
        
            
                
            
        

    
DAMSELS ANONYMOUS VOLUME 3

Fully Revised Edition

BY VALEREYA JAMES

Previously...

On the surface, Marston's Pointe seems like an idyllic California beach town, but a seedy criminal underbelly lurks just beneath the surface...

Before she was Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, Felicia Fetters was working as a bikini model in order to pay for criminal justice school. Consumed with jealousy and insecurity, Felicia organized a kidnapping attempt on her rival and mentor, Gina Dollson. The attempted kidnapping backfired, ruining both women's careers...

Years later Felicia arrives as Sheriff in Marston's Pointe, determined to clean up the town. There she meets Tanya Donnelly, a busty, nosy reporter who has a personal stake in bringing down Ace, the crime lord at the head of it all. Felicia also meets Shelly Arnold, a manipulative, mysterious woman who attempts to use Felicia as a pawn in her attempts to take over Ace's organization.

Felicia's past catches up with her though, as Gina and several beautiful accomplices kidnap Felicia and her lover, Janet. Gina declares herself Sheriff and deputizes her friends Caitlyn and Eva, and soon the girls attempt to succeed where Felicia failed: clean up crime in Marston's Pointe.

Shelly, though, has designs on taking control of the Sheriff's Department in her war on Ace, and manipulates Tanya in helping her. Tanya, Shelly, and their busty accomplice Lisa set a trap for Gina and her girls, and bind and gag the women and parade them through town as corrupt cops before imprisoning them...

Hello everyone,

It's the start of a new month, which means it's time for another writer's commentary, this one one the third volume of Damsels Anonymous, which focuses on the characters of Tanya and Shelly, two of my favorite characters in my stories.

As I said before, I came up with the story of a three book arc, with the third focusing on Tanya and Shelly, who had previously been supporting players but would take center stage in this one. I wanted to build the anticipation for them getting tied up over the course of the previous two books, with Shelly self gagging in the first story and Tanya getting hand gagged in the first two stories as well. My goal was to get the readers to be aching to see these two character in bondage but also to get their punishments.

I've written before of how cheesy SyFy movies proved to be a fertile ground for inspiration for me, and it was no different with this book, as the characters of Tanya and Shelly are actually based on the grown up versions of 80s pop stars Tiffany and Debbie Gibson, who stared in a cheesy SyFy Channel original movie together.

I watched the film one night with a couple of friends, as we were looking for a bad movie to make fun of, and this proved to be the perfect bad movie. Tiffany plays a small town police officer while Debbie plays her sort of rival, and the two characters clash over the course of the film while also dealing with giant monsters. As the film went though, I found myself mesmerized by Tiffany's... ahem... assets...

For some time after the movie, I found myself fantasizing about Tiffany's character in this movie and what if she found herself all tied up on the job instead of having to deal with giant crocs and giant pythons. Eventually, as I dreamed up my Damsels Anonymous stories, I rolled these fantasies into those books, and my idea for the third volume was born. Though Tiffany was a police officer in the film, I decided to change her to character to a reporter, deciding that I already had enough cop damsels and wanted to play around with the "nosy reporter" damsel archetype. I decided to combine this nosy reporter archetype with the "nosy neighbor"  and "Lonely middle aged single mom" trope to hopefully create a sexy character that people would enjoy seeing tied up. As a side note, in the film there's a crotchety old female cop that also served as inspiration for Deputy Cringe, the older Deputy from the first two volumes who finds herself constantly exasperated at the antics of the other girls. 

Since the film had Tiffany and Debbie as rivals, to play on their supposed real life rivalry, I decided to keep that dynamic for the book and have it that they were enemies that occasionally forged uneasy alliances that always ended in betrayal. With this, I came up with the idea of making Debbie's character a femme fatale who was always scheming and manipulating. Knowing that I wanted her to get tied up, I decided not to have this character affiliated with Ace or the other villains but instead had her be out for herself. Of course, her schemes always backfire, leading to her being tied up as well. 

If you've followed me for some time, you know that I love mature ladies, so I couldn't resist making these two characters milfs. In my original idea for this story, their kids played much bigger roles, but as I sat down to write I found myself feeling uncomfortable writing such a sexual story with minors, and scaled a lot of that back. In fact, Shelly has a son that disappears completely! I reference her son in the first two volumes, but he's gone completely from 3 and replaced with Brad. I'm retroactively fixing that now, as in my new Damsels Anonymous story, I mention that Shelly sent her son to live with family members so she could focus on her plan to take over Ace's organization. 

Originally I had intended a sub-plot with Shelly and Tanya's sons becoming friends. Later in the story, after their constant interference in Ace's plans, Ace hires a clown themed hitman to take the women out. This character would have attacked Tanya in her home and trussed her up like a turkey, complete with apple gag and carrot up her rear, and then basted her in oil. Shelly, hearing a commotion at Tanya's place, would have come over to investigate only to get pounced by this same hitman and bound and gagged. It all would have to to a head in Tanya's backyard where the two kids face off with the hitman who has both women tied up and gagged with ribbons and suspended over the pool. I decided to cut this scene though because I didn't think a clown themed hit man fit, tonally, and had already done a "bound and gagged with ribbon" with Felicia in volume 1.

At one point someone suggested to me a scenario where Tanya's son gets tired of her always running around in her thong bikini and ties her up as a punishment. Though I was hesitant to do scenes with kids, there was something about this I liked, so I thought it over. Then the idea hit me of Tanya trying to seduce someone and it made her son uncomfortable, leading to him tying her up. With this I came up with the idea of Brad, a well built guy in his 20s with a thing for bondage and older women. Almost immediately I came up with the scenario of Tanya being into this younger guy, which embarrasses her son and leads him to tie her up in the basement and throw a party. Of course Brad finds her, and gets turned on, leading to a sex scene. Then the idea of a morning after food-play scene came to mind, which I also loved, which would further drive a wedge between Tanya and her son. As I came up with future ideas for her character, the question of "what about her son?" kept coming up, and I realized that a scene like this would be useful because it would give Tanya a reason to send her son away, and after this I mention that she sends him to live with his Dad.

How would Brad come about though? At first I considered making him Shelly's son, though I had already established her son as being a teen. My first thought was to just ignore what I had already written and have it that Shelly's son had been in his 20s the whole time, but that felt cheap to me. Then I came up with the "ex-step-son" idea that Brad had been Shelly's ex-husband's kid from a previous relationship. This would make the dynamic much more interesting between him and Shelly because not only was he something from her past coming back to plague her, but I could hint at Brad having a possible attraction to her and that being the reason for him returning. Brad ended up becoming a really fun character to write because he's such a wild card, he's manipulative like Shelly and is a bit mischievous, a guy who ultimately only wants to party and have sex. 

This story opens with Tanya trying to infiltrate one of Ace's brothels and being caught, only to come face to face with The Queen. Before that, Tanya meets a dark haired, busty bartender. If you read my other story, the Bartender and the Bodybuilder, you may remember a certain female bartender character who gets abducted by a dominatrix at the end of the story...

Yep, this is a little cameo by that character. The dominatrix at the end of that story is in fact The Queen, who now has that character working for her slinging drinks in her brothel. The Bartender is living a good life, as long as she behaves herself. But what about the bodybuilder? Maybe she was a little too feisty for The Queen, or maybe she's fulfilling another role...

Later, Tanya finds herself bound and gagged in a room and attempting to call Shelly for help. Of course, Shelly leaves Tanya to her fate, enjoying listening to Tanya's muffled cries on the phone. This was inspired by a scene in an old black and white Ellery Queen film where a nosy woman gets caught and bound and gagged by the bad guys. She attempts to call for help, but has difficulty communicating through her gag, leading to the man on the other end of the phone to somewhat mock her current predicament. It's a great, light hearted scene with a massive, thick gag and lots of gag talk from the damsel.

Later, Tanya is brought before The Queen. As I said before, I already knew that The Queen would take center stage in volume 4, and had hinted at her in volume 2, but this was her big first appearance. I wanted to establish her as a major character and antagonist, and we get a sexy torture scene where she has her way with Tanya. This scene was partially inspired by a torture scene from a Punisher comic (later brought to life in the 2004 movie) where The Punisher psyches out a guy by pretending a Popsicle is a blowtorch. When he reveals that he was using a Popsicle, The Punisher shoves it in the dude's mouth. Of course, I wanted to be kinkier, and naughtier, and had The Queen shove the Popsicle up Tanya's ass. The next part, where the gagged Tanya is thrown out of a moving car at Shelly and Lisa, was inspired by The Mask where the gagged Jim Carrey is thrown out of a car outside of city hall. 

Next, our milfs in distress both get caught and bound and gagged at a pool party at the Lady Luck Casino. Tanya gets caught first, and then is discovered by Shelly, who gloats over her bound and gagged rival only to then get caught herself and bound and gagged alongside her. This was one of my favorite scenes I've written and was brought to life in art by Fifty Shades of Gag and then most recently by myself in a short comic. For this scene, I drew inspiration from several sources, most notably a scene I found on YouTube where two older women are bound, and gagged with massive, thick cloths and then try to work each other free. I'm not sure what this film is called but it's a foreign film and is heavily circulated on clip sites.

I loved this scene and wanted to do something similar with Tanya and Shelly, but also took inspiration from a clip from a film called Love on the Run where Clark Gable is bound and gagged in a chair and tormented by a frenemy of his while he struggled. This was the basis for Shelly mocking Tanya's predicament before getting caught and bound and gagged herself.

At first I was just going to have the two damsels struggle side by side and leave it at that, but then one day while browsing Deviantart I stumbled across some art of two of the Ninja Turtles bound and getting gagged with layer upon layer. I loved this idea of layer gags and decided to do it for this scene where their captors punish them with multiple gags on top of each other.

Damsels Anonymous Volume 3 is a volume that went through a lot of changes from concept to execution. Originally, this story was meant to be the last we see of Tanya and Shelly. For all intents and purposes, these characters were essentially the true villains of the first two volumes, and this was meant to be the story where they get their just desserts. My original plan was that Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva work together to escape the jail, tie and gag Lisa, and lock her in a cell. Gina would then approach the bound and gagged Felicia and present the idea that they work together to get Tanya and Shelly and clean up the town. Felicia would let go of her resentment in that moment and agree. 

The SyFy film with Tiffany and Debbie Gibson that inspired this story features an incredibly sexy cat-fight between the two women near the end. The way my mind works, I imagined that this scene would be even sexier if one or both women ended up bound and gagged after this fight, and came up with an idea that while they were fighting, some people would run up behind him and rip off their skirts. Embarrassed, Tanya and Shelly would run off, only to discover more assailants waiting with ropes and gags, and after securing and silencing the women, would haul them off in a van towards an unknown fate.

My original plan was that it was Felicia and Gina who show up to the party and strip Tanya and Shelly after their cat-fight as revenge for humiliating them, and then bind and gag them and shove them in a police van to be hauled off to jail. As I wrote the story, every time I got to the scene where the girls would escape it felt like it was slowing down the momentum of the story. Furthermore, I had planted the plot point of a mole in the police department and wanted to resolve that. I realized that if Ace did have someone on the inside, then he wouldn't just let the girls rot in prison like that, and after capturing Tanya, Lisa, and Shelly, would take the captured police women as hostages as well. 

So now I was in a bind since now the girls were still captives, which would alter my plan for volume 4. I don't want to get too into it, as I'll reveal more when I do my commentary for volume 4 next month, but plans changed a bit for 4 and what the characters would be doing in that story. 

But since Ace now had Felicia, Gina, and the others, I needed a way for Shelly to get them back, hence the introduction of the FBI ladies. At one point I had conceived a story of several mature ladies who go to the beach for vacation and run across a group of kidnappers. This was meant to be a stand alone story but was going to be set in Marston's Pointe, where the women would unknowingly come across Ace's men, but would have no other connection to DA beyond that. As I thought of this story more, I decided to tie it directly into the main DA storyline and made the women FBI agents, deciding to introduce them as an obstacle for Shelly before taking bigger roles in Volume 4. As we know, Shelly does deal with the FBI ladies in her quest to get the girls back, and leaves them with quite a sexy punishment when they get in her way.

But back to the ending. After I decided not to have it be Gina and Felicia who humiliate and kidnap Tanya and Shelly, I decided to have it be Jack and The Queen, with Brad revealing that he was aligned with them as well. Despite the character changes, the outcome was going to be the same: Tanya and Shelly get shoved in a van and driven off to an unknown fate, and that's the last we see of them. As I wrote this volume though, I found that had a lot of fun writing these characters, and came up with some future perils for them, so I decided not to write them out and keep them around for future stories. Of course, you'll all have to stick around to see what I have up my sleeve for these poor milfs in upcoming adventures :)

1.

A shiver ran through Tanya's body as she felt the cool breeze against her bare butt cheeks, causing her flesh to raise into goosebumps. Instinctively her hands rushed to the back of the long, black overcoat she was wearing to make sure that it hadn't flown up to reveal her g-string clad rear end to the entire street.

Come on girl, this is no time to be modest! She chided herself. In the past, she had no problem flaunting her body in a revealing thong bikini, but now on a quiet street in the middle of the night, she couldn't help but feel exposed.

If those wannabe supermodel police women can flaunt their bodies without shame, so can you! Tanya reassured herself.

Plus, unlike Felicia Fetters and the rest of the bimbo squad, Tanya was all natural! Sure, her body wasn't muscle bound and tanned like those other women, but she had a flat tummy, large, bouncy breasts, and a “booty that went on for days” as one man had told her. Most women were gifted with a nice rack or a great backside, but Tanya had both. Felicia Fetters, the former Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, insisted that her perfectly sculpted backside was real, but Tanya highly doubted that. As for Gina, Felicia's successor... well a blind man could see that Gina's boobs were surgically enhanced.

Another gust of wind hit as Tanya crossed the street, and she pulled the coat tight against her body. The street was empty, but still she was worried about calling attention to herself. She almost felt like a secret agent going deep undercover to bust some bad guys.

It was ten o'clock at night on a Tuesday, and by this time, most of the residents of Marston's Pointe had turned in for the night.

Except for a select few.

She kept her hands on the back of her over coat as she strolled towards a nondescript building at the end of the street. The windows on the bottom floor were shuttered, but beams of light snuck out from under blinds on the upper floors. It was a large building, but the lack of signage or any distinct features meant that most folks probably strolled past it without giving it a second thought. In fact, Tanya realized that she had probably walked past it hundreds of times herself, never suspecting that it was a brothel.

A brothel! Here in Marston's Pointe! Tanya gritted her teeth at the thought. Her beautiful beach town, a place she thought of as a paradise, was quickly becoming an epicenter of sin and vice. The enigmatic crime lord, Ace, had made Marston's Pointe his main base of operations, and this nondescript building on the edge of town was apparently his main brothel. Shelly had told Tanya that she had it on good authority that a central figure in Ace's organization operated out of this particular establishment. Whoever this person was, they reported directly to Ace himself, and Tanya's mission was to sneak in, gather evidence, and return to Shelly with her findings.

Strange times call for strange bedfellows! Who would have thought that she would be working with Shelly Arnold in an attempt to clean up crime in their town. What was even more surprising to Tanya was that she and Shelly ended up being a good team, kicking off their new alliance by setting a trap for Sheriff Gina and her bimbo squad. It amazed Tanya how quickly Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva had fallen into their trap, and were now being held prisoner in their own jail cell. Shelly and her busty but imposing hench-woman Lisa had taken it upon themselves to be the jailors for the former Sheriff and her deputies. Tanya had asked to see the busty and bikini clad prisoners several times, but Shelly forbid it. Gina and her girls were working for Ace, and as long as they held these women, they had bargaining leverage on Ace. Shelly assured Tanya that she and Lisa were working hard on interrogating the girls in order to find out what Ace's plans were, and what they did with Sheriff Fetters and Janet Rossi.

Not that Tanya missed either of those women. Sheriff Fetters had her head up her own very shapely back side, and Janet Rossi was a harlot, constantly strutting around in tiny bikinis and low cut tops. Apparently, both women had been kidnapped by Gina and her cronies and sold as sex slaves, and Shelly repeatedly told Tanya that it would be almost impossible to track them down.

“It's just you and I now, the only people left to stand in Ace's way.” Shelly smiled and patted her on the shoulder.

Tanya relished being the last line of defense against the mysterious crime lord. She couldn't wait to be the woman that helped bring down Ace, and tonight was another step in that journey. She ducked into an alley next to the building and saw a dumpster set against a brick wall, and next to that was a side door. According to Shelly's source, the side door was kept unlocked and used for “Deliveries.” Tanya shuddered to think about what those deliveries were. Were Sheriff Fetters and Janet, bound, gagged, and helpless, carried through this very door to their new lives?

Tanya told herself that even when inside that she would have to be cautious and keep her head down in order to prevent herself from falling into a similar situation.

Maybe I should have worn a wig? Her bright red hair would certainly draw attention, but it was too late for that now.

“I would go with you myself, but Ace knows my face. My cover would be blown almost instantly. As for you, you aren't on his radar or any of his men's. You can blend in.” Shelly had reassured Tanya. She had even helped Tanya pick out what to wear and instructed her to walk around like she owned the place.

“If you seem nervous, then you'll draw attention. Act like the queen.”

Tanya ducked behind the dumpster, placing herself between it and the doorr, and hoped that no one came out in the next few minutes. She took a breath and the stench of the alley hit her like a fist.

“Ugh..” Tanya grumbled.

It smelled like old meat and piss, and she shuddered to think about what went on in a back alley next to a brothel. Doing her best to breath as little as possible, Tanya looked up and down the alley. So far she seemed to have it all to herself, but she probably shouldn't take that for granted. At any minute, that door could burst open and a prostitute could lead a client out for some “fresh air”, or a van could pull up, ready to deposit a new batch of kidnapped women for the sex trade.

Disgusting. Absolutely disgusting. This mission would be worth it to bust this operation and see Ace behind bars.

And see Wilson again.

Sheriff Wilson Vorhees was the former Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, and still Sheriff in Tanya's mind. They had clicked early on, both determined to right the wrongs committed in their townand to make it a place as idyllic as it seemed on the surface. At first, their partnership was purely professional, trading tips and evidence each had gathered, but the days and nights spent on stakeouts were long, and late one night Tanya was the only one still working at the Marston Gazette offices. Wilson had stopped by to compare some notes with her. They talked over coffee in the light of her desk lamp, and she noticed Wilson glancing over at her cleavage. She had been wearing a button down, with the first few buttons open. When she caught him looking, he didn’t look away.

She let him have her right there on top of her desk.

Wilson was a married man, she knew that, and he swore it was a one time thing. He told her that he was tired and not thinking straight, but a few nights later, he called her to the police station. The station was empty except for Wilson, and they made love in one of the holding cells that night.

Tanya knew that she shouldn't get involved with a married man, but there was something about him. Her ex-husband had been so bland, such a boring lover and Wilson... well, he was rough, and had... unique tastes. At first, Tanya was surprised by the things that Wilson asked of her. The night in the cells, he had handcuffed her to the prison bars when he had her. The feeling of being bound, helpless at the hands of Wilson almost made Tanya cum right there. Soon it was blowjob on a stakeout  or hooking up on the beach in the middle of the night, but it made the mind numbing task of tracking Ace worth it.

They both knew that the sneaking around couldn't go on forever, and eventually Wilson promised her that once they put Ace away, he would leave his wife for Tanya. Tanya had pleasured herself many nights to the thought of her and Sheriff Wilson Vorhees, the intrepid couple that took down Ace. It was a perfect love story, two people brought together by something they believed in. Of course, she would take out the part about sneaking around behind Wilson's wife's back. Instead, she would tell it like they had a budding romance while working the case. As they got nearer to their goal, Wilson, a man of honor, realized that he could no longer control his feelings for Tanya anymore and broke off his marriage.

It was a fine fantasy, and in her head, Tanya would top it off with Ace being taken out of the Marston's Pointe holding cells to a Federal facility, and once the cell was empty, she and Wilson would have long, rough butt sex in Ace's old cell. Wilson was an ass man, and loved Tanya's backside. He loved seeing her in any kind of thong, and he loved even more to rip that thong off and shoved his hard, throbbing cock between her lovely cheeks. Tanya had never tried anal before, and was at first hesitant when Wilson asked her about it, but she soon grew to love the sensation of Wilson’s cock up her rear end.

There was one time that she remembered vividly. It was a beautiful night, clear, full moon. They were in his patrol car, parked in the shadows with the lights out, observing an old warehouse that was supposedly being used by Ace to store guns. The warehouse was situated at the edge of the docks so they were both treated to an excellent view of the ocean, the waves dancing lazily under the silver glow of the moon. Tanya had expected some sneaking around, so she wore a black, low cut tee and black tights. The look Wilson gave her when she got in his car was priceless: he was practically salivating. During the car ride, his gaze kept shifting to her bosom, and it seemed that he hit maybe one too many potholes along the way, causing her breasts to heave up and down.

As soon as they parked he was on her, kissing her, burying his tongue in her mouth. His hand groped at her cleavage, and she could feel his strong grip as his palms wrapped around her breasts, and she could remember how erect her nipples were under her bra. Hours passed as their hands danced around each other's bodies, her hands passing to Wilson's pants and feeling his throbbing cock attempting to break free. She would smile at his groans of pleasure as her hands ran up and down his erect penis through his pants.

But they were supposed to be on stake out, so one of them may as well watch the warehouse, right? At least that was Tanya's thought process that night in his squad car as she turned to face the window, sticking her spandex clad rear in Wilson's face, knowing that he wouldn't be able to control himself.

His hungry hands dug under the waist band of her tights and pulled, slowly revealing the red, lacy thong underneath the tights. He pulled her close against him, and she could feel the throbbing organ pressed upwards between her luscious ass cheeks. Wilson's hands dug into either side of her buttocks, wanting it all for himself, his breath coming out in ragged gasps as his hands moved up to the waist band of the tiny red garment running between her soft cheeks.

Then the panties were off her and she heard Wilson undoing his belt, then his zipper. At first, he inserted his fingers inside her. There was a dull, uncomfortable pressure, but also... a twinge of pleasure, like a hard cocktail laced with something sweat. Wilson thrusted his fingers back and forth inside of her, causing moans of pleasure and pain to escape her lips.

What if someone heard? She remembered that fear racing through her mind as Wilson's fingers danced back and forth inside her ass. Then she decided to hell with it, let them hear.

A moment later, Wilson's cock was thrust between her gaping ass cheeks. One of his hands grabbed a wad of her red hair while another cupped her breast, and he thrust, eliciting another pained gasp from her.

And another thrust followed by flashes of pain and pleasure rang through her body like a bell.

Wilson was thrusting faster in short rapid fire machine gun bursts. With a final, sharp push, Wilson came inside of her.

Even standing in a smelly alley, Tanya could feel herself growing wet at the memory.

No! I have to remain focused!

Like most fantasies, her dream of being with Wilson never came to fruition. Ace had somehow found out about the affair and used photos to blackmail Wilson into leaving town. Without even a word to her, he left Marston's Pointe overnight with his family. Tanya called, texted, and emailed him but there was never a response.

Soon it would change though and she would have him back. Ace would be put away, and she would find Wilson, go to him in person, and tell him that it was all over and they could be together.

But first, she would have to infiltrate this brothel.

Gotta go through Hell to get to heaven. Tanya unbuttoned the overcoat, unveiling her heaving, large bosom. Her breasts were all natural and creamy with hints of blue veins just under the surface. They were contained by a red bra with black lace trim, which was about a size too small just to accentuate her cleavage even more.

I'll have to be careful when I move, I don't want everyone in there to see a nipple if it pops out!.

Below the bra was a matching red corset with black lace trim. The corset was tied very loosely, just enough to cover her midsection. She didn't want the corset tied tight enough so that she couldn't breath, and if things got bad, she would have to get out in a hurry, and something that cut off her air would be a problem.

The final button of the coat came open, revealing the front of her tiny, black g-string panties and the thigh high stalkings that fed into a pair of black heels.

Tanya shrugged off the overcoat just as another breeze hit and Tanya felt her exposed ass cheeks break out in goosebumps again. Despite all the times she lounged around outside in her white thong bikini, she felt incredibly exposed and vulnerable outside in her lingerie. As she folded up her coat to hide it behind the dumpster, she felt something small and hard in the pocket hit her arm.

My phone!

Tanya retrieved her phone from the pocket and checked to make sure it was on silent. She didn't want her mission blown by her phone going off.

I probably shouldn't leave it out here. She looked at her reflection in the phone's black touchscreen and realized that it would probably be wise to carry it on her in case of trouble, but where would she put it? At first, Tanya considered sliding it down the front of her panties, but the tiny pair of underwear would never conceal the phone.

Only one other alternative. Tanya tucked the phone into her sizable cleavage. It fit snugly between her bra and large breasts, and she hoped that her chest would prove distracting enough that no man would notice that she had a phone tucked down there.

Just as long as a fella doesn't get handsy with me! Tanya knew that if she was really walking into a brothel, odds were that the men would be very grabby. If that was the case, she would have to deflect their wandering hands to her posterior instead. She shuddered at the thought of strange men groping her ass, the ass she had promised Wilson, the ass she said she was saving for him.

It will be worth it. Once this is done and he's back, it will be all his.

Tanya tucked her coat behind the dumpster, stood up straight, and took a breath.

It's showtime.

The door was unlocked, just as she was promised, and when she opened it light filtered out, along the roaring sound of drunken laughter.

Tanya took another breath and dived in.

2.

The inside of the brothel reminded Tanya of an old west saloon come to life. When she entered through the door, she found herself in a short hallway, the sound of laughter coming down from the far end. Standing up straight, Tanya strolled ahead and put on her best haughty face.

I work here. I own this place and do what I want.

She repeated this mantra over and over in her head as she made her way towards the ever increasing sound of laughter, hoping that her look of authority would deter anyone from asking of her business. If someone did question her, she would simply say that she had stepped out for some air.

Yeah, stepped out for a breath of fresh air while dressed like an add for Victoria's Secret!

Tanya emerged from the hallway into a wide open hall and did her best not to gasp in shock.

A bar was situated on the wall directly across from Tanya, tended by a beautiful woman with dark hair, a red thong leotard, and a headband that looked like a pair of devil horns. The men sittting at the bar were practically salivating at the sight of the beautiful bartender, who flashed them all a big but empty smile, and laughed an even bigger, emptier laugh.

Tables were scattered all over the hall, and men sat drinking, playing cards, or both. Women clad in various kinds of lingerie strolled up and down the hall, and occasionally a man would grab one and pull her onto his lap, soliciting a giggle from the girl. Other women, clad in devil costumes as well, walked to the tables carrying trays filled with drinks.

Tanya balled her fists. This was happening right here in her small town! Right under her nose!Women led men by the hand towards double doors at the back of the hall, no doubt leading to rooms where the women would perform in any way the man wanted... for a price.

Stay focused! Remember the mission!

Tanya scanned the room for someone who looked important, preferably a man, and see what he knew. She figured that the bar would be a good place to start and made her way towards it as the circus of seduction raged around her. The men could barely contain themselves – literally-  and she noticed one too many of them pitching little tents in their pants.

Disgusting! Tanya fought back a sneer but let out a gasp as she felt a rough, scratchy hand clasp her butt cheek.

“My kind of lady!” Someone slurred.

Tanya whirled around and slapped the clawing hand away, seeing that it belonged to a dirty looking middle aged man with a salt and pepper beard. The man recoiled and a look of shock came over his face, though it quickly changed to amusement.

“Ooh feisty! I like it!” He giggled, and Tanya noticed several pairs of eyes falling to her. The onlookers did not look as amused as the man she slapped.

Shit! Do something! She had to act, to save this somehow, or this all could be blown.

What do I do? What do I do?

Tanya raised a finger and wagged it in a “tsk tsk” motion at the man, making sure to purse her lips while doing so. It seemed to excite him even more.

“Now now...” She cooed. “ That's no way to treat a lady.”

The man's eyes were wide with lust and his beady pupils zeroing in squarely on her breasts.

“How would you like to be treated?” He slurred.

“You'll have to find out another night, I'm spoken for right now.” With a wink she turned  around, feeling the man's eyes fall to her ass.

She strolled away and hoped that her little display was enough to convince the men watching that she belonged there.

That's it! That's my excuse! A high paying client reserved me for the night!

Suddenly it all came together. She would get drinks from the bar, claiming that she was bringing them to her customer, and use that as an excuse to explore the building. If anyone stopped her, she would say that she was bringing drinks to her customer who was “Just in the other room”.

Tanya arrived at the bar and leaned forward, crossing her arms under her cleavage. It was a trick that usually worked on male bartenders, and she realized it was an old habit. The eyes of every man at the bar turned to her.

The bartender strolled over to her and Tanya could see it in the girl's face that she was trying to determine if she knew Tanya or not.

Play it cool. Remember, you own this place.

“You new?” The beautiful bartender asked.

“Yes,” Tanya swallowed. “Just started this week.”

The bartender's eyes went up and down, sizing her up.

Skinny little thing giving me a look like that! Tanya fought back a well of anger. The bartender was beautiful, and though she was thin, proved to have quite the rack..

“Figures, they bring in new girls all the time. Hard for me to keep track of the faces.” The bartender giggled, her face relaxing.

“I can understand,” Tanya chuckled. “Anyway, I have a client waiting, he wants champagne and two glasses.”  Tanya said as authoritatively as she could.

“Sure, charge it to his room?” The bartender reached under the bar.

“Of course. He said your most expensive. He's a big spender.”

“What room?” The bartender asked.

Shit! Tanya felt herself go pale.

Think of a number! Any number! Just give it to her!

Her mouth worked but no sound came out as she struggled to come up with a fake room number.

“Sorry, I didn't hear that?” The bartender leaned in.

Say something you idiot!

“Uhhh 42. Room 42.” Tanya smiled.

This seemed to satisfy the bartender, who nodded and placed two glasses on the bar.

“Usually this place deals with the younger ladies, I like that you seem to have a milf thing going.” A man came up next to her.

Tanya turned to reply and found herself facing a tall, well built man clad all in black. He wore a black leather jacket and his black hair was spiked straight up. The breath escaped her lungs as she realized that she recognized this man from many stake outs with Wilson.

Jack, Ace's eyes and ears on the street.

Nobody had seen Ace in person and lived to tell about it. Jack reportedly reported directly to Ace and relayed his orders to all of his men. Jack and King were the two highest ranking members of Ace's organization and supposedly the only ones to deal with Ace directly.

It wasn't that long ago that Tanya was following up on a tip about a weapons deal going down at the docks and discovered that it was a deal headed up by Jack himself. Of course, Sheriff Fetters had to go and insert herself into that situation and got caught by Jack. He had forced Sheriff Fetters to strip to her underwear, tied and gagged her, and forced her into a crate that he was going to ship off to who-knows-where, but Tanya and Deputy James Randy had shown up in time to save Felicia, though Jack and his men had gotten away.

Just thinking about it made her blood boil. They almost had Jack but Felicia had ruined it! As retribution, Tanya snapped a photo of the bound, gagged, and underwear clad Sheriff and posted it on the front page of the newspaper, effectively ruining Felicia's reputation. There was a small consolation in that the police had seized some of the weapons from the deal, but a month later the seized weapons vanished, no doubt thanks to the corrupt women that took over for Felicia Fetters.

And now Tanya was in the belly of the beast face to face with Jack himself.

This is what I have to do! I have to get him to talk! I have to seduce him! The very thought repulsed her. Jack was slime, everything she hated about crime in this town, but she told herself that it would all be worth it once Jack, Ace, and the rest of their goons were behind bars and Wilson was back.

Tanya flashed him a smile and pressed her arms together to push up her cleavage.

“Well, you know what they say about experience.” She batted her eyes at him.

Jack's eyes drank in her underwear clad form.

“I don't think I've met you. Did the Queen bring you in?”

The Queen? Who is the Queen?

Given the house of cards motif that Ace and his men used, Tanya inferred that the Queen must be important too.

“Sure, though it didn't take much convincing to get me to play ball.” Tanya tossed her hair back.

“I dig it. If my mommy issues were a little more severe, I might be all over you.” Jack was playing hard to get, but Tanya saw in his eyes that he was already imagining the things he would do to her.

She sidled up to him and ran her hand along his arm, feeling his thick muscles coiled under the surface of his jacket.

“You could still be all over me...” She bent her knees slightly, allowing her cleavage to to brush up against his arm.

“What about your client?” He motioned to the bar, where a tray with the champagne and glasses sat waiting.

“We can work something out.”

Jack stroked a lock of her shining, red hair.

“Good pitch, great presentation, but I have certain...tastes that only a few of the girls here can satisfy.” With that, he patted her on the butt cheek and stalked away.

Tanya's jaw dropped as she watched Jack go. How could he! She was more woman than most of these “women” here!

“Good try, rookie mistake.” The bartender giggled.

Tanya turned to glare at her.

“All of the new girls take a pass at Jack,” The bartender gave Tanya an exasperated look. “He never bites.”

“Is he... gay?” Tanya asked, emphasizing the last word.

The Bartender chuckled. “Hardly, he just isn't into... consent.” The bartender gave Tanya a warning glance with the last word.

Jackwas making his way through a set of double doors at the far end of the room.

“We get all kinds of girls here, some voluntarily... some not. The ones that don't want to be here, Jack gets them first. He and the Queen. They break in the new girls before they turn them over to the clients.”

Tanya grabbed the tray with the champagne and glasses.

“Which one were you?” She asked.

At this, the bartender's eyes softened. “I have a good life here, good pay. I owe it to them.” It felt recited, and there was something else in her eyes.

Fear.

Tanya gave her a final look and headed off in the direction Jack went, tray in hand.

3.

The hallway Jack had gone down was long and monotonous, lined with rooms on both sides. It wasn't hard to figure out which ones were occupied thanks to the moans and sighs coming from the inside. Tanya held the tray with one hand like a waitress, not quite sure what she should be looking for. Her first plan, which was to seduce Jack, had failed, and it was time for plan B.

What's my Plan B? She needed one, and fast. Maybe she should apologize and ask Jack to show her the ropes and gain his trust? That would take time, and she didn't want to spend longer than she had to posing as a prostitute in a brothel run by her sworn enemy.

She took the the twists and turns of the hallway in stride. If not for the cries of ectasy coming from behind the closed doors it would have felt like a hotel, and Tanya realized that was what it essentially was. Ace sold drinks, rented out rooms, and rented out his ladies, and probably made a killing. It occurred to her that she probably had seen enough to testify and get the place shut down, but she knew that the police force didn't have the man power for that, plus, the goal was Ace. Shutting down one of his brothels wouldn't do much, Ace would just open another.

Tanya turned a corner to find herself facing a lone door.

End of the road. Then the door started to open, and Tanya recognized the head of gelled up hair coming out.

Jack!

Tanya let out a yelp and dived back around the corner. The last thing she wanted was for Jack to know that she was following him. She pressed herself flat against the wall and heard a set of keys jingling, then a click of a lock falling into place followed by the sound of a deadbolt sliding into place.

She didn't have to be a detective to know that a locked door meant that there was something they didn’t want people to find behind it.

Suddenly she had her Plan B. There's something important in there! If I can get in there, I may just have the evidence I need to shut this all down!

Tanya straightened herself out and stepped out from the corner just at the same time Jack was coming around. They collided, her breasts bouncing off his rock hard pectoral muscles and the tray fell from her hand, the glasses shattering on the carpeted floor. Remarkably, the bottle of champagne bounced harmlessly off the ground. Jack cried out in annoyance and alarm, throwing his hands up-

-And dropping his keys. Tanya's eyes zeroed in one them with laser focus, watching as they landed amid the shattered glass.

“Ugh, what the...” Jack stammered, but Tanya was already on her hands and knees, cupping her palm over the keys as she pretended to scoop up the glass.

“Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry...” She stuck her ass out to make a show of her cleaning.

Jack stepped away, a look of amusement replacing his look of annoyance.

Look at my ass! Forget about the keys!

“I'll clean this up right away... so sorry...” She pouted, arching her ass out even more as she reached for the champagne bottle.

“What are you doing back here?” Jack demanded.

Tanya gave him wide, doe eyes.

“I'm so sorry, I must have gotten lost... all this halls, they all look the same.”

Jack's eyes were shifting from her cleavage to her eyes to her ass. “Well, clean it up and make it fast. Don't let me find you here when I get back.” Jack stepped over her.

“Yes sir, sorry sir.” Tanya continued to scoop the broken glass with her cupped hands, careful to avoid getting cut, and listened to his footfalls as he stalked down the hall. After a few moments, the only sounds she could hear were the muffled cries of pleasure (and maybe some of pain) coming from behind the doors to the rooms.

Tanya stood up and closed her fist around the keys. It wouldn't take Jack long to realize he had dropped them, so she had to be quick.

In and out, just grab whatever evidence I can and leave!

Tanya ran up to the locked door, ooked at the keychain in her hand and realized that she had no idea which key would open it.

Dammit! I'll have to try them all!

That would eat up time, but she didn't have any other choice. What if Jack came back?

I'll deal with that as it comes.

She tried one key that didn't even fit in the lock, and then another which went in but didn't turn, and same with a third.

Come on! Come on!

As she tried another key, she imagined Jack heading out to the main hall and then realizing how empty his pockets were. He would turn on his heel, his face filling with fury at realizing that he left his keys alone with the new lady.

Her hands started shaking at this thought, and she dropped the keys. Tanya yelped and quickly retrieved the keys, realizing that she had lost what key she was on!

Stupid! Stupid! Now you have to start over!

Randomly, she stuck a key in the lock with no success. Then she tried another, and it slid into the lock like a knife through butter.

Yes!

She almost jumped for joy, but restrained herself and instead let out a low gasp of relief as she turned the key and heard the click of the lock open. Then she gripped the door handle.

It didn't budge.

Oh no!

She rolled her eyes as she realized that the deadbolt needed open too, and quickly unlocked it. The door eased open, and Tanya gave a final look behind her to make sure that the hallway was empty before slipping in.

Gently closing the door behind her, Tanya reached for the deadbolt to lock it when a sound from behind made her jump.

“Ummmmph! Mmmmmurrggle! Ullummph!”

Tanya gasped and jumped back, forgetting about the lock and dropping the keys.

“Hlllp mmmeee! Hlllpp!”

.The room was large, the walls covered with red velvet that was no doubt covering soundproofing. There were only two things in the room: the first was a small table, upon which sat a long, stainless steel tray. Arranged on the tray was what looked like a cat o'nine tails and a cane, along with a leather muzzle, a white cloth with a knot in the middle, and a roll of duct tape. Next to the gags was a vibrator, a large, black dildo, and a massive black butt plug.

“Urrrgglll! Mlllummph!”  A woman hung suspended on a rack, her arms and legs spreadeagled, and a large red ball gag keeping her quiet.

She was beautiful, with deep bronze skin, and was completely naked except for a pair of small, black thong panties. The woman had blond hair, though Tanya could tell from her emerging roots that her natural hair color was dark, and whoever this woman was, she was in shape. Lean muscles ran under her bronze skin, and her breasts were small but round and firm, her dark nipples standing erect, and a fine sheen of sweat coated her nude body.

Tanya realized that this woman looked... familiar somehow.

“Hlllp mufff! Hllllp!” The woman's eyes were wide and pleading, and she tugged on the leather manacles that held her wrists above her head.

Tanya remembered what the bartender had said about some women not being here by choice.

Oh my God! If Tanya could get her out, then she would have a perfect witness!

Tanya rushed forward, and the gagged woman let out a sigh of relief.

“Thnnnkk mmmoo!” she cried.

“Shhh!” Tanya hushed her. “We don't have much time. I'm going to try to get you out of here!”

“Thnnnnkkk mmmoo!” Tanya reached for the back of the woman's head where the gag was secured.

“Oh God, that feels so good...” The woman gasped, opening and closing her jaw.

“Are you alright?” Tanya reached for the manacles that held the woman in place.

“ I don't really know. These people are so weird.”

Tanya nodded.“My name is Tanya, just hold on and I'll get you out of here.”

“Did Gina send you?” The woman asked.

“Gina?” Tanya asked.

The woman nodded. “Gina, the Sheriff. My name is Jessica...”

Tanya's eyes lit up! That was how she knew this woman! This was Jessica Lannon, the bikini model/fitness guru that had gone missing!

“Gina is the reason you’re here...” Tanya stammered, putting the pieces together in her head. Supposedly, Jessica had stumbled across evidence of corruption in the Marston's Pointe police department, and Gina had accepted a bribe from Jack to turn Jessica over to him. There were photos, and Tanya remembered them vividly: Jack offering a stack of cash to a bikini clad Gina, and then Jack binding and gagging Jessica.

Jessica stared at her in confusion.

Oh God! She still trusts Gina! Poor girl!

“No… that doesn’t make any sense... it was...” Jessica started, but then she focused on something behind Tanya.

“Look out! Behind you!” She screamed.

Strong hands grabbed Tanya’s arms and pinned them to her sides. She tried to kick but found herself pulled back against her assailants muscle bound mid-section.

“What have we here?” Jack's voice sauntered in her ear.

Tanya fought as Jack wrapped her in a bear hug and pulled her out of the room.

“Hey! Let me go!” She screamed, kicking as Jack pulled her back.

What would he do to her? After seeing Jessica, she didn't want to know.

“No! Get off of me! Let me go!” She screamed.

4.

It's good to be the queen. Shelly Arnold reclined in her chair, placing both feet up on her desk... well, not her desk, technically the Sheriff's desk. There were two women bound and gagged in a state of undress in the holding cells who both claimed to be Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, but Shelly personally didn't care which one of them actually held that title.

Not that their time with us is long anyway.

Technically, James Randy was acting Sheriff, but Shelly had subtly asserted her dominance over him by making the empty Sheriff's office her de-facto office. Though she was in no way involved with the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, she considered herself something of a “consultant” to the police force.

Randy stood in of front of Shelly with a look of shock on his face as she reclined in the Sheriff's chair. He was a very expressive man, and easy to shock and she had made something of a game of provoking reactions from him. The man was putty to be molded, especially when it came to a beautiful woman. It was this fecklessness that made Shelly almost sure that Randy wasn't the mole working for Ace, although she didn't rule anyone out. It was still a source of frustration that she had come so close to finding out who the mole was, only to have it slip through her fingers, so she figured that she best keep the Sheriff's Department close to keep an eye on things.

As she reclined, strong fingers dug into her shoulders from behind. Shelly moaned softly and  leaned back to enjoy the massage. Lisa's hands were gifts from heaven, and Shelly looked up to catch an eye full of Lisa's massive, enhanced breasts. From Shelly’s angle, Lisa’s breasts completely obscured her face, dangling above Shelly’s head like a massive set of mistletoe.

Randy cleared his throat and Shelly looked over at him to see that his eyes were focused squarely on Lisa's chest.

“Yes Randy?” Shelly raised an inquisitive eyebrow at the man.

His fingers fidgeted together as his eyes kept shifting from Shelly to Lisa's cleavage.

“Yeah, Shelly, it's about... the girls in the cells.” Beads of sweat collected on Randy's forehead.

“Yes, what about them?” She crossed her arms and leaned forward.

“It's just... I'm acting Sheriff and all and I don't know if it's right to hold them back there with no due process or anything... you know, no lawyer... phone call... all tied up and stuff...”

How cute. Shelly smiled at him.

“Randy, you are acting Sheriff, and you know that I want nothing but the best for you, this department, and this town, right?” She stood up as she spoke.

Randy nodded at her.

“Here's the thing, Ace knows we have them,” Hell, the whole town knew that they had them. She had made a show of parading their bikini clad hostages through the town to the police station. “And that means we hold the cards, he doesn't know what they've told us.”

“Yeah but... they haven't said anything. They can't talk, you keep them all tied up and gagged back there.” Randy looked down and dug his fingers into his pockets.

Poor Randy, he had no idea that Felicia Fetters and Janet Rossi were also tied up back there with the other girls. In truth, Shelly had made a show of capturing Gina and her girls because she wanted Ace to fell like he had won. She knew that Gina and her deputies weren't corrupt, but Ace thought she believed that. Ace would believe that the police that were a thorn in his side were taken care of, and therefore his guard was down. Shelly was certain that Ace's mole was feeding him every move she made though, and that was fine because she wasn't making big moves.

“Randy, what if I told you that I had a friend in the Department of Justice, and that they're building a federal case as we speak.”

Randy swallowed.

“And what if I told you that at the end of the week, the girl's will be transported to a federal women's facility, where they have a full legal team waiting and will no doubt be offered generous deals if they testify.”

Randy nodded again. “That... that sounds good.”

“So yes, I've been keeping them here because the DOJ doesn't want their investigation corrupted. Once they are moved, they will be out of our hair, and then I'm going to see about making you Sheriff, permanently.”

Randy's face brightened. “Really?”

Shelly smiled back. “I think that a local boy needs to be the one to restore law and order. I'm going to make a few calls and see what I can do.” She assured him, patting him on the shoulder.

Randy nodded back and smiled.  “Aw, thanks Shelly.”

“That's a good boy.” She patted his cheek, a move that looked as if it would cause Randy to melt.

He nodded and smiled back at her. “Well, walk you out?” He offered.

“Oh no, I still have some work to do. I'll lock up when I leave.” She leaned back on her desk. Randy smiled, nodded his head, and stepped out into the empty police station. Shelly smiled as she watched him exit the building.

“Poor guy.” Lisa came up next to Shelly, arms crossed over her impressive bosom. Shelly couldn't help but agree. Despite her assurances, she had no intention of having Randy as Sheriff. In fact, she meant to purge the entire current Sheriff's Department and replace them with all of her own people eventually.

Poor Randy indeed.

Shelly felt Lisa's hands sink into her shoulders again, and she almost gave herself over to the buxom, muscle bound woman right there, but she knew this wasn't the time or place.

“Not now,” Shelly brushed Lisa's hands away. “Let's check on our prisoners.” Shelly stepped away from the desk.

Lisa was a good soldier, a perfect soldier actually, loyal and eager to please, and over these past few weeks she had become a de-facto jailor to the former Sheriff's Department, and she seemed to relish the job. The heavy door to the holding cells lurched open after Lisa unlocked it, and Shelly ears were greeted by the sound of muffled cries.

Music to my ears. She stepped into the holding area, followed by Lisa, who closed the door behind them.

“Ummph!”

“Bbbbbiiifff!”

“Mlllel mmm mooo!”

“Ulllummmggglle”

The prisoner's muffled protests overlapped as they turned to face their captors. Shelly had them all spaced out, one empty cell between each prisoner, so they couldn't get close and attempt to undo each other's knots or gags. First was Sheriff Felicia Fetters, clad in lingerie. Shelly didn't know the full story, or care to know, but presumably Gina had kidnapped Felicia and imprisoned her in the cells here along with her lover, former business owner Janet Rossi. Gina had told everyone that Felicia resigned in shame and had appointed Gina as her successor, but obviously there had been some bad blood between the two ladies that lead to this kidnapping.

Two cells over from Felicia was her lover, Janet, also lingerie clad and bound and gagged.

“Mmmummph! Mmmmph!” Felicia mumbled, pressing herself up against the bars of her cell. Janet meanwhile, stood away from the bars but still glared at Shelly.

Across from Felicia was Gina, the other woman to call herself Sheriff. Gina was clad in a bikini and bound and gagged, two cells down from her was Caitlyn, her muscle bound deputy who was also clad in a swimsuit and equally bound and gagged. But it was the prisoner at the far end of the cell block, two away from Caitlyn, that intrigued Shelly. Eva was a curvaceous Latina with quite the booty, and she seemed to relish every minute of being a prisoner. Lisa spent most of the time dealing with the captives, and had observed that Eva spent a good portion of her captivity pleasuring herself, seemingly enjoying being tied and enjoying the sight of other females being tied as well. It frustrated Lisa, who was delighting in punishing the captives, but had yet to break Eva.

“Hello, hello ladies,” Shelly purred, walking down the middle of the cell block. “How are we all doing today?”

“Hmmmff mmoo!” Felicia spat, glaring at her.

“Oooh, Ms. Fetters is chatty today.” Shelly giggled. Across from Felicia, Gina was now pressed up against the bars of her cell, glaring at Shelly. Gina was typically a quiet hostage, but had taken to giving Shelly and Lisa dirty looks.

“Well ladies, Lisa here is going to give you your evening wash up.” Shelly smiled. Upon saying this, a chorus of muffled protests emerged from Felicia, Janet, and Caitlyn.

“Mmmoo!”

“Mrrffff!”

“Mmmmooo mmooofff!”

At the end of the block, Eva let out a muffled cry of elation. Shelly stepped forward to see the Latina pressing her breasts between the bars of her cell.

“Offff.... Offff...” Eva cooed, eying up Shelly, who couldn't help but give the Latina a look of confusion.

The front of the Latina's thong bikini bottom was darkening, indicating that the Latina was wet at the thought.

“Ummm, you may have to change her clothes.” Shelly motioned to Eva and Lisa nodded.

“I may do more than that.” Lisa cracked her knuckles.

Eva batted her eyes at the busty captor. It was a challenge.

“But that's for later,” Shelly said, spinning to address everyone in the room. “I'm here to share some good news with you ladies.”

Gina cocked her head.

“Mmmmmff!”

“Mmmmoo!”

The other women started to protest and Gina shot them warning looks, clearly curious about what Shelly had to say.

Shelly waited for the commotion to calm down before speaking.

“I'm here to tell you all, that our time together is unfortunately about to come to an end.” She said with a smile.

“Hummmph?”

“Mmrrrruggggl?”

“Yes, really. At the end of the week, you ladies will be moved out of here to start new lives.”

A hush came over the room. Good, Shelly had their attention now.

This Friday night, you fine ladies will be packed on board a boat and transported overseas to... well, I don't really know. The point is that I've sold you to a very interested group of people that will find... interesting ways to put you to work.”

At this all of the prisoners pressed against the bars of the cells and moaned into their gags.

“Mmmmoo!

“Hllllp! Hllllp!”

“Mmmmph! Mmmooo!”

“Hlllllp mmmmmff!”

Shelly savored their protests. It had taken some time to find someone on this coast willing to buy her hostages. Ace had his hand in a lot of bondage slavery circles, and Shelly wanted to be sure to keep these women out of his sphere of influence. Eventually, she found a small timer who claimed that he could take the ladies off of Shelly's hands and “train them right” before auctioning them.

She couldn't wait wait to get these pests out of her way. Selling off the girls, along with her seduction of Joseph Kingston, were two very important steps in her plan.

Ah King... She smiled at the thought. Kingston ran the Lady Luck Casino, Ace's main front company and money laundering operation, and he was also a notorious bachelor. Shelly had secured an invitation to one of King's infamous pool parties, and there she intended to introduce herself to him and start the process of wrapping him around her finger. Once she had King desperately lusting after her, she would work him over like clay. Eventually, her plan was to have King so in love with her that he will hand her Ace on a silver platter.

There was one more problem to deal with, but thankfully it was being taken care of right now in a brothel across town.

***

Tanya Donnelly’s investigation had not gone well.

Her captors had placed her in what she guessed was one of the hotel rooms they rented out to their male customers. The room was small but cute, well furnished, and seemed to consist of a main living area, a bathroom, and a bedroom. All things considered, it would have been a nice place to stay if not for the poor customer service. More than anything, Tanya wished that she could give these perverts a piece of her mind, but the thick white cloth wrapped around her mouth prevented her from saying anything.

“Mmmmmph!” Tanya sat up, her breath coming out in heavy huffs thanks to the gag covering the lower half of her face.

Jack, along with two other goons, had dragged Tanya up a flight of stairs and despite her kicking and fighting, they had bound her hands behind her back with a length of rope, then her feet together at the ankles, and finally added the gag for good measure. Then they quite unceremoniously left her lying on the carpet in the middle of the room and left. A click coming from the door told Tanya that they had locked it behind them.

What do they plan to do with me? She thought as she took in the room around her. No doubt they would be back soon, and with an insidious plan to get rid of her.

“Ummmph! Mmmmmph! Grrrrrrmmm!” Tanya pulled and flexed as best she could, but the knots held tight.

Of course they would, did you see Jessica? Bondage is a specialty for these guys.

She had lost her heels during her struggling, so now her feet were only covered by her stalkings. Once again she strained and flexed against the rope binding her ankles.

“Ummmph! Mmmmmrrrggggl!” She blubbered into her gag as she strained, wishing now that she had spent more time at the gym.

It was useless. The ropes were holding tight. Tanya sat up again and noticed a window on the far side of the room.

Maybe I could get it open and signal for help!

It was a long shot, but it was all she had. Tanya narrowed her eyes, and shuffled forward, pulling herself along the carpet by her bound feet. As she moved, she started to feel a slight burning sensation along her bare ass cheeks as she pulled herself along the rug.

A little carpet burn is nothing compared to what these guys will do to you! Keep going!

“Urrgggg!” Tanya mumbled, heaving forward and causing her breasts to jiggle up and down as she did. As her breasts moved, she felt something hard and rectangular press into the side of her boob.

My phone!

Tanya stopped and looked down at her cleavage. Jack and his goons didn't even think to look for it, probably assuming that a lingerie clad woman would have no place to hide any surprises.

Jokes on them! Tanya chuckled to herself under the gag. This was actually perfect, she could contact Shelly, say that she's being held against her will, and the police will show up and shut the place down. They’ll have Jack and a blow is dealt to Ace.

“Hmmm hummm hmmm hummmph!” Tanya laughed under the gag. These fools would have no idea what hit them!

Now, she just had to retrieve her phone. Looking down at her cleavage, Tanya heaved herself up off the carpet and back down, hoping that the movement would jostle her phone free. Her massive breasts jiggled but her phone remained nestled below them.

Damn!

“Ummmph!” Tanya heaved again, but it did no good.

Damn these breasts of mine!

She gave a final heave but with the same result. Tanya scanned the room, searching for something, anything she could use to help her...

There!

In the middle of the living area was a couch with a low, rectangular coffee table set in front of it. In that moment, Tanya realized what she had to do. It wouldn't be pretty, but it was her best chance at getting out.

“Hmmmph!” Tanya started to scurried along the carpet towards the table, once again feeling the burning sensation along her tush as she moved.

I just had to wear a g-string, didn't I! Tanya mentally cursed herself, but then again it wasn't like she had planned to get caught and tied up.

“Urrrggllle...” She grumbled, sliding ever closer to the table, and praying that Jack and his men took their time attending to her. As she moved, the burning sensation along her behind gradually increased.

Ignore it, move Tanya!

It was starting to feel like thousands of tiny, hot pin pricks along her butt cheeks, getting more and more intense with each move.

Almost there! Just do it!

She gave another heave, and the pin pricks turned to hot coals lit under her.

“Hummmph! Mmmm...” There had to be a less painful way to do this.

Tanya rubbed one of her ass cheeks with her bound hands. Her backside was warm to the touch, and no doubt red.

It's nice and tenderized if they want to spank me later.

Tanya shifted to her side and tried wriggling over to the table with her knees, feeling like a fish on land, wriggling and squirming about helplessly. The table grew ever closer as she pressed forward, and her hip was starting to burn from the hot friction of the movement along the carpet.

“Ulllumm mmmpph!” She cried. The table was so painfully close. Tanya rolled over onto her stomach and brought her knees forward while lifting herself.

“Ummmph! Mmmmph!” She gasped into the gag, wishing yet again that she spent more time at gym.

“Urrrggllle... mummmm!” Tanya grumbled and sat up into a kneeling position. Using her knees, she waddled forward, covering the final distance to the table.

It was time to start the second part of her plan. First she took a quick glance at the door, but heard no movement or voices on the other side. Tanya pressed her massive cleavage against the corner of the table and felt the hard, polished wood bury itself between her large breasts.

“Ummmph...” Tanya lifted, feeling the wood resist against her bra.

Come on! Come on!

Nothing! The corner of the table failed to catch against her bra, causing her shoot straight up and wobble back.

“Mmmmmph!” Tanya wobbled to maintain her balance. She teetered for another moment and then corrected herself.

Try again!

Tanya leaned forward again and dug her left side against the corner of the table and pressed forward, then ripped her body to the left, feeling the angle of the table brush against her nipple as it pulled her bra to the side.

Yes!

Her left breast burst free from the constricting bra and she heaved her chest up and down.

“Mmmmmph!” She grumbled, willing the phone to fall free, but had no such luck.

Dammit! She would have to do the same with the other breast.

Tanya reorientated her body and pressed her right breast against the corner, felt the sharp edge of the table dig into the side of her cup and then angled her body to the side, exposing her other breast.

“Mmmlllmmmmphh...” She huffed into her gag, feeling the rush of air hit her bare nipple. Something thudded against the floor below and she looked down to see her phone bouncing on the carpet.

“Mmmmllleep!” She squealed in excitement, but then caught herself, worried that someone might hear her excitement.

No one can hear you, that's the point of them gagging you!

The now bare breasted reporter shifted away from the table, turned, and groped out towards the phone with her bound hands and found the unlock button. Not wasting a moment, she pressed the button and then turned her head to inspect the phone below her. The screen lit up to reveal her wallpaper: a picture of the beach as taken from her back deck.

“Mmmm!” Tanya extended her bound fingers and hit the CONTACTS icon towards the top of the phone screen. Immediately, a list of names filled the phone's touch screen.

***

Back at the Sheriff's station, Shelly watched with great amusement as Lisa dragged each of the captive girl's in the back for their evening showers. This was the usual routine: wash them off and then bring them their supper. Today they were serving them frozen dinners that were waiting in a refrigerator outside. Shelly would supervise from a distance as Lisa spoon fed the girls one by one. Usually, there were light protests, but the girls were also hungry, so they ate between protests, and then had their protests cut off when Lisa put their gags back on and moved onto the next one.

Lisa, of course, wore a bikini underneath her clothes for such occasion, and had promptly stripped out of her tank and jeans into a small, tan, sequined g-string bikini. Shelly felt ripples of desire course through her body as the massively endowed woman kicked out of her pants and stood tall and half naked in the middle of the cell block. Though Lisa's massive breasts drew all the attention, Shelly couldn't help but admire her wonderfully tan and perfectly formed ass. The tiny g-string that Lisa wore made her large, muscle toned tush look amazing as well.

Lisa had started by bathing Gina while Shelly remained in the main cell area with the other girls. The busty dark haired women dragged the tall and equally well endowed former police woman from her cell and back to the showers with Gina only lightly protesting.

Already the fight is starting to go out of them. Shelly smiled to herself.

A few moments later, the door to the showers opened and Lisa emerged with the freshly washed Gina. Both were soaked, but Lisa's eyes were alive with fire and desire, and she met Shelly's gaze as she lead her prisoner out of the showers. Droplets of water dripped down along Lisa's perfect, muscle toned body and disappeared along her bikini top between her breasts.

Next to her, Gina looked like a wet dog. The former (current?) Sheriff tossed her wet hair  out of her face and glared at Shelly. Lisa kept the gag on, which was now water soaked and clinging to Gina's mouth. It looked like Lisa didn't bother to dry Gina either, judging by how absolutely drenched she looked. Shelly opened her mouth to gloat when she felt a vibrating in her pocket.

Who could be calling me at this hour? Usually, Shelly didn't get many calls after business hours, unless it was her son or...

Or something went wrong!

She took her phone out of her pocket, and saw that Tanyawas calling.

Tanya! Something must have gone wrong.

Lisa stiffened and place a hand over Gina's already gagged mouth.                

“It's okay.” Shelly assured, and Lisa released her grip.

With a sigh, Shelly answered the call and held the phone to her ear.

“Yes, Tanya dear.” Shelly smiled.

“Mmlllleyyy! Hllllpp! Hllllp! Murrrggmmm! Ulllmmm!” Came through the other end of the phone.

Shelly held the phone away from her ear, checking it to see if she was losing signal, but she had all bars.

“I'm sorry Tanya, I think you're in a bad area. Could you repeat that?”

“Mmmmmumm mmmm hmmmm!” Was the reply.

***

The bound and gagged Tanya lay on her side, head hovering over the phone's speaker.

Damn this gag! Tanya thought! No wonder those women in all the movies make such a noise when they get gagged, these things were frustrating!

“Tanya, you have to speak up or something, I really can't make out a thing!” Shelly's voice came through crystal clear from the other side.

“Hffff...” Tanya sighed and angled her head even closer to the speaker.

“Hummm mmmm hummm ulllummm!” She cried, the gag turning her pleas into unintelligible gibberish.

“Are you eating?” Shelly asked, a note of annoyance in her voice.

“Mmmmmooo! Hllllllp! Mmmmooo Hffff moooo mmmmmett mmeee mmmmmmoooutt mffff mmmmmreeerr!” Tanya cried, hoping that her message came through.

Come on Shelly!

***

Shelly's eyes lit as she realized Tanya's plight and why she couldn't understand the woman's cries.

“Ahh, I get it, “ Shelly said. “You got caught playing detective, am I right?”

“MMMMMMPH!” was the enthusiastic, muffled reply.

Amusement filled Lisa's face.

“Look, Tanya dear, where are you? Are you able to give me a clue?” From down the hall, Shelly heard Lisa snicker at this.

***

A clue! Tanya's eyes widened in rage. She knows where I'm at, she told me where to go! Once again she leaned closer to the speaker.

“MMMMMMPH! UMMMMMPH! HLLLLLLP! PLLLLMMMMSSS!” She implored.

“I'm sorry dear, but there isn't much I can do if I don't know where you are.”

“MMMMMMOOO! MMMMMMPH! UMMMMMPH!” Tanya screamed through her gag. How could she not know! Why was she being so dense!

***

A smile spread across Shelly's face as she listened to Tanya's gagged protests on the other end of the phone.

“Look, even if you do find a way to tell us where you are, their guard is up, they'll be expecting us.”

“MMMMMOOO! MMMOOO MMMMMIIIITCCCH!”

“Listen dear, the best thing to do is to hide your phone, if they find it then they'll be able to trace you back to me and all that we've been working for will be for nothing.

“MMMMMOOO! HLLLLLP!” Shelly wished that she could see Tanya trussed up now, her face no doubt as red as her hair.

“Anyway, I have to attend to our guests. Ta-ta dear.” Shelly blew her phone a kiss and hit the END button.

“What do you think they'll do to her?” Lisa smiled back at her.

“Who cares?” Shelly shrugged.                

Tanya had proved useful in discrediting Gina and her deputies, but it was only a matter of time before she realized that Shelly had no intention of bringing her beau, Wilson Vorhees, back. This, along with other factors, made Tanya a wildcard, and Shelly didn't need that. So, she had tossed the reporter a bone about a brothel, knowing full well that Tanya would most likely botch it and get caught. It had worked beautifully.

Still, Shelly was concerned about Tanya apparently having her phone on her. If her captors took a look and saw that her last call was to Shelly Arnold, it would bring down attention that Shelly didn't want at the moment. She could only hope that Tanya would take her advice and hide her phone, but beyond that, she hoped that Ace and his men had fun with Tanya.               

This is one way to get rid of a pesky neighbor. Shelly smiled

***

Tanya stared at her phone in shock and rage.

“MMMMRRRUGGGHH! BMMMMMF!” She screamed, almost thankful for the gag to muffle her cries of rage.

When I get out of here I'm gonna-

First, she needed to get out though, then plan on how she was going to get back at Shelly. She scanned the room, looking for something that she could use to maybe cut herself loose-

The window! Yes! If she got to the window, maybe she could signal to someone outside for help. Tanya rolled over onto her back and sat up.

“Mmmff...” She mumbled, her abs aching as she did so. Sit ups were tough, even tougher with her hands bound behind her back. Tanya pulled herself forward with her feet, once again causing her bare ass cheeks to light up in pain. It felt like hundreds of tiny, hot needles being dragged across her behind.

“Mmrrrrmmmm...” She grumbled, reaching out with her bound hands to grab her phone as she passed, knowing that it could prove useful still. Now in a sitting position, Tanya heaved herself forward, bare breasts bouncing as she tried to use her momentum to stand.

“Ummmf!” She cried, attempting to pull herself up with no luck.

Damn!

Tanya planted her feet and next tried to use her legs to pull herself up.

“Mmmrrrrrrgggghh!” She groaned, straining and pulling, but only succeeding in lifting her ass off the carpet before planting it back down again.

Guess I'm doing this the old fashioned way. She slid across the carpet towards the window on the far wall.

“Ummmph...mmm... grrrmmm...” She grumbled as she dragged her ass along the carpet.

I shudder to think about how red it looks! If her captors decided to get kinky, her ass would be nice and tender for a spanking.

“Mmmmmeeep!” The thought sent a shudder through her, and she quickened herself along, determined not to fall prey to Jack's sick tastes.

Halfway to the window and she stopped to catch her breath and let her backside relax, huffing and puffing into her gag.

“Hffff.... hfff.. hfff...” The window was so close! Just a few more feet!

Come on Tanya! Every wasted second means that Jack is closer to returning!

“Hrrrrgggulllmm!” She heaved herself forward, careful to keep her fingers wrapped around her phone.

After what seemed like a herculean effort, she let out a sigh of relief as she finally reached the window, but she knew that this was only half the battle. Now, it was time to get it open.

That is if I can! There was a possibility that it was locked, or too heavy to open with her bound hands, but she had to give it a try.

Tanya planted her backside used her feet to turn herself like a red headed top. Once she had completely rotated, she pushed herself back with her feet until her back hit the wall below the window.

“Hrrrrrgggggg...” She pushed herself back while lifting, using the wall to brace herself. While doing so, she wrapped one of her hands around her phone and used the other guide/push herself up.

“Grrrmmm...” She grumbled as the straining sensation turned to a slight burning. Tanya realized that this was probably the biggest workout she had done in years.  

“Ummmm! Hmmmf! Hmmmf!” Moving up the wall felt like she was pushing herself up along a skyscraper, every inch took all of her effort.

“Hmfff... mfff...” It was slight time to take a breather, knowing that opening the window would be another ordeal.

She only hoped that there would be someone outside to see her, and if they did, if they would help her.

They have to! This was practically every male fantasy, a half naked woman in distress needing saving? If a man saw her, he would jump at the chance to be her knight in shining armor.

Well, let's not waste too much time.

Tanya’s fingers curled along the metal handle of the window. “Mffff!”

As she moved, she felt her ass hit her phone and push it back against the window as well. Shit! She would have to be careful to make sure it didn't fall out. Doing her best to plant her bound feet, she pushed herself up, pulling on the metal handle of the window while she did so.

“Hrrrrgggg...” She grunted, feeling like a bodybuilder having to push up a massive barbell.

Felicia and Gina should have done this as a workout! Imagine how their glutes would look! She imagined a workout video with the image of a bound and gagged woman in workout clothes on the cover. The video was called Bound Fitness: Get in shape while indulging your Bondage Fetish! Tanya almost laughed at the thought, and probably would have stopped to chuckle at it if the stakes weren't so high.

“Hrrrggg...” She grunted and the window lifted!

“Mmmmeeep!” Tanya cried out as she felt a gust of fresh air on her ass cheeks.

Come on! Come on!

She tightened her fingers on the handle, took a breath, and lifted again, hoping to get the window up all the way.

The warm air of the outside blasted her half naked body as the window moved up along its tracks, then suddenly halted.

“Hmmph?” No! Not now!

Tanya plabued her feet once again and pulled on the handle, but the window wouldn't budge, as if there was something blocking it from moving...

In her first year of journalism school, Tanya stayed in the dorms on campus. They were small and cramped little rooms, and each had a window that would only open a few inches or so. Rumors had it around campus that the windows were like that in order to prevent suicidal students from jumping, though others said it was to prevent students from sneaking out.

That seemed to be the case here as well. These windows could only open a few inches so that a client couldn’t sneak off without paying, and the girls couldn’t escape like what Tanya was attempting to do.

Shit! There was no other alternative though, she would have to make do with what she had. Tanya’s bound hands brushed back against her phone, which was still resting on the sill, and it slid back a few inches.

No! Her fingers brushed the edge of her phone as it slid back out of the window.

“Mmmph!” She cried, grasping at the phone -

-But it was too late. A whoosh of air greeted her empty hands as the phone went airborne and out of the window.

“Mmmmmrrff!” She screamed, turning around to face the window. The sill was empty, her phone no doubt shattered on the sidewalk below.

Just then she heard the door lock CLICK. Tanya only had time to turn to face the door as it opened and Jack stepped in, followed by two other burly men clad in black. Upon seeing Tanya, Jack cocked his head in amusement.

“Oh, clever girl.” He chuckled, then his eyes fell to her bare breasts.

Tanya suddenly realized how exposed she was and recoiled.

“Hmmmph! Mmmmph!” She screamed at the gawking man.

“A free show, I like it,” Jack chuckled.“Grab her boys. It's time for some fun.”

Tanya turned and bent over, pressing her gagged mouth to the slightly open window.

“Hhhhhlllp! Hhllllllppp mmmmmmeee!” She screamed into her gag as the muscled goons grabbed her by each arm and dragged her away from the open window.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmo! Mlllleett mee mooo!” Tanya kicked her bound feet as she was dragged away.

Jack wrapped his burly hands around her bound ankles, and lifted.  “Don't worry, we're just taking you to meet someone... someone who has some questions for you.”

Tanya tried to wriggle out of their grasps, but the men had her in too strong a hold. All she could do was squirm and scream into her gag as they carried her out of the room.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmmmpph! Ullllllmmmp! Hlllllp!”

5.

Tanya didn't know what her captors had in store for her, but  the context clues in the new room they had her strung up in gave her a pretty good idea. If being bound and gagged in that hotel room was the frying pan, this room was the fire. For one thing, she was still bound and gagged, and they didn't even bother putting her exposed breasts back in her bra.

“Ohh, looks like our guest is cold!” Jack chuckled and flicked one of Tanya's nipples as he and the others carried her down a long, seemingly endless hallway.

“Mmurrrff!” She grumbled, trying to pull away. Jack only laughed while sneaking glances at her bouncing breasts.

“Keeping kicking like that. I like the show!” He grinned, eliciting another protest from Tanya.

Fucking pig!

Still, she was worried as to what he and his men had in store for her. Her mind came up with every possible outcome as they carried her for what seemed to be an eternity.

They're going to throw me in the back of a car and take me out to a dock where they'll stick my feet in cement and throw me in the ocean! Or they're going to keep me as their sex slave! Or-

Finally, they dragged Tanya into a large room with walls and covered in red, satin drapess that she suspected were covering sound proofing.

That means they want to question me! They'll take my gag off! If they took her gag off then maybe she could talk her way out.

In the middle of the room was a large rack much like the one the blond woman had been strung up on. Tanya's eyes widened and she doubled her struggles.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmoo! Hllllp! Hlllllp!” She moaned and kicked as the men carried her towards the looming bondage device. A small, metal tray table was placed a few feet away from the rack, upon which rested whips, switches, butt plugs, scissors, and-

A bucket of ice?

Before she could fully process what she was seeing, the men had untied her hands. Despite her attempts to swat away her captors, they stretched her arms up and to her side and secured them in manacles hanging in each corner and did the same with her feet, leaving her spread eagled in a standing position.

“Mmmmmmpph! Mmmmph! Mmmpph!” She moaned, pulling at her restraints. They only allowed her to lean forward by a few inches. Standing across from her, Jack could only smile at his topless captive.

“Mmmmrruggh! Ummpph!” She tugged again, directing all of her rage at Jack, hoping that a tough veneer would hide the fact that she was secretly terrified.

Jack wasn't convinced, and with a gesture to his goons, he turned headed for the door.

Wait, they're leaving!

“Hurrrrmmmph! Mmmmmmph!” Tanya moaned, throwing herself forward. Why were they leaving? They can't just leave her here like this?

But they did. The goons followed their boss outside and closed the door behind them, once again leaving Tanya alone.

“Mmmmeeey! Mmmmmph! Ummmph!” She tugged on her bonds. The leather manacles were secured tightly around her wrists and ankles.

I wonder if I can squeeze my hand out through the manacles! It was a slim chance, but it was all she had. She made a fist and pulled it down towards the black leather cuff secured to her wrist.

“Mmmmff!” She grumbled, pulling her fist against the restraint, willing it to slip through.

Come on! Come on!

“Mffff.... uffff...” She grumbled, pulling down with no luck. It was time for a different strategy, and she extended her fingers straight and folded her thumb against her palm. Once again, she brought her hand down on the restraint but once again, the tight manacle kept her hand from sliding completely through.

“Mmmmmmpph....” She whined, resting her hand against her outstretched arm.

“Please, don't stop on my account.” A soft, female voice came from the other side of the room.

“Mmmeeep!” A beautiful woman smiled at Tanya from the door way and then stepped into the room, closing the door behind her.

“The old slip through the manacle trick. Don't you think we've had people try that before?” She placed her hands on her hips and cocked her head at Tanya like an adult catching a child misbehaving.

“Mmmmrfff mmoo!” Tanya cried and tugged on her bonds yet again.

The woman’s striking hazel eyes seemed to drink in all of Tanya. She had dirty blond hair tied up in a messy bun, and wore a flimsy black robe. Underneath the robe, Tanya could see the woman's sizable breasts being contained behind a black, lace bra. Her footsteps were accompanied by the tell tale “CLICK CLICK” of heels.

“So, Jackie tells me that he caught you snooping around our newest acquisition, Jessica.”

The woman’s robe stopped just at the top of her thigh, exposing her deeply tanned, toned legs. Age wise, she seemed about Tanya's age, if not maybe a little younger.

“I think I would like to get to know you a little better.” The woman stopped just in front of Tanya, still smiling.

“Would you like to get to know me better? I think we can be very close.” She leaned in and patted the side of Tanya's face, what would have been her bare cheek if not for the gag.

“Muurrrrmmph! Ummmmph!” Tanya thrust herself forward, eyes blazing. The woman didn't flinch.

“Oh such spirit. I like that. You types are always the most fun.”

“Mmmmmrrrfff mmmmo!” Tanya moaned, thrusting herself forward again. The woman's eyes fell to Tanya's exposed, heaving breasts.

“Oh this, this won't do.” She siighed and cupped a hand over Tanya's right breast.

“Mmmmmmo!” Tanya recoiled, but the woman tightened her grasp and Tanya's breast exploded into dull pain.

“Now dear,” She leaned forward as her helpless prisoner recoiled. “Let's get better acquainted.”

“Urrrrmmmph! Mmmm!” Tanya tried to pull away, but the woman leaned in and ran her tongue over Tanya's left nipple.

“Urrrgggph!” Tanya felt her nipple go erect as the woman's tongue danced across it.

“Ah, someone likes this.” The woman smiled.

“Mmmmo!” Tanya tried to pull away but the woman shifted and lapped her tongue over Tanya's other nipple. Then she stood straight and ran her thumbs in a circular motion over Tanya's now wet nipples.

“Ugggghh! Mmmlllluggghp!” Tanya cried, her nipples rock hard as the woman traced them with her thumbs.

“You see, most people think that in order to question someone, pain is the answer. I disagree, I think pleasure can be just as potent.”

“Urrrggg...” Tanya sighed, her head lolling back.

Then the woman twisted her nipples and the tinges of pleasure Tanya had been feeling turned to white hot pain.

“MMMMMPPH!” Tanya's head shot up and the woman smiled, relaxing her grip.

“Eyes on me, Tanya.”

“Hhmmmp...” Tanya gasped as the woman stepped away from her prisoner.

“Yes, we know who you are. In fact, we know almost everything about you. I confess, I've long wanted to meet you.”

“Ummmp hmmm!” Tanya shook her head.

“Oh yes. In fact, I even have a pretty good idea of why you're here and who you're working for. I just need my suspicions confirmed.”

“Mmmmo! Mmmmooo! Ummmph!” Tanya shook her head.

I need to get out of here!

She knew that if this woman managed to get her to talk, that they would have no use for Tanya after that. They would have to dispose of her, or...

Or I'm stuck here, forever!

Neither of those were an option for her, she had to get out of here! Fast! Somehow!

“Hmmurrggggh!” Tanya groaned and pulled forward, straining against the manacles. The woman took a step back and watched in amusement.

“Urrrggggggpppphh!” Tanya could feel her face going red as she strainged, hoping to muscle her way out of this predicament.

“Try all you want, stronger women have. I assure you that those are quite secure.” Her captor folded her arms, watching.

“Hfffff....hffff...” Tanya stopped to catch her breath, realizing that her wrists and ankles felt like they were on fire.

I can't give up!

She heaved forward again, grumbling into her gag.

“GGGGGRRRRRMMMMPPPP......” She blubbererd into the cloth that silenced her.

“Girl, your face is almost as red as your hair.” The woman chuckled.

“HHHHHRRRRGGGGUMMMPH!” Tanya exclaimed, and her muscles went slack. The fire from her wrists had extended to her shoulders, while the pain from her ankles ran up to her thighs.

Damn, she's right!

“Are you done?” The woman bent over to meet Tanya's gaze. Tanya still had enough fire left in her to raise her head in defiance. At this, the woman stood up straight and smiled.

“Good! I like it when they have some fight in them!” And with that, she started to untie the sash to her robe.

“Where are my manners, I know you, but you don't know me. I'm called The Queen, the proprietor of this fine establishment.

Hearing her name caused Tanya to stand up straight. The Queen! One of the highest in Ace's organization!

And one of the most sadistic.

The Queen's robe fell open, exposing a black bra above a black corset. She turned around and let the robe fall to expose a black thong running through her tan, perfectly sculpted ass cheeks. Now completely disrobed, The Queen turned to face her captive.

“Now,” She clapped her hands together. “Show we begin?”

“Mmmmmoooo...” Tanya recoiled, watching as The Queen stepped behind her. Her mind was racing, a thousand different scenarios ran through her head as to what this woman would do to her while she did nothing but squirm helplessly.

Think Tanya! How do they escape in the movies?

She thought back to many of the countless films where a woman had been captured and bound and gagged. It always seemed like a gallant hero would burst in at the last possible minute and save the day, or the damsel would find a sharp object conveniently in her reach that she would use to to cut herself loose. Neither of those seemed likely to happen right now.

Then her mind went back to Felicia Fetters, how did she escape?

She was rescued by myself and Deputy Randy. Dammit, not a good example. What about Gina and her cronies?

Currently bound and gagged in prison cells.

Okay, so maybe not a great example either.

“Mlllurrggh!” Tanya protested and stiffened as The Queen pressed her body against Tanya from behind and cupped Tanya's bare breasts.

“Oh very nice, and natural. I like it.” The Queen cooed in Tanya's ear.

“Ulllummmph! Mmmrrrggh!” Tanya wiggled against her restraints like a worm on a hook as The Queen gyrated her body against Tanya's thonged behind while her hands dug into Tanya's breasts, causing sharp sensations of pain to jut through them.

“Stttppp!” Tanya groaned.

The Queen's hands moved down along the corset covering Tanya’s midsection and towards her panties.

“Mmmmoo! Mmlllllellp!” Tanya pulled back as one of The Queen's hands moved to the small of Tanya's back while the other continued to move along her front.

“Ulllgrrrrmmph! Mmmph!” Tanya moaned, feeling The Queen's fingers run down along the front of her black, g-string panties.

“Gmmmffff...” Tanya gasped, feeling the woman's other hand dig into the bare skin of her buttock.

“And this behind of yours, exquisite!” The Queen exclaimed and traced the thin strip of fabric running through Tanya’s butt cheeks. “You know, I saw those pictures of you and the old sheriff. Very scandalous.”  

Tanya stayed completely still as the Queen slipped a finger under the front of her panties. “Oh Tanya, getting a little worked up...” The Queen sighed.

“Mmmmp...” Tanya sighed, recoiling.

She was wet!

“I saw what you let Sheriff Vorhees do to you. You seem to like letting him in through the back door.” The Queen pressed her finger up against Tanya’s asshole.

“Ulllummph!” Tanya groaned and wriggled forward, but despite her protests, she felt her nipples go erect. Her pair of tiny black panties were starting to get soaked. Underneath the panties, The Queen's finger moved inside of Tanya’s moist flower.

“Oh Tanya... let's get you out of these wet clothes...” The Queen whispered in her ear.

Tanya couldn't help the feeling of arousal running through her body. Her whole body was tense, filled with wanting, and her panties getting more and more soaked. She felt a tugging on her bra strap, then something cool and sharp placed between it and her skin.

A knife! Oh god! She has a knife!

“Ulllummmm....” Tanya gasped, stiffening. There was a moment of tension as she felt the bra strap pulled back and then release as it was cut.

“Hffff...” Tanya breathed out of relief, lowered her head, but then immediately raised it as she realized what The Queen was doing.

She's cutting off my lingerie!

The thought had just passed through her head when she felt her other bra strap cut. Now, the only thing holding up her breasts on was the clasp at the back.

“Mmmmoo! Mmooo!” She twisted and squirmed as much as she could, helpless to do anything else.

“Now Tanya, come on, you look hot. This will cool you down.” The Queen was right, Tanya's half naked body was coated in a fine sheen of perspiration.

No! Resist! Don't let her have you!

A moment later, The Queens grasped the back of her bra.

“Mmmo! Mmmmph!” Tanya moaned into her gag and heaved forward, but The Queen unclasped Tanya's bra and let it fall.

Despite the fact that her breasts were already exposed, Tanya felt a sudden rush of embarrassment at her near nudity. Her skin flushed, and she knew that her face was turning beat red.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmlluggrrhh! Mmmmph!” Tanya tried to pull her arms towards her chest in vain attempt to cover her bare breasts, but the restraints kept them up and to the side.

Next she felt the straps of her corset tighten as The Queen pulled on them.

No! Please!

The edge of something cool and sharp touched the skin of her back as the knife severed the straps that held her corset on. Tanya stiffened, feeling as the very edge of the knife glided along her skin, leaving just a faint trail to mark it's passage. When the last strap of the corset sliced, The Queen grabbed the undergarment from Tanya's waist and tossed it aside. Tanya's entire midsection glistened with sweat.

“See Tanya, cooler already?” The Queen patted her on the ass cheek.

“Mmmluugghhummph!” Tanya shook her head, wishing she could talk, that she could give this woman a piece of her mind.

If she wants me to talk, she'll have to take the gag off eventually, right?

“Mgffffflllmmm!” Tanya moaned, tugging on her bonds again. Now, the only thing keeping her from total nudity was a flimsy g-string, and she had a feeling that wasn't going to last long.

The Queen strolled around to face Tanya, holding the small knife up in one hand. Tanya pulled back as far as her restraints would let her, which seemed to amuse The Queen.

“Oh Tanya, you're so cute when you struggle.” The Queen smiled and stepped forward.

“Mmmooo! Mmmmpph!” Tanya pulled back, but the restraints only allowed her an inch or two of give.  Her captor slid two fingers under the front of Tanya's panties.

Tanya squirmed and let out a loud moan as pleasure rocked her body.

“Mmmmmm....” Tanya cried, squeezing her eyes shut and mentally kicking herself.

She can't know that you like it!

But it was too late, and Tanya didn't have to open her eyes to see The Queen's sultry smile. The woman's fingers closed in and traced Tanya's flower, causing her body to shudder in pleasure.

“Ulllugggmmph!” Tanya’s head rolled from side to side.

Her panties tightened as the knife pulled against it, followed a moment later by the release of slack as the string was cut. The Queen pulled on the other string with one hand and cut it with the other, and then with one snap motion,  pulled Tanya's panties out from between her legs.

“Ummmph!” Tanya squealed, now completely nude.

“Oh Tanya, I was curious as to whether the carpet matched the drapes.” The Queen cooed, reaching forward and running her fingers up and down along the smooth skin between the helpless reporter's legs.

“Mmmmph! Ulllugggph!” Tanya pulled back.

“You still seem very hot,” The Queen’s fingers moved lower along Tanya's bare sex. “I wonder how we can cool you off.”

“Ulllummm!” Tanya squeezed her eyes shut.

“Ummp!” Her eyes flying open as The Queen's index finger slid inside her.

“Do you like it? How long has it been, since someone touched you?” Tanya could feel the Queen's finger moving inside her, sending jolts of pleasure through Tanya with each movement.

It took all of Tanya's willpower to keep her eyes shut. It had been a long time since anyone had touched her. After Wilson went away, she vowed that it would only be him, that she would save herself for him-

Ummph!” Tanya cried as the Queen's finger slid out of her. Her eyes flew open just in time to see The Queen's smiling face turn away.

“I'm sorry, you must be all hot and bothered. Let's see if we can cool you off.” The Queen walked towards the bucket of ice on it. Tanya could only watch, wide eyed and helpless, and wait for whatever this woman had in store for her.

The Queen dug her hand inside the metal bucket and removed several dripping, melting ice cubes and held them up for Tanya to see.

“Mmmmoo...” Tanya had no idea what this woman had in store for her, but whatever it was, it wasn't good. She had always imagined that dominatrix's used whips and riding crops, but this woman was... she was something else altogether.

Still smiling, The Queen strode towards her captive, dripping ice cubes held outstretched in her hand.

“Mmmmo! Mmoo! Mmooo!” Tanya shook her head, pulling on her restraints as hard as she could.

“Ummmph!” Tanya cried out as The Queen pressed the ice against her bare nipple.  

“How's that for a cool off?” The Queen whispered, lathering up Tanya's right breast with the melting cubes.

“Mummmph! Ummmph!” Tanya wriggled, whipping her head from side to side.  

The Queen pulled the ice away, and Tanya gasped grateful for what little relief that did. Her entire breast still felt like Jack Frost had groped her. But Tanya only had a moment of respite before The Queen pressed the melting ice up against her other breast.

“MMMMMPH!” Tanya felt that her eyes might bulge out of their sockets. The convulsing of pleasure from earlier turned to uncontrollable shivers as The Queen lathered Tanya's other breast, handling the ice like one would a wash cloth. Frigid water dripped down from her nipples and along her stomach, leaving raised flesh in it's wake.

“Mmmm.... mmmmooo...” Tanya shook her head, trying to pull away. She was a California girl through and through, and the cold was something she had learned to fear and despise. Beaches and warm sun were Tanya's happy places, not this.

Her nipples went rock hard from the cold. Despite her attempts to control her body, the shivering continued, rocking her from her very core. Both of her sizable breasts were soaked with the ice cold water. The Queen only smiled and moved the ice down along Tanya's midsection, sending cold fire rocking through her body.

“Mmmmmph... mm... mmmmm...” Tanya grumbled into her gag, her whole body shaking. The Queen moved the ice down with one hand and used the other to lather the frigid water over any dry spot on Tanya's body. Her entire upper half had broken out in gooseflesh, and her nipples were so hard that they could probably cut the manacles binding her.

The Queen was moving the ice past her navel and down-

Oh no!

“Mmmmo! Mllllelllp! Mmmmpph! Mmmmph!” Tanya shook herself back and forth, ignoring the uncontrollable shivering rocking her body. The wave of cold traveled down past her navel to between her legs.

Tanya squeezed her eyes shut, her entire body stiffening.

“Ullllmmph!” She cried, feeling the hard blast of cold between her legs.

The Queen chucked, pressing the ice up and in against Tanya's flower.

“Ummmmph! Mmmmooo! Mmmm mmfff!” Tanya cried, her entire pelvis convulsed from the cold.

Isn't her hand cold? It should be freezing! Tanya realized that The Queen just didn't care. This woman was feeding off of Tanya, and didn't care about whatever discomfort she herself was experiencing.

The Queen pulled the ice away and Tanya opened her eyes, gasping into her gag. Her whole body was convulsing, rocked by cold. A moment later The Queen pressed the melting ice between Tanya's juicy, full buttocks.

“Mmmmph! Pllfffff! Plllllfff mooo!” Tanya shook her head, pleading through the gag for The Queen to stop.                

But her captor didn't listen to Tanya's muffled cries, and moved the ice up, lathering her ass  with the frigid water. Tanya let out another squeal as the ice touched the small of her back.

“Mmmmppph!” The Queen used her free hand to spread the water along Tanya's skin. Tanya could feel gooseflesh raise up along her backside.

“Pllffff....mmmmooppp…” Tanya was still shivering, a cold numbness settling over her body.

Please stop!

Was this how she would make Tanya talk? It was an effective method and part of Tanya realized that she couldn't talk if she wanted to because of the gag.

That's her plan, to keep the gag on and have her fun. Once she's bored, she'll take it off and I'll sing. Tanya realized. She was completely helpless, a toy to be thrown away when The Queen got bored.

The Queen stepped over to the ice bucket and dumped the ice cubes back in. Tanya stiffened, bracing herself for more.

“Did that help? Are you cooled off?”

“Umm hmm!” Tanya nodded her head, still shivering.

I'm cooled off! Now please stop!

To Tanya's surprise, The Queen didn't reach into the bucket for more ice, but instead reached for something else on the table, all the while never taking her eyes off of Tanya.

“Now, Tanya, I'm going to ask you a question. If you answer right, I'll let you go. I'll call Jack and he and his men will take you down and send you on your way. There will, of course, be the condition that you stay out of our way and don't interfere again. If you break that condition... well,” The Queen smiled. “Well, let's just say that your son will become an orphan.”

“Mmmmph!” Tanya pulled again on her bonds.What did this woman have in store for her next? And could she trust that she would just let Tanya go after she talked?

Before Tanya could think it through anymore, The Queen raised her hand, revealing that she was holding a long, metal rod ending in a “Y” shape, with several thin wires running between either end of the Y. Though she had never been on a farm, Tanya knew exactly what it was...

A cattle prod.

The Queen saw the realization in Tanya's eyes, and with a mischievous glint, pressed a button on the side of the rode. The rod let out a buzz and Tanya saw bolts of blue lighting racing between the wires.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Tanya screamed, pulling again at the manacles, screaming into her gag.

“You know Tanya, I think I chilled you a little to much. It's time to warm you up a bit.” The Queen set the cattle prod down on the table, and then gripped the table on the sides and wheeled it towards the strung up woman.

“Plffff... Mmmmmoo!” Tanya pleaded, as The Queen wheeled the table behind her captive and out of sight. There was a loud buzz as the prod came to life once again.

“Mmmmeeep!” Tanya yelped, jumping with the sound.

“Now, I have you nice and wet so the electricity should have no problem warming you up.” The Queen giggled from behind her.

“Mmmmmm!” Tanya screamed.

“Where should I start?” The Queen asked, and once again the prod roared to life with a loud, sharp BUZZ.

“Mmmmph!” Tanya clenched her bare ass cheeks.

“Oh don't clench Tanya, it will be fine.” The Queen giggled from behind her.

“Mmmmmm....” Tanya moaned, squeezing her eyes shut.

“You know, maybe that's it. I'll start with your ass. Your nice, juicy, backside. Maybe I'll start with your asshole that you so liked letting Sheriff Wilson into.”

All this did was cause Tanya to clench tighter.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmo! Mmmph!” She shook her head, balling her fists.

“But first, I'll have to get you to unclench those magnificent cheeks. A quick zap should do it!”

The buzzing of the cattle prod was deafening. Tanya stiffened, and felt white hot sensation rip through her right ass cheek.

“MMMMMPH! UMMMMPPH! MMMMMMM!”

The buzzing ceased and the white heat lifted from her ass cheek. Tanya realized that she had broken out into a cold sweat, and her red hair now hung in a tangle in front of her face. Her breath came out in ragged gasps, not helped by the gag. Despite the prod being off, she could still feel the echo of the icy hot sensation on her ass cheek.

The Queen stepped in front of her, cattle prod in one hand, and the other behind her back.

“So, shall we do the other cheek?” The Queen asked.

Tanya shook her head. “Ummm hmmm!”

“Will you tell me who sent you? And if I find out that you lied, I'll send men to snatch you out of your bed in the middle of the night, understand?”

Tanya nodded and The Queen's other hand came forward, revealing that she held a red popsicle in it. She stuck the popsicle in her mouth and pulled down Tanya's gag.

A popsicle? For some reason, this drew Tanya's attention, but why-

“Who sent you?” The Queen took the popsicle out and holding up the cattle prod.

“Shelly... Shelly Arnold...” Tanya gasped, taking in the fresh air. She stretched her jaw, grateful to be free of the gag.

“Why?” The Queen asked, her tone harsh.

“She wants... control of crime... she wants Ace out...” Tanya hung her head as she spoke. She knew she was singing like a canary, but for her, it was better than the alternative.

The Queen smiled as she listened.

“I told you, we already know, just wanted to hear you say it.” The Queen held out the popsicle and the cattle prod, and Tanya recoiled, causing the Queen to giggle.

“What, this?” The Queen held up the prod. “You afraid of this?

“Please, not again...” Tanya gasped, eliciting another giggle from The Queen.

“I never touched you with it.” The Queen giggled, tossing the prod away. Tanya cocked her head, quizzically.

“It only hurts as much as you think it's going to hurt.” The Queen held up the popsicle as she spoke, and Tanya's eyes widened.

It was a popsicle! She held a fucking popsicle against my ass cheek and just turned on the cattle prod for the noise! She had the mother of all overreactions, so concerned about the pain from the cattle prod that she thought the icy cold of the popsicle was the cattle prod pressed against her ass cheek.

“Bet you're feeling mighty silly right about now.” The Queen chuckled and sucked on the popsicle.

“But... but you-Ummmph!” Tanya couldn't finish the thought, as The Queen pulled the gag back up over her mouth.

“That's enough out of you.” She said with a satisfied smile. Tanya glared at her and thrust forward.

“Mmmmph! Ummmllummph! Mmmrrrgggle!” Tanya's eyes were filled with red fire. She felt humiliated and used, tricked into talking by this harlot!

Take the gag off so I can give you a piece of my mind! Tanya thought as she yelled into her gag, pulling on the restraints.

“Mmmllummph! Mmmmph! Ummm!” Tanya moaned as The Queen once again stepped behind her captive.

“Now, as promised, you will be returned home, but I want to give you one more thing...” The Queen started.

Tanya froze. What next? Hadn't this woman done enough?

“I want to give you a final reminder, something to remember me by, and the terms of our agreement.”

“Hmmm?” Tanya groaned, still frozen.

From behind, she felt The Queen's hand dig into her scalp. Tanya barely had time to react before she was pushed forward, causing her ass to thrust out behind her.

The Queen giggled behind her, and then Tanya felt something long, cylindrical, and freezing being shoved between her ass cheeks.

The popsicle!

“Mmmph!” Tanya cried, feeling as the popsicle slid right between her cheeks and up her arear end. The Queen licking it had caused the already slick treat to be perfectly lubricated, and Tanya felt it smoothly sliding into her backside.

“Mmmmph!” Tanya stood up straight, feeling as the popsicle was shoved deep inside her ass.

“There.” The Queen said with pride, letting go of the popsicle and patting Tanya on the ass cheek.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmmph!” Tanya groaned, feeling the icy treat in her anal cavity. It caused a dull cold along with... pleasure?

No, not now.

Tanya arched her backside out and shook it, hoping to lodge the popsicle free.

“Ummm hmmmfff! Hlllp mmmmfff!” Tanya grumbled, shaking her ass up and down, but it was no use. The popsicle was lodged good and tight.

“Oh don't worry Tanya, it will melt in good time.” The Queen giggled.

“Mmmfff mmoo!” Tanya cried. The dull cold was spreading through her cheeks, no doubt thanks to the frigid water from the ice along with the popsicle.

The Queen stepped out in front of her again. “Now, Jack and his men will be here in a moment to take you home. It was nice meeting you.” The Queen smiled and patted the gag on Tanya's cheek.

“Urrrgggl! Mmmmph!” Tanya stood straight, trying to look defiant despite the popsicle shoved up her ass.

The Queen smiled, turned, and bent to pick up her robe, giving Tanya a great view of the thong running between her sculpted ass cheeks. Then, she retrieved the robe and bounded towards the door, shrugging the thin garment on and stepping out, closing the door behind her.

Once again, Tanya was alone, bound, gagged, naked, and anally violated by a popsicle.

This couldn't get any worse.

6.

“Keep your eyes on the road dear.” Shelly cooed and stroked Lisa's thigh as she spoke. Lisa gasped and Shelly noticed the woman's large breasts heave up and in  with excitement. They would have to do something extra sexy tonight to celebrate, maybe sex in the jacuzzi?

Shelly giggled at the thought, and Lisa looked over at her. “What is it?”

“Oh nothing, keep driving.” Shelly continued to stroke Lisa's thigh as she spoke. Someow, it still didn’t feel real that Tanya was gone, and soon Felicia, Gina, and their bimbo gang would be out of the way as well. If her plan went off well at the pool party tomorrow, then she would have King wrapped around her finger and then Ace would go too.

The town sped by them as they drove, and Shelly's gaze fell to Lisa's massive cleavage. Visions of her burying her face between Lisa's breasts ran through her head, and Shelly found herself getting wet.

Oh yes, this is definitely a night for celebration!

Another turn, and they were on her street. Shelly realized that if Tanya was truly gone, then they would have to do something about her brat son, who would no doubt be asking questions.

I'll just give him some money and tell him to split. Or call child services or something. Shelly guessed that Ian would be sent to live with his dad, wherever that was. It seemed that Tanya didn't keep up with her ex-husband all that much, besides a few weeks in the summer when her son went to stay with him.

Theny they pulled closer to Shelly's house, and all of her erotic thoughts of passion in a jacuzzi vanished.

“What the hell...” Shelly glared at her house.

It looked like every light in the house was on, loud music blasted from within. Men and women, all seemingly in their early twenties, milled about her front yard, and she could see more in the back yard. All of them had an alcoholic beverage of some kind in their hand.

Did Jeremy throw a party? Her son was in his teens, and starting to get rebellious, but this didn't seem like him, firstly because all of these people seemed way too old for him. This group of people all looked college aged. Lisa parked and shared an ice cold look with Shelly. Neither woman had to say anything to the other, they both knew what to do. In almost perfect synchronization, they undid their seat belts and stormed out of the car. The sounds of the party hit them as soon as they left: People laughing, talking, loud hip-hop music.

One of the partiers, shorter than the others, turned towards them, swaying as he moved. Shelly recognized him almost immediately: Ian, Shelly's son. Ian's eyes were bleary, and he had a can of beer in one hand and a joint in the other. He squinted at the woman through a drunken haze. Shelly and Lisa strolled right up to him.

“Oh... he...hey!” Ian slurred.

“Ian.” Shelly grunted.

“This... this um....” He stammered. Lisa ripped the beer out of one hand and grabbed the joint out of the other and tossed both away.

“Hey!” He stumbled forward but then his eyes fell squarely on Lisa's breasts. Shelly sighed and stepped in between them.

“Ian, who is responsible for this?”

“Umm, I don't know. Some guy.” He spat.

“Some guy?” Shelly folded her arms.

“Some guy, came over and invited me over. He's cool as shit!” He spat out the last word.                

“Mom!” A voice shouted from the porch. Upon hearing the word, Shelly's blood turned to ice in her veins. Her eyes narrowed and she gave a look that could turn rock to molten lava. Ian noticed and stepped back.

“Would that be him?” She asked Ian. He nodded.

“Mom!” It wasn’t Jeremy’s calling either. Shelly sighed and turned to face the speaker.

Stumbling down the porch steps towards her was a tall, athletic, dark haired boy, roughly in his mid-twenties. He wore a pair of board shorts, flip-flop sandals, and nothing else. Being shirtless was an excuse to show off his physique: particularly his six pack abs and large pectoral muscles. The young man also had cans of beer in each hand.

“Mom!” He cried again.

Shelly just folded her arms tighter over her chest. “Bradley...”

Bradley, her step-son... or should she say ex-step-son. Her ex-husband came with a child from a previous relationship, a spoiled, attention starved brat named Bradley. For whatever reason, Bradley had latched onto her during the marriage, and seemed to delight in harassing her at every chance he could. When her ex-husband went to jail and Shelly initiated divorce proceedings, she hoped that would be last that she would have to deal with Bradley, but he still attempted to have a relationship with her. During her darkest days, Shelly wondered if he harbored some sort of sick crush on her, intensified now that they technically weren't family, but she always dismissed that notion and told herself that he was just a lonely boy desperate for a mother.

“Mom!” Bradley cried again, his breath reeking of booze. He stumbled forward and wrapped his arms around her in an awkward hug.

“Bradley...” She sighed again.

“Hey, that's enough.” Lisa said in a warning tone, and pulled Bradley back.

“Hey, whoa!” He turned to face Lisa, his eyes widening.

“Whoa, who are you?” He asked, and turned to face Shelly. “Mom, you've made some hot friends!”

Shelly sighed again. Bradley only called her “Mom” to annoy her.

“What are you doing here Bradley? I thought you were at college.”

“Here, hold these...” Bradley slurred, handing his drinks to Ian. Lisa immediately grabbed the drinks from the underage boy's hands and tossed them aside.

“Those weren't finished!” Bradley cried.

“What... are... you... doing... here?” Shelly gritted her teeth.

“I... well the school thing didn't work out.”

“Didn't work out?” Her eyes narrowed.

“Yeah, something about being a dry campus... whatever. I didn't know where else to go.”

“So you show up here and get a minor drunk?”

“Who's a minor?” He asked.

Shelly pointed to Ian. Bradley turned to him and shrugged.

“It's not my job to card.”

A dark cloud settled over Shelly. This day was going too well, of course something had to go wrong. She glared at him, a thousand scenarios racing through her head on how to get rid of him... permanently.

“This party is over. Now!” She ordered.

Bradley recoiled as if struck.“What? No, it's just getting started.”

“It's over, and then you are gone in the morning.”

“Mom, no!” He whined.

“I'm not your mom! And yes! I'm too busy to deal with this!”

“Wait, let's work something out!” He held out his hands in a pleading gesture, but Shelly wasn't having it.

“Go inside and turn off that music.” Shelly motioned to Lisa. The well endowed woman moved to walk up the porch stairs when Bradley intercepted her.

“Wait! Wait!” He reached out, grabbing her by either shoulder.

“Get out of my way!” Lisa tensed up.

Shelly stepped back, sensing that things were about to get physical, when a set of high beams shown on her from down the street. No sooner did Shelly shield her eyes and turn to face the beams than a car came barreling down the street directly towards her. She tried telling her legs to move, to run, but she was frozen in place as the black car bore down on her.

This is it! They're after me! A thousand thoughts raced through her head. Tanya had talked, she talked and now Ace had sent someone to take care of her.

Do something! Run!

But her legs still wouldn’t obey. Both Lisa and Bradley rushed forward and grabbed her by either arm.

One of the back doors to the car opened up, and Shelly braced herself, knowing that in a second a masked man would lean out and point a gun right at her. Everything unfolded in slow motion around her, and Shelly could only watch.

I may as well face my executioner. She thought morbidly.

Instead of an armed man, Tanya leaned out the back door. A white cloth gagged her, her bare breasts bounced as she stared at Shelly wide eyed.

“MMMMMMPPPH!” The naked captive cried, and a moment later Tanya's nude body was flying through the air towards them and crashed onto Shelly, Bradley, and Lisa.

All three tumbled back under Tanya's impact, Shelly's face planted directly between Tanya's naked breasts.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmph! Ummmm!” Tanya squirmed and struggled on top of Shelly, who fought to get out from underneath the bound woman.

“Mmmmeet moofff offff mmmmee!” Shelly blubbered into Tanya's breasts. A moment later, Tanya was pulled off of her and Lisa was pulling Shelly to her feet.

“Are you okay?” Lisa's eyes were frenzied with concern.

“I'm...” Shelly stuttered, attempting to find words.

“Mom...” Ian said in a hushed tone.

“Mmmm! Ummm! Llllmmmph!” Tanya moaned. Shelly looked down and saw that Bradley was cradling the bound woman in his arms, her bare breasts pressing against his chest.

“Oh... hey...” Bradley flashed her a cheesy smile.

“Mmmmmmph! Ulllluggghmmm!” Tanya wriggled and squirmed against him. As Shelly took this in, she noticed that Tanya was bound hand and foot, and there was something else...

...a popsicle stick stuck out from between Tanya's ass cheeks.

What did they do to her?

Bradley continued to stare at the naked, bound woman in dumbfounded confusion.

“So...uh... what's up?” He smiled.

“Mllllummmmggph! Mmmmmph!” Tanya continued to wriggle, her face turning as red as her hair.

The entire party now stood on her front lawn, gawking at the bound and gagged nude woman that had just been thrown out of a moving vehicle.

I need to diffuse this, and fast. But there was more that she needed to know. Had Tanya talked? Shelly could only assume that she did, and that's why she was dumped in Shelly's lap: as a warning.

If she talked then that ruins everything!

Let's not panic yet! Shelly told herself. It was very possible that they just wanted to humiliate Tanya, that they meant to dump her on her own yard but saw the party and couldn't resist. Well, there was only one way to find out.

“Bradley, could you help our new guest to her feet?”

“Wha? Oh...” Bradley was busy gawking at Tanya's nude form, but snapped out of his stupor and rose, pulling Tanya up with him.

“So uh, I'm Brad. What's up?” He flashed a cheesy smile at his literally captive audience.

“Ummmmmmph! Grrrrummble! Ummmmumm!” Tanya mumbled.

“Mom...” Seemed to be the only words Ian could muster as he stared at Tanya. She turned to him and glared.

“Mmmmeeeum! Meeeeum! Hmmlllp!” She motioned him over towards her with her head, but he only retreated.

“Now Tanya, what a display you put on! What exactly is the meaning of this?” Shelly chided, striding towards Tanya and pulling down her gag. Tanya let out a breath and glared at Shelly.

“You bitch! How could you leave me like that! Do you know what they did to me! Of all the-UMMMPH!” Tanya was cut off when Shelly pulled the gag back up over her mouth.

“Now, now Tanya. If you are going to talk like that then I insist you be muzzled.” Shelly smiled at her. Tanya only glared daggers.

“Grrrmmmm...” Tanya grumbled.

“You see,” Shelly began, strolling around the bound woman. “I only have one question, and how you answer that will dictate how quickly you get out of this predicament.” Shelly stopped directly behind Tanya, pressing herself against the woman's nude body.

“Urmmm hmmm...” Tanya nodded, listening. From behind her, Shelly leaned forward and slid her hand down, grabbing the popsicle stick that protruded from Tanya's ass.

“What did you tell them?” She whispered in Tanya's ear, tightening her grip on the popsicle stick.

“Eeep...”Tanya squealed and went still. Shelly responded by twisting the popsicle stick ever so slightly.

“Mmmmeep!” Tanya cried again.

“Did you tell them about me?” Shelly whispered.

“Umm hmm!” Tanya shook her head.

“Are you sure?”

“Ummm hmm!” Tanya nodded her head.

“Good!” Shelly smiled, and with a forceful tug, yanked the popsicle stick out from Tanya's rear end and tossed it aside.

“MMMMPH!” Tanya cried out in surprise.

“Of course,” Shelly said, circling back to in front of Tanya. “You know this means that you're out of the game.”

“Mrrrmm grrrph!” Tanya screamed, eyes wide.

“I'm sorry, they know who you are out. You're out. No pool party for you tomorrow. Stay home with your son.”

“Hmmm umm!” Tanya shook her head.

“Now then, you just hop back over to your house there and think about what you did. I need to get rid of some unwanted guests.”

“Mmmph! Mmmph! Ummm!” Tanya moaned as Shelly turned away and stormed towards the crowd of partiers in front of her house. Lisa followed close behind.

“Party's over folks. Anyone still here in five minutes gets the police called on them for trespassing and underage drinking.” Immediately, the crowd started dispersing at the threat of police.

***

“Mmmph! Hlllpp! Hllp!” Tanya cried to the  young people flocking to their cars, but they all ignored her. Her head raced around, spotting Ian, still standing dumbfounded on the sidewalk.

“Mmeeann! Hlllp! Hllp!” She beckoned him over, but Ian only stared, jaw on the ground.

“Hrrrmmm” Tanya sighed. She supposed that for any kid, seeing their mom naked, bound and gagged with a  popsicle stuck up her ass would be a traumatic sight.

“Hlllp!” She cried again. Ian only shook his head, and then turned away and started hurrying towards their house.

“Urrgggm! Hmmm!” She cried after him, but he didn't turn.

“Hey uh, lady, need some help?” Tanya turned to see the beefy young boy that had helped her up earlier staring at her dumbfounded. His jaw was slack and his eyes kept straying from her eyes to her breasts. Part of Tanya knew that she should feel humiliation for what just happened, and she was sure she would, but this whole night had been one humiliation after another.

“Umm hmmm.” She nodded. The boy strolled towards her and pulled down her gag.

“I'm Brad.” He said, and she recalled that he had introduced himself moments ago while she was bound and gagged.

“I know, just...” She started, and then met his eyes. His blue eyes were wide, like a puppy dog's.

An extremely cute puppy dog.

Tanya shook her head. No, she could be his mother for goodness sake.

But then her eyes trailed down to his large pectoral muscles, and then his abs.

“Tanya...” Her eyes going down past his abs to his v-line along his hips.

“Nice to meet you, Tanya,” He said, and stepped behind her to undo the ropes around her wrists. “Wild night?”

“You could say that.” She sighed, and a moment later the ropes fell away. Tanya brought her wrists forward and started rubbing them instinctively, before remembering that she was completely nude and placed both hands over her bare breasts.

A moment later, Bradley untied her ankles and she placed one hand between her legs and the other over her breasts.

“Well,” She began, doing her best to seem dignified despite her situation. “Thank you very much for your help.”

“No problem, are you going to be okay?” Brad’s eyes still drank in her nude body.

“I'll be fine, I'm just across the street.” She motioned with her head towards her house.

“Well wait, let me give you something to cover you up.” He offered.

“No really, I'll be fine-” She began, before noticing that Brad was undoing the knot on his board shorts.

Tanya's first instinct was to ask him what he was doing, undressing here in the middle of the street, but her jaw only hung slack, watching as he undid the knot and pushed his shorts down, exposing more of his v-line...

And a tiny pair of black briefs. Tanya's eyes bulged,  realizing his underwear was less of briefs and more like speedo.

Is he wearing a thong? She wondered. This kid, Brad, had an excellent body, and he seemed to know it.

Brad stepped out of his shorts and held them out for Tanya.

“Here ya go.” He smiled.

“Oh... I'm....” She realized that she didn't have any hands to take it, and also realized that she couldn't take her eyes off of the significant bulge between Brad’s legs.

“Oh, my bad.” He chuckled, and then got down and held out the shorts for Tanya to step into. She nodded at him in thanks, and then slid her foot into one of the legs of the shorts, and followed with the other.

Brad smiled and stood, pulling his shorts up around her to her waist. They were practically pressed against each other, and she realized now how much taller than her he was. Her eyes met his and she felt the shorts tighten around her waists as he tied the knot.

“There, doesn't do much, but it frees one of your hands.” He smiled at her and stepped back.

Tanya, now clad in Brad's shorts, also took a step back.

“Umm, yes. Thank you, uh, Brad. It was nice meeting you.” She held her head high and extended a hand, keeping the other over her breasts. Brad, still smiling, took it.

“Nice meeting you too, Tanya.” He smiled.

“Well, if you'll excuse me...” She stepped back towards her house.

“Sure” She heard Brad say. As Tanya strolled across the street, she turned her head to see Brad turning back towards Shelly's house.

He was wearing a thong, and his ass cheeks were magnificent. They seemed sculpted, like something she would have seen on a statue. She stopped for a moment to admire how they flexed as he moved towards Shelly's house.

Who is he?

He must have some connection to Shelly, but how? Then she realized that she had on his shorts, and a perfect excuse to go back to see him.

No! She shook her head. Now was not the time to get distracted by boys. She needed to focus on Shelly. That bitch tried to shut her out! Well, good luck! There's no way that Tanya was just going to crawl away and let Shelly have her way. There was the matter of the pool party tomorrow. Shelly was hoping to attend and woo The King, but what if there was another lady there...

A red haired, more well endowed lady...

Tanya smiled. That would show Shelly. She would be the one to seduce King and turn him against Ace, and once she did that, she would turn her attention to Shelly. Maybe she would have some guys kidnap Shelly and have their way with her like Ace's men did with her.

The thought, along with the thoughts of Brad, made her smile as she crossed the street to her home.

7.

The pool parties at the Lady Luck Casino were legendary. Anyone who was anyone in Marston's Pointe wanted to attend, but only the select few received invitations. In fact, most who attended weren't even residents of the beach town, but were tourists passing through, investors with deep pockets, or supermodels that were flown in and paid to be there. Joseph “The King” Kingston used these events as promotional material for his casino, often showing pictures or videos of beautiful people having a great time on the rooftop pool as a way of attracting business, and of course, he always positioned himself at the center of it. He truly was a King, and this was his realm.

It took Shelly a good amount of time to secure an invitation, and even then she had to abuse Lisa's contacts as well. Lisa worked part time as an enforcer for The King, and was held in good graces by him and his organization, and the fact that Lisa had ridiculously large breasts didn't hurt.

Shelly's eyes strayed over to Lisa, who was standing next to her in the elevator. Lisa wore her tiny, lime green string thong bikini with a strapless bandeau top that seemed like little more than a strip of fabric that ran across her nipples, leaving the top and bottoms of her breasts to bounce free. Lisa seemingly had no shame, and strolled into the casino with no cover up at all, baring her beautiful ass and cleavage for all of the gamblers to see. Shelly on the other hand, wore a white thong bikini with a white fish-net sarong around her waist to somewhat protect her modesty.

When I take this off, King won't know what hit him.

Shelly had instructed Lisa to keep her distance, mostly to keep King from being distracted by her massive breasts, but also so that she could swoop in and save the day in case of any trouble. She wasn't expecting any problems unless something went terribly wrong.

The elevator dinged and Shelly smiled, putting on her best amiable face. A moment later, she was hit with a blast of warm air and the smell of chlorine and sun tan lotion as the silver doors slid open to reveal the party. Beautiful men and woman, in swimsuits of all shapes and sizes, were cluttered around the legendary Lady Luck roof top pool. A stone face guard, clad all in black, waited just outside the elevator doors as the women stepped out. His eyes immediately fell to Lisa's cleavage.

“This is an invite only event.” He grunted.

“Oh, of course.” Shelly giggled, and reached into her shoulder bag. A moment later she produced two invitations and handed one to Lisa. Both women handed their papers over to the guard, who inspected each, and then with a nod stepped aside to let them in.

“Thank you.” Shelly smiled, leading the way. She could feel the guards eyes on Lisa's tanned, thonged behind. The afternoon sun was low in the sky, casting a bright haze over the proceedings.

“Let's find a chair, shall we?” They strode toward the pool deck, Shelly's eyes scanning the party around them.

She was completely aware of the men's eyes turning to watch Lisa as they passed, reaffirming her plan to have Lisa keep her distance once they got settled. Another thing that Shelly was trying to keep her eyes out for was Ace's men, whom she had no doubt were skulking around the party somewhere. It was hard with so many people around to figure out who was working for the enemy and who was just a clueless party goer.

I'll have to think on my feet and hope that things don't go bad.

It also concerned her that she hadn't spotted King yet, but he might be off dealing with a casino issue, or hobnobbing with some high roller somewhere. She knew that she shouldn't worry about it, but she had spent too long on this plan for it all to go awry now.

They came to an unoccupied beach chair and Shelly sat her bag down on it.

“This looks like a good spot.” She smiled. The chair was located close to the pool entrance, giving her a good vantage point of who was coming and going. Lisa stood behind her, arms crossed in a classic body guard stance.

“Oh Lisa please, don't look so imposing. Go off and let some young guy look at your tits or something.” Shelly sighed as she started to undo her sarong.

Lisa could be so conspicuous sometimes, but she supposed that was what she got for having a lieutenant like her. Shelly undid the knot on her cover up and with a dramatic flair whipped it away from her body, exposing the white, thong bikini bottom that she wore. She would be lying if she said that it wasn't inspired by the white thong bikini that Tanya wore, but Shelly told herself that she could wear it better. Her athletic ass now completely exposed, Shelly bent over to tuck the sarong in her bag, giving anyone behind her a full view of her tight tush. Hopefully King would be watching.

“Umm, Shelly?” Lisa questioned.

“Yes Lisa dear, I think that it's time that you went off and made yourself scarce.” Shelly was still bent over and digging through the bag for her suntan lotion. The next part of her plan would involve asking King if he could lotion her up.

No, I think there's something you should see.” Lisa’s tone was cold.

Shelly stood up, bag still in hand, and her jaw dropped, then felt her blood boil.

“What... what is she doing here?” Shelly gritted her teeth.

The King, clad in a full, three piece gray suit, was sitting in a shaded cabana, a drink in his hand and smiling and chatting with a woman with red hair and large, natural breasts.

Tanya.

Shelly dropped her bag and balled her fists. What the fuck was she doing here! The nerve!

Tanya wasn't clad in her usual thong bikini, instead she was wearing a white, one piece leotard swimsuit. It still had a thong back, exposing Tanya's large backside, and the front of the swimsuit was low cut, exposing a gratuitous amount of cleavage, and had open sides, exposing Tanya's pale and genrous side boob.

Tanya bent over as she talked with The King, her thonged derriere seeming to taunt Shelly as she did. King laughed, his face completely level with Tanya's cleavage.

“She can't... she'll ruin everything!” Shelly realized that her palms were hurting from her digging her nails into them. Fucking Tanya! She should have had Lisa toss her into the ocean last night when she was all tied up.

“How did she even get in here!” Shelly pouted as King got up and put an arm around Tanya's shoulder, leading her to a private bar at the back of his cabana.

“Want me to get rid of her?” Shelly felt Lisa's breasts press into her side as the woman whispered in her ear.

Shelly just glared as King handed a drink to Tanya at the bar. What was her play? Was she doing this just to fuck with Shelly? Or had she struck a deal with King to double cross Shelly?

There was only one way to find out, she would have to get close and see what was going on.

“Well?” Lisa asked.

It would be ideal to have Lisa get rid of Tanya, jump her in the bathroom or something, but that could arouse suspicion.

“No,” Shelly bit her lip. “You keep to the plan, keep your distance, only interfere if things seem to go wrong.”

Lisa stepped back a bit. “What about you?”

“I'm going to see how this plays out.” Shelly strolled forward, hands on her hips, eyes narrowed in determination.

Both King and Tanya leaned against the bar, laughing and chatting. Didn't King know that she had just been caught trying to break into one of Ace's brothel's last night? It occurred to Shelly that King could just handle the business side of things and might be ignorant of much of the criminal goings on of Ace’s empire, but still, it was bold... and stupid of Tanya to put herself out there like this.

Shelly rounded the pool, growing closer to the cabana. She would present herself as someone younger, richer, and more in shape than Tanya. In fact, she would act like she didn't even know Tanya at all. Maybe it would be best to play up her flexibility as well?

Shelly smiled, secure that she would steal King right out from under Tanya’s nose, as she approached the cabana. She was just a few feet from it when another guard clad all in black blocked her way.

“Sorry lady, this is private.” He said, stone faced.

Shelly flashed him her biggest smile and placed her hands on her hips.

“Oh it's alright, I'm just going to get a drink.” She replied.

The guard only stared at her. “This is a private area.”

“But what about her?” Shelly leaned around the guard and pointed at Tanya, who had noticed Shelly approaching.

“She's invited, you aren't.” the guard said in a cold tone.

“But... what do you want?” Shelly smiled again.

“Leave, or you will be escorted out of the party.” The guard crossed his arms.

Tanya smiled, raised her drink, and turned back to talk with King. Shelly felt her blood turn to ice.

“Look, you have to let me in there? How much? Do you want to get a room with me? Anything?” Shelly smiled and gestured to her body like she could make any of the guard's fantasies come true.

He only glared, arms still crossed.

“Leave now, or you will be escorted out,” He took a step forward and towered over her. “Roughly.”

King was stroking Tanya's arm while she giggled.

“Fine,” Shelly tossed her head back. “ You'll answer for this later.” With that she spun around and strolled away, hoping that the guard took a long, hard glance at her ass as she did.

After she got a good distance from the guard, Shelly turned her attention back to King and Tanya at the cabana. He was gesturing her away from the bar. She smiled, and drink still in hand stepped out of the shaded area, and King placed a hand on her thonged behind, eliciting a giggle from Tanya. They approached a set of double doors against a wall with a sign next to them reading “Employees only.”

Shelly gritted her teeth and strolled towards them. Where was Lisa? It occurred to Shelly that she had been so focused on Tanya that she had forgotten about her big breasted accomplice. Shelly turned around to scan the party behind her, and noticed Lisa sitting crossed legged at the bar, sipping a drink as some muscle bound young man attempted to chat her up. Lisa nodded along as she sipped, but kept turning her gaze towards Shelly.

Shelly turned back to her quarry to see King opening one of the double doors and ushering Tanya inside by placing his hand once again on her ass, his middle finger falling just between her bulbous ass cheeks. Tanya giggled and wagged a finger at him, but didn't act to move his hand away. Then they were inside and the door closed behind them, and that left Shelly out on the pool deck.

Come on, think!

She couldn't just stand here all night! Now while they were in there doing God knows what!

A plan Shelly! You need a plan!

Then it hit her and a smile crept across her face. Her plan of seduction had failed, but with a little blackmail, both King and Tanya could be delivered into her service.

Blackmail was so simple yet effective. She could get photos of them doing whatever, and use that as leverage. It would make Tanya behave, and deliver King into her service. Shelly's smile grew wider as she strolled back to her chair to retrieve her phone. Poor Tanya, getting lewd photos taken and used against her was becoming a pattern, but maybe that big-titted bimbo shouldn't keep putting herself in these situations then.

Shelly tried not to look like she was hurrying, but she was anxious to not miss any minute of what was happening behind that door. Once she reached her beach chair, she retrieved her phone from her bag, and hurried back across the pool deck to the door. As she walked, she scanned the area around her to see if anyone was watching, though she was confident that Lisa too was probably watching from a far.

As Shelly approached the door, she started to worry that it might be locked, and let out a sigh of relief when the door opened without any resistance. Careful not to waste time or draw attention, Shelly opened it only a crack, slid inside, and eased it shut behind her.

It seemed to be a storage area of some sort, with rows of tall shelves stacked with boxes that seemed to be filled with electronic parts of some kind. The wall to her left was cluttered with old slot machines that seemed to be in the process of being repaired or taken apart. The concrete floor was cold on her bare feet. A woman giggled from somewhere ahead, and Shelly double checked her phone to make sure it was on vibrate, and took a careful step forward.

From somewhere deep in the storage area, Tanya giggled again. Shelly strolled up to the nearest shelf and peek around the corner. In the distance, she could see Tanya leaning up against a fallen slot machine while King stroked her arms.

“I must say Tanya, you are a magnificent woman.” He admired her body and Tanya giggled again.

“Would you like to see more?” She leaned forward, sticking her cleavage in his face. Shelly could barely hide her disgust. Tanya was being so obvious.

“Oh, I hear that several of my associates got quite a show last night.” King stepped back and Tanya stiffened.

“What do you mean?” Shelly could tell that Tanya was doing her best to not seem alarmed, but her voice was trembling.

“Really Tanya, do you think that we don't communicate? I know all about your stunt in the brothel last night.” King crossed his arms.

“No, wait I-UUUMMMPH!” Tanya was cut off by a hand clamping over her mouth from behind. Shelly was unable to see Tanya's attacker because of the shelf.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” Tanya tried to pull away as her attacker's other arm wrapped around her chest. King strode forward and grabbed Tanya's flailing arms by the wrist.

“Now my dear, we shall really have to get rid of you.” He voice was icy cold.

“Ummmpph! Hllllph! Hllllp!” Tanya was pulled beyond Shelly's field of vision, and she ducked back against the shelf, her heart racing.

From somewhere deep in the storage area she heard footsteps followed by a door opening and someone going through.

She placed a hand on her chest, feeling the beating of her heart against her ribcage, and took several deep breathes. So they caught Tanya, which meant another piece was off the board, maybe permenently.

A smile crept from one corner of Shelly’s mouth to the other.

That means that her plan wasn't ruined yet, that she could still seduce King!

And he's getting rid of Tanya for me! What a bonus!

Shelly peeked out from around the shelf, but she seemed alone in the graveyard of slot machines. Where did King and his mystery associate go? And where did they take Tanya? She stepped out from her hiding placed and walked on the balls of her feet, ears perked for any sound that may alert her to someone's presence, but it was eerily quiet. As she moved, Shelly slid her phone down the front of her bikini bottoms.

Hopefully nobody calls, those vibrations could get distracting! She giggled at the thought.

She kept moving, but it seemed that King and whoever else had been there someone must have taken Tanya out through another door, which meant that Shelly was most likely alone in the warehouse.

Maybe King is out in the pool area again.

She was about to turn and leave when a sound echoed from deep in the warehouse.

“Mmmmf!” Shelly stopped, head cocked, listening.

“Mmmmpph! Hllp!” Shelly opened her mouth to laugh but stifled herself.

“Hhffff! Mmmmmllllumm!” Shelly knew that she should leave Tanya to her fate, but part of her wanted to see Tanya helpless and gloat one last time.

Shelly stepped around a shelf to come to a large, open part of the warehouse. Tanya was bound to a wooden chair in the middle of the floor. Her legs tied together at the ankles and her hands tied behind her back Several ropes coiled just under her breasts, securing her to the chair and a large, thick, white cloth covered the lower half of her mouth, gagging her. Upon seeing Shelly, Tanya's eyes widened with hope.

“Ummfff! Mmm! Ummmph!” Tanya beckoned her over with her head.

Shelly only smiled and placed a hand on her hip.“Well, well, what have we here?”

“Hlllp! Hlllp!” Tanya pleaded with her eyes, her large breasts heaving up and down with excitement.

Shelly giggled and strolled towards the busty captive. “Looks like you're in quite the bind, huh?”

“Mmmmm! Hfffff mmmee! Hfff!” Tanya nodded, pulling against her bonds.

“You know, I wish I could help you, but as I recall,” Shelly leaned over the helpless woman, “I told you that you were out.”

“Ullllmmmmm...” Tanya whined, her pleading eyes filling with fear.

“Poor, poor Tanya, you brought this on yourself.” Shelly placed both her hands on the back of the chair and leaned over, coming eye to eye with Tanya.

“Uhffff! Mmmooo!” Tanya twisted her head, trying to shake off the gag.

“Yes Tanya, and I think, that you deserve whatever these men are going to bring down on you.”

“Uufffff! Mmmmffff!” Tanya’s face contorted underneath the gag.

“And you'll be out of my hair too, what a relief,” Shelly stood back up straight. “Besides, I never thought you had the stomach for this anyway, unlike me.” Shelly gestured to herself dramatically.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmmm!” Tanya moaned, and Shelly noticed that her wide eyes were focused on something behind her.

“Oh please Tanya, the “Look behind you” trick? Have some dignity.” Shelly placed both hands on her hips.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmfff! Ummm!” Tanya nodded her head at something behind Shelly

Shelly sighed. “Oh really Tanya, being a damsel in distress does suit you.”

“Mmmo! Mmlllloofff!” Tanya once again jutted her chin at something behind Shelly.

“Tanya, seriously, if you think that I'm gonna fall for the oldes-MMMMMPH!” Shelly was silenced as a large, rough hand was placed over her mouth. Another hand wrapped around her waist and she was lifted off the ground.

8.

“Gllummph!” Shelly grunted as the knot was tightened at the back of her neck, securing the gag over her mouth. The gag completely covered the lower half of her face, and they had also bound her hand and foot and secured her to a chair next to Tanya.

Once the gag was secured, Jack leered down at his captive while King stood next to him.

“Well, well,” King chuckled. “We caught another cute little birdy sticking her nose where it shouldn't belong.”

.“Mmmmph! Ummm! Mmmmph!” She widened her eyes and pleaded through her gag, shifting her gaze between Jack and King.

Play helpless! Play stupid! With any luck, they would buy it and then she could talk her way out of it.

Please let me go! She would beg. I didn't know! I won't tell anyone! It will be our secret!

Best case scenario, they let her go and get rid of Tanya!

But all Jack and King did was look down at her and smile.

“Ulllummph! Hllp! Pllffff!” She widened her eyes as much as she could, heaving her chest up and down to get every inch out of her minimal cleavage.

“Oh now cut the act Shelly, we know what this is really about.” King chided, wagging a finger.

“Hmmmph?” Shelly cocked her head.

“Your... associate here spilled the beans last night. We know you two are working together.” Jack motioned to Tanya.

“ULLLLMMPH!” Tanya moaned.

Shelly sat up as much as the ropes would let her and narrowed her eyes at the bound and gagged red head.

Tanya did talk! Fucking bitch! I should have left her tied up and tossed her in the ocean!

“I give you props, trying to go up against Ace by yourself, but we were on to you well before that. You aren't as subtle as you think.” King chuckled.

“Grrrmmm....” Shelly locked eyes with the grey haired man.

“Plus,” King continued. “Your... well endowed friend… The other well endowed friend, Lisa, we knew she works for you. Everything that she reported to you was something that we wanted her to know.”.

Shelly glared, a dark cloud settling over her. I was played! How could I have been so stupid!

“The strange thing about ol' Lisa,” Jack walked behind Shelly. “Is that we can't find her right now, and a woman with breasts like that sticks out like a sore thumb.” Jack rubbed hershoulders.

“Urrrgggmmm!” Shelly tried to pull away but Jack responded by digging his hands deep into her shoulders and holding her in place.

“MMMRRRRMM!” Shelly tilted her head back in defiance. She couldn't believe it that they had her here, bound and gagged and helpless.

“But don't worry,” Jack whispered in her ear. “We have people searching high and low for her, and when they find her, she'll be trussed up here with you.”

“Glllummp!” Shelly twisted her head away from Jack.

“Its a shame to get rid of three amazing pieces of ass such as yourself,” King put his hands in his pockets. “But business is business, and after tonight you three will never be heard from again.”

“Now,” Jack rejoined King and smiled. “You two sit tight. You'll have company soon enough.” With that, both men turned and started heading for the door, but then Jack stopped and turned back, locking eyes with Shelly.

“Oh yeah, one more thing...” He smiled as he approached her.

“Hfff?” Shelly reared her head back.

Jack leaned over her and reached towards the front of her bikini bottoms. Shelly crossed her legs and tried to cower away as much as possible.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmmph!” She twisted her head away and squeezed her eyes shut as Jack's hand dug underneath the front of her bottoms and retrieved her cell phone.

“Ah, here we are.” He held the phone up.

“Ummm! Ulllumm mmm!” Shelly mumbled, glaring at him.

Jack winked and pocketed the phone, then turned to follow King out.

“Hllllp! Hlllp!” Tanya moaned

Shelly took a moment to take in her situation. Here she was, bound and gagged to a chair in a thong bikini alongside a woman whom she tried to get rid of just last night.

Saying this is bad is an understatement.

Worse, Lisa was out there somewhere, no doubt looking for her. Then it suddenly occurred to Shelly hat was why they were being left here, bound and gagged. They were bait!  

She had to figure a way out, and fast! If they caught Lisa, then their goose was cooked.

Tanya continued to moan into her gag and her chair creaked as she struggled. “Mmmph! Mmmm! Mmmm!”

Desperate, Shelly tugged on her bound hands, but they were secured tightly behind her.

“Mmmm! Uhmmm! Mmmm!” Tanya moaned, also tugging on her bonds.

Shelly had an idea!

“Mmmeep!” She pushed herself back and lifted, feeling the back of the wooden chair lift and fall, moving her back a few inches.

Yes! Shelly turned her head towards Tanya.

“Mmmph! Ummm!” She moved her chair back even further.

“Mmmm! Ummmm!” Tanya tugged on her bonds.

Shit! Come on Tanya! Get the hint!

Shelly rolled her eyes and letting out a moan of frustration.

“Grrrmm...” Here she was, her only hope now resting in Tanya's hands, literally. That is if Tanya was even willing to help. The red haired woman had a history of pettiness, and could very well refuse to help Shelly.

But that would doom Tanya as well, and as much as Tanya disliked Shelly, she loved herself more. Shelly heaved and moved her chair back again, bringing herself ever closer to Tanya. The other woman, hearing the chair moving, ceased her struggles and twisted her head around to see what the other helpless captive was up to.

“Umm! Mmmm!” Shelly met Tanya's eyes and shook her bound wrists at her.

“Ummm hmm?” Tanya shook her head, a confused look in her eyes.

God you're dense! Shelly wished she could say, cursing her gag.

“Hmmm!” She moved her chair back again. This time, her fingers were able to brush Tanya's.

“Hmmm!” Tanya let out an excited cry.

Yes! She gets the hint!

Shelly’s heart was pounding in her chest and she moved her chair back yet again, placing her back to back with Tanya. Her fingers reached out and grasped the rope around Tanya's wrists.

“Hmmm?” Shelly cocked her head back towards the other woman.

“Umm hmm! Mmm!” Tanya nodded with excitement and a moment later Shelly felt Tanya’s fingers grasping at the rope around Shelly’s wrists. Her pulse quickened with excitement. Yes! This could work.

“Hmmmph!” Shelly squealed and felt around Tanya's wrists for the knot while Tanya did the same to her. With any luck, they could undo their bindings quickly before Lisa stumbled into the trap.

“Well, well, look at you two!” A voice called.

“Hrrrrummph!” Both Shelly and Tanya cried in unison.

Jack and King stood in the doorway, their hands filled with cloths of varying in color.

“Uhmm mmmm! Uhhmm mmm!” Shelly shook her head.

“It seems we can't leave you two alone for a second.” King said as he and Jack strolled towards them. In a moment, both men loomed over their hostages.

“Fffff mmmoo!” Tanya mumbled into her gag.

“Oh such language.” King chided.

Jack leaned over Shelly and gripped the seat of her chair bringing him face to face with her.

“We just can't keep you two apart.” He smiled.

“Grrrr...” She narrowed her eyes in defiance.

Jack only chuckled and dragged her away from the other woman.

“Mmmmeeep!” Shelly cried, looking down as the large man dragged her chair along the floor like she weighed nothing.

Satisfied that she was a good distance away from Tanya,  he let go and stood over his bound hostage.

“Well, what should we do with you?” Jack lifted the cloths in his hand.

Shelly eyed them with apprehension.

“Mmmlllrgggh! Ulllmm!” Tanya mumbled.

“I think the ladies are still too loud.” King said.

“You know what, I think so too.” Jack smiled at Shelly.

“I think we need to plug them up some more.” King agreed.

Jack nodded, and reached behind Shelly's head and undid the knot on her gag. Shelly let out a relieved breath as the thick cloth came away from her mouth.

Now! Quick! Try to reason with him!

“Ahh, thank you,” Shelly began, stretching out her jaw. “Now, if you'll please just listen, this has all been a big-ULLLUMM!” She was cut off by Jack shoving a small, white cloth in her mouth.

“Yep, too loud” He smiled

“Wait, no not me-MMMMPH!” Tanya was cut off by King shoving a cloth into her mouth as well.

Shelly attempted to spit out the cloth, but Jack pressed another cloth between her teeth, forcing the stuffing in her mouth while he secured the outer gag at the back of her head.

“There, how's that feel?” Jack stopped to admire his work

“Fffffkk mmoo!” Shelly bit down on the cloth filling her mout.

“Still too noisy.” Jack turned to King.

“I think we need more layers.” The other man smiled.

“Mmmo! Mmmmoo mfff!” Shelly shook her head as jack raised a blue cloth and pressed it over the gag cleaving Shelly's lips.

“Mmoo! Mmmoo!” She moaned as he tied the second gag over her mouth.

“Hmmm! Mmmph!” She spat, glaring at him, her eyes filled with fury.

“Ulllumm!” Tanya cried as King added a second, blue cloth gag to her as well.

“I think we need more layers.” Jack exclaimed.

“I think so too!” King agreed.

“Mmmo! Mmmo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” Shelly cried, shaking her head in desperate fury. Jack picked up a white cloth and stepped behind her.

“Mmm! Ummm! Hmmm!” She moaned as he pulled the gag over the blue cloth and tied it tightly.

“Hrrrmm... fffff mmmoo!” She grunted, glaring up into his eyes, which were filled with glee, and... lust.

.                “I think they need more packing!” He called to King.

“Most definitely!” King agreed.

“Mmmmo! Mmmo!” Shelly twisted her head towards the door, banking on the false hope that Lisa would barge in and show Jack and King the error of their ways. She would kick their asses while they were distracted, then free Shelly and they would leave while Tanya moaned into her gag, left for Ace's men to do as they pleased with her.

Shelly was brought out of her fantasy of rescue by Jack shoving yet another small white cloth over the several layers already wrapped around her mouth.

“Hurrrmmmph!” Shelly moaned.

Jack pressed another skinny white cloth over the extra layer of packing.

“Ullmm... mmmmmggglllmmm.” Shelly choked into her gags. As Jack tied the latest layer over her mouth, he pressed forward against his hostage, straddling her. His legs pressed against hers and she could feel something hard and throbbing in his pants.

Oh my God, he has an erection! Her eyes went wide! What would he do once he was done?

“How does that feel?” He asked.

“Hllmm... mmm..!” She moaned, not able to do much else due to the layers of cloth around her mouth.

“Now they're starting to quiet, lets add more layers!” Jack picked up another white cloth.

Shelly's eyes went wide and she shook her head again.

“Mmooo... ullllm... mmmm!” But she was helpless to do anything as Jack added the next layer, securing the large, white cloth over the other layers and tying it at the back of her neck.

“Ulllmmm...gllllmmm...” Shelly moaned, barely able to move her mouth thanks to the multiple gags keeping her silent.

“Yeah, that will do,” Jack paced around his hostage. “Maybe just one final layer.” With that, Jack raised a final large, thick, white cloth.

“Mmmm....ummm hmm..” She tried pleading with Jack through her gags, but he only pulled the cloth tight against the other layers and in a moment had it secured at the back of her neck.

“Mm....ummm... mm....” Was the only sound Shelly could utter as Jack stepped around the front to admire his extremely silenced hostage.

“That's better. How's your lady?” He asked King.

“Nice and quiet.” King said with content. Shelly twisted her head around to see an equally large, thick white cloth around Tanya's mouth, covering several layers of gags underneath.

“Mmgggllmm...mmm. Ulllmmm” Tanya moaned through layers of cloth.

“There, now that we've got them nice and quiet, they wont' be able to shout a warning to their friend when she comes.” King said with pride.

“Oh yes, what a trio they'll make.” Jack took a moment to admire the two women and their massive gags before he and King disappeared through the door they had emerged from.

Shelly glared and huffed. She had never been so humiliated! And now she was a hostage, helpless to do anything but wait for Lisa to come fall into a trap!

“Hmm...mmm...” Tanya’s moans were barely audible through the layers of cloth silencing her.

We can still try and undo each other's knots! That's still the only way! Jack and King had done nothing to prevent Shelly and Tanya from moving their chairs against each other again, and that still seemed like their best option for escape.

“Hm....umm...” Shelly moaned, then heard the sound of footsteps approaching.

“Umm...” She held her head held high.

The footsteps were soft, deliberate, and moving closer. It must be Lisa! Shelly’s heart fluttered again with hope, but she also knew that Lisa was walking into a trap.

I have to warn her! But how? The gags prevented her from calling out. She could only hope that Lisa was smart enough to realize that it was indeed a trap.

A moment later Lisa stepped out from around a shelf. Shelly's heart skipped a beat at the sight of the large breasted, muscular women in a bikini. Immediately, Lisa’s eyes went wide at the sight of Shelly and Tanya bound and gagged.

“Oh my God...” Lisa hurried forward, her bandeau bikini barely containing her heaving breasts as she moved.

“Mmm... Mmmm...!” Shelly shook her head, eyes wide and pleading.

But Lisa was too concerned about freeing Shelly to fully process what was happening.

“Umm... mmmm...” Shelly blubbered, shaking her head. Lisa stopped and cocked her head.

Yes! She's getting the hint!

“Ummm hmm...” Shelly shook her head again, hoping the look in her eyes would give Lisa the message.

Lisa took a step back, finally realizing what was happening, but then two men seemingly appeared out of nowhere and grabbed Lisa by either arm.

“Gaaah!” Lisa cried as her her arms were pulled behind her back.

“UHM!” Shelly cried, watching helplessly.

Jack appeared behind Lisa with a red cloth in hand. Lisa struggled and pulled against the two men holding her in place.

“Get off of me! I'll kill you! I'll-MMMMPH!” The men were able to hold Lisa in place long enough for Jack to pull the red cloth between her lips. Her eyes widened in shock as Jack secured the gag at the back of her head.

“There, hold her there boys.” A voice called.

Lisa stopped struggling, her lips curled around the gag in anger as King strolled over from the other side of the room.

“It's a shame Lisa, I really did like you.” King had a note of sorrow in his voice.

“Mrruuggglll! Ummm!” Lisa pulled against her assailants.

“Quite a trio we have here, huh?” Jack admired the gagged, bikini clad woman.

“Indeed.” King agreed. Lisa continued to glare at him in defiance.

“Get her trussed up along with the other two. I don't want her being any trouble.”

Lisa let out a growl and surged forward, breaking free from the grasp of the goons that held her. Shelly's eyes widened and hope filled her heart as she watched the men's look of shock as Lisa sprung forward, her muscles coiling like an animal ready to strike. Lisa’s fist collided against King's temple, and he collapsed like a deflated ballon. One of the goons grabbed her by the arm, but Lisa shook him off like an insect buried and caved in his gut with with another viscious punch.

Shelly beamed with pride as she watched. Lisa would rescue her just as she hoped.

Another goon ran up behind Lisa and wrapped his arms around Lisa's chest in a bearhug, but she just flexed, breaking his grip-               


-But her flimsy bikini top was made more for aesthetics than anything, and it flew off with the goon, exposing Lisa's large, luscious breasts for all to see.

Shelly realized she was wet, filled with lust and pride at this magnificent woman who would save her.

When we get free, her and I are going to have such a wild night!

Lisa grabbed the the goon behind her by the collar, not noticing that another goon was lunging at her from behind!

“Mmm.” Shelly muttered, attempting to warn the now topless rescuer, but with all the racket and the multiple gags silencing her, it came out as nothing more than a whimper.

Lisa stepped forward, throwing the goon in her grasp to the ground and causing the one behind her to fall short. His arms flailed, reaching out and latched onto the strap of her g-string bikini bottom. Lisa spun around and the man recoiled--

--snapping off her bottoms! Lisa froze and squealed, her mouth still gagged.

“Hrrrmmm!” She cried, now completely nude. The henchman only stood dumbfounded, flimsy bikini bottoms in hand. A second later, Lisa grabbed him by the collar and pulled him towards her--

“Uhhhm!” Shelly moaned, attempting to warn Lisa--

--But it was too late. Behind Lisa, Jack rose and delivered a viscous karate chop right to the back of her head. Lisa's eyes looked like they were going to fly out of her head as the blow landed,  she let out a muffled cry of shock, and then fell back into Jack's waiting arms, eyes rolling up into her sockets like the reels of a slot machine

“Mm...” Shelly watched as the men converged on the dazed woman.  

They laid Lisa out on her stomach, pulled her arms behind her, and secured them together at the wrists, and then her feet at the ankle.

“Ummmph! Hmmm! Ullllrggglle!” Lisa stirred, and then flexed against her bonds, but it was too late, she was already secured hand and foot.

Jack stepped away and allowed himself a satisfied smile.

“Okay, get her up!” He ordered. His henchmen, already bruised and winded, pulled the struggling bodybuilder to her bound feet. Her bare breasts heaved as she struggled.

“Well, you gave us quite the hard time.” Jack leered at Lisa's nude body.

“Hrrrmm grrrblle!” She chewed on her gag, glaring at him.

Behind Jack, a bruised King swayed over.

“What should we do with her?” Jack asked King.

“Get rid of her, and fast!” King grunted, holding his head. A bruise was already starting to form.

“Yes, but not now.. too many people that could potentially see.” Jack rubbed his chin in thought.

“Mrrrrgggh! Ummmp!” Lisa pulled against the men holding her, glaring at Jack.

“I have an idea!” Jack raised a finger. “Find some rope!” He ordered, and then grabbed Lisa by the arm. She struggled and attempted to pull away, but the henchmen kept a firm grip on her.

“It seems that you two are well acquainted.” Jack motioned to Shelly.

“Mmo.... mo....mmm” Shelly shook her head as they dragged the struggling Lisa closer.

“Urrrgggl! Mmmmph! Mmmmufff!”  Lisa kicked and fought as they brought her nearer to Shelly.

“Let's get you two a little bit closer.” Jack flashed a wicked grin.

Shelly, knowing what was coming, could only lean her head back. Jack lifted Lisa onto the bound Shelly's lap and pressed her forward, burying Shelly's face between Lisa's massive breasts.

“Hmm... mmmm...ummm!” Shelly’s head was completely eclipsed by the other woman's naked breasts. A moment later, she felt rope wrapping around the back of her head and around Lisa, tying them both together.

“Mufff mmmmo! Mlll ffflll moo!” Lisa grumbled into her gag as her employer's head was secured between her heaving bosoms.

Shelly could barely move. The rope around her head held it perfectly between Lisa's giant breasts, and the gags prevented her from protesting. All she could do was sit now in the darkness of her hench-woman's cleavage and conserve her air.

What did they have planned next?

9.

Shelly Arnold thought that being bound, gagged with layer upon layer of cloth, all while wearing a thong bikini, and then having her head buried between the massive, enhanced breasts of her hench-woman was humiliating enough, but then her captors felt that they could still do more to her apparently. At one point, she worried that their plan was to leave her head tied between Lisa's tits and have her suffocate, but soon they secured the nude female bodybuilder to a chair of her own. It was later that Shelly realized that suffocating between Lisa's breasts was probably a much better option than whatever Jack and King had planned for them.

It seemed like an eternity that Shelly, Tanya, and Lisa were left in that storage area, alone with only their muffled cries to keep each other company. Eventually, some goons came and untied the women from their chairs, but kept their hands and feet bound. Shelly was thrown over a man’s shoulder while another took Tanya over his shoulder, she squirmed and moaned the whole time but the goon didn't seem to notice or care. Lisa, still ever defiant, kicked and fought, and one goon grabbed by her bound ankles and another lifted her under the armpits and carried her after the other captives. All three were brought outside to the pool deck. It must have been late in the evening because Shelly had never seen the pool area so empty.

What are they going to do? It occurred to Shelly that the easiest course of action for their captors would be to toss all three women in the pool and watch them drown. After that, they could easily remove the gags and rope and say that all three women got drunk and snuck into the pool after hours.

At least that's how I would do it. Shelly thought glumly. After everything, all of her carefully laid plans, everyone would think that she died a drunk. To seemingly confirm her fears, the man carrying Shelly turned, hanging her head above the shimmering surface of the pool.

“Mmmm...” Shelly moaned, bracing herself for the inevitable plunge--

– Instead, the goon laid Shelly down on a beach chair, with the still squirming Tanya placed on a chair next to her.

“Mmm... ummm... ummm...” Tanya grumbled, her layered gag preventing her from making almost any noise.

That was not the case with Lisa though.

“Mrrrrummph! Grrrmrph! Urrrmm!” Lisa kicked and struggled as she was laid out on a beach chair on the other side of Shelly.  

“My my, I like this one.” A woman in a dark trench coat came strutting out of the shadows towards them.

“Meeep...” Tanya tensed up, her large breasts rising and falling with each shallow breath she took and her porcelain skin glistened in a fine sheen of sweat.

This must be The Queen! Shelly realized just how bad their situation was.

“I thought you would like them.” Jack came up behind The Queen. King stood behind the both of them, his dark eyes watching through his glasses.

Shelly tossed her head back and did her best to look defiant. The Queen had a reputation for being a... breaker. If she decided that she wanted any of the three of them to be one of her girls, she would do anything she could to break their will and make them one of her slaves.

The Queen’s dirty blond hair was back in a ponytail, and as she strode across the deck towards the three bound women, she undid her trench coat, exposing skin tight leather pants and a  her large, full breasts heaving under a black corset.

“Oh Tanya, you look nervous honey.” The Queen stroked one of Tanya's sweat coated breasts with a gloved hand.

“Ummm!” Tanya cringed and squeezed her eyes shut.

Then The Queen walked over to Shelly and they locked eyes, The Queen's filled with idle amusement while Shelly's were filled with cold fury. After a moment, The Queen cracked a smile and moved on to Lisa.

“Grrrummbbblle! Mmmmrubbbbbph! Bmmppph!” Lisa grunted into her gag, her large breasts heaving as she kicked her bound feet at The Queen.

“Oh, I do like this one.” The Queen let her trenchcoat fall to the ground around her feet.

“Mmrrfff mmoo!” Lisa barked.

The Queen giggled and turned. The leather pants were skin tight, and clung to every curve, showing the raised outline of The Queen's thong panties underneath. She gripped the waist band of her pants and pushed them down, exposing the top of her skimpy underwear. It almost seemed like The Queen was shedding a second skin, and she stopped once her pants were below her ass cheeks. Then she gripped the top of her thong and pulled it down as well, exposing her full, bare behind.

Shelly's heart kicked into overdrive when she noticed a small, black circle planted between The Queen's butt cheeks: a butt plug. Lisa only sat frozen, eyes wide as The Queen gripped the end of the butt plug and removed it from between her cheeks. She turned to face Lisa, conical plug held in one gloved hand while the other pulled up her pants.

“Guess where this is going?”  The Queen locked eyes with Lisa.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo! Mmoo!” Lisa kicked her bound feet and squirmed in her chair.  

She tried to roll out of the beach chair, but Jack and King each grabbed one of her shoulders and held her agains the back of the beach chair while two other goons held Lisa's legs down. Then, still smiling, The Queen approached, butt plug held out.

Why don't they roll her over if they're putting that up her ass? Shelly wondered, and then it dawned on her...

“Mmmoo... mmmm...” Shelly moaned, shaking her head.

The Queen crawled onto the beach chair, straddling Lisa, with a look in her eye like she was a hunter closing in on her prey. Lisa glared up at the other woman in defiance.

“Mrfff mmmo!” The Queen grabbed Lisa’s gag and pulled it down.

“You crazy bitch! When I get out of here I'll-ULLLMMMPH!” Lisa's threat was cut off by The Queen shoving the butt plug in her gaping mouth.

“Glllubb! Mmbbb!” Lisa attempted to spit out the butt plug, but The Queen raised the gag back up into Lisa's mouth and used it to secure the plug in place.

“Mmmph! Ummmph!” The Queen stood,  watching in amusement as Lisa craned her neck in an attempt to shake the gag free.

“Oh I do like this one. She's feisty!” The Queen reached down into her own cleavage and produced what looked like a roll of medical gauze from between her breasts.

“There will of course, have to be some readjusting.” The Queen stepped behind Lisa. The men still held the nude, muscle bound woman still.

“Mmmoo! Mmmoo!” Lisa moaned. Behind her, The Queen unrolled the sticky gauze and pressed it down over Lisa's lips. The muscle bound woman tried to twist away, but The Queen worked fast, wrapping layer after layer over Lisa's mouth. In moments, the entire roll was empty, the sticky adhesive completely covering Lisa's face below her nose.

“Mmm...ummm... mmmm..” Like the other two hostages, Lisa was almost completely silenced by a layered gag.

Satisfied, The Queen stepped back around to admire her handiwork and motioned to her men to let the helpless woman go.

“Mlllummm... ummm... ummm..” Lisa squirmed, determined to somehow wriggle free of her bindings.

“Oh yes, she'll be fun. I'll take her.” The Queen nodded to Jack and King.

“What about the others?” King asked.

“Mmmeeep!” Tanya squealed again.  Upon hearing this, The Queen turned to her and laughed.

“Oh dearie, not you.”

“What's going on here?” An authoritative voice boomed through the night. All of them turned towards the voice.

Shelly's eyes widened with hope.

Deputy Frank stood a few feet away from the elevator, eyes wide as he saw the trio of bound and gagged women. Frank had always been next to useless, with no spine and no initiative, but here he was now, and he may be her last, best hope for escape.

“Ummm! Mmmh! Mmmmh!” Shelly mumbled, motioning with her head for Frank to come over. He just stood, jaw completely slack.

At least draw your weapon! To Shelly’s knowledge, none of these people were armed, and Frank could hold them at bay and call for help.

But the portly deputy just stared as the The Queen, King, and Jack stepped aside along with their goons, allowing Frank a clear path to the bound women.

Come on Frank! Get over here and untie us! Shelly gave him a pleading look and motioned for him to come over.

Frank shook his head and stepped towards them. Lisa hadn't stopped her writhing and struggling, and soon his eyes fell on her nude body as she struggled against her bonds.

Dammit Frank! Get your mind out of the gutter!

The Deputy stopped, his wide eyes starring down at the three hostages. All three woman looked up at him and moaned into their gags.

“Mmm.. mmm!”

“Hlll..hlllp!”

“Grrrbbll! Ullbbll!”

But Frank just stood, dumfounded and watching. As he started slackjawed, The Queen slunk up behind him and draped her arms around his neck.

“Well darling, what do you think?” She planted a kiss on his cheek.

“Mmmoop!” Shelly’s blood froze in her veins.

Frank was the mole!

“They uh... they look nice.” He smiled weakly.

“Oh yes, they do. And as payment for being such a good boy, we're going to let you have fun with two of them before you get rid of them.” Shelly noticed a significant bulge in Franks pants when the Queen said this.

“R... really?” He turned towards The Queen.

“Oh yes, Tanya and Shelly. You can do whatever you want with them. Just make sure that they are never found after.”

“Mmmoo!”

“Hlllp! Hllp!”

Jack came up on Frank's other side, smiling down at the bound captives.“That's right, Frank here was our boy the whole time.” He patted Frank on the shoulder.

Shelly only glared up at them.

“You know, it's funny. While we had you guys trussed up back there, we had Frank here give our boys a little tour of the station. You wouldn't believe the things we found.”

Shelly’s felt her heart stop and her stomach rose up into her throat.

Oh no!

Several shadows shambled towards them out of the darkness. As they got closer, Shelly started to hear the women mumbling into their gags.

“Mmmllmmm!”

“Ummm!”

“lllmmph meee mmmoo!”

A moment later, several goons dragged the bound, gagged, and bikini clad ladies of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department into the light.

Shelly’s heart sank as the women who were once her hostages were now in the hands of her enemy. They were all there, Gina, Caitlyn, Eva, Felicia and Janet. All of the women stopped their struggling to gawk at the also bound and gagged trio of Shelly, Tanya, and Lisa. Felicia had a look of petty satisfaction in her eyes, while Janet looked confused, and Gina furrowed her brow as she eyed her fellow hostages.

Smart girl, she realizes that she went from bad to worse. Shelly thought.

“I gotta say,” Jack walked over to the bikini clad hostages. “I was curious as to how you were treating these ladies. I must say that I approve.” He eyed each woman up and down as he paced the line of captives, stopping at Felicia, who glared at him.

“Mmmrrrummph!” She kicked out a foot but Jack stepped back.

“I was pleasantly surprised to find that you were keeping Ms. Fetters here as well.” He stepped behind Felicia and delivered a hard, loud smack on her ass cheek.

“URRRM!' Felicia attempted to kick Jack again, but the goon holding her by the arm kept her in place.

The Queen eyed up each woman like they were contestants in some sort of pageant. “Oh yes, what fine specimens. I think I'll take them all.”

“Careful, I think some of them may be trouble.” Jack winked at Felicia.

“Ulllmm! Mmmph!”

“That's fine. I’ll break them to my will and get rid of the ones that don't work out.”

“I want to play with Felicia first.” Jack’s eyes fell on the lingerie clad former (technically current) Sheriff.

“Ullmm!” Felicia attempted to pull away from Jack's lustful gaze.

“Oh you will, but first let's get this ladies to our Barrow street facility, lets bag them up!” She clapped her hands.

A collective “Mmmph!” of fear rippled through the line of bound and gagged women as men creeped up behind them holding large, white bags.

“Meeemmm!” Felicia cried as one of the bags was thrown over her head. It was long, thin, and tight enough that Shelly could make out the Sheriff's struggling form inside.

The bag stopped around Felicia’s ankles, and the henchmen tightened a draw string, leaving only Felicia's kicking feet exposed. After that, one of the goons picked up the helpless Sheriff and threw her over his shoulder.

“Mmmph! Ummph! Mmm!” Felicia struggled and kicked in the bag as she was carried off into the shadows.

Next a bag went over Janet, then Gina, Caitlyn, and Finally Eva. Once secured, every woman was carried off by a goon into the shadows.

“Umm!” Lisa moaned as a bag was pulled over her nude form. Then much like before, one man grabbed her upper body while another grabbed her by the ankles.

“Mffflll! Ullbbbl!” Lisa kicked and struggled inside the bag as she too disappeared into the darkness along with the other women.

Then it was just Shelly and Tanya, alone with their captors.

“Well Frank,” The Queen threw an arm over Frank's shoulder. “I have to go break my new girls in. Please, have fun with your little gift here. I want details!” She planted a kiss on his cheek, prompting a blush from Frank.

Then The Queen picked up her discarded trench coat and bounded off into the darkness after the other henchmen.

“Have fun Frank.” Jack patted the portly man on the shoulder and followed The Queen off into the darkness as well. King motioned to the remaining henchmen, who followed him off the pool deck. leaving Shelly and Tanya alone with Frank.

“Umm...” Frank twiddled his fat fingers. “Hello ladies.”

Both Tanya and Shelly shared a look.

This was going to be a long night.

10.

Shelly wasn't surprised to find that when it came to Frank, once a coward meant always being a coward. Once he was left alone on the pool deck with the bound and gagged ladies, he attempted to approach them with his arms outstretched and palms facing them. Both Shelly and Tanya kicked their bound feet at him while mumbling into their gags, and Frank immediately recoiled and shot them hurt but angry glances.

“Fine! I guess I'll just get rid of you then!”

“Mmoo!” Tanya shook her head, eyes wide and pleading. Shelly had a very different reaction. Good. She would rather die then spend her last moments as Frank's pleasure thing.

At first he went after Shelly, who kicked her feet at him and shot him a venomous look. Frank once again gave her a hurt look, but then drew his weapon on her.

“Now um, Shelly. I'm sorry that I have to do this.” He pulled back the hammer and she froze. It wasn't that she was worried about Frank shooting her, but she was worried about him accidentally pulling the trigger.

Frank attempted to hoist the bound and gagged woman over his shoulder, and the overweight deputy grunted and struggled as he lifted Shelly.

Oh come on! Shelly rolled her eyes.

Frank stumbled over towards the elevator with Shelly in tow before eventually stopping to set Shelly down.

“S... stay.” He wheezed. Shelly was starting to wonder if he would even have the spine to get rid of her and Tanya.

Don't underestimate him, if he's been working for them, who knows what he's done.

Frank pulled Tanya to her feet, and then with his gun pointed at her back forced her to hop over to where Shelly stood. It was almost a ridiculous scene, Tanya, bound and gagged, hoping over to Shelly, her breasts bouncing with each hop under her one piece thong.

Frank then made his hostages hop onto the elevator, which the trio took down to a maintenance access area on the side of the casino where his police cruiser waited. Once there, he loaded his captives into the back and took off.

“Mrrrm...” Tanya moaned in the backseat next to Shelly as the casino dwindled behind them. Shelly looked out the window, trying to gather where he was taking them.

“You know, maybe I won't have to... you know... if we come to some sort of... agreement?” Frank's voice shook as he glanced at them through his rearview mirror.

“Grrmm mmmumm mmmo.” Shelly mumbled. She would not throw herself at this slob's mercy, but she had to do something!

“Murrmm...” Tanya whined next to her. Shelly rolled her eyes and turned towards her fellow hostage.

Then an idea formed. It was half baked for sure, and desperate, but it might work. Shelly looked back to the front to see Frank's eyes straying back to them.

“Ummm..” Shelly batted her eyes at him, lowering her head in a “come hither” gaze. Frank's hands tightened on the wheel.

Good. Shelly slid along the back seat and nuzzled her gagged mouth against Tanya’s.

“Umm!” Tanya recoiled, but she had nowhere to go, trapped in the backseat next to Shelly.

Come on! Get the hint! Shelly wished she was tied up next to Lisa, who would have played along.

I guess I'll have to make her play along!

Shelly nuzzled Tanya again and purred into her gag. Tanya once again recoiled and threw her fellow hostage a confused look.

“Urrmmm...” Shelly pressed her body against Tanya's, batting her eyes at her fellow captive.

“Ummm...” Tanya shrugged.

Fuck! Come on Tanya, what will it take!

Then Shelly realized that she had seen several very graphic photographs of Tanya with the former Sheriff, Wilson Vorhees, and knew very well what she was into.

Damn! She had hoped that some minor teasing would distract Frank, but Tanya was proving stubborn.

“Urmmm... mrrmm..” Shelly motioned with her head to out the window. Tanya turned, arching her whole body and exposing her thonged behind to Shelly.

Desperate times. Shelly took a breath, turned her body, and grasped Tanya's bare butt cheeks with her bound hands.

“Mrrrrm!” Tanya cried. From the front seat, Frank gasped.

Good, I have him!

Shelly dug her hands into the soft flesh of Tanya's buttocks.

“Ufff..” Tanya moaned, her entire body stiffening.

Shelly ran her hands down along the other woman's back side, moaning into her gag and staring at Frank with wide, beckoning eyes.

“Umm..” Shelly rubbed her thonged butt cheeks against Tanya's buttocks.

“Uufff... mfff..” The other woman moaned into her gag.

She's getting into it! Shelly’s heart skipped a beat.

Their backs pressed against each other, the bound and gagged women rubbed their exposed posterior's against each others.

Then Shelly felt Tanya's bound hands on her backside .

Good, play along!

Tanya's hands moved up along Shelly's chiseled rear end to the top of her thong, and with a tug Tanya pulled down the thin garment, exposing Shelly's bare buttocks.

What? She wasn't expecting it, but okay, fine. Shelly glanced at the front and saw Frank's eyes straying back and forth between the road and the rearview window.

“Uhmm hmm..” Shelly arched away from Tanya, lifted her knees onto the back seat, and turned her back to Frank, and wiggled her now bare ass at Frank. Then, to Shelly's surprise, Tanya got her knees up on the back seat and turned her thonged rear end towards Shelly.

“Ullmm hlllmmm hlll” Tanya wiggled her behind at Shelly. Her intent was clear.

Damn! Shelly didn't intend it to get this far, hoping for Frank to try and take matters into his own hands sooner rather than later, but that didn't seem to be the case. With no other choice, Shelly sighed into her gag and turned to face Tanya's full buttocks.

“Hrrmmm..” Shelly buried her face right in the middle of Tanya's thonged rear end.

“Ullmmm mmmm” Tanya moaned, wiggling her butt in Shelly's face as Shelly ran her gagged mouth up and down along the white fabric of the thong bisecting Tanya's cheeks.

“Mffff...” Tanya sighed.

Shelly lifted her head and tossed another look at Frank. Beads of sweat were collecting on his forehead.

“Hmm..” Tanya turned her head to see that Shelly was turning around, a difficult task given her bound feet and pressed her bare butt against Tanya's and starting gyrating up and down.

Perspiration ran down Frank's face, his eyes completely on them, only occasionally glancing at the road.

“Hrrrmmm..” Tanya moaned impatiently. Evidently this wasn't doing it for her.

Fine! I guess I'll go with the nuclear option.

“Hfff..” Shelly batted her eyes at Frank, and pressed her bound hands against Tanya's bare cheeks again. Tanya moaned in satisfaction.

Eyes still on Frank, Shelly's hands slid under the thin thong and slid down along Tanya's ass crack.

You better fucking like this! Shelly thought, and slid her finger into Tanya's asshole.                 “Mrrrmmm!” Tanya arched in pleasure and Frank slammed on the breaks.

The bound women were forced apart as the car lurched to a stop, Shelly's finger pulled free from Tanya's anus.

“Ulllm!” Tanya voiced her displeasure.

Shelly spun into a sitting position, still attempting to look sultry. Frank shut off the engine and placed the car in park. When he opened his door, Shelly could hear the sound of waves crashing against the beach. The Deputy got out and came around to the side facing Tanya, his erection very prominent in his pants.

“Hmm!” Tanya moaned as Frank opened her door and grabbed her, eyes filled with lust.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo!” Tanya shook her head, red hair whipping about as Frank pulled her kicking and struggling from the car. Shelly slid towards the open door as soon as Tanya was out.

Frank pulled Tanya into a standing position and hugged her from behind, cupping each of her breasts with a shaky, greedy hand.

“Ummm! Mmm!” Tanya moaned into her gags as Frank massaged her breasts.

Shelly meanwhile, placed both feet out of the car and a warm ocean breeze hit her. They were parked at the head of a long, empty dock. Frank had dragged Tanya a few feet away from the car to the middle of the dock.

He's going to toss us in the ocean, drown us after he's had his way with us!

“Urrmm!” Frank's hands dug down into Tanya’s bathing suit top and gripped her breast. The woman struggled to pull away, but soon Frank pulled her breasts up and out of the flimsy top and massaged her erect nipples.

“Mmmrrrm!” Tanya threw her head back with brutal force, connecting right with Frank's nose with a sickening crunch. The deputy cried out and stepped back, gripping his nose with both hands.

“Urmm!” Tanya hopped away from him, her exposed breasts bouncing and heaving as she did.

Frank's face twisted in fury and he charged forward and pushed on Tanya. It wasn't a hard push, he was winded and hurt, but Tanya pitched forward, losing her precarious balance thanks to her bound feet.

“Mmmp... ummm...” She wobbled, attempting to right herself, but her momentum carried her headfirst off the side of the dock.

Frank turned to face Shelly, blood gushing from his nose. Not knowing any other recourse, Shelly batted her eyes at him.

It didn't work, and Frank marched towards her, the erection in his pants reaching for her like an tenna.

“That... that... that's it!” His face turning beat red. In that moment, Shelly decided that she was done playing nice with him. If Tanya got her hits in, then she would too.

Frank converged on her, arms outstretched, and she reared back and sent both of her bound feet right into his crotch. She could almost feel his still erect penis crunch under the blow. He let out a sound that sounded like a ballon deflating and collapsed into a fetal position, his breath coming out in ragged gasps.

Shelly reared back her legs to deliver another kick to his head, but then noticed that Frank’s face was turning a deep shade of crimson. Veins bulged on his forehead and it seemed like Frank was attempting to form words but nothing was coming out but squeaks. His hands flew from his crotch to his chest, he let out another ragged wheeze and pitched forward, face smacking against the concrete.

Shelly sat for a moment, waiting for him to get up or roll over, but he just lay there, face down, completely still.

A heart attack. Must have been a heart attack. She allowed herself a moment of satisfaction. Though her plan was to get him turned on, she hoped that seducing him would mean he would undo her bindings enough for her to overpower or sweet talk him, but this was even better.

Shelly lowered herself down from the back seat to the ground next to the fallen deputy, the concrete cold on her bare ass cheeks. Then she reached out with her bound feet and pushed.

“Urrggghh!” She grunted as Frank’s body turned onto it’s side.

With another heave, he flopped over onto his back and clipped to his belt next to an extra ammo clip was a pocket knife. Shelly used her bound hands and feet to scurry over, and then pushed herself up, resting her bare ass on his chest.

I bet if he was alive he would love this. The knife slid right off his belt, and it took a few moments, but Shelly easily cut through the ropes binding her wrists, and then untied the ropes around her ankles. With a final flourish, she quickly removed the multiple layers of cloth that gagged her, spitting out the wad of cloth onto Frank's body. She stretched out her jaw, sore from the packing and the gags, and pulled her thong back up.

They will pay! They will all pay! Shelly had never been so humiliated in her life, and she would revisit this upon all of them, Jack, King, and The Queen, tenfold. It was obvious now that seducing The King was out, but maybe a good ol'fashioned kidnapping would be the ticket.

Then I'll make him regret ever touching me!

But first, she needed help. First order of business would be rescuing Lisa.

Shelly stood, knife in hand, and looked out over the dock, and just below the sound of the waves heard a familiar sound.

“...mmmm...mmmm”

A smile crept over Shelly's face and she strolled onto the dock.

Oh yes, one more loose end.

She stepped over to the side of the dock where Tanya had pitched over and looked down at the helpless, red haired woman writhing back and forth in the sand below. Tanya froze when she saw Shelly standing over.

“Mmmrggglllm...hlllmm...” Tanya moaned, eyes wide. Shelly only smiled.

I should leave her here! The tide would be coming in soon, and Tanya would be washed away, swept out to see like her captor initially intended.

Almost on cue, a wave crashed against the sand and washed over Tanya. She moaned and the water receded, leaving the exposed, bound woman wet and seething.

“Ullmm...mmmm..” She beckoned, eyes wide as she looked up at Shelly.

“You know, this whole mess is all your fault.” Shelly squatted down on the dock.

“Um--” Tanya was cut off by another wave crashing over her. When it receded, her red hair was plastered over her face.

“I should just leave you here to be washed away like the filth you are.” Shelly chuckled.

“Ullmm hmmm” Tanya shook her head and another waved crashed over her.

Shelly stood, looking down at the wriggling woman as the water receded. .

“Mmmoo...mmmph!” Tanya pleaded.

With a smile, Shelly raised the knife and threw it, blade first at the bound, struggling woman. It buried itself in the sand next to Tanya's head.

“If you manage to cut yourself free, you stay away from me, you here? You see me walking, you turn and walk the other direction. In fact, it would probably be wise for you to move to another, more friendly neighborhood. I'm willing to forget you, but Lisa, whom I promise will get free, will not, and I will not be able to stop her from punishing you for causing all of this.”

Tanya never took her eyes off of Shelly when she spoke, even when another, slightly small wave crashed over her bound form.

“Good bye Tanya, and good luck!” Shelly waved and turned around, not bothering to look back at the other, bound and gagged woman.

She had a rescue to plan.

11.

The warm afternoon sun felt amazing on Tanya's bare butt cheeks. She was stretched out on her stomach by her pool, clad in her favorite, white thong bikini. It was her happy place, the place where she went in order to forget the problems of the world, more specifically in this case, the events of the past 24 hours.

If Shelly thinks that I'm just going to forgot last night, she has another thing coming! The very thought of Shelly leaving her on that beach, bound and gagged, got Tanya's blood boiling all over again. Shelly had issued a threat for Tanya to stay out of her way, and then left a knife in the sand for Tanya to cut herself loose while the tide was coming in. Once free, a wet and tired Tanya had trudged her way along the beach home, stripped off her swimsuit and collapsed on her bed completely nude.

When she woke up in the morning, she took an hour long shower and decided that a day sunning by her pool was exactly what she needed until she could plot her next move. She had hoped that lying out and relaxing in the sun would deliver some sort of inspiration, but every time she thought of the events of the previous few days she got angry all over again. First there was her botched attempt at infiltrating a brothel, then getting caught by The Queen and being left, bound and gagged and naked outside Shelly's house.

But there was that boy, Bradley.

She flashed back to that night, of Bradley, the hunky, muscle bound boy who took off his board shorts in order to cover Tanya's nudity and felt herself getting wet.

Maybe I'll need a dip in the pool.

Thoughts of Bradley had filled Tanya's head ever since that night, and she kept telling herself that to let it go because he was too young. Plus, there was still Wilson, somewhere.

You haven't heard from Wilson since he left! There was also the sad truth that since Wilson left, not many people had touched Tanya in an intimate way besides the people who had captured her, and Shelly.

Tanya grew even wetter. Despite her resistance, Shelly had succeeded in getting Tanya going last night, all in a plan to distract Deputy Frank, their captor, but the fact that it had all happened at Tanya's expense made her even angrier.

Maybe a night with Bradley wouldn't be so bad. Tanya knew that most men were defenseless against her in her bikini, and she had the benefit of big boobs and a big ass.

Maybe I'll make a show of doing yard work in my bikini later, see if I can attract his attention.

There was the matter of Shelly, who did live right across the street, but Tanya wasn't intimidated by her. Shelly had lost her muscle, Lisa, and Tanya was sure that she could handle Shelly if she tried anything with her.

Go ahead, pursue Bradley. You need it! Start over once that's all done. She did need some fun. She had been all work for so long, maybe she did owe herself something, or someone, nice. Once that was done, she could focus on Shelly and getting Ace.

As Tanya’s thoughts drifted to Bradley sliding down his board shorts, a shadow loomed over her.

“Mom?” Ian asked, standing directly in front of the sun.

Tanya sighed and opened one eye to look up at her teenage son. He was still grounded, and would be for the next month because of drinking at Bradley's party. He had been trying to weasel out of it ever since.

“Yes, Ian.” She sighed.

I should have sent the little shit off to live with his dad when I had the chance.

“Hey, so... I was thinking of having some people over tonight.” He muttered, never meeting her gaze.

“Some people?” She narrowed her eyes.

“Yeah, well to hang and stuff.” He had hope in his eyes.

Tanya felt her blood turn to ice. He gets caught drinking, grounded for a month, and now wants friends over?

“How many?” She balled her fists.

“Oh I don't know, Brad just mentioned coming over and hanging, bringing some people.” Ian was wringing his hands together now.

Tanya stiffened. “Brad, as in that boy at the party the other day?”

“Uhh yeah...” Ian's eyes shifted in confusion.

“Ohh..” Tanya licked her lips. Part of her knew that she should say no, enforce Ian's grounding, but this... this was perfect.

“Sure, just not too many people.” She lowered her head.

Ian's eyes widened in shock.

“Oh...um... really?” Clearly he was expecting some resistance.

“Yes, just as long as I get to join in.” She didn’t bother to raise her head to look at him.

“...what?” Ian choked.

Tanya sighed and looked at her son. Ian's look of confusion said it all. She supposed that she could give the usual pretense about wanting to be there to supervise, but she was tired, angry, and out of patience.

“Yes, because I want Brad to fuck me.” Tanya met Ian right in the eye as she said it.

Ian immediately took a step back and lowered his gaze. “Umm... what...” he stammered.

“I've had a rough couple of days, as you can probably tell, and I think Brad is hot. He seems like the frat boy type so I'm assuming that he's gonna want to drink and party. I'm going to be there, wearing this, and I want him to fuck me and there's nothing you can do to stop me.” She laid her head down once again and closing her eyes. Tanya could still feel Ian looming over her, shifting uncomfortably.

“But... you can't...” Ian’s voice quivered.

“Oh yes I can,” She didn’t bother to look up. “If you want him over, that's the price. I'll be there, and he's gonna fuck me. Now, fuck off and let me tan.” Tanya turned her head away.

She realized that she was even more wet, and her nipples were erect. It felt good to assert herself, to be so honest with Ian. Maybe after this she would send him to live with his dad so that she could finally live her own life. Ian loomed over her for another minute, and then another moment he stormed across the patio and into the house, slamming the door behind him.

Good, let him sulk. He'd get over it, or end up resenting her forever... oh well.

She felt the sun on her back and her thonged booty and debated taking off her top to let her boobs get some sun. Maybe Brad the kind of guy that liked tan lines? As she thought about this, she felt her blood quickening, and she was getting more and more turned on and debated going for a dip in the pool to cool off.

A shadow loomed over her again and Tanya didn’t even bother to look up or open her eyes.

“Go away Ian. I made my terms, it's that or you can't have anyone over at all.” The shadow lingered a moment, and then moved away.

Good, show him who runs the show. Tanya relaxed, once again ready to enjoy soaking up the sun.

The sun was blocked yet again, and before she could react, strong hands grabbed her wrists and pulled them behind her back.

“What!” Tanya cried out and twisted her head around.

Ian, her own son, had pull her hands behind her back and was tying them together with a length of rope.

No! Not again!

“Ian! What are you doing! Stop!” She screamed, but Ian continued to wrap the ropes around her wrists.

“Sorry mom, but I'm not gonna have you ruining this party for me.” Ian said, not looking up.

Tanya tried to pull away, but Ian was sitting on her legs, keeping her pinned down.

What? How is he this strong!

“Ian, forget any party! You are ground for the next year! Do you hear me!” She screamed, kicking her feet in frustration. Ian stepped back and Tanya tugged on her wrists, finding that they were secured together tightly with rope.

“Oh my God Ian! You are in so much trouble!”

Ian just moved to her kicking feet, not looking up, and pulled her ankles together.

“Ian! I swear to God that your father will hear about this! You are in so much trouble!”

“Oh yeah, well I'll just tell him that you let me have a party just so you could fuck my friend!” Ian hissed while tying her ankles together.

Tanya gasped and her jaw dropped.

“You little shit! When I get out of here, all of your video games, your system, your tv is gone! Do you hear me!” She screamed, attempting to shake her feet free of his grasp, but it was too late, Ian was already securing the rope around her ankles, tying her feet securely together.

How is he so strong! How does he know how to tie these knots! Where did he get this rope!

Tanya decided that she would figure out the answers to these questions after she got free. Ian finished tying her feet together and stepped away, leaving Tanya to flop around on her beach chair on her stomach like a fish out of water.

“Listen here mister! You are so dead! Grounded for the next year and then, after that, military school! They'll whip you into shape! You're lucky I don't send you to juvenile-ULLLUMMPH!” Tanya's protests were cut off by Ian shoving a white cloth between her flapping lips.

“No, mom, you're gonna stay nice and quiet while my friends and I have a party. I'll let you out in the morning.” Ian smiled as he pushed the cloth deeper into Tanya's mouth.

Her eyes widened and she glared at him.

“MMMMOO MMM ARRRMMM! UMMMPH!” Tanya cried, attempting to spit out the gag, but Ian had pressed another white, thick cloth over the lower half of her face and pulled it tight over her mouth, tying it at the back of her head.

“MRRRRGGGH! UMMMRRFF!” Tanya grumbled as Ian backed away from his now bound and gagged mother. She glared at him with eyes full of white hot fury.

“Mmrrrgggghl! Grrrgggff! Ulllrrggg!” Tanya kicked her feet up and down, her breasts threatening to fall out of her bikini top as she thrashed around on her beach chair.

“Now, I just need to get you out of the way.” Ian stroked his chin.

“Murrrgggle! Ugrrrgggl!” Tanya groaned, continuing to flop helplessly in her chair.

I'll kill this little shit!

As Tanya struggled, Ian grabbed the edges of her beach chair, and dragged it towards the house.

“Urrrggh!” Tanya cried, looking up at the looming house. Ian didn't seem to exert himself at all as he dragged his bound and helpless mother towards their house.

Tanya once again allowed herself a moment to marvel at how strong her son was. Had he been working out? He was able to easily overpower her and now drag her, chair and all, into the house.

“Ulllrrgggmm!” Tanya grumbled, twisting herself around the chair as Ian dragged her.

“You know mom, I'm tired of this. Tired of you always lying around half naked-

“Urrgh!”

“Tired of you always embarrassing me-

“Mmmmff!”

“And now you want to flaunt yourself around in a bikini just to fuck my friend? No way!”

“Ffff mmmoo! Mooo mmffflll brrrfmm!” She had succeeded in rolling herself over and was now lying on her back, still on the beach chair. Ian had stopped just outside their basement door.

“Don't worry mom, I'm gonna do what you used to do to me: Send you to your room to think about what you've done.”

“Mmmo! Mmmmeeean! Mmmoo!” Tanya sat up and was doing her best to squirm out of her bonds. Ian meanwhile, had opened the basement door and once again took ahold of the beach chair.

“Don't worry Mom, I'll let you out in the morning.” He laughed as he dragged her inside.

“Mrrrrrmmm!” Tanya's entire face contorted in rage as she screamed into her gag. Her bound feet pounded up and down on the beach chair like a child throwing a temper tantrum.

They were inside her basement now, and Tanya turned her head to see Ian dragging her towards the laundry room.

“Here mom, you'll have plenty of space to yourself tonight. No one will bother you down here.”

“Mmmmph! Hrrrrggmm!” Tanya glared at him now, eyes filled with rage. She flashed him a look that said everything, a look that said that if he did this then she would rain down every punishment she could upon his bratty little head.

“Mmmm ummm! Mmm ummm!” Tanya shook her head, eyes turning to ice.

Ian only smiled. “Sorry Mom, can't hear you.” He snickered, dragging her closer to the gaping laundry room door.

“Mmmrrrgh! Nnnooooppggh! Nnnnmmm!” Tanya laid back down and started kicking her feet up and down, once again throwing a tantrum.

The laundry room was large, essentially just a storage area with the washer and dryer set against one wall, and a set of shelves set against another. Ian stopped when he had the beach chair and Tanya placed exactly in the center of the room.

“Okay Mom, you just wait here. I'll be back in the morning for you.” He didn’t even bother to look down at her as he headed towards the door.

“Mmmmrrggh! Ummmph!” Tanya grunted, kicking her bound feet out in an attempt to trip him, but Ian easily side stepped her bound feet.

“And if you're extra quiet, maybe I'll clean up the place before I let you go.” Ian finally turned to look at his bound and gagged mother.

“Mmmeeean! Mmeeean! Mllllettt mee mmmo! Mmmmoww!” Tanya stamped her feet on the beach chair with each muffled word for emphasis.

Ian only smiled and flicked on the light. “Here, it might get dark in here.” And with that he backed out, closing the door behind him.

“Mmmo! Mmmmpph!” Tanya's eyes widened. She couldn't believe it! He just left her! A moment later, she heard a CLICK as Ian locked the door from the other side.

“Mmmo! Hllllp! Hllllp!” Tanya screamed through the stuffing that filled her mouth. How did this happen? She was still trying to wrap her mind around it. Ian, her teenage son, had just overpowered and bound and gagged her, and locked her in their laundry room. All so he could have a party!

I didn't think my demands were unreasonable. Tanya glowered to herself. She had almost died the night before, it wasn't too much to ask for a good lay to get over it. Most kids would be thrilled if their mom said yes to a party.

“Mmmm....” Tanya grumbled. Maybe she shouldn't have told him that she wanted to fuck Brad.

But now what? Was he really just planning on letting her go once the party was over?

Then what? How do you even begin to discipline a kid for doing something like this? Plus, how did he get so strong? How did he know how to tie these knots?

Those thoughts, amongst others, preoccupied her time while she struggled away in her laundry room. There was a small glass block window set high in the far wall, and Tanya used that to tell the time.

“Hrrrmmmm...” Tanya moaned when at one point she turned towards the window and saw nothing but darkness.

How long have I been tied up here? It had to have been several hours, and she was nowhere near close to getting free, even then if she got free, she was locked in.

At least if I get the gag off then I can call for help, one of his party guests could hear me.

A thought filled Tanya's head of her slipping off the gag and spitting out her stuffing, and calling for help only for Brad to answer. If that was the case, she would have him right there on her beach chair.

I would be okay if he didn't even fully untie me. The image of Brad having his way with her while she was tied up, fully at his mercy, did something to her.

If only my hands were free. She thought, realizing that she wasn't even able to pleasure herself thanks to her hands being bound behind her.

Though it was impossible for her to determine how much time had passed, it seemed like about an hour later when very loud hip hop music started to blast from upstairs.

“Grrrm hrrrmmm mmurrr...” Tanya grumbled, sitting on the edge of her beach chair and listening. If he was going to play music, couldn't it be good music?

Not long after, she started hearing footsteps above her, and voices. It was hard to distinguish any of them but it sounded like a mixture of male and female voices.

Girls? He invited girls too! Tanya glared at the ceiling, listening to the voices and growing number of footsteps above her.

“Shots!” A female voice called.

Alcohol! There's underage drinking in my house!

“Nnnmmmph! Nnnnooo! Mmmooo!” Tanya mumbled, forcing herself into a precarious standing position. She was wobbling as she attempted to balance on her bound feet. No! There's no way they're drinking in her house.

“Stfff! Stttt mmooow!” She cried out, but the combination of a gag and music drowned out her cries.

It's so loud! Why isn't anyone complaining, calling the cops or something? If one of her neighbors called the police, it would be perfect. They would break up the party and probably search the house, finding Tanya tied up in the basement, and then Ian would be taken away to juvenile hall and be out of her hair.

Then she realized that there was no way that would ever happen. Her old neighbor used to be the Sheriff, but was now a prisoner of Ace, no doubt being carted off to one of his brothels somewhere. Her other neighbor, Shelly, hated her, and probably didn't care about any party happening. She also realized that most of the Marston's Pointe police force were also now prisoners of Ace. There was Deputy Frank, whom she last saw dead by a beach, so that left Deputy Randy and Alice. Alice never left the desk and Randy couldn't handle it all by himself.

There's no one coming, I'm all alone.

Tanya started to wobble again and realized that her calves were burning from being tied together and trying to hold up her weight.

Damn these big breasts of mine!

“Grrbbbll...” She lowered herself back into a sitting position on the beach chair. Now what? She couldn't just sit here and wait for the party to be over and Ian to let her out.

She scanned the room around her, looking for anything that she could use to alleviate her current situation. There was the washer and dryer, which were out...

The shelf!

Her eyes fell on the large, metal storage shelves against the wall. Maybe there was something on it that she could use to cut herself loose! The shelf units were cluttered with just about everything, various bottles and boxes and-

There!

Sitting on the very top, a cardboard box labeled GARDENING SUPPLIES.

There had to be clippers or something sharp enough for her to cut her way free. All she had to do was get it down.

“Uffff...” Tanya grumbled as she lowered herself down from her beach chair and onto the cold, basement floor. Much like she had when she was bound and gagged in The Queen's brothel, she scooted over to the shelf, using her feet to pull herself along while pushing with her hands.

“Mmfff... ugggg.” She moaned as her bare ass cheeks brushed along the cold floor. Thankfully, she didn't have far to go, and was at the shelf in no time.

Okay, let's get to work! She thought as spun herself around like a top so that her bound hands faced the shelf. Once her back was to the metal shelf unit, she pressed herself flat against one of the metal supports and wrapped her hands around it.

Here goes nothing. Tanya twisted her head to look above her and shook the shelf, hoping to dislodge the box that sat on top.

I just need to move so that it doesn't fall on my head! She thought as she thrust herself back and forth, shaking the shelf along with her body.

“Ummm...mmmm...ummm...” She grunted into her gag, feeling her large breasts bounce up and down with each movement.

“Ummmfff... Ummmfff... Mfffff!” Tanya's cries grew louder and more excited as she watched the shelf shake above her, the box moving closer and closer to the edge.

Just a little more...

“Offff... mooofff...gggggoooofff!” Tanya cried, biting into her gag as her movements became more and more forceful.

When I get out of here, I'm gonna give that little shit a piece of my mind!

She had a sudden thought of her fucking Brad on Ian's bed. Yes, that would do it, but that would be the start...

As her mind wandered into this fantasy of her and Brad having loud, forceful sex in Ian's bedroom, Tanya suddenly became aware of a shadow looming over her. She stopped for a moment, just in time to see a large bottle of something perched upon the shelf just above her head. She froze, and felt the shelf settle behind her-

-Oh no!

The bottle tipped over, and whatever it was, it was unopened, and a clear liquid of some sort spilled out of it.

“Mmmmllffff!” Tanya cried, recoiling. She leaned back, and the cool, viscous liquid missed her head, instead pouring over her plentiful cleavage.

Tanning oil?

Tanya suddenly remembered the extra large bottle of tanning oil she kept in here. She rarely put the cap on because she used the bottle so much, and now it was slowly lathering her large breasts from above.

“Mmmfff... mmmfff...” Tanya breathed, watching as her chest and bikini top were covered with the thick substance.

Jesus, how much is in this bottle? She marveled as the stream of tanning oil continued, dripping down from her chest to her stomach. As she pondered this, she heard someone outside fumbling with the doorknob.

“Hheeep!” She squeaked, turning towards the sound. Yes, the door knob was wiggling! Someone was trying it from the other side!

“Hhhllp! Hhhhllp!” Tanya moaned into her gag.

The door handle wiggled some more as whoever was on the other side attempted to figure out how to get it open.

Just turn the latch to unlock it! It's not that hard! Tanya bit down on the wad of cloth filling her mouth in frustration.

“Meeeyy! Mmmmph!” She moaned and stamped her feet. She wasn't sure if whoever was outside could hear her so she wanted to make as much noise as possible.

A moment later the door knob stopped wiggling and she heard a “click” as it was unlocked. Tanya's eyes widened and she could feel her blood quickening.

Yes!

“Hlllp! Himmm immm mmmere! Hlllp!” She moaned, kicking her feet once again. As she struggled, she watched as the door opened, revealing a muscular hand on the knob--

--Brad, clad once again in board shorts and a gray tank top stumbled in. He had a glazed look in his eyes as he surveyed the room, telling Tanya that he probably had a few drinks.

“Mmmm! Umm! Mmm!” Tanya moaned, kicking her feet. Brad turned towards her and blinked several times before his eyes fell to her oil soaked chest.

Tanya realized that she should be annoyed, or start pleading through the gag for him to untie her, but instead she found herself... excited? Her heart thundered against her rib cage as she watched Brad's jaw go slack as he stared at her heaving cleavage under the bikini top.

“Oh... Mrs. Donnelly?” Brad lifted his gaze to meet her eyes.

“Ulllmm?” Tanya cocked her head and batted her eyes. As Brad continued to stare at her, she noticed a significant, growing bulge in his pants.

“You... are you okay?” He stammered, hurrying over to her.

“Ulllmummp! Mmmrrggph! Ummmph!” Tanya mumbled as Brad squatted down by her bound feet and took ahold of the ropes.

An idea hit her, a wonderful, erotic idea. Ian had tied her up here to keep her away from Brad, but what if her being tied up was what delivered her to him?

She started giggling under her gag.

“Ummm hmm ummm mmm!” She laughed. It was perfect, and she would be helpless at Brad's mercy.

Brad stopped when she laughed and looked up at her. Tanya's response was to lean back and shake her massive cleavage at him.

“Ohhmm hmm?” Her eyes went from him to her chest.

“Hey... You do seem to end up in this situation... a lot..” His eyes never left her chest.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya nodded and stretched out her legs, rubbing her bound feet along Brad's thigh.

“How... how did you get into this one?” Brad swallowed.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya shook her head and lowered her eyes to her oil soaked chest before raising them up to meet Brad's.

“Looks like you've made quite the mess there...” Tanya could see his chest rising and falling with each ragged breath.

“Ummm...” She moaned, and once again looked down at her chest and at him.

Come on Brad, take the hint!

“Maybe I should... help you get out of that…” He leaned forward but she shot out her legs and pressed them against his chest.

“Mmmmo!” She mumbled, meeting his gaze. Brad just stared at her, slack jawed.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya shook her head. There was still a slow stream of tanning oil dripping from above, and she gently pushed Brad back with her feet. He settled back on his knees and watched, eyes wide and jaw slack.

Tanya twisted herself around and bared her full, thonged backside to Brad and felt the cool stream of oil dripping down along the top of her rear end.

“Hmmm...” Tanya sighed, feeling her ass being coated in the substance, and then used her bound hands to rub the tanning oil over her bare ass cheeks.

“Hmmm... ummm... mmm...” Tanya sighed as she lathered up her rear end, feeling the bare skin of her butt cheeks raise up in goosebumps.  

“Mmmfff... fffffmmm...” Tanya’s hands moved down from the top of her cheeks to the curve of her buns, and then the top of her thigh.

The bulge in Brad's pants was pointing straight at her ass like an antenna.

“Hmmm mmmm...” Tanya motioned for him to come over.  

Brad let out a grunt, leaned forward, and grasped both of her cheeks.

“Mmmfff...” Tanya closed her eyes as Brad massaged her back side, exploring every inch of her posterior with his soft yet strong hands.

“Ummffff....glllllummph...” Her whole body convulsed with chills as Brad felt her up.

His hands moved underneath the strap of the thong around her hips, eliciting another sigh from her.

“Mmmmpph... Ummmpp!” Tanya moaned as Brad moved his hands down, taking her bikini bottoms with him.

Oh yes Brad! She thought as another wave rocked her body.

Brad's hand dug into her cheeks and felt him lean forward and kiss the very top of her rear end.

“Ummmffff!” Tanya moaned in delight and lifted her backside. He was her kind of man. Then she felt his tongue bury itself between her thick, juicy cheeks and work it's way down.

“Ummm hffff... ummm hffff..” Tanya moaned as she felt his tongue trace along her ass crack and down.

“Ummmph!” She cried out. Yes! He knew exactly what she wanted. Brad's fingers dug into her cheeks even harder and her body was rocked with pleasure as his tongue traced the rim of her ass hole.

“Mmmmph! Ummmp!” She sighed, reaching her bound hands out behind her and digging them into Brad's thick, spiked hair.  

“Mfff.. ffff...” Tanya sighed, feeling as Brad's lips and tongue worked her rear end.

Oh yes! Yes! She was completely soaked, her body rocking with convulsions.

Then Brad moved his hands moving away from her cheeks and pulled his tongue away.

What? No!

“Hrrrummph...” Tanya sighed, every inch of her body quivering with arousal.

She heard the rustling of cloth behind her and turned her head to see Brad tossing aside his flimsy tank top, exposing his rock solid six-pack abs and pecs. Next he reached down and started to undo the drawstring on his board shorts.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya nodded, watching as the muscle bound man finished undoing the knots holding up his shorts. With little fan fare he pulled the shorts down along with his underwear. Brad's large, erect penis seemed to throb and pulsate with power and longing.

Then he leaned forward and grabbed Tanya by the hips.

“Ullmmmph!” she cried as he pulled her towards him. Her bare ass collided against his nude waist and he placed his penis upright between her two oiled ass cheeks.

“Grrmmm...” Tanya moaned as Brad dug his hands into her thighs and moved his hips up and down. She let out another sigh as his rock hard cock moved up and down as it bisected her cheeks.

Brad's hands moved up along her stomach and then found the bottom of her bikini top, lifted it, and cupped her bare breasts.

“Ummm!” She let out another quake of pleasure as Brad groped her breasts and slid his cock up and down between her butt cheeks.

“Grrrbbllmm...” Tanya rubbed her bare bottom against Brad's waist, confident that he would get the hint. He sighed as his hands suddenly tightened around her breasts.

“Hsssp!” Tanya cried. The pain in her breasts was sudden and sharp but tinged with pleasure. She realized now that she was willing to let Brad do anything he wanted to her.

“Ulllmm mmm...” She rubbed her ass against his waist even faster, feeling the throbbing of his penis between her cheeks. Brad wanted her, all of the blood pumping through his body was driving him towards that single goal.

Brad paused and pulled back from Tanya, and then cupped a hand under the still somewhat drizzling tanning oil.

“Hffff...” Tanya let out a sigh of pleasure as she felt one of Brad's finger inserted in her  rear end.

Oh yes, he was getting the hint.

“Hmmmm...ummm...” Tanya sighed as Brad moved the finger back and forth inside her. Her hips swayed with the movement. She turned her head to see Brad rubbing the tanning oil he had collected with his other hand over his protruding penis.

Smart boy, he had done this before.

“Ummfff...” Tanya sighed again as she felt the finger slip out from her ass.

Here it comes. Tanya bent over and pressed her bare buttocks against Brad's hips. He gripped either of her ass cheeks and pressed himself forward. Tanya's eyes widened as she felt the oiled tip of his cock bury itself between her juicy buns.

“Grrmmm..” Tanya convulsed in pain and pleasure as she felt his massive cock slid up her rear passage.

“Ummm...” She threw her head back and moaned, and Brad thrust himself deeper. More pain, coupled with more pleasure.

“Grmmmm!” She moaned, and he went in even more, his hips pressing against her cheeks. Then, their two bodies now joined, Brad started to thrust.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!” Tanya moaned with each thrust, allowing herself to become an extension of Brad. She moved when he moved, feeling as his oiled up penis slid back and forth inside of her, each movement bringing equal pain and pleasure.

“Mmmph! Umm! Gllllumm!” Tanya moaned, hearing the sound of her skin slapping against his as they moved back and forth. It was probably a good thing she still had her gag on or else the whole house would probably hear her screaming over the music.

As Brad moved back and forth inside of her, she could feel something welling up inside of her, like water building up behind a dam... and the dam couldn't hold for much longer.

“Grrrmm! Hurrrm!” She cried as Brad thrust faster and faster. A dull, deep pain started to grow around her rear passage, but it was nothing compared to the arousal she was feeling. In the morning, she would probably be sore, but it was worth it.

As Brad moved, she could feel his penis throbbing with even greater intensity. He was close.

“Hrrrrumm! Umm!” She cried and started to move her hips faster.

Cracks were forming in the dam.

“I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum” Brad sighed, and she felt him starting to pull out.

No!

“Mmmoo!” She slid back against him, standing up straight as best she could. As she did so, she lifted her head to nuzzle him, all the while wiggling her ass back and forth along his penis.

“Umm!” She moaned, beckoning for Brad to stay with her. More and more cracks were forming in the dam, water was starting to seep out.

Brad kept her upright and wrapped each of his massive palms around her breasts and started to massage them. He was thrusting even harder now.

“Ummm... mmmm...” Brad moved one of his hands down along her midsection, causing even more cracks to appear in the dam.

“Ummmfff...” She was jelly, every muscle in her body ready to go limp.

Then his finger ran down past her navel and between her legs. Tanya took a breath. Then one of Brad's finger traced her clit and the dam broke.

“Mmmmm!” Tanya sighed, her legs quivering as she came. She pitched forward, losing all voluntary control of her muscles. Brad caught her by the hips and thrust, and she felt him cum inside of her.

He held her close, pulling her up and wrapping his arms around her as he finished. They stayed like that for a moment before he fell back into her beach chair, arms still wrapped around Tanya.

“Ummm...” She sighed, feeling a few aftershocks from both her orgasm and Brad's. He was still inside of her, and she was fine with that.

12.

The sound of the waves crashing against the beach and the feeling of the warm sun beating down on her bare ass cheeks had an almost hypnotic effect on Shelly. She realized that it had been ages since she had a lazy day at the beach to just lay out, swim, and work on a tan.

Today, despite all appearances, was not one of those days either.

To anyone on the crowded beach, Shelly appeared to be a normal, middle aged, fit woman having a relaxing day. Her long blond hair was tied up on her head in a messy bun, and the bikini she wore was a white, string, thong bikini. To top it off, she wore a red and white checkered handkerchief around her neck and a large pair of sunglasses covered her eyes, which were focused squarely on an old, rotted, industrial looking building set just off the beach. Most people didn't pay the old, boarded up warehouse any mind, but Shelly knew better.

Jack and The Queen had made a fatal mistake the previous night: they had underestimated Shelly. They had mentioned that they were intending to take their newly found hostages, the former and current ladies of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, and Lisa, Shelly's former muscle, to the Barrow Street facility. Shelly was bound and gagged and helpless while overhearing this conversation and her captors had assumed that Shelly wouldn't make it through the night.

Another thing her captors underestimated was actually how much Shelly knew about Ace's operation.

Shelly knew better than to go to war with someone without gathering all of the intel she could, and she knew a lot about Ace's organization, especially all of his secret safe houses and other hideouts throughout their town. The Barrow Street facility, which to everyone else seemed to be an old warehouse by the beach, seemed to be where Jack and The Queen brought their new “acquisitions” to prepare them for a lifetime in servitude of The Queen.

Shelly continued to rest her head on her hands, giving the appearance of a woman soaking up the sun, while she stared at the building. Somewhere in there was Lisa and the rest of the women, and it was up to Shelly to get them out. Lisa was her primary objective yes, but getting the other women out was now just as important. She had made a deal with some men to take Felicia, Gina, and the rest of the ladies off of her hands. Those men would be coming in a day to collect, and if Shelly didn't show up at the docks with five beautiful women, then...

Shelly shuttered to think of it. The men would most likely take Shelly and any other woman they could in order to fill their quota. The thought occurred to her that if The Queen was in there, then Shelly could truss her up and give her to the men as well. A smile spread across her face as she pictured it.

Oh yes, it would be the perfect poetic justice for that sadistic woman.

Yes, if she's in there then she's definitely being given to them as a bonus.

As Shelly continued to stake out the building, movement on the beach near it caught her eye. A group of three women were setting down beach towels not too far from the imposing structure.

Damn! If things inside got ugly, these woman could prove troublesome as witnesses.

Shelly angled her head slightly, playing it off like she was adjusting herself on her beach towel. There were three women total. There was a younger one with dark hair and angular features. The young woman had a rock hard, toned body and obviously she spent a lot of time in the gym. Her whole body was a deep tan and she wore a brown and black striped, thong bikini. The tiny thong perfectly accentuated the woman's sculpted and tan ass cheeks.

The younger woman started saying something to one of the older women who looked to be  in her later 40s or so, but her physique was just as lithe, muscular, and toned as the younger woman. Her dark skin and jet black hair told Shelly she was either Italian or Latina, but it was hard to tell. The older woman’s breasts were also massive, perfectly round, and from their lack of movement Shelly surmised they were surgically enhanced. To top it all off, the woman wore an aqua blue thong bikini. Her bikini top, laced with sequins, showed plenty of her heaving, large cleavage, and while her thong bottom was a little more modest than her companions, it still showed off her impressively toned backside.

Shelly couldn't hear what the younger woman was saying, but it had an authoritative tone. As she talked, the older woman got down on her towel and started doing pushups. The younger woman seemed to be encouraging and pushing her.

The third woman was also older, late 40s or so. She had lighter skin than the rest and wavy blond hair, and while not as muscular, still had very nice curves. A checkered bikini top contained her large, firm breasts and she wore a tan thong that still came off as tasteful. This woman didn't seem as interested in working out as the other, and instead lay back on her towel to catch some sun.

Shelly watched the three women and the building behind them. She had been here all day staking out the building, but hadn't seen anyone go in or out. It was getting time for her to make her move but these women might pose a problem since they were so close to the building.

It's just a personal trainer and her friends. They won't be paying attention! Shelly told herself, but she didn't want to leave anything to chance.

She decided to watch the women for a time in the hopes that they would move on, but they didn't. Shelly shifted her position to keep up her appearance as a woman tanning, but  the women stayed where they were. The younger woman worked the large breasted older woman through a series of exercises while the blond haired woman laid out on a towel and got a tan. Eventually, Shelly decided that it was do or die time or she would waste all day on the beach, the last thing she wanted to do was storm one of Ace’s buildings alone at night.

Shit or get off the pot, as the men say. She sat up and gathered her things, throwing the bottle of tanning lotion in the large shoulder bag, and then made a show of shaking the sand out of her towel and folding it up. No one on the beach seemed to pay her any mind other than the occasional male who crane his neck to get a look at her thonged ass.

That's it. I'm just a woman enjoying her day at the beach. Shelly smiled as she stuffed the towel into her beach bag next to the hand gun and extra clip. Hopefully, she wouldn't have to fire it, but she brought it along to use for intimidation.

Once all of her things were packed, Shelly made her way in the direction of the boarded up warehouse. As she approached, she started studying the building more. It was a large, gray, decaying building. Every window was boarded up with thick slabs of plywood.

The first sign of there being more going on in the building than meets the eye was when Shelly emerged from the beach and onto the street outside the building. A large loading dock was located at the front of the building, with a white panel truck parked outside. Shelly slowed as she approached, her hand sliding towards the gun in her bag, but as she got closer she saw that there was no one in the cab of the truck. A large, metal chute extended from a window from one of the upper floors and into the back of the truck. As Shelly climbed up onto the loading dock, she reached into her bag and gripped the butt of the weapon as she approached the rear of the truck.

The back of the truck was filled with large, white drawstring laundry bags. Each of the bags seemed to be filled to capacity, and Shelly wondered for a minute if that was how they were planning to transport the women, thinking back to how they had stuffed each of them into a bag before moving them. She waited a moment, half expecting one of the bags to start wriggling, but nothing happened.

They must be filled with sheets or clothing of some kind. She realized that some of the bags may very well be filled with contraband too. It was a smart ploy. Upon inspection, it would seem like the truck was transporting clothes for a laundry service, but no doubt some of the bags hidden deeper in the trucks could contain drugs, weapons, or money.

And eventually several bound and gagged women.  

Still, the open truck and the chute told Shelly that there was someone in the building, and if the girls weren't in there, then whoever was inside knew where they were.

Time to go to work. She set down her bag and lifted the handkerchief over her face, imagining that she must look like an old west outlaw if they wore thong bikinis. Once her face was covered, she pulled the gun out of her bag, chambered a round, and slung the bag over her shoulder. Keeping the gun aimed with one hand, she reached out and tried the handle, and to her surprise found the door was unlocked.

They must not be expecting company. Shelly slipped inside, gun still at the ready.

She was at the bottom of a narrow stairway, and trained her gun above her, expecting a lookout or guard. Seeing that the stairway was empty did not give her cause to relax.

Something isn't right. She placed both hands on her weapon and ascended the stairs.

***

No sooner had the warehouse door closed behind Shelly then the chute groaned and protested as something heavy made its way down. A long, white drawstring bag landed on the white, pillowy bags in the back of the truck, two bare, slender feet sticking out of the bottom of the bag and kicking at the air.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Someone inside the bag protested.  

A moment later, several more bags came down the chute, these ones were smaller, filled with clothing or laundry of some kind.

“Urrgggmmmph!” the bagged woman protested as she was buried beneath a load of laundry bags.

***

Shelly tried each door on her way up the stairs, but each one of them was locked. The more and more she went up, the more and more uneasy she felt. It was like she was being herded somewhere.

Just stay alert, don't let your guard down.

If this was trap, she had no doubt that she would be bagged up and placed in the back of that truck and shipped off to god knows where along with the other girls.

You can still go back. A voice in the back of her head told her, but she knew she couldn't. This was her best lead to finding Lisa. If she wasted any more time, she could lose Lisa and the other girls forever, and then would have to answer to some angry men whom she promised beautiful women to.

She came to another landing and found the door unlocked, which still did not comfort her. Pressing against the wall, she raised her gun with one hand and pulled the door open a crack with the other.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” The sound of muffled cries greeted her.

This must be the right floor. She smiled under the mask and peered through the cracked door.

A goon of some kind had his back to the door. On the far wall was a large, circular hole, no doubt the entrance to the chute. Two large, burly men were carrying a struggling form inside in a white bag.

“Mmmph! Ummm! Mmmm!” The cries told Shelly that whoever was inside was still gagged. Only the women's feet stuck out from the bag, and they kicked furiously as she was placed into the chute headfirst.

“MMMMMMMPH!” She screamed into the gag as she disappeared down the chute. Another goon threw in some smaller, fluffy laundry bags after her, no doubt to serve as cushions for the next one.

It's now or never! Shelly gritted her teeth, flung the door open, and moved inside while. In a second, she had her weapon placed against the head of the man who's back was to her.

“Hold it right there! Freeze!” Her eyes darted to the two burly men who were picking up another struggling, bagged form.

Two more bagged women lie on the ground as well, wriggling around helplessly like insects wrapped in webbing. The other goon stood with his mouth agape, a laundry bag in each hand.

“Hands up! Now!” She nudged her hostage with her gun. Obediently he placed his hands on the back of his head.

The other goons just stared, dumbfounded. Shelly had to admit that she probably did pose quite a sight: A gun wielding woman in a thong bikini with her face covered.

“Put her down!” Shelly ordered, meeting the eyes of the two men holding the wriggling, bagged woman. It was impossible for Shelly to tell which one was Lisa, but there was also a good chance that Lisa was already sent down the chute.

“I said, put her down now or he gets it!” She pulled back the hammer of her gun. None of these men, seemed armed, which gave her the advantage.

“I'll be the one giving orders here.” A male voice said from behind her, and then she felt something cold and metal pressed against the back of her neck.

Shit! Shelly's eyes went wide and she felt her blood freeze in her veins. She recognized the voice immediately.

Jack!

“Put down the weapon Ms. Arnold, and step away from my man.” She felt the tip of the gun press hard against the back of her neck, but Shelly didn't move.

Dammit! I let my guard down! Shelly mentally kicked herself, realizing that she had fallen for the trap.

“I said, put it down!” Jack said through gritted teeth. Shelly looked up to see the eyes of the other men all on her, their muscles tensed. Even the bound women had ceased their struggles and moaning. She had no play here, and with a sigh, she pulled her gun away from the man's head and raised both hands in the air.

“Good girl,” Jack plucked the gun from her hand. “Get back to work.” He ordered his other men.

“Mmmmo!” The woman held in the two henchmen's hands went back to struggling, but to no avail and in moments, they had her sliding down the chute, followed by several bags of laundry.

Shelly kept her hands raised as Jack stepped around to her front, gun still trained on her.

“I must say, I dig the outfit. Very old west meets Sports Illustrated Bikini Issue.” He smiled as he eyed her up.

Shelly didn't say anything, just glared at him. Jack laughed and with a sharp tug pulled the handkechief away from her face.

“Gaah!” Shelly cried out as her make shift mask was ripped off.

“What, do you think we're fucking stupid? We found Frank's body, and with you and Tanya nowhere to be found we figured you would be coming for your big titted accomplice.” As Jack spoke one of the men grabbed Shelly’s hands and twisted them behind her back.

“Ugggh!” She groaned, gritting her teeth and staring daggers at Jack. Jack just smiled and folded her handkerchief in his hands.

Meanwhile, the two other goons picked up another one of the wriggling hostages.

“Where's Lisa?” Shelly glared at him. Behind her, the goon crossed her wrists and tied them together with rope.  

Upon hearing her question, Jack turned and pointed at the remaining bagged women.

“There... I think,” He shrugged and turned to the chute. “Or down there. It's hard to tell.” And with a nonchalant shrug he went back to folding up her handkerchief. He had folded the top of it down upon itself, leaving the triangular bottom sticking out.

The goon behind her back had finished tying Shelly's wrists together. She gave her bonds a cursory tug but the rope had been secured tightly.

“Now,” Jack raised up the handkerchief and held it out in front of Shelly's face. “I wasn't going to gag you this time, but why waste a perfectly good hanky?”

“Wait, Jack, lis-ULLLMMM!” Shelly tried to pull away, but Jack pressed the handkerchief between her lips. She bit down in frustration and glared at him as he knotted the ends of it at the back of her head. Once he was done gagging her, Jack stepped back to admire his work.

“Ummmph! Mmmm!” Shelly chewed on her gag. Her upper lip protruded over the red and white fabric, while the pointed bottom of the hanky hung down and covered her chin.

On the other side of the room, the two goons picked up another one of the wriggling women and carried her towards the chute. Only one remained now.

“You see, Shelly. You have proven to be quite the nuisance. Sadly, we still will have to get rid of you.” Jack sighed.

“Mtttheer ffuffferr!” She grumbled into her gag and kicked one of her slender legs at him but Jack only giggled and stepped back.

“Oh such spirit! It's sexy!”

“Mfffff!” She moaned, pulling against the goon who held her by the arms.

“See Shelly, you and this whole facility are about to go. We're tying up some loose ends.”

“Mmmeeep!” Shelly stopped, eyes wide.

A bomb! Is he going to blow it up with me in it? Or will he burn it down?

Either way, it didn't look good for Shelly, no doubt that Jack and his men would tie her feet as well and leave her to her fate.

“MMMMMPPH!” Shelly heard a muffled cry echo and grow distant as a woman was dropped down the chute.  

Jack reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, cylindrical object. There was a digital readout at one end. He admired it and then turned to Shelly.

“I love these things, and they just keep getting smaller and smaller.

“Jjjfffff.... mmoooo....mmmooo...” She shook her head. It was obviously an explosive device of some kind, she didn't need him to explain that.

“Now,” Jack met Shelly's gaze. “I just need someone to keep it safe for me until the big moment.” A cruel grin spread across his face.

Shelly recoiled, bumping into the henchman behind her.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” She tried to pull away but the man behind her was strong and held her firm.

Jack turned to his other men, who had just sent the last captive woman riding down the chute towards whatever fate awaited her.

“MMMMMMPHHH!” Her muffled scream echoed throughout the metal chute and faded. Like the other times, the additional goon tossed some laundry bags down after her.

“Well, now that that is taken care of.” Jack turned back to Shelly and hit a button on one end of the cylinder. One the opposite end, she saw the digital timer start counting down from 15:00.  

“This may look small, but believe me, it packs quite the punch. You'll be going out with a bang.” Jack laughed at his own joke.

“Ffffff mmoo! Mmmooooph! Mmmmoo!” Shelly struggled again to get free from the goon behind her.

“Okay, turn her around.” Jack made a spinning motion with his hand.

“Mffff?” Shelly asked, but before she could fully process, the goon spun her completely around and bent her slightly so that her thonged ass was pointing directly at Jack.

“Mmmo! Mmmmfff! Ummmph! Mmmph!” Shelly kicked and struggled.

I don't like where this is going!

“I always heard you described as a tight ass. I guess it's time to find out.” Jack's shadow passed over Shelly as he approached.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmmmh! Mmmmh!” She chewed on her gag and kicked behind her as furiously as she could, pulling against the goon that held her.

A pair of rough hands grabbed the top of her bikini bottoms and pulled. The flimsy thong fell down around her knees and a moment later, she felt Jack's hand cup around one of her sculpted ass cheeks.

“Very nice!” He gently patted her on the rear.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmmoo!” Shelly turned her head to flash him a warning.

“Now hold still, this will be over soon.” Jack giggled, and a moment later Shelly felt something cold and metallic shoved between her ass cheeks.

“UMMMPH!” She screamed, eyes wide. Her jaw clenched around her gag and she attempted to clasp her ass cheeks tight as she felt the bomb being inserted up her butt.

“MMMMP! ULLLPPP!” She moaned, feeling as the long, hard object went further up inside her.

How does Tanya enjoy this? She wondered somehow among the discomfort she was feeling.

“Ah there. Nice and snug. Now just to make sure it stays put.” With a flourish, Jack yanked her thong bottoms back up.

“ULLLLMMPH!”  Jack pulled them up high and tight, giving her a wedgie that drove the object further up her ass.

“There we are. Turn her back around.” Shelly was spun around to face Jack again, who was still grinning.

“Now to see that you stay in one spot.” Jack stroked his chin. Once again, Shelly tugged against the goon holding her.

“Mmmfff mmmo! Mmmmfff!” Shelly mumbled, refusing to accept that this would all end with her bound and gagged in a bikini with a bomb up her ass.

“Ah!” Jack cried, motioning to far wall. “Let have her hang out to dry over here!”

Jack pointed to several coat hooks next to the door.

“Mmmo! Mmmmmph! Ummm!” One of the other goons came over and grabbed one arm while the one behind her held the other. Despite her kicks and protesting, they dragged her over to the hooks without a problem.

“Ullllummp! Muullpp! Mmmoo!” She kicked at the ground, trying without success to plant herself.

Where do they find these guys?

Once they had her at the wall, Jack came up behind her. She glared at him, and then turned to the other goons in the room. One of them approached with a length of rope in hand.

“Okay boys, let's get her up!” Jack said, and grabbed the top of her thong and pulled, hard.

“MMMMPPH!” She moaned as he wedgied her, again. Shelly could barely process this before the goons that held her had lifted her off the ground.

“MMMO! MMMMMPH! UMMMPH!” She cried. Around her bottom, she could feel as Jack wrapped the slack he had bunched up from her thong around one of the hooks.

“Ulllllullp! Mmmo! Ulllullp!” Her ass felt like it was on fire from the wedgie and explosive device currently planted there. Her kicking was short lived though, as one of the goons grabbed her feet, crossed them at the ankles, and bound them together.

“Okay boys, let go.” Jack said and stepped back. Shelly stared at him with a wide eyed, pleading look.

“Mmmoo..” She barely began before the goons let her go. She dropped just a few inches, but her bikini bottoms held on the hook, and she felt her thong ride up hard on her ass crack.

“ULLLLMMMMMPH!” She cried as she was wedgied, again. Shelly expected her bottoms to fall off or for the hook to break, but it didn't, so she hung there, suspended by her thong bikini bottoms.

“There, ain't that a sight.” Jack flashed a satisfied smile, hands on his hips.

“Mmmmoooo...” Shelly moaned as she dangled there, her bikini bottoms riding up her privates in the most extreme way.

“Well Shelly, wish I could stay and admire this a little longer, but the clock is ticking.” Jack motioned for his men to head out. They didn't need to be told twice as they hurried towards the door, no doubt wanting to get far away when the bomb went off.

“Please,” Jack stepped forward and patted one of her butt cheeks. “Feel free to hang around as much as you want.”

“Ulllmmm!” The pat sent a fresh spasm of pain through her aching rear end. Jack winked and hurried out the door after his men.

“Mmmo! Mmmmmlllp! Hllllp!” Shelly turned her head to follow him out but Jack didn't stop.

“Hllllp! Hllllp!” She kicked her bound feet. Below her, she could hear footsteps echoing as they went down the stairs.

“Hffff mmooo...” Shelly hung her head.

So this was it? The ultimate humiliation, bound, gagged, and hanging by her bottoms with the ultimate wedgie with an explosive up her ass ready to blow in any minute.

***

Jack and his men took the stairs two at a time.

I probably shouldn't have played around with Shelly that long. He hit a landing and turned to head down another stairwell. Anyone else would have tied her up, set the bomb, and ran.

But to Jack, tying up and taunting sexy ladies was a perk of the job. If given enough time, he would have taken his time playing with Shelly, but the boss had given orders, and Jack followed.

He had to hand it to Ace, who had predicted that Shelly would come after Lisa, and instructed Jack to trap her and blow her with the entire building. As for Tanya, Ace had been less specific. All Jack was told in regards to Tanya was to get rid of her at some point.

Tanya was a hottie, and Jack would take his time with her. God, those boobs of hers! And her ass too! He wanted to spank it for hours!

Jack hit another landing and saw daylight shining in through the open door at the bottom. His men were already rushing outside. He hurried down the last staircase, hopping over the last couple, and burst through the door to the outside. The warm sun hit him immediately, along with the fresh ocean breeze.

The truck still waited by the dock, the back filled with laundry bags and tied up ladies.

“Okay, close up the back and lets roll!” Jack rushed towards the truck cab.

“Not so fast!” A female voice called.

Jack froze. This one didn't sound familiar. He sighed and turned towards the voice.

What now?

Three women hurried towards the loading dock. One was older, maybe late 40s, but a stunner. She had jet black hair, massive tits, and was dark skinned. The other one was shorter, younger, but ripped and deeply tan with equally dark hair. The third was another middle aged woman, not as ripped as the other two, but still very curvy and attractive, with full lips and wavy, blond hair. All three were wearing thong bikinis, and all three had guns in their hands.

“What the...” Jack muttered, but then he saw the chains they wore around their necks, and the badges hanging from the chains.

“FBI!” The younger woman called out. Her voice was stern.

“The feds!” One of Jack's men cried, and hurried to close the door of the truck.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Not the feds! Where did they come from?

Jack darted for the truck cab, but the women were moving to cut him off.

Shit! He couldn't make it! Not to mention that the building was going to blow any minute!

“Fuck it, leave it!” He cried to his man getting ready to close the truck. They stared at him, dumfounded.

“I said leave it! Run!” He hopped off the loading dock and sprinted away from the building with his men following suit.

“Freeze!” One of the women cried, but Jack didn't stop.

It was a risky play, but he was banking on the women deciding to check on the truck and inside the building. While they were sifting through the back of the truck, the building would blow and take them with it.

He knew that Ace and Queen wouldn't be too excited at the prospect of losing a group of sexy ladies that they were going to use for playthings, but they would understand once Jack explained.

The Feds! How did they get involved.

“I said freeze!” One of the women’s voice boomed behind him.

Jack turned his head to see the taller, dark skinned woman and the younger one chasing after them, guns drawn. The way the older woman's massive boobs heaved up and down as she ran would have been a welcome sight under different circumstances, but not today.

They were coming up on a short, cement wall, and his men were pulling themselves over it. Jack hit the wall running, scrambled up and over, and didn’t look back.

***

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” A laundry bag fell away as a struggling, bagged form peeked out from the crowded truck bed.

Soon, other bagged women kicked and struggled as well.

“Mmmph! Ummm!” Muffled cries emanated from the bags as they tried to wriggle  around in the overcrowded truck bed.

***

Shelly continued to dangle and wriggle like a worm on a hook.

“Hrrrrummmph! Mmmrrrrggggh!” She whined into her gag and kicked her bound feet. The discomfort in her ass and crotch was almost unbearable from the wedgie.

After everything, this is how it ends! She lamented. All of her planning, all that she worked for, just for her to end up blown up.

This is all Tanya's fault! Blood red fury filled her chest as she thought about it. If Tanya hadn't gotten involved then she wouldn't be here in this jam.

“Mmmm ummm!” She moaned and bit into her gag. Tanya's meddling had fucked Shelly up the ass, quite literally.

If I somehow get out of this, she's dead! Shelly bit down on her gag to distract her from the anger and helplessness that filled her.

Who am I kidding? This is all over. This is how it ends. The thought was a sobering one. She hung her head and closed her eyes, deciding that if she was going to die, she may as well do it with what little dignity she had left.

She lifted her head as a sound rang out from somewhere below her. Her eyes went wide as she listened.

Yes! There it is again!

She listened again, hoping that she wasn't just hearing what she wanted to hear, but then her heart lept into her throat when she heard footsteps marching up the stairs.

“Hllllp! Hlllp! Pfffff! Hlllpp mfff!” She kicked her bound feet against the wall. From the stairwell, the footsteps quickenws.

Her mind raced to images of Lisa bursting in to save the day, completely nude, having just strong armed her way out of her bonds and overpowered her captors.

The footsteps were just outside the room, and Shelly kicked the wall harder.

“Hhhhlllp! Mmmmmmph!”

The door burst open, and Shelly stared at her would be rescuer in shock and confusion. It was one of the women from the beach earlier. She was still clad in a thong bikini, but now held a gun in both hands and had a chain around her neck with a familiar, gold shield on the end of it.

FBI! Shelly hoped that her wide eyed gaze came off as hope and terror instead of confusion and fear.                

The older, curvy blond FBI agent did a quick sweep of the room and then turned to face Shelly, lowering her gun only slightly.

Shelly decided to play the damsel.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Ummm!” Shelly beckoned her over with her head while wriggling her feet.

Her and her friends must have been staking this place out on the beach, they must be trying to bust Jack and Ace! If so, then from their point of view, Shelly was just an innocent bystander, a woman that was in the wrong place at the wrong time.

“Hlllp! Hlllpp mee pfff!” Shelly mumbled, but to her surprise, the agent cocked her head and flashed an amused smile.

What's her deal? Was one of many questions going through Shelly's head, amongst them was: Did they arrest Jack and his men? Did they find the captive women? How long have the FBI been investigating this? But those questions would wait, right now Shelly had a bomb up her ass that was about to go off.

“Hlllp! Bbbbbmmm!” She mumbled and wiggled her ass, hoping the agent would get the hint.

But the agent chuckled and approached Shelly.

What?

“Well, well...” The woman laughed. Shelly detected a slight hint of an accent. Maybe Spanish? “Shelly Arnold.”

Shelly froze. “Hmmmph?”

“Oh don't play stupid with me,” The woman approached the bound and gagged Shelly. “We've been following your activities for some time.”

“Mmmff! Mmmo! Hlllp! Hlllp!” Shelly wriggled, still playing the damsel.

For every minute you waste, we are one closer to blowing up!

“Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly mumbled, once again wiggling her ass.

“Oh don't play me for a fool. You're the reason why we're here.” She was standing just below the suspended Shelly.

“Mmooo! Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly mumbled, smacking her ass off of the wall behind her.

“Do you really think that you can just abduct an entire Sheriff's Department, parade them around town bound and gagged, and then just hide them away without raising some eyebrows?” the woman leaned against the wall, smirking up at Shelly.

“Mmmmph! Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly chewed on her gag. How did she not get it?

“I'm sorry, I can't really understand you, what with the gag and all.” She smiled again.

“BMMM! BMMM!” Shelly wriggled and motioned to her ass with her eyes.

“That looks uncomfortable, should I take you down?” The smirk never left the woman’s face.

“Mmfff! Mmmfff! Bmmm!” Shelly nodded enthusiastically.

“Hmmm, I don't know.” The woman made a show of rubbing her chin.

“BBMMMMM! BBBBBMMM!” Shelly screamed, and went back to wiggling furiously.

“Okay, okay. Calm down.” The woman’s eyes immediately fell on the knots around Shelly's hips that kept her bikini bottoms on.

“Mmmo! Mmmo!” Shelly shook her head, but the woman grabbed one of the knots and pulled. The flimsy thong bikini bottoms came un-done and Shelly pitched face forward on the ground.

“MMMMRRRGGGH!” Shelly moaned, her cry cut off by her hitting the hard, concrete floor.

“Ummm...” The woman mumbled, holding Shelly's bikini bottoms in one hand, her gun in the other, but her gaze never left Shelly's now naked ass.

“What is...” She trailed off, no doubt seeing the end of the bomb sticking out of Shelly's back side.

“BBBBMMM! BMMMM!” Shelly shook her ass at the agent.

“A bomb?”

“Bmmmm! Bmmm!” Shelly nodded. The agent swallowed, set down Shelly's bikini bottoms and squatted down next to the bound and bottomless woman.

“Okay, well... I have to take it out.” She said in a calm, reassuring tone.

“Hii mmmoow!” Shelly grumbled.

“Just... Don't move.” .

“Mmmm ummm...” Shelly nodded, and bit down on her gag.

“UMMMPH!” She cried, and then immediately felt relief as the bomb was removed from her body.

“Let's see here...” the agent mumbled to herself, eying up the device. As she did, she turned the explosive so that the digital read out faced Shelly.

Thirty seconds. Shelly froze.

The woman pressed the button on the other end of the bomb. As soon as she did, the read out froze at :29. Shelly half expected the countdown to start again after a moment, but the timer didn't change.

“Well, that was easy.” The woman smiled and patted Shelly's butt cheek. She looked at Shelly, then Shelly's bare bottom, and then at the bikini bottoms on the ground.

“Hfff... pfffff...” Shelly mumbled and motioned to the bikini bottoms. The woman sat back on her knees.

“Well, despite what just happened, you are under arrest.” Her tone was firm but apologetic.

“Hmmm mmm...” Shelly nodded, biting down on her gag.

“But,” the woman began. “I will put your bottoms back on so that you have some dignity.”

Pfff...” Shelly nodded in thanks.

The woman retrieved the bikini bottoms. “Now I'm going to have to untie your feet, okay?”

“hhhmmmkkkyy..” Shelly nodded.

The woman set down her gun and rolled Shelly onto her back, then quickly undid the ropes around Shelly’s ankles.

Perfect.

“MMMMMPH!” Shelly moaned, and with a lightning quick motion wrapped her feet around the woman's ankles and twisted. The agent let out a cry of surprise and tumbled back, landing flat on her back.

Under arrest my ass! Shelly sprang into motion, her lithe, dancer like muscles coiled.

Before the agent could sit up, Shelly sprang on her, planted her knees on either side of the woman's head, and placed her entire ass over the woman's face.

“MMMMFFFF! UFFFF!” The agent blubbered into Shelly's butt cheeks as she used her knees to hold the woman's head in place.

The agent’s hands flailed helplessly and dug into Shelly's butt cheeks into an attempt to push Shelly off of her, but Shelly had settled all of her wait onto the woman's face.

“HRRRRRMMPH! MMRRRRRRMM!” the woman moaned, swatting at Shelly's hips, her legs kicking and fluttering. But her struggling was costing her precious oxygen, and soon her hands flailed with all the force of a tired kitten.

“Ufff... mfff...” The woman moaned weakly, Shelly's ass muffling and smothering her. Her kicking feet lightly slapped against the floor.

A moment later, the struggling agent went still. Satisfied, Shelly stood up. The steady rise and fall of the agent’s huge breasts told Shelly that she was just unconscious. First move was to get free and see what the situation was outside, but what about the agent? She wouldn't be out for long. Shelly scanned the room as she considered this, and her eyes fell on the cylindrical explosive device lying on the ground next to the agent's gun.  If not for the gag, Shelly would have smiled.

She presumed that the other two women that she saw on the beach were also agents, and probably weren't far.

What about the truck? Did they find the truck? Or Jack? She had so many questions, and so little time. If they found the truck, Shelly's goose was cooked for sure, but she knew that she shouldn't do anything drastic until she knew the whole situation.

She sat down, placed herself in a ball, and slipped her bound hands under her legs and in front, then reached up, pulled down her gag and allowed herself a long, satisfied gasp.

That feels good. Now she had to get her hands free. Her eyes scanned the room for something sharp that could cut through the ropes around her wrists. There wasn't much, and she realized that if Ace's men used this room as a holding area then they probably kept all sharp objects far away.

Guess I'll have to do this the old fashioned way. She raised her bound hands to her mouth and pulled at the knot with her teeth. It took some time, more than she liked, but eventually she was able to work the knot loose and get her hands free. Shelly let out another satisfied sigh and rubbed her wrists, grateful to have full use of them.

Now what about you? She thought, staring down at the still unconscious agent. There were most likely at least two more agents outside.

What she really needed was a distraction. Her mouth free of the gag, Shelly finally allowed herself a smile.

She rolled the agent onto her stomach and used the rope to bind her hands behind her. After that, Shelly took the handkerchief from around her neck and pulled it tightly between the agent's lips, knotting it at the back of her neck.

And now the final piece. With another smile, Shelly lowered the agent's bikini bottoms, exposing her full, round ass and a slight, thong shaped tan line. Then she raised up the small explosive device and looked it over. There was only one button at the far end, and the digital read out on the other, which still sat at :29.

How do I program it?

Twenty-nine seconds was far too short of a time, Shelly would end up blowing herself up along with the agents, but she did have a hunch about how the device worked. Taking a breath, Shelly hit the button at the end of the tube twice. The digital countdown at the other end changed from :29 to 15:00  and Shelly to let out a sigh of relief.

She placed the cylindrical explosive upright between the agent's butt cheeks and pressed the button on the end again, starting the countdown. Then she lifted the agent’s thong back up over the explosive. The skimpy bikini bottoms were nice and snug and held the explosive in place perfectly. Knowing now that she was on a time crunch, Shelly lifted the agent into a sitting position and started lightly slapping her cheek.

“Urrmmm... mmm...” the agent mumbled, eyes fluttering. Shelly sighed and slapped her cheek harder.

“Mmmmph!” The agent cried and her eyes went wide. The first thing she saw was Shelly's smiling face.

“Hey there.” Shelly greeted the bound agent.

“Hrrrrummph!” The agent cried, and then looked down to survey her situation. Immediately, she started pulling at her bonds and shaking her head in an effort to slip the gag off.

“Now please, listen...” Shelly started, but the agent wasn't paying attention, all of her focus was on getting free.

“Mmmph! Ummmm!” She moaned and kicked her feet.

“Hey!” Shelly yelled, but once again the agent ignored her.

“Mmmmrrrrmmmh!” The agent cried. Shelly let out an exasperated sigh and grabbed the agent by the chin.

“Hey! Shut up and listen because neither of us has much time!” Shelly dug her fingerss into the agent's chin for maximum effect.

“Grrrrrmmm!” The agent bit into her gag and stared at Shelly with icy hot rage.

“Now,” Shelly began. “You may be feeling a little discomfort in your rear end. Thong feeling a little tight?”

The agent's eyes shifted and she gave an embarrassed nod. “Hmm umm.”

“Good,” Shelly nodded. “That little device that you pulled out of me is now resting comfortably between those two luscious ass cheeks of yours, and it's primed to blow.”

“Mmmmeeep!” The agent cried and tried to pull away. Shelly tightened her grip on the woman's chin, causing to elicit a muffled cry of pain.

“You don't have much time, so if I were you, I would track down my comrades and attempt to convince them of my predicament.” Shelly stood, lifting the agent by the chin with her. The agent's eyes were were wide and terrified as she stood.

“Get going!” Shelly cried, and slapped the agent's bare ass cheek. The woman let out a yip and ran out the door. After waiting a moment to hear the woman's footsteps descend the stairs, Shelly ran over to her bikini bottoms, in all this excitement she had forgotten to put them back on, and slipped into the skimpy thong. Then she grabbed the agent's gun off the ground and dived headfirst down the chute.

The ribbed metal of the chute was painful against Shelly's bare midriff as she made her way down .

Now I know why they put the women in bags when they slide them down! She thought as she gritted her teeth. A second later, the chute spit Shelly out headfirst into a pile of laundry bags.

“Mmmmph!” One of the bags cried and kicked Shelly in the ribs.

“Grrrmmm!” Another bag squirmed under her.

As far as Shelly could tell, the agent's hadn't looked inside the back of the truck yet.

“Mmmph!” One of the bags kicked her again. Shelly sighed and moved away from the bag and  heard female voices outside.

“Oh my god, Maria!” Someone cried.

“Bmmm! Bmmm!” She heard a familiar muffled voice reply.

Shelly stumbled over a few of the kicking and moaning laundry bags.

“What's wrong Maria?” A woman asked.

“BMMM! BMMM!” Maria mumbled.

Shelly peeked out from the back of the truck. The two other woman were staring dumbfounded as a bound and gagged Maria shook her ass at them.

“Bmmm! Bmmm!” Maria cried, turning her head towards them, eyes wide in terror.

“Tammy... I think that's a bomb...” muttered the older dark skinned woman.

“I think you're right, Trish.” Said the younger woman. They both took a step towards Maria.

With no time to waste, Shelly jumped down from the back of the truck and hurried over to the agents.

“Hold still Maria!” Trish grabbed the bound woman by the arm as Tammy reached into the back of Maria's bathing suit and gripped the bomb.

Then Shelly was on them, raising the butt of the gun and bringing it down on the back of Tammy's head.

“MMMMRRRGG!” Maria cried, watching as Tammy fell into a heap.

Trish barely had time to turn before Shelly brought the butt of the gun down on the back of her head and she fell unconscious next to the other agent. Maria stood wide eyed and dumbfounded as Shelly then flipped the gun and aimed the business end at her head.

“Hey there, long time no see.” Shelly smiled.

“Urrrrrmmmmm!” Maria moaned, her whole body trembling.

***

Shelly didn't have time to look for rope or duct tape, so she used the next available thing to tie up the federal agents: their bikinis. She had stopped the timer on the explosive with 4:48 left on the clock. Then made Maria remove her bikini top and bottoms at gunpoint, then had the naked agent remove her unconscious cohort’s swimsuits.

Once the agent's were sufficiently nude, she forced Maria to stand still and raised up Trish's unconscious body, pressing the well endowed cougar's nude body against Maria's. Shelly wrapped Trish's arms around Maria's waist and secured her hands to Maria's hands using the taller woman's bikini top. After that, Shelly propped up Tammy against Maria's bare backside and similarly wrapped Tammy's arms around Maria's waist, securing them together at Maria's front with Tammy's bikini bottoms.

“Hmmmm....” Maria moaned, toppling under the weight of her muscle bound partners who were now dead weight. Shelly then shoved Maria's bikini bottoms into Tammy's mouth and used Tammy's bikini top to secure them, tying the top around her mouth and knotting it at the back of her head.

Shelly bunched up Maria's bikini bottoms and was about to do the same with Trish when the older woman's eyes started to flutter. A moment later, they flew open and the agent started to take in her surroundings.

“What...” She mumbled, looking down at her nude body and up at Maria, who was pressed against her.

“Mmmmph...” Maria grumbled and rolled her eyes.

“Umm...” Tammy mumbled into her gag, her head lolling as she regained consciousness.

“What is this?” Trish tugged on her hands which were bound to Maria's.

“Mrrrrmm!” Tammy yelled into her gag, now fully awake and realizing her predicament.

“Sorry, I had to slow you guys up for a bit.” Shelly shrugged. Trish glared at her.

“Shelly Arnold, I swear that when I get out of this I'll-ULLLM!” Shelly cut her off by shoving Maria's bunched up bikini top in her mouth.

“Shush! You won't be doing much of anything.” Shelly hissed, clamping a hand over Trish's mouth to keep the bikini bottoms in place. The raven haired agent glared at her.

“Mmmmp! Ulllmm!” Tammy moaned, pulling at her bonds. Maria joined in.

Shelly raised Trish's considerably larger bikini top and pressed it over the woman's mouth to secure the stuffing and then tied it at the back of her neck.

“There, that's better.” Shelly stepped back and put her hands on her hips.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmllm!” Trish spat into her gag and pulled on her bonds.

“Now, I'm sure that if someone comes along and finds a couple of naked ladies like you in trouble that they wouldn't hesitate to help you.”

All three agents mumbled into their gags in unison while tugging on their bonds.

“But I need to make sure you all behave until then.” Shelly said and held up the explosive device, which still sat at 4:48.

“Now, Trish is it?” Shelly narrowed her eyes at the tall woman. Trish glared at her.

“Grrrmm!” Was Trish's reply.

“You look like a tough lady, you must work out. Do squats?” Shelly approached, explosive held out.

“Mmmrrrm! Urrrm!” Trish started to tug on her bonds again, the veins in her arm bulging as she pulled. Shelly clamped a hand over one of the woman’s tanned ass cheeks.

“You might not want to move much. You see, this timer is paused, but if, I don't know, it falls and hits the button, it will start up again.” Shelly whispered in Trish's ear.

“Hrrrmmm...” Trish moaned.

“You might want to clench up.” Shelly placed the explosive upright between Trish's bare ass cheeks.

“Ullllp!” Trish whined, and immediately flexed her glute muscles. Her sculpted bare side tightened around the explosive and held it suspended. It looked like Trish was wearing the most uncomfortable thong ever.

“One heck of a glute workout.” Shelly patted Trish on the ass cheek again.

“Hrrrrm!” Trish glared at Shelly.

“And remember, if you get out of this, stay out of my way. This town is mine.” Shelly patted her on the other cheek, and Trish moaned again. The other two agents let out cries of their own.

“Well it's been fun ladies, but I have things to do.” Shelly marched towards the truck.

“Mmmph!”

“Ulllmm!”

“Hllllp!”

The moans of the agents were music to her ears as she climbed up on the loading dock and closed the rear hatch of the truck. All of the bound, struggling bagged forms were still in place, and one of them was Lisa. Shelly thought about looking for her but she knew that she had to make a hasty retreat from here.  After closing up the back, Shelly went to the front cab of the truck and was happy to find the keys in the ignition.

Well, it was a little bumpy, but it was a successful mission. All that mattered was that she had Lisa and her hostages back.

With a smile, she started up the engine and pulled away from the old warehouse, not bothering to give the nude, bound and gagged FBI agents a second look.

13.

Tanya felt Brad's arms around her when she woke up. Almost as soon as she opened her eyes, the events of the previous night flashed through her mind in one, massive blur. It almost seemed too good to be true, but her sore ass and the fact that she was still bound and gagged told her it wasn't a dream.

We must have fallen asleep right after. She surveyed her surroundings. They were still in her laundry room on the beach chair they both had collapsed on after having sex. Looking down, she saw her bikini bottoms bunched up around the rope that tied her ankles together, while her bikini top hung loosely around her neck. Behind her, Brad was still completely asleep, and completely nude.

He really does have a great body. She admired his muscle bound frame, the way his chest rose and fell as he breathed. He looked even cuter while asleep, and she realized that she wanted to run her hands over his chest and down his abs.

If only her hands weren't bound behind her back. Despite how erotic she found their actions the previous night, Tanya had about enough of being bound and gagged.

“Hmmm bmmm...” She mumbled and nuzzled Brad with her gagged mouth. He stirred slightly but didn't wake.

“Hmmm...” she nuzzled him again without success. Tanya sighed and shifted to her side, pressing her bare breasts against his chest and nuzzled him even harder.

“Mmmeyyy...” She rubbed her bare legs against his. Brad took in a sharp breath and lifted his head.

“Hey... what...” He moaned. His hair was a tumble on his head, but it still somehow looked great.

“Hmm...” Tanya nuzzled him again. Brad surveyed his surroundings with bleary, red eyes and then met Tanya's gaze.

“Oh hey...” He grumbled, sitting up.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya nodded. Brad sat up and took her in her arms.

“Last night, did we...” He trailed off as he looked at her.

“Umm hmmm...” She batted her eyes at him.

“Nice.” He nodded, and shuffled out from under Tanya.

“Hrrrmm!” She moaned, watching as Brad got up.

Come on and untie me! Red hot anger bubbled inside of her as he approached his discarded clothes, but then she momentarily forgot her anger upon seeing Brad's amazing ass as he bent over to pick up his things.

He slipped into his shorts and turned to face the bound and gagged woman.

“So... uhh... do you get tied up often?”

“Mrrrrm hrrmm! Ummmm hmmm mmph!” Tanya mumbled, glaring at him and stamping her feet on the beach chair, hoping that he would get the message.

“You know, I don't think I ever told you this,” He took a seat on the edge of the beach chair. “But I've always kinda had a fantasy like this.” Brad stroked her leg.

“Hmmmph!” Tanya retracted her legs. So was this it? Brad had a thing for tying up ladies. She actually had to stop and admire the irony of the situation actually. Ian had tied her up to keep her away from Brad, and that was what brought Brad to her.

Ian, that little shit. Tanya fumed at the thought of him. She imagined that he was somewhere in the house, and when she got a hold him, he would get a piece of her mind. Then immediately he was packing his bags and off to live with his dad. Fuck that little brat.

“Well,”Brad, stretched and Tanya froze at the sight of his abs flexing. “I don't know about you but I could use a shower.”

“Umm hmm...” Tanya nodded, still fixated on Brad's abs.

“Well then,” He finished stretching. “Let's get a shower.”

Then, much to Tanya's surprise, Brad hoisted the bound and gagged Tanya over his shoulder, and started heading for the door.

“Mmmmrrrpph! Ummmp!” She moaned. What the hell was he thinking?

“Don't worry, you'll be fine.” Brad said and patted her on her bare bottom.

“Mmmmrrrmm! Ummrrrm!” She moaned as Brad carried her out the door. She wanted to shower, but to be untied first! Then a sobering thought hit her:

Is he going to leave me tied up?

Clad only in his shorts, Brad carried the nude Tanya from the basement to the first floor. She stiffened, praying that her teenage son wasn't there to see his mom being carried naked and tied up through the house by Brad. As she was carried her through the house, Tanya lifted her head to survey the aftermath of the party. The house was trashed. Bottles and can were strewn across the floor, along with papers, wrappers, and other assorted garbage.

“Grrrrrmmm...” She grumbled into her gag. Ian was so dead.

On the second floor, the bathroom had it's own door but could also be accessed through a door in Tanya's bedroom, which is the way Brad took. Tanya realized that he must have explored the house before finding her last night.

“I don't think I told you how nice of a place you have here.” Brad said, admiring her large bathroom.

“Ttthhfff mmooo...” Tanya mumbled as Brad slid open the shower door and started the water.

Now is he going to untie me?

“Hmmm! Mmmmm!” She called at him, watching as he held a hand out underneath the steady rush of water coming from the shower head. Steam started to rise up around him as he slid the shower door shut.

“Hmmm! Mmmph!” Tanya called again. Brad turned to her and smiled.

“Oh, silly me. I'm sorry.” He smiled sheepishly and made his way over to her.

“Uffffmmm...” She sighed, grateful that he was finally about to untie her.

Instead, Brad grabbed the flimsy thong bikini bottoms that had collected around her ankles, pulled them free and tossed them over his should with a casual shrug.

“Hrrrmmph!” Tanya recoiled. Brad didn't seem fazed though, and reached around the back of her neck where the top of her bikini was tied.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Tanya cried and pulled away, shaking her head, but despite her protests, Brad undid the knot that kept her bikini top on and tossed aside along with her bottoms.                 “Mmmrrrrgggh!” Tanya grumbled, biting into her gag and glaring at him. She was now completely naked and no closer to being untied. Brad only smiled at her and stepped back while undoing the drawstring that held up his shorts. Once the string was undone, Brad raised his hands and allowed his shorts to fall.

“Hummm...” Tanya sighed, her eyes immediately falling to Brad's s steadily growing erection.                “Now, let's get a shower.” His strong hands gripped her by the arms and pulled her up into a standing position.

“Ooohmmffff...” Tanya sighed as Brad held her against his muscle bound body. She felt her bare breasts press against his chest and it felt like every muscle in her body had turned to jelly.

Maybe I can bear being tied up for a little bit longer.

Brad moved behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, and she felt his hard cock pressing against her bare buttocks. Memories of the previous night came to her and she felt herself getting wet. Brad lifted slightly, just enough so Tanya's feet went off the floor, and carried her towards the shower.

While Brad carried her, Tanya ran her bound hands down along his rock hard abs, sighing into her gag as she did.

“Ummmfff... hfff...”

In the bathroom, Brad set her down, holding her with one hand while sliding open the shower door with the other.

“Muffff....” Tanya cried. The warm water of the shower blasted her on the chest and it felt invigorating. A moment later, Brad climbed in behind her and slid the door shut.

“Mmm...” Tanya leaned forward and felt the water rush over her face and soak her hair.

Brad pressed up against her from behind and wrapped his hands around her bare breasts.

“Hmmmm...” She reached out behind her with her bound hands and found the shaft of Brad's throbbing penis. Water cascaded over them as she stroked her hands up and down, feeling him shudder with each movement.

“Oh, you are a dirty lady aren't you?” Brad sighed in her ear as she stroked him.

“Umm hmmm...” She nuzzled him, feeling as his greedy hands dug into her large breasts.

“Let's see if we can clean you off...” Brad moved one hand away from her breast.

“Hfff...” She continued to run her hands along Brad's penis. His other hand returned with a bar of soap and pressed it against her left breast.

“Ullmmm!” Tanya took in a breath. Brad continued to fondle her one breast while lathering up the other with soap. A moment later he switched the soap to his other hand to rub it over her other breast while his free hand gripped her buttock.

“Hfff...” Tanya hissed, feeling a slight tinge of pain as Brad grabbed her, but she kind of liked it.

Her hands continued to work up and down Brad's penis, and she could feel him pulsating in her grip, crying out for release. As she did, she leaned her head forward under the water, feeling as it felt down her face and soaked her gag.

Brad moved the soap down along her midsection, gently rubbing it along her stomach, covering it in suds. The water rushed over Tanya's face and she lifted her neck and twisted. That, combined with the torrential pouring of water, allowed her to slip out of her gag. The white cloth fell around her neck and she spat out the stuffing with a flourish..

“Ahh, that feels better,” She gasped, and turned her back towards Brad.“Brad, I-Ullmm!” She was cut off when Brad moved his hand away from her butt, grabbed a washcloth, and shoved it in her mouth.

“Shh, I have a hangover. No noises.” He whispered in her ear and slid the bar of soap down between her legs.

“Ufff...” Tanya sighed, spasms of pleasure rocking her body.

“Is that clear? No noise?” Brad whispered, emphasizing this by curving the soap up and in against Tanya's clit. Her body was rocked again with another wave of pleasure.

“Ulmmmm... ummm hmmm” Tanya nodded, wrapped her hands around Brad's cock, and pulled it towards her buttocks.

Brad let out a gasp of breath and Tanya felt his cock upright between her cheeks. He moved his hips up and down, using her butt cheeks to massage the shaft of his penis.

“Umm... hmmmm...” Tanya moaned as Brad continued to stimulate her with the bar of soap. He used his other hand to pull her gag back up over the washcloth he had shoved in her mouth.

“Mmmmm hmmmm!” Tanya moaned as another wave of pleasure rocked through her body, then Brad shifted the soap to his other hand, cutting off the waves of pleasure that she was feeling  in her clit.

“Hrrrrmm?” She turned her head towards him to question, but he responded by sliding his free hand down her stomach and between her legs.

“Ohhfff... hmmm...” Tanya swayed her body. Behind her, Brad was still sliding his penis up and down between her cheeks while rubbing the bar of soap over her buttocks while he did so.

“Hmm.. mmm...” She moaned as Brad's fingers started to pick up speed as they massaged her in just the perfect spot. Her whole body convulsed with pleasure. He was thrusting up and down between her cheeks with more urgency.

“Urrrmmmph!” Tanya moaned as sensations of electric blue pleasure ripping through her body. Once again, Brad quickened his pace. He dropped the bar of soap to the ground, wrapped his hand around her breast and squeezed.

“Offff...” Tanya let out a moan that was both pain and pleasure. Brad's fingers moved even faster between her legs while his other hand dug greedily into her breast.

“Hmmm... mmmm...” Tanya moaned, her whole body quaking like jelly in Brad's grasp. Then she felt it, the orgasm welling up inside of her.

“Hrrrmmm... mmmm...” She sighed, moving her hips up and down, her butt cheeks sliding along Brad's cock. Judging from the throbbing, he wasn't far either.

“Mrrmmm! Mrrmmm!” Tanya screamed into her gag. More and more she could feel the coming orgasm, like an orchestra building up...

Brad felt like he was ready to burst, his fingers moved faster and faster, and Tanya felt herself starting to flush as she grew nearer and nearer. His movements had a desperate, feverish manner to them. His fingers felt less controlled and more shaky with each movement.

Then it came, the crescendo.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Tanya came and collapsed into Brad's arms. He held her in place and moved his penis up and down between her cheeks with hard, desperate movements. A second later she felt him finish on her lower back.

“Hrrrmmm... mmmm...” She sighed as Brad continued to hold her, the water cascading over both of  their nude bodies

***

Tanya sat on the edge of the tub and watched while Brad toweled himself off. Once he was finished, her wrapped a towel around his waist and went to work at drying Tanya off, though he still didn't untie her. He even wrapped a towel around her head to dry her hair.

“Hrrmm mmm?” she intoned, and looked down, hoping that Brad would get her meaning.

He didn't. Brad then wrapped a towel around her chest, tying it under her arm, and carried her into the bed room.

How long does he intend to keep this up? She thought as he sat her on her bed and rifled through her drawers. Tanya leaned forward and saw that the particular drawer Brad was searching through was her underwear drawer.

“Hrrrrmm!” Her nostrils flaried. Brad ignored her and pulled out a white, lacy strapless bra.

“Hrrrrryyyy!” She stamped her feet on the bed. A moment later, Brad dangled a white, lacy thong on his index finger.

“I think this will do. White's a good color for you.”

“Mrrrrm! Urrrm!” She stamped her feet again. It was fun while it lasted but she wanted to be untied, and her stomach was roaring, reminding her that she hadn’t eaten since the previous morning.

“Oh Tanya,” Brad looked concerned. “Seems like we need to get some food in you.”

“Ummm hmmm!” She nodded in agreement.

But Brad didn't untie her. Instead,  he took a white handkerchief out of another drawer. Satisfied, he set the handkerchief down next to the lingerie he picked out and then removed a larger white cloth out of another drawer.

“Mmm! Mmmph!” Tanya stamped her feet again. Brad ignored her and walked to her closet.

What the hell is he up to?

“Mmmph! Ummmph!” Tanya continued to stamp her feet, but then felt the towel that Brad had used to cover her up loosen.

Oh no.

A moment later, the flimsily wrapped towel fell away, leaving Tanya completely naked yet again. Brad didn't seem to notice, and pulled out a skimpy, white strapless dress out of her closet.

“How about this? I think you'll look great in this.” He approached Tanya.

“You see,” Brad set the dress down next to the lingerie. “I'm going to be having another party tonight, and I want you to look exquisite for me.”

“Hmmm?” Tanya cocked her head.

“I think we can have a little fun before, just the two of us. Don't you think?” He held both of the cloths he had taken out of her drawers.

“Urrrmmm....” Tanya mumbled, not needing him to tell her what he was going to do with them.

“We can have fun, right Tanya?” His voice was harder. She met his gaze, realizing that Brad was fully in control here. If she refused, he could just leave her here, tied up for her shitty son to find, and even then, Ian might not untie her.

She had no choice.

“Ummm hmmm.” She nodded. Brad smiled.

“Good, first let's change that gag.” He plopped down on the bed next to her and untied her gag. Tanya immediately spit out the washcloth.

“Hey, Brad, this is fun but maybe we should work out how-ummmph!” Brad smiled and shoved the smaller, white cloth in her mouth.

“Now Tanya, hush. I still have a hangover. Let's get you ready and go have some breakfast.” He smiled as he pressed the larger cloth over her lips and tied it at the back of her head.

“Hrrrmm...” Tanya grumbled, playing along.

Once he had secured her new gag, Brad untied the ropes around Tanya's ankles. He motioned for her to stand, knelt down, and held out the thong panties. Tanya sighed and stepped into the panties, and then allowed Brad to slide them up her legs.

“You really have an amazing body. I love your ass.” Brad smiled as Tanya felt the thin satin of the thong slide up between her cheeks.

“Why don't you turn around, let me see you.” Brad stepped back.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya rolled her eyes and turned around.

“Oh yeah, great ass.” Brad smacked her on the rear to emphasize.

“Ooofff!” Tanya was ashamed to admit that she kind of liked it.

After that, Brad tied her ankles back together and sat her on the edge of the bed. Since the bra was strapless, he only had to press it over her breasts, slide it under her arms, and secure it at the back.

What happened next surprised Tanya more than anything else so far in this strange morning. Brad took the towel off her head, and then went into the bathroom and emerged with a brush. Tanya held still while Brad brushed her hair, and once he was satisfied with how she looked, he set the brush down and carried her downstairs for breakfast.

***

The smell of sizzling sausage hit Tanya's nostrils and her stomach emitted another below of longing.

I suppose Brad will have to take this gag out to feed me. She thought as she watched Brad, dressed in only his signature board shorts, prepare breakfast.

“Would you like egg with your sausage?” He lifted the pain of the sizzling breakfast food.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya nodded, her eyes running along Brad's muscular form.

It was an almost perfect morning. Brad had slid open the rear door so that the sounds of the waves along with the smell of the ocean breeze was wafted into the house. The sun hung high in the sky, and there wasn't a cloud in sight.

Since she was bound and gagged, all she could really do was watch as Brad prepared breakfast. He placed another pan on the stove and lit the burner, and Tanya realized that she kinda liked this. Just a few moments before she had been annoyed that Brad refused to untie her, but there was something relaxing and... sexy about relinquishing control like this. Despite Brad's talk of a party later, earlier she had promised herself earlier that once he untied her, she was done, but now she was fully intending to go to the party. There was a good chance that she would run into Shelly, who had threatened her with dire consequences if they met again, but Tanya didn't care.

I'm not afraid of Shelly. Screw that bitch!

Tanya had realized that she had been so caught up in exposing Ace that she really hadn't allowed herself to live her life. Getting rid of Ian would be a start, and then seeing where things went with Brad. If that meant letting Brad tie her up and have his way with her from time to them, then she was fine with that. Especially if it was as good as last night and this morning in the shower.

As she considered all of this, Brad emerged from the fridge with a stick of butter and went back over to the stove and turned the heat on under the frying pan. He held the stick of butter over the heating frying pan and looked over at the bound and gagged,lingerie clad red-head.

“Oh, silly me,” He said, smacking himself on the head. “How am I supposed to feed you when you're all tied up like that.”

“Hmm umm....” Despite her warming to being in this predicament, her mouth was sore from the gag.

“Sorry Tanya, you just look so good like that.” Brad turned his attention to the stick of butter that he still held over the stove and saw that the end of it had started to melt.

“Gulllmm?” Tanya cocked her head. What if he was just going to eat and not give her anything?

Yes, he was going to eat her food and leave, while she was tied up and helpless to do anything but watch. If he did that, then she definitely wasn't going to his party and definitely not letting him fuck her in the ass again.  

Then Brad approached, stick of butter still in his hand and took a seat opposite of her.

“Hmmm?” She stared at the melted end of the stick of butter, curious. Brad reached out and cupped one of her breasts, and immediately her mind was filled with memories of last night.

“Hmmm...” She sighed, and looked down as he slid the cup of her bra down and exposed her bare breast.

“See, this could be fun.” He raised the stick of butter and placed the melted end over her nipple.

“Hrrrmmm...” Tanya closed her eyes and quivered. It was warm. Brad moved the stick of butter in a circular motion over her bare breast, and her nipple went hard.

“Ummm...” Her breast was almost coated in a fine layer of butter.

“See? Not so bad.” Brad smiled, and exposed her other breast. Like the other side, Brad rubbed the stick of butter over her nipple in a circular motion.

“Hrrrmmm... mmmm...” Tanya sighed, closing her eyes as her other breast was coated in butter. Like the other things he had done, Tanya was surprised to find that she was enjoying this.

“Oh no, our sausage.” Tanya's eyes opened to see Brad stepping over to the stove and switched off the heat for both burners. Butter was dripping off of her nipples and down along her stomach.

“Hrrrmm mmmrrrm!” Tanya craned her neck, trying to see if the sausage had burned.

Brad grabbed a fork and pierced one of the sausages, and then raised it up and turned to Tanya with a smile.

“You look so good that I could practically eat you.” He approached with the sausage.

“Mmmm?” Tanya batted her eyes, not sure what Brad's play was here.

He sat opposite her and tested how hot the sausage was by tapping it with his fingers. Satisfied that he could hold it, Brad pulled the large shaft of breakfast meat free of the fork and held it out towards Tanya.

“Oh yes, what a fine feast for the eyes you are.” Brad ran the sausage down between Tanya's large, buttered breasts.

“Hmmmm...” She moaned.

This guy knows what he's doing. She thought as she felt the tip of the sausage moving down her mid-section.

“Ummmm...” She moaned again.

The sausage moved down over her navel.

“Let's see what you've got hiding under here.” Brad slid the end of the sausage under the top of her panties.

“Offffmmm...” Tanya moaned, feeling herself getting wetter. She felt the sausage down the front of her panties and opened her eyes to meet Brad's gaze-

-And saw Ian, eyes completely blood shot and hair a mess, standing in the kitchen entrance staring wide eyed at them.

“What the hell is this?” He shouted.

“Mmmoo!” Tanya cried. Brad jumped and turned, letting go of the sausage that now protruded out of the top of Tanya's panties.

“Hey, Ian dude! What's up?” Brad jumped to his feet and held out a hand to Ian.

“What the hell are you doing!” Ian’s face was turning as red as his eyes.

“Oh you know, just having breakfast.” Brad shrugged.

“Ummm hmmph! Ummm hmmph!” Tanya nodded, glaring at Ian.

“I'm going to need years of therapy to get this out of my head!” Ian threw his arms up.

“Mmmo! Mmmph!” Tanya shook her head, trying to get Ian's attention.

“Chill bro, your mom's a grown lady, she can do what she wants.” Brad shrugged.

“Fuck you! I tied her up in the basement to keep her from fucking you, but I guess that wasn't good enough! Get out!” Ian stepped aside and pointed at the door.

“Whoa,” Brad spread his arms and stepped back. “Chill bro.”

“Mmmph! Umm!” Tanya nodded along with Brad.

“I said get the fuck out!” Ian grabbed Brad by the arm and pulled but Brad didn't budge.

“Hey, listen man-” Brad started.

“Get out! Out or I'll call the police!” Ian cried.

“Ulllp! Mmmmoo!” Tanya moaned, pulling on her bonds, but they were tied tight.

“Whoa, chill!” Brad threw his hands up and took a step towards the door. “At least let me untie your mom.”

“Out!”

“Mmmmo!”

Hands still up, Brad headed for the door. After a few steps, he stopped and turned to Tanya.

“See you tonight. Wear that dress!” He winked.

“Ummph hmmph!” Tanya nodded.

“Out!” Ian screamed and pushed against Brad.

“Whoa! Okay!” Brad threw his hands up again and hurried towards the door. He had barely stepped outside before Ian slammed the door behind him.

.“Mmrrrrmm mmmoo! Fffffff! Mmeeean!” Tanya mumbled and tugged on her bonds again. Her fury at her son made her temporarily forget that she still had a huge piece of sausage sticking out of her panties and that her breasts were coated in butter.

Ian turned and glared at his mother, his blood shot eyes filled with rage.

“I... I can't even look at you.” He shook his head and headed for the stairs.

“Mmmmph! Hllllp! Mmeean!” Tanya moaned as Ian hurried up the stairs to the second floor. A moment later she heard the door to his bedroom slam shut.

Damn! Here she was, helpless in her own kitchen.

“Hlllp! Mmmllllp!” She moaned, realizing it was useless.

She would have to get herself out of this mess, and her eyes fell to the block of kitchen knives on the counter.

14.

After what had seemed like the longest few days in her life, Shelly figured that she deserved a night to let loose and have fun. Her bone-head former stepson, Bradley, wanted to throw another party. Under any other circumstances, she would have refused, but she relented this one time and told him that he could as long as she and Lisa could attend. Brad graciously agreed.

Over the past few days, Shelly had almost been kidnapped, blown up, and arrested, and even though most of her well laid plans had gone up in smoke, she had still come out with some success. She had control of what was left of the Marston's Pointe police force after Frank, the mole, had been dealt with, and she still fully intended to staff the police force with a sheriff and deputies loyal to her.

Most of all, she had succeeded in rescuing Lisa and getting back her hostages, the former ladies of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department. Shelly smiled at this thought as she stood in her back yard, holding a red solo cup filled with cheap beer and and surveyd the crowd of unfamiliar faces.

She had to give it to Brad, he threw quite the party. He had strung lights overheard, bathing her entire back yard in brilliant light, had tables covered with various food and snacks and every kind of alcohol a person could think of, and even had a DJ. People were laughing, screaming, and dancing all around her as she basked in her small victory earlier today. A young man, probably about Brad's age, walked by and shot her a glance over his shoulder.

I don't blame him. She thought as he turned away but kept sneaking quick glances back at her. Shelly looked good in her skintight, black strapless cocktail dress and had her hair up in a tight bun. The dress showed off almost all of her long, slender legs, but it also meant that if she bent over too much it would show anyone watching the tiny black thong she was wearing underneath. Too bad for the guys here that she was all Lisa’s whenever the muscular woman got back.

Shelly took a sip of her beer and thought again of Lisa, whom at that very moment was taking Ms. Fetters, Gina, and the rest of the ladies to the docks where they would be taken onto a boat by a group of burly men and shipped off to lord knows where. After that, Lisa would head straight to the party where she and Shelly would celebrate together. Lisa had sent Shelly a picture of the tiny, red cocktail dress she was wearing that showed plenty of cleavage, and Shelly couldn't wait to tear it off of her later that night.

Soon Felicia and the rest of her bimbo friends would be taken care of and it was at least one less problem to worry about.

Then there's the FBI. Shelly frowned at the thought. The FBI's presence in Marston's Pointe was disconcerting, to say the least. It was even more disconcerting that it was Shelly's own actions that drew them there. In retrospect, she probably shouldn't have made such a show of parading Gina and her girls through town, but what was done was done and now she had to deal with it.

I wonder if they'll come back for me. Shelly half expecting to see the FBI women among the party goers. She had issued them a warning, but she didn't seriously expect them to heed it. A small part of her hoped that the FBI women had blown themselves up at that warehouse, but Shelly had been scanning the local news like a hawk and hadn't seen anything about an explosion, nor had she seen any stories about three naked women found bound and gagged on the beach. So she could only presume that somehow the agents had gotten free, or had been freed, either by a good samaritan or by more agents.

Shelly grimaced at the thought. The last thing she needed was more FBI agents crawling around Marston’s Pointe at such a delicate moment. Though maybe there was a way she could swing this to her favor by pitting the agents and Ace against each other. She had tried something similar with Sheriff Fetters and Ace, which hadn't worked so well, but these were federal agents, not a former bikini model turned police woman.

Scenarios started to run through her mind about how to manipulate the FBI agents against Ace when she spotted a familiar head of red hair amongst the crowd of people in her yard. Thankfully, Shelly had just finished her beer because involuntarily she made a fist, crushing the red cup into a soggy pulp.

Tanya! That bitch! She dared to have the nerve to show up to this party. Shelly felt her blood  boil in her veins as she stared at her nemesis.

Tanya stood by a snack table with a red cup in hand and clad a skin tight, white strapless dress that hugged her every curve. Her breasts looked like they were trying to break free of the restrictive garment, and her butt cheeks were doing the best to slip out of the bottom.

What Shelly felt like smoke was going to come out of her ears when she realized that Tanya was chatting with Bradley. Her eyes were wide and when she laughed, it was big and hearty, and she kept bending forward as she laughed to give Bradley a view of her boobs. Then, Tanya leaned forward and stroked one of Brad's muscular arms.

The red solo cup couldn't be crushed any smaller, but that didn't stop Shelly from trying as she watched her neighbor, and the woman responsible for botching all of her plans, flirt with her (ex) step-son.  Where did she get the nerve? Worse off, it looked like Brad was reciprocating.

Shelly knew that Brad had never met anything with boobs and a vagina that he didn't want to fuck. A small voice in the back of her head told her to let it go and just enjoy the night, but Shelly quickly hushed that voice. This was supposed to be her night of celebration!

Worse off, she had warned Tanya to stay away.

I should have left her tied up there on the beach for the tide to take away! Part of her wondered if Lisa had made the drop off yet, because if she didn't, they could truss up Tanya and give her to the men as a bonus.

Shelly tossed her crumpled cup aside and stormed across her yard. Tanya didn't seem to notice as she laughed and flirted with Bradley;

“Hey!” Bradley cried as Shelly shouldered him out of the way.

“You!” She jabbed a finger in Tanya's face.               

“Hey!” Tanya swatted Shelly's finger out of the way.

“What the hell are you doing here!” Shelly jabbed her finger in Tanya's face again.

“I invited her!” Brad reached for Shelly's pointing finger and she swatted his hand away.

“No! You! I warned you!” Shelly jabbed her finger in Tanya's face again.

“Don't you shove that in my face, you bitch!” Tanya swatted Shelly's finger away again.

“Hey, listen-” Brad began.

“SHUT UP BRAD!” Both women screamed. Brad threw his hands up and backed away. Shelly and Tanya glared at each other.

“I want you off my property, I warned you!” Shelly jabbed a finger in Tanya's face again.

“Fuck you! I was invited! Plus it's not like you have Tits McGee around to defend you right now.” Tanya placed her hands on her hips as she spoke, spitting each word like a bullet at Shelly.

“I don't need Lisa. I can kick your ass myself!” Shelly cried.

“Oh please!” Tanya chuckled.

That was it. Shelly was tired of talking, and tired of Tanya.  Fury and instinct took over and Shelly launched herself at her larger opponent. Tanya's face, once full of cocky defiance, instantly changed to a look of shock and terror. Both women tumbled back onto a table, scattering food and snacks as they did.  

“Get off me! Get off!” Tanya screamed as they rolled straight off the table and onto the other side. Using the momentum, Tanya was able to toss Shelly off of her. Shelly rolled and landed on her feet in a crouch, and looked up to see Tanya stumbling to her feet. Tanya's tiny dress had ridden up, exposing the tiny white thong running between her ass cheeks.

Shelly's dress had ridden up as well, exposing her thonged behind, but she didn't care. As Tanya got to her feet, Shelly jumped on her back and wrapped her arms around Tanya's neck in headlock. Tanya gasped and choked as Shelly tightened her grip on her, her arms flailing and swatting at the smaller woman.

That's right, go to sleep!

Strong arms wrapped around Shelly’s waist.

“Hey, cut it out!” Brad pulled from behind, then cried out as Shelly buried one of her elbows into his stomach.

That was the opening Tanya needed, and she pitched herself backwards, slamming Shelly onto the snack table. Shelly groaned and turned to see Tanya charging at her. Her eyes went wide as she realized that Tanya meant to dive on top of her.

Shelly rolled out of the way as Tanya landed on the table with a unforgiving thud of wood. The redhead cried out and rolled into a fetal position. Shelly took advantage, jumped on the table, mounted her fallen enemy, grabbed a bowl of white dipping sauce and poured it over Tanya's massive cleavage.

“Yeah! You like that!” Shelly gritted her teeth as Tanya screamed and swatted at her attacker.

Then Shelly grabbed a cupcake and shoved it into Tanya's gaping mouth.

“Ulggggmmm! Ulllmm!” Tanya groaned as the baked good was shoved down her throat. Then she brought a knee up into Shelly's groin. Shelly screamed and fell back, then Tanya kicked her attacker off of the table.

Shelly hit the ground and felt a sharp, stinging pain in her shoulder. Her fury overode the pain as she gritted her teeth and started to rise, but she was too slow. Tanya was up, a hose from a keg in hand. Before Shelly could react, Tanya pulled the trigger on the hose, spraying Shelly down with cheap beer.

“Ugggh!” Shelly cried out, lifting a hand to cover her eyes. A second later, Tanya was on her, gripping a handful of hair and tipping her head back.

“Ahh!” Shelly cried out before Tanya shoved the hose in her mouth and pulled the trigger.

“Glllubb... glubbb!” Shelly gurgled as her mouth was filled with beer. She flailed and swatted, but after a moment Tanya pulled away the hose and tossed Shelly aside.

Shelly gasped, taking in air while spitting up some beer. She looked up to see Tanya gently spraying herself around the mouth to wash away the bits of cupcake and icing. Once that was done, she sprayed herself down around the boobs, washing away the dipping sauce.

Shelly grumbled and stood up. Both of them were soaked in beer, their wet hair hanging in tangles around their head. Turning her head, Shelly saw that they had a crowd as well, though no one made a move to break them up.

Probably enjoying the show. Shelly though, suddenly felt self conscious and pulled down her skirt to cover her ass. Tanya did the same. Now with their modesty somewhat restored, both women gritted their teeth and advanced on each other.

They took a few steps but then Shelly stopped, noticing someone creeping up behind Tanya. The spikey hair and perverted smile gave him away almost immediately.

Jack.

Jack met Shelly's eyes and put a finger to his lips. Looking up, Shelly noticed Tanya giving an equally confused look at someone behind Shelly.

A second later, Jack ran up behind Tanya, gripped the top of her dress, and pulled. Tanya's eyes went wide as her white, strapless bra that barely contained her cleavage was exposed, along with her very tiny white thong panties. The red haired woman screamed, one hand flying up to cover her breasts, the other between her legs, and she turned to face her attacker.

Jack, however, giggled and ran away, holding the dress up high like a flag as he headed out of the yard.

Shelly barely had time to process this before she felt someone come up behind her, grab the top of her dress, and pulled it down as well. Involuntarily, Shelly's reaction was almost exactly the same as Tanya's. Her eyes went wide and she screamed, her hand rushing up to cover the black bra she wore, while her other hand rushed down between her legs. As she futiley attempted to cover her near nudity, Shelly spun around to face her attacker.

It was The Queen, a smile on her face as she lifted Shelly's dress and ran off in the direction Jack ran. Shelly and Tanya's eyes met for a moment, and then they both took off after their attackers while still trying to protect their modesty.

Jack and Queen ran around the side of the house to the front, and without stopping to think, Shelly and Tanya followed. Tanya was a few feet ahead of Shelly, and as they came around to the front of the house Shelly saw a large man step out of the shadows behind Tanya. He held a white cloth in both hands, and with a lightning fast movement he pulled the cloth tight over the redhead’s mouth.

“Mmmmmpph!” Tanya cried, her hands reaching up to pull down the gag, but the man was already tying it at the back of her neck. Another man jumped out and grabbed Tanya's hands, holding them while the first man secured the gag.

Shelly tried to skid to a stop, but a second later a white cloth was pulled over her mouth from behind.

“Ullllmph!” She cried. Like Tanya, she tried to reach up and pull down the gag but another assailant was there to grab them and pull them away.

“Ummmph! Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned, trying to twist away as she felt the gag being knotted. Then the man behind her grabbed her hands by the wrists and pulled them behind her back. Looking up, she saw Tanya, kicking and fighting as her wrists were tied behind her back.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm!” Tanya moaned, trying to pull away as her assailants tightened the rope around her wrists.

“Grrrllum!” Shelly moaned as she felt her wrists being bound together.

“Okay, move it!” The man behind her nudged her forward. Shelly tried to resist but one of the men grabbed her by the arm and dragged her. In front of her, it was much of the same with Tanya.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Tanya moaned as she tried to pull away from her captors.

Both women were dragged to the front driveway, where a large white van sat. Jack and Queen stood by the open rear doors of the van.

“Well, well. Long time no see.” Jack chuckled.

“Ffff mooo! Ffffeerrmm!” Tanya spat into her gag, twisting in the arm of her captor. If Shelly didn't know any better, she would swear that if the man holding Tanya let go, she would launch herself at Jack despite her bindings.

“Would you look at these two?” He motioned to Shelly and Tanya.

“Oh yes, quite feisty, though nothing like their well endowed friend.” The Queen eyed them up like they were Christmas hams.

“Uulllmm mmmgggrrllm...” Shelly grumbled, glaring at her. It was a trap. They took their clothes to lead them around front, where this van was waiting to cart them off to god-knows-where. And since they were lured away in such a humiliating fashion, the party guests would just assume that neither Tanya nor Shelly wanted to show their faces again after making such a spectacle.

“You see, you can't just steal from me and get away with it.” The Queen wagged a finger at them.

“Hhmmph?” Tanya questioned.

“I do have to give you props though,” Jack pinched Shelly's cheek. “Stealing those girls of ours right out from under those Fed's noses took balls.”

“Ummmph,” Shelly pulled her head away from Jack. “Fffff mmoo!”

“Those FBI agents were something though. They got away, but we'll get them next time.” Jack shrugged.

“Hlllp! Hlllpp!” Tanya started to moan.

“But don't worry, we have men moving to intercept that truck. Hell, with any luck our boys are trussing up Lisa right now and tossing her in the back with the rest of those babes.”

“Hrrrrm! Mmmph!” Shelly launched herself at Jack, but the men behind her tightened their grip on her arms, keeping her in place.

“We were going to get rid of you two, but I like you.” The Queen smiled, eyeing both of them up.

“Hey, what's going on here!” Someone cried from behind them.

“Heeeeep!” Tanya squealed and turned her head. Shelly did the same and saw Brad hurrying towards them.

Brad! She had never been so happy to see him in her life.

“Hllllp! Hllp!” Shelly moaned, pulling against the man holding her.

Brad only stopped and stared at the two bound women. Both Shelly and Tanya watched him with expectant eyes, and then turned to meet each other's gaze.

Oh no!

“How do you like them, all nice and wrapped up.” Jack came between the women, wrapping an arm around each of their shoulders.

“Hrrrggg...” Both women cringed and tried to pull away.

Brad smiled. “I like them just like that.”

“Hmmmph!” Tanya squeaked. Jack stepped out from between the women and approached Brad. Both men embraced in a hug and then slapped hands.

Tanya and Shelly exchanged another look.

“Hmmmph! Mmmh!”

“Mmmffffeerr ffffufffer!”

Brad turned to face them and shrugged.

“Sorry ladies, Jack offered me a sweet position with him and his organization last month. I couldn't resist.” He flashed a half smile and strolled towards the bound women.

“I set up the party as an easy way to get your guard down, but damn I didn't think you ladies would put up such a good show before!” Brad chuckled and stood between the women, wrapping an arm around each of their necks and pulling them close to him.

“Mmmmph!”

“Urrrrm!”  

“Plus the perks of this job is pretty cool. I can stop by and play with you guys any time I want.”

“Mmmph! Mmmm!”

“Mmmm! Hllllp! Mmmmeellt mmee moo!”

Brad only laughed at their muffled cries and stepped away. No sooner had he done so than the goons grabbed them by the arms and turned them towards the van.

“Okay, get them loaded up.”

“Mmmooo!”

“Hlllp!”

Then, to their surprise, the men let go of them. Shelly and Tanya just stood, confused. Once again, they shared a look.

A second later, Shelly felt a sharp pain on her ass cheek as The Queen came up behind her and  swatted at her rear end with a long, thin switch.

“In! Move!” The Queen ordered, swatting at Shelly again.

“Mmmep! Mmmp!” Shelly yelped, hurrying forward. The Queen then focused on Tanya, swatting her on the ass with her switch.

“Ullp! Mmmllp!” Tanya moaned and hurried towards the back of the van. The Queen alternated between swatting both Shelly and Tanya on their thonged asses

“In! Your orientation starts now! Move!”

“Ulllp! Mmmullp!”

“Oofff! Mmmmooff!”

They yelped and screamed into their gags as The Queen herded them towards the back of the van. Desperate to stop the sharp, stinging pain, both women hopped up inside and took a seat opposite each other on the benches that lined the wall.

The Queen held her switch in one gloved hand as Jack took up a position on one side of her and Brad the other.

“It's been fun ladies, enjoy your trip!” Jack said, and grabbed one of the van doors.

“Mmmmo!” Tanya cried.

“Hlllp! Hllp!” Shelly moaned, her wide, pleading eyes meeting Brad's.

He only smiled and blew both of them a kiss.

Jack closed one of the rear doors. Desperate, Shelly shot forward in her seat in an attempt to fling herself out of the back of the van. Tanya saw her and did the same, rushing just behind her.

It wasn't much of a plan, but if they jumped out of the back of the van, it might buy some time. Maybe someone from the party would wander around and see them.

Jack gripped and froze for a moment, eyes wide at Shelly rushing him--

--Then Tanya collided into her from the side.

“Offff!” Shelly mumbled, stumbling into the side of the van. Tanya wasn't thinking of following Shelly out, she was desperately trying to scramble out before her! Both women collided against each other and landed in a heap on the cold, metal floor of the van. Shelly's feet flailed in the air as she tried to get her bearings.

No! No! No! No!

As she tried to sit up, she heard the rear doors of the van slam shut and plunge them into darkness. Shelly sat up and huffed into her gag.

“Ooollummm...” Tanya whined, and then Shelly heard the other woman scramble to the far side of the van, as far as she could possibly get from Shelly.

Once again, Tanya had ruined all of her plans, but it was too late to be angry at her, what good would it do?  Shelly sat there, fuming on all of her failure, all of the plans up until this point that had been for nothing, and heard the engine for the van start up. A moment later, they were moving towards whatever unknown destination awaited them.

End of Volume 3
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