy a death glare.

Randy felt his knees quiver.

Husband!

A husband that looked like he could bend Randy in half!

“Oh cool, my wife and I live right there.” Randy rebounded, trying not to seem intimidated, and motioned the house sitting just a few yards off the beach.

Though his house was far off, the vague shape of a big-breasted woman reclining in a beach chair could be seen on the back deck.

Lucy craned her neck to look at the house.

“That your wife?” She asked, raising her eyebrows.

“Yep, the old ball and chain.” Randy smiled.

“Well,” Lucy smiled and stepped back. “We’d love to have you both over for dinner one night.”

“Sure, that would be great…” Randy stammered.

Shit!

“I’ll uh, ask her,” He continued. “She’s not very social, doesn’t really like people.” He exclaimed.

“Ah, too bad. Looks like we could have fun together.” She looked him right in the eye and raised her eyebrows at him.

Randy’s jaw dropped.

“Uhh sure,” He stammered again. “I’ll run it by the wife.”

“Good,” She smiled and extended her hand. “It was nice to meet you, Randy.”

“Nice to meet you too.” Randy shook her hand again, and like that she was prancing back towards the ocean and her bear of a husband.

Once again, Randy’s eyes fell on her ass in the hot pink thong.

Damn!

She splashed into the ocean, and Randy caught her husband still glaring at him. Deciding that discretion was the better part of valor, Randy gathered up his towel and made his way back to his beach house. The whole way across the beach he felt that giant man’s eyes boring holes into him.

What’s his deal anyway? His wife came onto me!

Just before stepping off the beach to his place, Randy turned and looked back at the ocean, but they were so far now that he couldn’t see if the man was still staring or not. Satisfied that he wasn’t being watched, Randy lifted the gate, stepped into his back yard, closed it behind him, and made his way across his yard onto his back deck.

“Hey babe.” He dropped his glasses and smiled at the woman waiting on the beach chair for him.

All his life, his dream was to come home to a busty woman in a bikini waiting for him. Now, he finally had made that dream come true.

“Urrrmm mmmrrmm…” Lisa grumbled.

From a distance, it looked like she was just a fit, big breasted woman lying out on her back deck, only if someone got closer they would see the clear tape around her ankles, and the clear tape securing her wrists the arms of the chair.

A layer of clear tape was wrapped around her mouth, keeping her quiet. Lisa’s lips were smushed against the tight tape as she tried to talk.

“Mmrrrmm ggmmph!” Lisa protested, flexing her arms against the tape.

“Oh honey,” Randy grabbed a bottle of tanning oil and stood next to her. “Looks like you’re starting to burn.” He motioned to a hit of red at the corner of her purple bikini top.

“Urrp?” Lisa looked down at her considerable cleavage.

“Here, let me help you.” Randy reached for the top of her neck where her bikini was secured.

“Urrfm! Mmmurrmm mmph!” Lisa moaned, wiggling and twisting her head as he undid the flimsy knot holding up her bikini top.

“Mmmrroo! Urggg ggmmmph!”

He untied the knot and pulled back, and the bikini top fell away, revealing her massive, tanned breasts.

“There you go.” Randy’s voice was soothing as he poured the tanning oil over Lisa’s gigantic breasts.

“Mmnooh! Mmmmoo ggmmph!” Lisa shook her head, twisting and wriggling while Randy soaked her breasts in the oil. Then he screwed the cap back onto the bottle and set it aside.

“I met the neighbors today.” His tone was casual as he started to massage the oil over Lisa’s bare chest.

“Ummm gmmff!” She tossed her head back and sighed.

“They invited us over.” He continued.

“Wummf?” Lisa’s head shot up.

“I told them that you weren’t really the social type.” Randy continued, both of his hands rubbing the oil over Lisa’s breasts, causing them to glisten in the sun.

“Ufff ggmmff!” Lisa grunted, trying to twist away from his groping hands.

Randy smiled, mesmerized by Lisa’s giant, oiled breasts in the sun.

I think I’m going to like it here. Randy thought, cupping his hands over her nipples. He could start a new life here.

Who knows, maybe he could snatch up that pretty blond Lucy too. Lisa was bound to get lonely, right?

Oh yes, the two of them, tied up here on his back deck, squirming next to each other…

It was a delicious thought.

“Urfff!” She cried as he tightened his grip on her breasts.

“Oops, sorry.” He shrugged.

Oh yes, it was a new beginning for him indeed.

The End of Volume 4
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