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The Story so far…

In Damsels Anonymous, former bikini model turned Sheriff Felicia Fetters comes to the town of Marston’s Pointe, where she immediately sets her sights on stopping Ace, the enigmatic crime lord that seemingly controls the town. Along the way the poor heroine often finds herself getting into several binds…

This story imagines if things would have gone a little differently. Felicia Fetters is being kept as a prisoner of Jack, Ace’s henchman. Gina, Felicia’s former mentor turned enemy, has come to Marston’s Pointe looking for Felicia, hoping to get revenge for a botched kidnapping attempt. Unfortunately, Gina finds herself thrust into the role of Sheriff, and in her quest to find Felicia, goes undercover at the Lady Luck Casino along side reporter Tanya Donelly, her new friend Naomi, and model Jessica Lannon. The four women are caught though, and are bound, gagged, and about to be disposed of in a nearby junkyard before they are rescued by a mysterious new player: a beautiful INTERPOL agent named Rossi.

Rossi has come to Marston’s Pointe to track a beautiful criminal named Lotus, who is holding Gina’s friend Caitlyn captive. Gina agrees to help Rossi but unknown to both women, Lotus knows of the agent’s presence and kidnaps the buxom woman from her own bedroom! An unsuspecting Gina also finds herself in Lotus’ hands, and is bound, gagged, and packed into the trunk of a car to be taken to an unknown fate...

1.

The sun was rising on a new day in Marston’s Pointe, and so it would be too on Gina’s new life as Lotus’ prisoner. Lotus smiled as she drove into the new day, imagining what it would be like to watch both Rossy and Gina, bound and gagged together, squirming and struggling for their freedom. Of course, Gina would need some time in the training room to ease into her new role. There would be no such mercy for Rossy, who would soon rue ever making an enemy of Lotus.

Instead of driving directly to the parlor after tying up Gina and stuffing her in the truck of the car, Lotus decided to go for a victory lap. After all, she deserved it after not only kidnapping the only woman who could stop her, but the added bonus of Gina too. As she drove the darkened streets of Marston’s Pointe, every now and then she heard Gina kicking at the trunk and it sent a chill down her spine. There was no one to save Gina. The tall, busty woman was completely at Lotus’ mercy.

Gradually, she noticed the veil of darkness was lifting, and couldn’t believe that she had been up all night. She really must have been intoxicated off of the sense of victory from abducting the two women. More so, Gina’s kicking had stopped too. Had she fallen asleep? Lotus guessed that was most likely, seeing how Gina probably tired herself out from her struggles. At that point, she was on the outskirts of town, and turned to head back to the parlor, planning to hand Gina off the girls and get some rest herself knowing that she would have all evening to play with her new toys.

The golden rays of the sunrise now lit up the sky as Lotus made her way back through Marston’s Pointe towards the boardwalk. All around her were signs that the town was waking up: people jogging or walking their dogs, more cars on the road, and businesses opening. Lotus took a circuitous route back to the parlor, trying to avoid the main roads and most traffic, and always drove the speed limit. Extra care was always needed when there was a bound and gagged woman in the trunk.

Despite her care, Lotus also knew that she had to be somewhat fast getting back to the parlor. There was a secluded alley behind it with a loading dock where she could usher Gina inside, but the boardwalk got busier as the day went on, and every moment she wasted meant the possibility of being spotted. It looked like she would make good time though, and would be able to unload Gina without any issued.

Lotus turned onto a residential road not unlike the one where Rossy had her rented home. Much like that road, it was lined with beach houses, most of them multi-story rentals for tourists. She paused at an intersection, making sure to come to a complete stop at the sign, and pressed the gas to proceed through when the bus came blasting through. Thankfully Lotus heard it before she saw it, the loud party music, and the horn blaring. Her head whipped around and saw the grill bearing down on her and she slammed the brakes just in time.

The car skidded to a sudden halt, and she heard a loud thump as her prisoner was thrown in the trunk, and Lotus cursed herself, hoping that Gina wasn’t hurt.

Fools! Lotus fumed. She was so close, and now this driver goes and endangers everything.

She glared at the vehicle parked just a few inches in front of her. It was once a school bus, but now painted neon blue. The windows were tinted but she could see the glow of fluorescent lighting inside. Her anger getting the better of her, she undid her seatbelt, put the car in park, and stormed out to confront whoever this was that had almost ruined everything.

As she got out of her vehicle, she noticed several of the buses occupants also getting out. They were all young men, college aged, and their red, bleary eyes told her that they were most likely heading home after a night of partying. As she marched towards them, she could smell the stale alcohol on them as well. Their drunken eyes turned to her and widened, taking in the sight of the Asian woman in the skin tight, black catsuit.

Lotus realized that a few of these boys looked familiar, but Marston’s Pointe was a small town. It was quite possible she had seen them around the boardwalk.

“Hey, get off the road you morons!” She screamed, watching as they blinked at her through a drunken haze.

Then another boy got off the bus, and Lotus stopped, suddenly realizing where she knew these boys from.

The Brothel!

The boy getting off the bus had a messy mop of blond hair, and she realized that he was the leader of the group that had chased Gina and her friends into the brothel on that fateful day. He had been given the nickname “Blondie” by the girls in the brothel.

Now Blondie stood with the rest of his pack of wolves, staring her down. Lotus quickly lifted her chin, hoping to not give away that she recognized this boy.

“Now, will you please move your party bus? I have places to be.” She said in calm, authoritative tone.

Blondie continued to look at her through a drunken haze and took a step forward, his group of friends flanking him.

“Hey, don’t I…” He stammered.

“I apologize, I’m in a bit of a hurry.” Lotus stood her ground, but watched as the group advanced on her. She thought of Gina running from this pack, and then of Delilah, telling her of how aggressive Blondie had been.

“Wait, we know you!” Blondie exclaimed and pointed at her.

His boys all murmured in agreement.

“It’s a small town, everyone knows everyone.” Lotus back towards the car. Every muscle tensed, and she prepared herself for a quick getaway.

“Wait, you’re the massage parlor lady!” Blondie wagged a finger at her.

Lotus felt herself flush, but quickly regained her composure. If she betrayed any emotion, she was dead.

“Well yes,” She smiled, deciding to lean into it. “I hope you boys had a pleasurable time. Please stop by again.” Lotus took another step back, and felt herself hit against the thickly muscled chest of one of Blondie’s cronies.

Damn! He must have snuck behind her while she was distracted by the others.

“You know,” Blondie inched closer. “We did have a great time.”

“Good.” She smiled.

“But then,” Blondie rubbed his chin. “We started seeing some strange charges on our cards, and some of us had our accounts completely drained.”

He glared at her, the venom in his tone apparent.

“Oh, how unfortunate.” She swallowed.

Then she felt Blondie’s breath on her, he smelled of beer and weed. The young man stood only a few centimeters away. She looked around and saw that she was completely surrounded by his pack of hyenas, all of them salivating at the sight of her.

“Odd, isn’t it?” Blondie reached out. Lotus tensed, her instinct to grab his arm and twist, but she was outnumbered. They would pounce on her in seconds.

Looking down, she saw him grab the zipper to the catsuit around her collar and pull, exposing her neck, chest…

And down, rewarding him with the sight of her cleavage under a black bra. It took all of Lotus’ self control to suppress a shiver.

“Well, I’m sure it’s just a coincidence…” She smiled at him.

These boys were drunk or hungover, and she was an attractive woman. There was definitely a way she could charm her way out of this. She just had to be careful.

Then she froze, hearing a tell tale THUNK coming from her car. Blondie sensed it too, and let go of her zipper.

There was another thud, and another.

Gina was kicking inside of the trunk.

Damn!

Lotus clenched her fists and tensed, prepared to run. She could make it back to the parlor, empty her assets, and run, find a new town.

Then she felt strong arms grasp her shoulders from behind as Blondie stepped away.

“Well, what is this?” He focused on the car, and more of his boys closed in around her.

They were like a hive-mind, all of them bending to Blondie’s will.

“Oh nothing, I think a part came loose when I stopped.” Lotus stammered.

But the kicking continued.

Poor Gina thinks she’ll be rescued, but she’s really going out of the frying pan and into the furnace!

Still gripping her shoulders, they turned her face the car as Blondie stood by the trunk, listening to the kicking.

“Something you want to tell us?” He smiled at Lotus.

Suddenly she saw her way out. It was simple, staring her in the face the whole time. Part of her hated it, what she had to do, but it was a sacrifice she would have to make.

Besides, she still had Rossy, so either way, victory was hers.

“Actually, something I want to show you.” She smiled, turned to look up at the young brute holding her, and then back to Blondie.

“May I?” Her eyes flicked to the driver’s side.

But Blondie evidently did not trust her, and motioned to one of his boys, who reached in and released the trunk. It popped open, and with the enthusiasm of a child on Christmas, Blondie grabbed it and opened the rest of the way.

“Mmmphh hllp!” Gina cried from within.

Blondie’s eyes widened, first in shock, then recognition, and finally arousal at the sight of the bound and gagged Gina in her seashells.

“Ummmph! Mmmmoo!” Gina cried, also realizing that her apparent rescuer was the exact opposite.

“She’s yours, if you want her.” Lotus offered, using her gentle, seductive, saleswoman voice.

“Is that so?” Blondie raised an eyebrow at her.

“Oh yes, no questions asked. You take her and we go our separate ways.”

“Urrrggg mmmmph!” Gina protested from the trunk.

Blondie stepped away, rubbing his chin, and then motioned to the goon holding Lotus, who let go of her shoulders and pushed her forward. Lotus stumbled but caught herself and stood straight and proud as Blondie stepped forward.

“Ummph! Hllffff!” Gina cried, and Lotus looked on as two of Blondie’s boys pulled the bound and gagged woman from the trunk.

“What if that’s not all I want?” Blondie’s eyes settled on her cleavage.

“Oh…” Lotus whispered.

“Ummm bbfff! Ufff gmmmp!” Gina grumbled at Lotus as she was carried towards the party bus. A moment later her muffled cries faded away as she was dragged on board.

“That’s a nice little costume you got there. Wonder what you would look like without it.” Blondie smiled and stroked his chin.

Once again, his boys closed in around her. Lotus’ gaze shifted between all of them, and then knowing she had no choice, she pulled the zipper down, past her cleavage and lower. It stopped just below her navel, and she shrugged out of it, exposing her shoulders as she pulled her arms out and then pushed down.

She could feel their hungry eyes on her as she pushed the suit down, and their lustful murmurs as she bent over and pushed it down, exposing her thin black g-string underwear. Lotus stopped at her boots and squatted down to untie them, feeling hungry eyes on her backside as she did.

Normally anyone who humiliated her like this would pay dearly, but she was outnumbered.

Later, later she would find a way to destroy them. Now she just had to survive.

Once her boots were untied, she kicked them off and shuffled out of the catsuit, leaving it laying on the road in a pile, and stood in the center of the circle of hungry boys clad in nothing but her bra and g-string.

Blondie’s eyes traced her half naked body, and she shivered again.

“Is that all?” She crossed her arms.

“Hey, check it out.” One of the boys called. They had been searching the car while she had been undressing, and now he held up a set of handcuffs.

Lotus tried not to look at the handcuffs as she stared down Blondie.

“Hmm, what about the bra?” He asked.

“What?” She blurted.

“The bra, lose it.” Blondie’s crony handed him the handcuffs and he twirled them on his finger as he spoke.

A chuckle of approval went through the pack of college aged boys surrounding her, and Lotus lowered her head, reached behind her back, and unclasped her bra. She slid it forward along her arms, covered her bare breasts with one hand, and dropped the bra in the pile with her catsuit and boots.

She stood again, trying to look defiant, keeping her arm across her breasts and the other on her hip.

“There…” She swallowed.

Blondie took a step forward, still twirling the handcuffs.

“How about the panties?” He smiled.

“What!” She cried, losing all composure.

That was it. Once she got out of this, she would destroy him. Him and all of his friends.

“Lose them.” He said through gritted teeth, walking towards her with the handcuffs.

“Fine!” She grumbled, eyes filling with fire as she grabbed her panties and pushed them down, baring her full ass to the goon behind her.

Then they sprang. No sooner had her g-string fallen past her knees than she felt a hand clamp over her mouth and wrap around her mid-section.

“Mmmph! Mmmm ggmm!” She kicked and fought.

Her arms flailed, but strong hands grabbed them and twisted them behind her back. She felt other hands grab her panties and pull them off her legs entirely and discard them on the street next to the rest of her clothes.

“Urrrggg mmp!” She cried, and felt the cold metal of the cuffs lock around one of her wrists, and then the other.

“Mmmmoo! Lllffff mmmff mmno!” She cried as they carried her towards the bus.

Her struggles were futile though, as the muscle bound young men easily shuffled her forward and onto the waiting vehicle.

“Mmmfff ggmm!” She tried to kick and elbow her attacker, but it was no use as she was pushed up the small set of stair and into the center aisle of the neon lit party bus.

Several other boys all sat in various seats, drinking or smoking, but stopped to gawk at her. Music blared from a sound system, further drowning her muffled cries.

“Ummmm mmph!” Lotus heard another muffled cry, and looked up to see Gina in a circular, lounge seat type arrangement at the back of the bus.

She was surrounded by frat boys, one of which held her on his lap while clutching her giant breasts.

“Mmmmno! Sttttp!” Gina kicked her long legs, much to the amusement of her captors.

“Well boys, we have another guest joining us.” Blondie shuffled forward and gestured towards Lotus, who kicked at him. He deftly dodged it and chuckled at her.

“Please, let’s make sure our new guests feel at him.” He turned to leer at her, and she glared back at him.

“Ummmfff ffmmm mmp!” She spat into the hand clamped over her mouth.

Blondie only laughed, leaned forward, and pressed his clammy hands over her bare breasts.

“Mmmmmnoo!” She cried as he pressed his body against her.

“Oh we’re gonna have such a fun time.” He hissed into her ear.

Then she felt the bus lurch to life and move as Blondie’s hands moved to her bare buttocks.

2.

I am way too young and too hot to deal with this. Melanie grumbled as she adjusted her cleavage in the leopard print top while checking herself in the mirror. It was a favorite outfit of hers, and never failed to draw attention from the men when they came in. The gratuitous amount of glitter that she sprinkled over her breasts didn’t hurt either, and coupled with her wavy, blond locks, made it seem like she was glowing.

She turned to admire herself in the mirror. In addition to the top, she wore matching leopard print shorts that bared most of her tanned ass cheeks. Her cleavage drew most of the attention but Melanie was rather proud of her firm, toned behind as well.

Not that anyone will enjoy it, since I’m always stuck behind a desk. She thought.

Her proficiency as a hacker made her useful to Lotus, who often kept her away from the patrons in favor of using her as the receptionist to lure them in and then steal their information while the other girls worked them over. There were times when Melanie didn’t mind that, especially after seeing some of the men that came through the parlor and the things that they did to the girls, but there were other times when she couldn’t help but feel overlooked.

After all, what was the point of being hot and having a great body if it couldn’t be admired?

That was part of her charm though as a hacker. Her marks didn’t take her seriously because of her looks, meaning she could lift their credit cards without them suspecting, or they would share secrets with her thinking that she was just an airhead, not knowing that she would be using this information to get into their accounts later. It was this skill that first drew Lotus to recruit her for her services.

Now Melanie was regretting that choice.

After a final inspection in the mirror, she was satisfied with her cleavage and the amount of butt cheek she was showing and stepped out into the lobby to take her place behind the reception desk. She half expected to find Lotus waiting out there, chiding her for leaving the front desk unattended, but it was empty. Melanie sighed, brushed her hair away from her breasts, and took a seat.

It had been one thing, being asked to join a seedy brothel/massage parlor whose entire purpose was to defraud the clientele, but things had gotten out of hand. Lotus purposefully had kept details about herself private, and Melanie assumed that Lotus thought she wouldn’t ask questions if she was getting paid enough, which was fair. At first Melanie didn’t, which was a mistake. She now vowed to in the future look up anyone else that she got into business with. After some digging on the deep web, and breaking into a few international databases, she had discovered that Lotus had quite the rap sheet and was topping several most wanted lists.

Not only that, but she found out that Interpol agents were in Marston’s Pointe looking for Lotus.

Melanie had debated on telling Lotus because that would mean admitting that she had been snooping, but there was no way she was going to go down for something Lotus had done, so she told her boss what she had discovered. Lotus didn’t seem surprised at all, in fact, it was like she already knew. Then she eventually told Melanie and Delilah of the plan to abduct the female agent from her home.

At first Melanie protested, saying that kidnapping an agent was too big and would draw too much attention, but Lotus said it was fine, that she had a plan and everything was worked out.

That was three days ago, and Lotus hadn’t been seen since.

Melanie tightened her fists in frustration just thinking about it.

Plan my ass!

Maybe there was a plan, but the one thing that hadn’t been part of the plan was that big-breasted bitch Gina. They should have just left, gone with the plan as they wanted to, but Lotus had gone off script. Melanie shouldn’t have been surprised, ever since Gina had popped into their parlor Lotus hadn’t shut up about her and what a “singular woman” she was. Lotus had kidnapped Gina’s muscular bimbo friend, but that wasn’t enough, she wanted Gina too.

Now they were here, with a kidnapped Interpol agent, and Lotus and Gina were nowhere to be found.

She’s probably off playing with her new toy by herself while we do all the work.

Melanie crossed her arms and sighed.

Lotus had specifically instructed that Rossy, the agent, not be put through the training room and instead be made available to customers immediately. One thing that Melanie had to give Rossy credit for was that she had proven quite popular over the past few days, which would please Lotus, if she ever came back.

If not then Melanie knew that it would be down to her to figure out what to do, because none of these other girls would be able to do it.

The front door opened and Melanie snapped to attention, uncrossing her arms, flashing a smile, and leaning over so that the customer would have an excellent view of her tits as he entered.

And he did, his eyes immediately falling on her cleavage as he closed the door behind him. He looked to be a trucker type, with a loose, white beater on. Evidently he hadn’t changed his hairstyle since the 80s, and still had a mullet.

“Well, hey…” He flashed her a crooked smile and pulled up his tight jeans. Melanie had to give him credit, despite looking like a blast from the past, he had a decent body.

“Hello there,” She smiled. “What brings you in today?”

“Well I uh…” He looked around nervously. “I’m passing through town and I hear you guys can uhh, help pass the time, so to say.” The Man took a step towards the desk.

“Oh of course sweetie, what kind of past time are you looking for?” She ctood straight, still smiling.

“Well I…” He looked around again. “I hear you have a girl that’s uh, the quiet type… if you know what I mean.”

Word travels fast. Melanie thought, realizing that she wasn’t sure if they should be alarmed or not at how popular Agent Rossy was turning out to be.

“Well of course doll,” She smiled, batted her eyes at him, and stood. “Just follow me.”

“Would you be “the quiet type?”” He asked with a hint of hope in his voice.

“Oh no,” She giggled. “That’s not my style, but don’t worry, you’ll like her.”

Lotus drew back the curtain leading into the depths of the parlor and gestured for him to enter. He flashed her a crooked grin and stepped into the velvet lined hallway. Once he was in, she followed, letting the curtain drop, and took the lead.

As they walked, she could feel his eyes on her butt cheeks and allowed herself a little smile.

“So how much do we gotta pay to have some fun with you?” He chuckled.

“Oh honey,” She turned and winked at him, catching him staring at her ass as he did. “You can’t afford me. Especially for the kind of fun you want.”

“I’ll make it worth your while.” He added.

“Maybe another time,” She stopped by a door. “We’re here anyway.”

The man stopped and his eyes widened at the door, no doubt his imagination racing at what was behind it. Melanie smiled, gave him a moment, and then reached out, turned the knob, and pushed it open.

The door drifted open to reveal an ornately decorated room, and lying on a bed against a wall was Agent Rossy.

Well, tied to a bed was more accurate.

The Interpol agent was lying on her back, arms above her and strapped tightly to the bed post. Her legs were spread and tied to each post, and a thick, black cloth was tied securely between her lips, gagging her. The agent was dressed in a red, kimono style skirt that stopped mid thigh. She turned her head as the door opened and her eyes widened at Melanie showing the trucker in.

“Here she is.” Melanie gestured to the bound and gagged agent on the bed.

“Urrrr! Hmmmmfff hlllp!” Rossy mumbled into her gag.

“Ohh, ohh yeah…” The Trucker chuckled, taking a step towards her.

“Please enjoy, and if you need anything, I’ll right outside.” Melanie offered, but the trucker had already climbed on top of the helpless Rossy.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm nnnoo!” Rossy squirmed under him as he slid his hand up the flimsy skirt.

As she struggled, the small garment slid up, exposing her white, thong panties as she struggled under the Trucker.

“Oh yeah…” He nuzzled her neck.

“Ummffff mmm!” She cried, and focused her gaze on Melanie, who just shrugged.

The Trucker grabbed the front of the kimono and pulled it open, revealing Rossy’s large breasts and her slightly too small bra.

“Ulllmm bbmm! Mmmno!” Rossy continued to moan as his rough hands, darkened by motor oil, clutched at the bra and pulled it down.

“Hurrrmmph hmmmm ggm!” Rossy cried, but her muffled moans were soon silenced when Melanie stepped out and closed the door, leaving the agent alone with the trucker.

As she walked back to reception, she pondered the situation. Rossy was proving to be a cash cow, but what if she brought the wrong attention? It was clear that Lotus wanted this, Rossy put on display for the customers as a sort of punishment, but what if Lotus never came back? What if she had encountered some sort of trouble when she went after Gina? After all, they knew almost nothing about this Gina. Melanie had done a search for her at Lotus’ request and found out that Gina had been a fairly popular model and successful bikini designer, but had practically fallen off the map two years ago. Then all of a sudden she shows up here in Marston’s Pointe.

There was something else about her, something she was hiding. Thankfully Melanie knew where to get answers.

As she made her way down the hall, Delilah stepped out of one of the rooms, clad in white lingerie, a stark contrast to her dark skin.

“Another one for the agent?” She asked.

“Yup.” Melanie replied.

“She’s drawing a lot of attention.” Delilah seemed worried.

“We’ll deal with it as it comes. Have someone watch the trucker and grab his wallet as soon as his pants come off, and have someone else bring the big girl to the computer room.” Melanie kept walking.

“Wait, she’s still in training?” Daphne called after her.

“I know, I have some questions for her. You can come too.” Melanie stepped out into the lobby, locked the front door, and stepped into the computer room.

On one of the monitors, she saw the trucker on top of Rossy. His flimsy shirt had already been discarded, and he had pulled her bra completely down and was aggressively fondling her large breasts. The agent was squirming and moaning into her gag, but she was tied down too securely to do much more.

A few moments later he peeled off his tight jeans and tossed them in a corner. He was too distracted with the bound and gagged agent to noticed a small panel open in the wall, a slender hand reach out and lift his wallet.

A few moments later one of the girls stepped into the computer room and handed the wallet to Melanie, who turned away from the monitors, pulled his ID and several bank cards from the wallet, and went to work. Her neatly manicured fingers danced over the keys as she accessed his bank account, drained enough funds where he wouldn’t notice for several days, and then onto his credit cards. It was over in a matter of moments. One thing Melanie had learned was that it was deceptively simple to steal someone’s livelihood.

Just as she handed the wallet back to be replaced, the door opened and Delilah dragged in the bound and gagged Caitlyn. The muscular woman was naked except for a small black thong, and Melanie stood to greet her new guest.

“Have a seat.” She gestured to a chair in the corner.

“Mnoo thnnks.” Caitlyn barked into the black cloth pulled tightly between her lips.

Melanie didn’t ask again, and gestured to the chair. Delilah threw the muscular, dark haired girl into the seat, grabbed a length of rope, and pulled it tight against Caitlyn’s massive, bare breast to secure her. As she did that, Melanie used a small length of rope to tie Caitlyn’s feet together.

“Urrrmm sttpp!” Caitlyn squirmed and protested they finished tying her.

Melanie stood and looked down at her, the ropes running above and below Caitlyn’s breasts, framing them quite nicely.

“Well, how are you enjoying your stay with us?” Melanie paced around the helpless girl as Delilah stood back, awaiting further orders.

“Ummmfff mmm! Gmmm!” Caitlyn grumbled into her gag.

“I think you’ll find that if you cooperate we can be quite… agreeable.” Melanie caressed Caitlyn’s shoulder to accentuate, causing the bound and gagged girl to recoil.

“Mmmmm!”

“Oh yes. You can have quite the life of luxury with us.” Melanie stepped back in front and smiled.

Caitlyn glared at her, but Melanie noticed her eyes briefly settle on her cleavage.

“Oh, they’re nice aren’t they?” Melanie leaned over and pushed up on her top. “Want a closer look?”

“Mmmmo…” Caitlyn turned away.

“Oh come on honey, you know you want to.” Melanie stepped forward and straddled Caitlyn, pressing her cleavage into the gagged girl’s face.

Her breasts were nothing like Caitlyn’s large, heaving bosoms, but they were still impressive none the less, but Caitlyn lifted her head and stared directly into Melanie’s eyes with stubborn defiance.

“Come on baby, want to have some fun.” Melanie lowered her top, baring a nipple at Caitlyn.

“Mmmmm ggmmm!” Caitlyn glared at her.

“Want to play with them?” Melanie pulled down the other side of her top, both of her bare breasts now eye level with Caitlyn. “You only have to answer a few questions.”

“Ummm hmmm!” Caitlyn shook her head.

“What about someone playing with yours.” Melanie’s hands clutched Caitlyn’s bare breasts.

“Mmnnoo!” Caitlyn whined and stiffened.

“Is this what you want?” Her hands traced the curve of the muscular girl’s breasts .

“Ummm hmmm! Umm hmm!” Caitlyn kept shaking her head.

“We can make your every fantasy come true here, you just have to answer a few questions for us.” Melanie locked her arms around Caitlyn’s neck and gave her a sultry smile.

“Ugggmm!” Caitlyn responded.

“What’s that?” Melanie leaned in and put her ear next to Caitlyn’s gagged mouth.

“Ufffffmmm hmm!” Caitlyn mumbled.

“Here, let me help you with that.” Melanie smiled and pulled the gag out.

“I said HELLL-MMMMPH!” Melanie clamped a hand over Caitlyn’s mouth, cutting off her cry.

“Oh shhh, there’s no need for that.” Melanie whispered over Caitlyn screaming into her hand.

“Hmmmmmph! Hhhllllp!” Caitlyn continued to cry.

“I think we’ll need a little extra for that mouth of yours.” Melanie motioned to Delilah as she spoke.

“Hrrrmmph! Mmmmp!” Caitlyn continued.

“Here, suck on this.” Melanie removed her hand from Caitlyn’s mouth for the briefest moment.

“HEEE-UMMMFF!” Once again her cry was cut off, but this time by Melanie shoving her bare breast, nipple first, into Caitlyn’s gaping mouth.

“Ummmm bbmmm!” Caitlyn blubbered. Melanie kept her hands locked around Caitlyn’s chin, keeping her head held in a place.

A moment later, Delilah crouched by the struggling girl’s waist with a small knife, pulled at one of the straps to Caitlyn’s thong and cut it, then did the same to the other side.

“Hmmm bbmm!” Caitlyn blubbered into Melanie’s breast.

Delilah stepped forward, Caitlyn’s worn panties in hand, and Melanie moved back.

“Hell-ummmph!” Once again Caitlyn was cut off, this time by her own panties being shoved into her mouth, and Melanie pulled her gag back up as Melanie tightened it at the back of Caitlyn’s neck.

“Urrrgg ummmfff mmmfff…” Caitlyn huffed as her gag was re-secured.

“See, we can be angels or devils,” Melanie stood and pulled her top back up over her breast. “How do those panties taste?”

“Ummfff mmmph! Gllummph!” Caitlyn responded.

Melanie paced around the bound and gagged girl, who struggled, twisting her neck in an effort to shake off her well secured gag.

“I wanted to do this nicely. You just had to tell me about your friend Gina.” Melanie crossed her arms and looked down at the bound and gagged girl, who glared up at her.

“Ummm hmm!” Caitlyn shook her head.

“Fine, I’ll have to let my friend Delilah here take care of it then.” Melanie gestured to Delilah, who was already prepared with a roll of white tape in one hand and a small electronic device in another.

The device had a small, white cylinder attached to a wire that ran to a small remote. By all accounts it was a normal vibrator, but a vibrator was a powerful tool in the right hands.

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” Caitlyn shook her head, seeing Delilah approaching with the vibrator in hand.

“Sorry, its too late now,” Melanie shrugged. “A shame because I would have shown you a real good time.”

“Mmmmph! Grrrgg hmmm!” Caitlyn squirmed and struggled, every muscle in her impressive body flexing and straining in an effort to free herself, but it was no use.

All those muscles, and she was completely helpless.

Delilah tore a strip from the tape, placed the cylinder directly between Caitlyn’s legs, and used the tape to secure it, adding a few more strips as well.

“Urrmmm mmmurff mmmp!” Caitlyn cried, still trying to twist out of the chair somehow.

Then Delilah mounted Caitlyn wrapping one arm around her neck and holding the control in the other.

“Last chance,” Melanie offered. “Tell us all about Gina, or Delilah works her magic on you.”

Caitlyn ceased her struggling, looked directly at Delilah, and then to Melanie.

Both women watched their captive and waited.

“Mmnnoo!” She shook her head.

“Fine, have it your way.” Melanie nodded at at Delilah.

Delilah’s finger pressed a control on the vibrator, turning it to it’s highest, most intense setting.

“MMMMURRRRFFF!” Caitlyn cried and stiffened, almost immediately breaking out into a sweat.

With her free hand, Delilah grabbed a handful of Caitlyn’s hair, pulled tight, and buried the helpless girl’s face between the twin mounds of her mocha breasts.

“Ummm bbmmmfff mmm!” Caitlyn cried, her body tensed and writhing while trying to twist her face out of Delilah’s breasts.

Delilah leaned back and wiggled her chest, her large, natural breasts heaving back and forth, smacking Caitlyn repeatedly in the face.

“Ummm bbmmm mmm ggmmm bbmmm!” Caitlyn blubbered, her face being hammered by Delilah’s chest while the vibrator worked on her between her legs.

Melanie wished she could have watched it all, but she noticed on the monitors that the trucker had finished with Rossy, had gotten dressed, and was making his way to the front desk to pay, none the wiser that they had already taken a good bit of his money.

Melanie gave a final look at Delilah motor-boating Caitlyn, and stepped out in the lobby, closing the door behind her. The trucker made awkward chit-chat, and a few passes at her, as he paid, but once he paid then she sent him on his way but still kept the parlor closed.

Melanie wanted to leave Delilah alone with Caitlyn for a little longer, really let her work the girl over, and made her way down the hall to Rossy’s room.

When she opened the door, she saw that the agent was still tied to the bed, though her white panties were down around her ankles, and her bra lying discarded on the floor next to her skirt. The trucker must have pulled her gag down as well, and Rossy was trying to use her teeth to undo one of the knots securing her hands.

Melanie sighed and stepped forward. She would have to make a rule that Rossy was to always remained gagged.

Rossy froze when she saw Melanie step in and close the door behind her.

“Get your screaming in now, that gag’s going back in your mouth.” Melanie sighed as she approached the almost naked agent.

“Where’s Lotus, she sent her lackeys to take care of me?” Rossy glared at Melanie.

Melanie sighed again. This bitch was trying to play mind games with her!

“That’s about enough out of you.” She leaned over and grabbed the cloth hanging around Rossy’s neck.

“You’re a cute one, she’ll get a good price for you too.” Rossy added as Melanie pulled the gag up.

“What?” Melanie stammered.

“You, when she sells you, someone will pay a high price.” Rossy’s tone was calm, almost mocking.

“She isn’t selling me, she needs me.” Melanie went to life the gag again.

“That’s what they all think, but then she sells off all of her girls and moves onto the next town.” Rossy continued.

“Alright, it’s quiet time.” Melanie pulled up the gag.

“Just wait and se-ummmph!” Rossy was cut off by Melanie pulled the gag up into her mouth.

“Ullmmmm mmph!” Rossy protested and squirmed as Melanie tightened it, maybe a little too tight, and stood back up.

“There, that will keep you quiet,” Melanie glared down at the helpless agent. “I’ll leave you here, squirming naked. The next customer will love it!”

“Mmmmph!” Rossy’s eyes widened and she pulled on her bindings.

For good measure Melanie checked the ropes, but they were secure, and stepped out of the room, leaving the agent to her futile struggles.

She was just messing with you. Melanie told herself as she made her way back to the lobby.

Yeah, that was it. Rossy just wanted to cause discord and confusion, maybe use it to her advantage. Lotus wouldn’t sell them.

But she had seen Lotus’ rap sheet, seen how she ran similar operations all over the world, and never seemed to work with the same people twice.

The agent’s words echoed in Melanie’s mind as she reached the lobby, and for the rest of the day.

***

Under normal circumstances, Lotus wouldn’t mind lying in bed with her naked body pressed against Gina’s while the other woman squirmed, bound and gagged, but she would have preferred it if she also wasn’t bound and gagged with a frat boy’s penis pressed against her bare buttocks.

To be fair, Gina was in the same situation as her, with a burly, half dressed frat boy fast asleep in the bed next to the buxom woman, his bear-like arms wrapped around her wriggling form.

“Ummff mmmff” Gina moaned into the white micro-foam tape sealing her lips.

As she moved, her gigantic breasts rubbed against Lotus’ face

“Urrrffff!” Lotus grunted, her mouth also sealed with the same white micro-foam.

She recoiled, feeling her buttocks rub against the frat boy behind her, but he didn’t stir. His penis, completely erect moments earlier, had all but completely deflated.

Was he finally asleep? Lotus wondered, and lifted her head to look over the cramped bedroom that stank of beer and weed.

They were quite literally in a den of wolves. The darkened room with filled with sleeping male forms sprawled out over every flat surface and stuffed in every corner. Bottles and cans littered the empty spaces of the room that weren’t filled with sleeping bodies, along with articles of discarded clothes. She and Gina had been at the mercy of this pack of wolves for several days now, subjected to all sorts of humiliations. For her, the frat boys saw it as punishment for scamming them out of their money.

Little do they know, as soon as I get out of here, I’m having Melanie clean out every account of theirs. They won’t have a cent left.

Broke, they wouldn’t be able to come after her because they wouldn’t be able to afford the multi-room rented house they were holding her and Gina in. These brats would have to crawl on home to Daddy to beg for more money.

“Mmm ummm...”Gina wiggled again. The large frat boy who slept next to her seemed fast asleep, though his arms still clutched her like she was a stuffed animal.

Then again all of the boys treated Gina like a prize over the course of these few days. They had displayed her during meal times and played drinking games with the winners earning a night with Gina, whereas with Lotus, they simply did as they wished with her. Not that Lotus could blame them for how they saw Gina, after all she was a goddess.

One that Lotus would soon have to herself.

She waited another moment, watching as Gina once again tried to wriggle free from her sleeping captor’s grasp. A tingle went through Lotus’ body as Gina’s bare nipples brushed against hers, and despite her best efforts, a shiver ran down her spine.

“Huurrm…” Lotus sighed.

Gina stopped, stared at her with those wide, doe eyes, and renewed her struggles, involuntarily burying Lotus’ head between her bosoms as she did.

“Ummm… mmmm…” Lotus sighed again.

“Gmm…” Gina stared down at the gagged woman sighing between her breasts, and went back to struggling.

Gina’s strategy had shifted to trying to shimmy out from under the frat boy’s arms, and she was sliding down now, and for a moment was face to gagged face with Lotus, who winked at her as she lid down.

“Mmm!” Gina hissed, coming across a set back: Her breasts.

Her greatest strength was now her weakness, as they were so large Gina was finding that she had trouble squeezing them out from under the sleeping frat boy’s crossed arms.

“Mmmfff… ummm…” Gina grunted, wiggling her nude form against her sleeping captor. Her movements were slow, some what methodical, as she didn’t want to wake the passed out boy, but that made Gina’s struggles even more appealing to Lotus, who would have licked her lips if she wasn’t gagged.

Lotus knew that Gina shouldn’t have to be so careful. All of the frat boys had been close to black out drunk earlier. They would all sleep like the dead. Still, that didn’t make Gina’s struggles any less appealing.

As Lotus leered at the bound woman trying to suck in her giant breasts in, she heard the frat boy softly start to snore behind her.

It was time.

“Ufff mmmm…” Gina grunted, doing her best to wriggle out of her captor’s grasp. The large breasted woman was so wrapped up in her own struggles she didn’t notice Lotus’ own subtle movements across from her.

A few subtle shifts and twists of her wrist and Lotus sat up, bringing her hands out in front of her. The rope, which once bound her hands together, dangled uselessly around her wrists now.

“Wmmmff?” Gina squealed, staring at Lotus in wonder.

Lotus wanted to smile down at her fellow captive, but realized that she was still gagged, but instead held a finger to her gagged lips and winked.

Silly girl, did she really think that I would run a kidnapping operation and not know how to get out of ropes? Lotus giggled under her gag.

Granted, it had taken much longer for her to escape than she originally intended. Her captors kept her close, and it was hard to find a time when they all had their guards down at the same time. Thankfully, with them all in a drunken stupor, she finally had an opportunity.

But not only that, but when she made her escape, she was determined to take Gina with her. She had gone through too much trouble to leave such a woman with these jackals. Evidently Gina wanted Lotus to bring her along too, judging from the pleading looks and the way she was beckoning with her head.

“Ummmmfff mmnno! Hllpp!” Gina hissed into her gag.

Lotus ignored her though, and reached up, grabbed the edge of the tape over her mouth, and peeled. Inch by inch she felt the sticky adhesive coming away from her skin, taking her time not to hurt herself as she pulled. Once the tape was completely off, Lotus let out a small sigh of relief, tossed it aside, and quickly undid the ropes around her ankles.

Gina never took her eyes off of Lotus as the other woman untied her ankles, and once completely free, she turned to her helpless cohort and smiled.

Time to get us out of here. Lotus thought as she shifted her nude body across the bed towards the bound Gina.

But then she noticed something catch Gina’s eye behind her. The buxom woman lifted her head, her large brown eyes going wider, and turned to Lotus.

“Ummmphh mmmph! Mmmllkk!” Gina was gesturing with her head.

Before Lotus could turn, she felt a strong hand grab her by the wrist.

“Going somewhere?” Blondie, the leader of the frat boys, hissed in her ear.

Lotus cried out and swung her other hand, hoping to catch him off guard. She mentally cursed herself for letting her own guard down.

Where was he? How did he sneak up on me? She assumed he had been in the pile of sleeping frat boys somewhere, but had he been secretly watching her? Or had he simply woken up to catch her trying to escape.

As he other hand swung to him, she felt another set of hands grab it by the wrist. Lotus swung her head to see another frat boy next to her.

“Ugh! Let me go!”

“Mmmmph!” Gina cried, trying to kick and struggle. The frat boy sleeping against her had awoken, and his eyes blinked rapidly, trying to take in the scene around him.

“You aren’t leaving yet? The party’s just getting started.” Blondie taunted.

“Oh just wait until I get out of this. You all will pay!” Lotus grunted and pulled, but the frat boys had twisted her arms behind her back.

“Someone get the cuffs, and some masks!” Blondie ordered.

Masks? Lotus looked around to see frat boys scurrying to answer their leader’s command.

“Wumfff?” Gina flopped on the bed. The frat boy behind her had sat up, but kept his hands around her shoulders.

Lotus felt the cold metal of handcuffs around her wrists, and turned to glare at Blondie, then a smell hit her…

A very familiar smell, something she herself had used quite often…

Chloroform!

No sooner had she smelled the noxious substance than one of the frat boys bent her head back. She cried out in alarm as one of them lowered what looked like a white medical mask towards her face.

“No, no! No-ummmph!” She cried as the medical mask was placed over her mouth and nose and the overpowering smell of chloroform overtook her. As soon as she had a whiff of the substance, the room started spinning.

There was a chloroform soaked rag stuffed inside of the mask, the smell was overpowering. A heavy fog instantly settled over her brain.

“Mmmm…” She cried, feeling the elastic band of the mask snap in place.

Suddenly she felt like she barely had the strength hold her head up, let alone struggle against her captors. Looking up, she saw one of the chloroform soaked masks placed over the already gagged Gina as well. Gina’s eyes instantly fluttered and her head lowered as she too struggled to stay conscious.

The sight of Gina’s wonderful breasts slumping as the other woman passed out was the last thing Lotus saw before she too lost consciousness.

3.

You always have to keep The Queen satisfied. Thought The King as he watched, the regal, dominant woman make her way across the pool deck towards him, flanked by her personal guard of concubines. He had pulled out all of the stops for her visit as he always did. A Queen deserved a good time, even a show, like the one he had planned for her tonight.

The pool parties at The Lady Luck Casino were legendary, but the private events were myth. Only the select made it to these, and even then, half of the guests were not there voluntarily, much like Jessica Lannon, their “guest of of honor.” King was particularly proud of how she was arranged. Jessica’s body was a work of art, and now it was displayed as such.

Most of the other guests were members of Ace’s organization or clients, there to enjoy the “sights” for themselves. Security was even tighter at these events, with men posted at every entrance to the pool area, even though the doors were locked too. All invited guests got escorts up, except The Queen, who went where she wanted.

Now The Queen marched towards him, standing out among the sea of half-dressed bodies. Some wore swimwear, others wore leather, and some wore nothing at all. The Queen though wore a tight fitting spandex skirt that clung to her like it was painted on, stopping high on her thigh to show off her firm, shapely legs. Her equally impressive cleavage was pushed high up as well but her breasts stayed firm as she walked, showing that The Queen truly controlled every aspect of her body. To complete the look, her dirty blond hair was pulled tight into a bun.

Walking in step behind her was The Queen’s head concubine, the loyal Vera. Thickly muscled with porcelain skin decorated with tattoos, Vera had piercing blue eyes and even more striking red hair, pulled back tightly in a bun to match her master.

The King stood waiting for the approaching ensemble, hands clasped in front him. He couldn’t help but run his fingers over the cast on his wrist, and seethed with rage as he felt it. One week later and his broken wrist still throbbed. The doctors had given him a prescription for medication for the pain but King had never filled it. Pills dulled the senses, and King needed all of his focus. Besides, the pain kept him angry.

“How’s your booboo King? Shall I kiss it and make it better?” The Queen stopped and raised her eyebrow at his cast.

“Your exquisite touch can heal any wound.” King smiled as the The Queen held out her own hand. He gently kissed it and motioned to the private cabana he had behind them.

“Please, make yourself comfortable. Can I get you some water?”

“I think I can get my own.” The Queen’s lit up as they settled on his water fountain.

Jessica had always enjoyed displaying her body, now here she was, a work of art to be admired for all to see.

“Ullluggg…gmmm…” Jessica protested as The Queen grabbed a glass from a nearby table.

“I must say King, you’ve outdone yourself with this one.” The Queen lifted the glass towards the flowing arc of crystal clear water spouting from Jessica’s mouth.

“Thank you, I hoped it would make you proud.”

“Ummmf! Mmm!” Jessica’s eyes widened, watching as The Queen filled the glass and then took a long sip while eying the helpless human water fountain.

Jessica wore seashells over over her breasts much like Gina and Tanya had that night. Though Jessica’s breasts were not as sizable as either of those women, they still looked rather appetizing under the shell pasties. Instead of the g-string bottom that went with that outfit, her lower half was a rather impressive, and lifelike (and expensive) mermaid tail. Underneath the the tail, both of Jessica’s toned and tanned legs had been secured together. Her hands were bound to a ceramic pillar behind her, and she sat on a mound of stones in a cement pool.

It was her head though, that King was most proud of. Jessica had been gagged with a ring gag, which had been secured to the pillar, keeping her neck back and straight, and a hose had been run up behind her, along her neck, and secured to the end of the ring, spouting a jet of fresh water from her mouth.

“Glubbb…bmmmff…” Jessica blubbered as King grabbed a glass and filled it with the water arching from her gagged mouth.

“Shall we?” King motioned to the cushioned seats under the cabana, giving them an excellent view of the pool area, and of the show King was about to put on for The Queen.

“Of course.” The Queen smiled and nodded at him, and then strolled over to one of the chairs and sunk into it, Vera taking her usual position behind her while the other concubines spread out, some helping themselves to drinks from the Jessica fountain.

King took a seat next to The Queen.

“Jack joining us?” He asked, though he already knew the answer.

“He said he had something else to attend to.” The Queen answered.

“I don’t like it,” The King furrowed his brow. “He’s been too distant lately.”

“I fear he’s hiding something.” The Queen looked out over the pool.

“Should we be worried?” King asked.

“No,” The Queen turned back to him. “Jack is loyal. Whatever it is, it’s harmless.” She leaned back and smiled.

King knew about The Queen and Jack’s “relationship.” Jack tended to the dominant type, but he submitted to The Queen like a little puppy. He fancied himself independent but was completely loyal to her.

“So, Ace has concerns.” The Queen sipped her water.

King snapped his fingers to one of the lifeguards patrolling the pool, who nodded at him. It was time for the show.

Most of the lifeguards were students or locals, people who had no knowledge of Ace or of the casino’s true purpose. They knew that they had to wear skimpy uniforms as part of the “brand” of Lady Luck Casino but they didn’t think it went deeper than that. But there were a few other lifeguards, who were privy to the secret goings on about the casino, and they were the ones working the secret parties.

“I share Ace’s concerns.” King answered The Queen.

“This situation has gotten out of control, two of the women got away, aided by an unknown party, you get attacked. A new Sheriff in town too, this is bringing too much attention.”

“We’ve discovered that the one who did this,” He motioned to his wrist. “Also helped the new Sheriff escape.”

The Queen raised an eyebrow at that and opened her mouth to answer but was cut off by a cry close by the pool.

“Hey! Get off of me! Help!” Naomi cried as she was dragged out of a door towards the pool by her fellow lifeguards, all female. There were those wading in the pool who turned to watch as the young, dark skinned girl was dragging kicking and struggling towards the water. She was still clad in her red one-piece thong swimsuit that all lifeguards wore.

All of the lifeguards simultaneously blew their whistles, signaling for everyone to get out of the water. The party guests obeyed, though they never took their eyes off of Naomi, knowing they were in store for a show.

“Here’s an employee who was insubordinate to her employer,” King gestured towards Naomi. “Though I believe in second chances. I just think she needs a refresher in training.”

“Am I about to see your cute little lifeguards in action?” The Queen smiled and leaned back.

“You’ll see why I trust them with everyone’s life.” The King smiled.

“Get off! Let me go!” Naomi grunted, trying to elbow her captors, and former co-workers.

They obliged, suddenly shoving her forward and into the deep end of the pool.

“Brad said that he’s keeping tabs on Tanya and that she shouldn’t be a problem.” The Queen added, taking a sip.

“This isn’t a game. Why do we still have that muscular bimbo Lisa running around with us?” The King sighed.

When Brad first told them of Shelly’s mole, King wanted her dealt with immediately, but Brad had convinced them not to act yet. King didn’t like the kid, too young and cocky, acted like he ran things already.

“Don’t worry, we just want to see what their game is. Let Brad have his fun.” The Queen placed a reassuring hand on his arm.

There was a volley of splashing in the pool as Naomi tried to swim for the opposite side, and in her mind, freedom, but two other lifeguards had dived in immediately after her, one with a small, white, circular lifesaver that looked a bit too small for Naomi. King and Queen watched as the guards darted toward the fleeing girl like sharks chasing prey.

They surfaced on either side of her, one grabbing Naomi and pinning her arms to her side while the other girl, a young, fit, all American type with flowing blond hair, held up the life-preserver and addressed the onlookers.

“Hello, we’re here to demonstrate some of the lifesaving techniques we lifeguards use every day to help people.” She smiled brilliantly at her audience.

“In this case, we have a someone one panicking while we try to save them, so the best course is always to restrain them...” She gestured to the other lifeguard pinning Naomi’s arms while the other girl still kicked and thrashed. “Until you can get the floatation on them.”

With that, she threw the life-preserver over Naomi’s head. The girl thrashed and struggled as the lifeguards pushed the small circular object down past her breasts, pinning her flailing arms to her side. Meanwhile, on the deck, several more lifeguards placed a stretcher down and stood at attention next to it.

“What about this Gina, the new Sheriff?” The Queen asked, a smile creeping across her lips as she watched the show.

“She’s seemingly gone to ground. Our man in the office says she hasn’t been in all week.”

“I don’t like it.” The Queen shook her head.

“Think maybe we scared her off?” King asked, though he himself didn’t believe that for a second.

“Not for a moment. No doubt she’s planning her next move with her new friend.”

In the pool, either lifeguard took a side of the life-preserver and were dragging Naomi, who was still kicking and screaming through the pool to the steps leading out to the deck.

“About that...” King asked holding up his wrist.

“Yes?” The Queen, raising her eyebrows.

“When we find who did this,” He gestured with his eyes to his broken wrist. “I want them. Both of them, the pickpocket and the other one. You and Ace can have Gina but these two are mine. They humiliated me in my own house.”

The Queen took a long drink, thinking it over. Typically no one made demands of her, but her and King had a good relationship, and he rarely asked for anything.

Meanwhile, the two lifeguards had dragged Naomi out of the pool and over to the stretcher next to the other guards.

“After you get them from the water, first-aid is essential, the faster the better.” The blond addressed the crowd, meanwhile, one guard held Naomi’s hands behind her back while two others pulled the tube from her.

“Stop it! Ow! Just wait until I get out of here! Do you hear me?”

The tube came off of her, and a guard grabbed her from under the arm pits while two others grabbed her shins.

“Ahh! What are you doing?” She cried as they lifted her off her feet and carried her towards the stretcher.

“The patient should also be restrained so that they don’t fall off until help arrives.”

“No!” Naomi cried.

“Fine.” The Queen agreed to King after thinking over his proposal.

Naomi was being held down in the stretcher, fighting valiantly as her hands and feet were secured in place by straps.

“Stop! Help!” Naomi screamed as a strap was pulled tight across her chest.

“Sometimes the patient may have a gaping wound that needs treatment…” The blond began, and was handed a small, white cloth and gauze by other guard.

The blond knelt by Naomi, who’s head was being strapped in place by the other guards.

“First, apply some padding.” The Blond held up the white cloth.

“Don-ummph!” Naomi was cut off by the blond shoving the small cloth in her mouth.

“And apply pressure...” The Blond continued, and used both hands to hold the cloth in place over Naomi’s mouth.

“Ummmfff! Mmmm! Ggmmffff!” Naomi wriggled helplessly, her head held in place by the restraints on the stretcher.

“Until you can use gauze to hold the padding in place.” The Blond motioned to another guard, who was unraveling the gauze.

“What about these two?” King motioned to Jessica, who watched, wide-eyed, as the gauze was wrapped around Naomi’s mouth.

“Mmmmfff! Mmmm! Gmmmm!” Naomi moaned, twisting her head as layer after layer was wrapped around her mouth, securing the padding in place.

“Why King, are you throwing your leftovers at me?” The Queen gasped.

“Not at all, come.” The King rose, gesturing for The Queen to join him.

He stepped towards Jessica, his human fountain, and gestured at her rock solid body, glistening with moisture.

“Look at this specimen! Wouldn’t you love to haver her as your own private slave?”

“Uluggg… bbblllrrggg…” Jessica pleaded with her eyes, unable to shake her head.

“Now, sometimes you may have to treat a wound, but those pesky clothes are in the way.” The Blond called from the pool deck as she was handed a pair of scissors.

“I don’t doubt that.” The Queen agreed.

“And here…” The King lead her over to the stretcher where Naomi was secured.

“In that case,” The Blond inserted the scissors at the bottom of Naomi’s one piece, above the thigh. “Just cut it away.”

“Nnrrrrmmm! Mmmphh!” Naomi pleaded, twisting and writhing as the Blond moved the scissors up, slicing through the red swimsuit as she did.

“Urrgggg ggmmmm hmmmph!” Naomi wriggled and struggled.

With a fluid movement, the blond cut a tear up the middle of Naomi’s swimsuit, set down the scissors, and pulled the tattered swimsuit apart, exposing Naomi’s small, but perky breasts and bare mid-section.

“Ummm! Mmm! Gmm!”

King and Queen stopped, hovering over the bound and gagged girl, leering at her nude, writhing form.

“Look, fresh, all for you. I kept her away from my men so no one has touched her yet.” King gestured to Naomi’s naked form.

“Uggg gmm! Hlllp!” Naomi cried, her wide, brown eyes staring up at the Queen in quivering anticipation.

The Queen knelt down next to the bound and gagged girl, studying her like a scientist would study an animal in a trap. After her hungry eyes took in the sight of Naomi’s struggling form, The Queen reached out a hand and caressed one of her bare breasts.

“Gina seemed protective of this one. She could be useful in luring the Sheriff out of hiding.” King paced around Naomi.

The Queen still ran a hand over Naomi’s breast, her eyes now looked like they belonged to a great cat watching its prey.

“Frrrm murrmm… ugggg…” Naomi struggled.

“Yes, I do like this one.” The Queen withdrew, her hand, stood, and motioned to two of her concubines.

“And as you can see, now the patient is ready for transport!” The Blond exclaimed, motioning to the stretcher with the bound and gagged Naomi as one concubine grabbed the end by her feet and the other one grabbed the side with her head.

“Thank you my Queen.” The King bowed his head in thanks.

“Mmmph! Mmmm gmm! Ummmph!” Naomi cried as she was carried off by the concubines.

The Queen turned to look at Jessica as the lifeguards all blew their whistles, signaling that the guests were good to get back in the water.

“Shall I have her packed up for you?” The King asked, noticing the familiar glint of lust in The Queen’s eye.

“Oh yes, I think I’m getting ideas.” She sighed.

He signaled to some of his men to get Jessica ready for shipment, smiling as he did.

4.

Focus on Gina’s breasts. Lotus told herself as she tried to keep her attention on the steady rise and fall of her fellow captive’s mesmerizing bosoms through the haze of her own chloroform induced stupor.

Just keep focusing. The thought drifted through her head like a wisp of smoke before vanishing. Lotus felt her head lull again and her eyes fluttered as she fought to maintain semi-consciousness. She had to keep awake, had to keep focus if she wanted to make it through this ordeal.

On the bed across from her, Gina seemed to be having worse luck faring against the chloroform. Like Lotus, Gina was completely naked, bound hand and foot, and also like Lotus, she was fitted with a medical mask that had a chloroform soaked rag stuffed inside. The masks effectively gagged both women while also keeping them in a state of semi-consciousness, though now it looked like Gina would be going under again any second. Her eyes were rolling up in her head and she was making soft moaning sounds into her mask.

“Ummm...hmmmphhh…” Gina moaned as she lied prone on her side. Her struggles had been more fierce than Lotus, which meant she was breathing in more of the chloroform, so it was hitting her harder.

Lotus was attempting the opposite, and was lying perfectly still, attempting a meditation technique where she breathed little as possible and when she did, took very shallow breaths. She was using Gina’s bare breasts as her point of focus and to keep her centered.

Still, the smell of the chloroform was overpowering, and every time she took a small breath, it felt like her head was swimming in a raging ocean. Part of her body wanted to cry out, to take in a breath, but she knew that if she did, then she would drift off in helplessness like Gina, and Lotus had sworn that she wouldn’t endure another day at the mercy of the frat boys.

Since they had applied the chloro-masks to her and Gina, Lotus’ time as a captive had been a haze of humiliation at the hands of her drunken captors. It felt like a dream, where she was moving from one scenario to another with the barest of connecting thread. Every now and then they would remove her mask and Lotus would have a moment of lucidity as she experienced another debasement at the hands of the frat boys, but always at night, they would put the masks back on her and Gina.

At least tonight she and the big-breasted woman had the bed to themselves, as the frat boys all slept off the events of their debaucherous night on the floor around them. It was another reason why Lotus was so determined to get free, because she didn’t have to worry about scurrying out from under a frat boy sharing the bed with her.

Lotus took another shallow breath, feeling the whiff of chloroform. Her head, already in a fog and swimming, suddenly felt like it was under water.

“Mmm…” She moaned, struggling to cling to consciousness.

Don’t fall asleep, don’t! She gritted her teeth, another mistake, since once again the chloroform hit her.

“Ummm…” Lotus felt her muscles relax, her body rebelling against her mind, trying to obey the hold that the chloroform had over her.

Lotus rested her head and held her breath, which steadied her a little bit, but she still felt like she was on a boat adrift on choppy waters. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold out against the chloroform before it eventually put her under, and then she would awake to another day as a bondage slave.

No, no more!

She shifted her wrists against the ropes, slowly, deliberately, trying to use as little energy as possible. Lotus knew it was delicate balance because she had to take her time getting free but also every moment she wasted meant the chloroform was one step closer to doing its job.

Her wrists and fingers moved delicately along the ropes binding her, and she was grateful that the frat boys had traded out handcuffs for ropes again, no doubt they thought that the chloro-mask would keep Lotus from escaping again.

But like everyone else, they had underestimated her.

It took all of her focus and concentration to make shallow breathes and work away at her knots, but she felt the bindings loosen around her wrists and had to restrain herself from letting out a cry of excitement. After a few more moments, her wrists were free. There was a rush of lightheadedness as she sat up and reached to pull off her mask, causing her to pause and hold her breath again.

Stupid, don’t get carried away! She chided herself. The last thing Lotus wanted was to get so close to freedom only to be her own undoing.

After sitting a moment, she slowly lifted her arms, held her breath, and pulled off the mask. There was a rush of fresh air to her lungs and Lotus let out a long, relieved sigh. At this point she didn’t care that the room smelled like sweat and beer, it just felt good to take in a breath that wasn’t filled with chloroform.

She sat there on the bed, gasping and taking in air, and after a few moments felt her muscles starting to wake up. As much as she wanted to savor this moment and her freedom, she also knew that she couldn’t waste time if she wanted to get out of there with Gina. Lotus took another breath, and then looked down at the half conscious other woman, whose eyes were still fluttering as she attempted to cling to consciousness.

Lotus set her tiptoes down on the bare carpet and stood straight, stretching and arching her back. It felt good to use her muscles after being bound and helpless for so long, though she knew she wasn’t in the clear yet. She would have to find a way of getting Gina out of her quickly and quietly, but first, she needed clothes. Still on her tiptoes, she stepped nimbly among the sleeping frat boys, moving like a shadow through the room. It was a dance, a ballet as she twirled and twisted her nude body, each movement graceful and deliberate. Every muscle and sinew in her body moved with purpose as she straddled a sleeping body, arched her body, and retrieved a pair of sweatpants with two fingers.

They were a bit big but they would work in a pinch. After all, she wasn’t trying to look good, she just had to wear something until she got back to the parlor. Lotus pranced over to a bare spot of carpet and stepped into the over sized sweats, pulling the drawstring as tight as she could. Once the pants were on, she stayed rooted in place, bent over, and lifted a t-shirt off the ground. Much like the pants, it was far too big for her, but she shrugged it on, leaving it hanging off one shoulder. To complete the ensemble, she slipped into a nearby pair of flip-flops.

Lotus could only imagine what she looked like at the moment. No doubt like some beach ruffian that had just rolled out of bed, but she didn’t care. There was plenty of time to be glamorous later, right now escape, and time, were of the essence.

She turned back to Gina, seeing her still lying naked and barely conscious. That was the next part, getting Gina out of this den of animals.

Lotus’ eyes scanned the room, having become well adjusted to the darkness, and they fell on something large and rectangular propped in a corner…

A luggage case.

***

Despite the early hour, there was already a decent size crowd on the boardwalk. It was the peak of the summer season, and everyone wanted to soak up all of the summer sun they could. The bright morning sun was well along its steady journey over the beach. As she walked, Lotus could feel the eyes of several beach goers on her as she strolled along, head held high. She imagined that she must present quite the image, a woman of exquisite and exotic beauty, dressed as if she had pulled her clothes from a dumpster.

I may as well. Lotus thought. The oversized shirt she had on smelled like it hadn’t been washed in weeks, which it probably hadn’t. It was no matter though, since she was discarding it as soon as she got to the parlor.

With her attire and the luggage case she was pulling behind her, she probably just looked like another tourist. A traveler weary from a long night’s journey on her way to lodgings. In a way she was, as it had taken her the rest of the night to get from the frat house to the boardwalk, lugging her uncooperative luggage the entire way.

As she walked down the boardwalk, she ignored the glances the from men (and occasional women) as she carried on. Just as long as their attention was on her, and not her luggage, then everything would be fine. If they looked close enough at the case dragging behind her, they may have noticed it twitch or move on occasion, of how Lotus would tighten and strain her wrist to keep it from tipping over, and if anyone got real close, they would hear the muffled cries of Gina, bound and gagged inside of the case.

No doubt the buxom captive was uncomfortable. Not only was she probably hot inside of the case, but the tall woman had been contorted rather tightly to fit in the case, but Lotus was resolute that she wasn’t leaving her prize with those alcoholic jackals. After getting dressed, Lotus had carried the luggage case into the hallway outside of the bedroom and left it open, both sides of it gaping like a hungry mouth. Then Lotus had snuck back into the room, slung the still bound and gagged woman over her shoulder, and carried her out. Gina’s protests had been minimal thanks to the chloro-mask, but Lotus had removed the mask once she had Gina tucked away in the case, figuring that after being doused with the substance for so long that Gina would most likely behave during transportation.

It had taken some effort to shove Gina into the case, and her long, shapely legs were shoved up against her gagged mouth, and before she could protest, Lotus had closed and zipped the case shut. Then there was the ordeal of carrying the luggage with the struggling Gina down the stairs, out the door, and down the stairs of the front porch.

Lotus ignored the aching pain in her muscles as she continued down the boardwalk, a combination of her days of captivity and transporting the captive Gina.

Maybe once I get back to the parlor I’ll get Delilah to give me a massage. Lotus thought. That was an appealing idea. She could use one.

Her sore legs protested as she quickened her pace. Lotus could feel the temperature rising, and she wanted to get Gina safely to the parlor before the heat in the case became unbearable. It also took all of her self control not to look over her should to see if the frat boys had followed, but she felt like that would draw even more attention to her if she kept looking behind her. Plus, she assumed that most of them wouldn’t wake from their drunken slumber until well into the afternoon, and even then, probably too hung over to come chase her.

Still, she felt herself hurrying. She was so close now, she couldn’t falter.

Then she felt the luggage case heave to the side, rocked by a fresh struggle from its bound and gagged contents. Lotus looked behind her to see the case teetering, about to fall over, and clutched the handle with both hands to steady it. She could feel the handle shaking as Gina rocked her bound form inside, and Lotus grunted and twisted. Her hands were slick with sweat, and she felt her grip slipping. With another grunt and surge of effort, she steadied the case and flipped it back on it’s two wheels. Gina was proving to be more stubborn than she thought, and not for the first time, Lotus found herself wishing that she would have left the chloro-mask on Gina.

“Do you need help with that?” Someone asked, and Lotus broke out in a fresh sweat, spinning to see a young man in his thirties, a business type with a neatly cropped head of hair and a white polo shirt and shorts.

“Oh, no thank you.” She smiled, making sure to quiver her voice to feign nervousness and embarrassment, which wasn’t hard given the situation.

“It’s not a problem, here.” He reached for the handle.

“Please, I got it. Thank you though. It’s just overpacked.” She giggled and kept going down the boardwalk, dragging the case behind her.

“If you want to take some stuff out I can carry-” He began, keeping pace with her.

“It’s alright, I’m almost there anyway.” She waved and kept going going, both of her hands clutching the handle for dear life.

“Almost where?” He asked, still following.

“I’m… meeting someone.” She smiled.

Can’t he take a hint? Get lost. She was growing impatient.

“Just let me help you the rest of the way.” He reached for the handle once again.

God, he’s tenacious. Lotus pulled the case away, deciding to go with a different tactic.

“Hey, just leave me alone you creep!” She called, projecting her voice so that everyone in earshot could hear.

“Hey what?” The man stepped back, hands up. Lotus noticed several onlookers gathering around them.

“I said stop following me!” She said in a pleading tone. Her eyes were wild and desperate.

It did the trick, they were attracting an audience.

“Hey, are you bothering this lady?” A middle aged man with a beer belly sauntered over to the man.

“No, I was just-” The business man explained.

“Get away from her you pervert!” A young woman in her early 20s jabbed a finger at the man.

The man desperately tried to plead his case, but Lotus wasn’t around to hear it. As more people gathered to defend her honor, she pressed on past the crowd and down the boardwalk. After a few more yards, the uproar was safely behind her. Once she reached the turn where the parlor was, Lotus risked a look over her should to see if anyone was watching, and then strolled up to the parlor door.

She breathed a sigh of relief to find the front door unlocked, and turned the knob and stepped in, dragging the case in behind her.

“Hello, can I…” Delilah began from behind the desk, her draw dropping when she saw Lotus stepping in, wearing ill-fitting clothing and lugging a massive case behind her.

“Well don’t just stand there, close the door.” Lotus motioned with her head to the parlor door as she pulled the case into the center of the room.

Delilah obediently jumped up from behind the desk and hurried over to shut the door behind Lotus as the Asian woman dragged her case towards the curtain leading to the back area.

“What’s going-” Melanie stepped out of the computer room, stopping to gawk at Lotus and her oversized luggage.

Lotus would explain later, for now she had to get Gina out of the case and somewhere away from prying eyes. She pulled aside the curtain, strolled into the main hallway of the parlor. She was about to step into the first door she found when Melanie blocked her, crossed her arms, and glared at Lotus.

“What the hell?” She spat.

“Get out of my way.” Lotus glared back.

“Oh no, you don’t get to disappear for days and then come back and act like nothing happened!” Melanie’s golden breasts heaved with anger as she screamed at Lotus.

“Don’t you speak to me like that or I’ll-” Lotus stepped forward, jabbing a finger at the blond.

“Or what? You need me a hell of a lot more than I need you. Gonna find someone else to do your dirty work.” Melanie smiled and placed her hands on her hips, knowing she had a point.

Lotus fumed, quaking with anger. She balled her fists and wished that she could have destroyed the blond with a single glance in that moment.

“Delilah would you be a doll and take this case to one of the empty rooms, open it, and make sure it’s contents are secure?” Lotus rolled the luggage case forward and Delilah took the handle.

Delilah was not expecting the case to be as heavy, or to feel Gina struggling inside, and soon was grunting and dragging it with both hands down the hall. The whole time, Melanie continued to glare at Lotus.

“What?” Lotus raised an eyebrow.

“Not gonna tell us what happened?” Melanie arched an eyebrow in return.

“I was delayed, that’s all you need to know.”

Melanie crossed her arms but didn’t say anything.

“Is that clear?” Lotus sneered.

“Fine.” Melanie spat out the word like old gum.

“Fine, now if you’ll excuse me, I need a long bath. Send Delilah up to my room for a massage after she’s finished with our new guest.”

Lotus turned and didn’t give Melanie a second look as she made her way down the hall. The blond was turning into a problem.

No matter. Lotus had an idea of how to deal with this particular problem.

To be continued...
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