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Previously...

Gina Dollson was a successful bikini model in the L.A area when she met a young girl named Felicia Fetters. Sensing a kindred spirit, Gina took Felicia under her wing and brought her into the modeling world. Jealousy and resentment soon grew in Felicia, and at a bikini pageant, she enacts a plan to have Gina kidnapped so that Felicia can supplant her as top model. The plan, goes awry though, and Gina's career and reputation is left in ruins.

Years later, Felicia has taken a job as Sheriff of a small beach town named Marston's Pointe. There, Felicia meets an ambitious and buxom reporter named Tanya, and a mysterious woman named Shelly, a woman with plans to take over Marston Pointe's seedy criminal underbelly. But Gina is also waiting, and soon enacts her revenge on Felicia, kidnapping the sheriff and her lover, sensuous bartender Janet. Gina declares herself Sheriff of the town and vows to clean up crime in Marston's Pointe.

Soon, Gina receives a cry for help from Jessica, an old friend from her modeling days. Jessica has stumbled across valuable evidence pertaining to Marston's Pointe's criminal underground. Gina attempts to aid her old friend, but soon both women find themselves placed in a fiendish death trap, one which they barely escape.

Gina must find a way to keep Jessica safe from the men chasing her, but she doesn't know that there's a third party interested in the information Jessica has acquired...

8.

Tanya's feet were killing her, she was very certain that she had sunburn, and about had it with cars whizzing by and beeping loudly or cat calling her. Left alone outside the Lady Luck Casino in just her bikini, Tanya had no choice but to walk home, barefoot. Those goons at the casino think that they actually got rid of her? Wait until they see the write up she does for the paper and how in depth she would go over their treatment of her. As for that new Sheriff, Gina, it didn't look like she was going to do anything about Ace's illegal activity. Despite Gina's assurances, that dental floss bikini she was wearing told Tanya that she wasn't there on official business, despite her badge.

The concrete of the sidewalk was hot on Tanya's feet. At least that Sheriff could have offered her a ride! Tanya fumed thinking about it, this woman, supposedly the symbol of law and order in this town, was probably right now lounging by the pool sipping a margarita! Sheriff Fetters, for all her bungling, at least tried to take the job seriously. The cops in this town were getting as bad as the crooks!

Another car whizzed past and laid on it's horn. Tanya turned just in time to see two young boys with spiked hair and sunglasses pointing at her with big smiles on their faces. She returned their smiles with two middle fingers. Once the car was out of sight, Tanya lowered her fingers and huffed. Her feet, in fact her legs in general, were killing her. Despite being proud of her body, Tanya rarely spent time in the gym, and it was showing.

In another few minutes, Tanya turned on her street and let out a sigh of relief. Once she got home, it would a long bath and then a nap before she wrote up her scathing article about the casino, with maybe some sly jabs at the new Sheriff while she was at it. Her house got nearer, and as she walked so she saw a blue van pulling away from the curb outside. Tanya made a point to recognize everyone's car on her street, and this one was brand new. She tried not to stare, thinking that would draw attention to herself, but then realized that her bikini was doing that job for her.

The van made a U-turn in the middle of the street and started driving down towards her. Tanya could make out two men driving, the one in the passenger seat stared at her, his jaw dropping. The driver kept his eyes mostly on the road, but kept stealing sly looks at Tanya as he drove. In a minute, the van drove past her and made the turn off the street. She turned her head to watch them go and furrowed her brow.

Who were they? Neither of those men looked familiar. She turned back to her house and kept walking. Ever since Felicia Fetters ran away, her house had sat empty. Maybe they were looking to buy the place? Or maybe they were some of Shelly Arnold's “seedier” associates. Tanya stopped and eyed up Shelly's house, directly across the street from her. Shelly Arnold was cold, manipulative, and opportunistic, a woman looking to edge Ace out so that she could control crime in Marston's Pointe. So far, Shelly didn't really factor on Ace's radar because, despite all her efforts, she was still small time. Once Tanya had exposed Ace and brought down his organization, she promised herself Shelly would be next.

Tanya reached her house and was opening the front gate when her son, Ian, opened the front door. Ian had his headphones in and phone out, and was clearly planning on spending the evening anywhere else but home. Just as Ian was closing the door behind him, he looked up to see Shelly closing the front gate and his jaw dropped.

“Mom?” Ian asked.

“There you are! Weren't you worried? I've been gone all day?”

“Mom... why are you wearing that out?” Ian asked. He had been used to seeing his mom in that bikini, in fact he often insisted that she find something more... modest to wear, but now she had apparently gone out and paraded herself around town in it. His nightmare had come true.

“It's none of your business what I wear! Do you know what kind of day I've had?”

“I... I don't really care.” Ian shrugged, knowing a dead end when he saw it, and made for the front gate.

“Just a minute young man!” Tanya grabbed her son by the arm. Ian was 16 years old, lanky, with dark hair and dark eyes, and had taken to spending less and less time at home, and she didn't like it.

“Let go mom!” Ian protested, shaking her off and turning back to the street.

Just as he spun around, a car pulled up on the curb across the street. At first Tanya ignored it and grabbed her son again.

“Where do you think you're going, huh?” She asked, but then noticed that Ian's gaze was glued onto the car across the street.

A woman was exiting the car. Tanya's gaze narrowed at the woman, and so many thoughts ran through her head at once. One thought was “Her tits are massive!”.

Yet another was “How can she go out dressed like that?”

The third thought was recognition. Tanya had seen this woman somewhere, but where?

The woman was very tan, and her body rippled with thick muscles, Tanya could see them all very clearly because the woman wore a tiny, tiny, lime green thong bikini. Over her bikini she wore a black, mesh cover up that was a cover up in name only because it didn't really hide anything. And the woman's tits were huge, massive. They put the Sheriff's obviously fake tits to shame.

Tanya looked at her son to see that Ian's jaw had practically hit the ground. Oh no! She placed a hand over his eyes.

“Mom!” He screamed and pulled away. Across the street, the woman didn't pay any attention and headed for Shelly Arnold's house.

“Hey!” Tanya yelled.

“Come on Mom!” Ian protested, his eyes once again glued to the woman. She was ascending the stairs to Shelly's house, her muscular ass cheeks flexing around the tiny thong as she moved.

“Hey! You can't go out dressed like that!” Tanya yelled, momentarily forgetting the bikini she was wearing.

But the woman ignored them and headed around to the back of Shelly's house.

9.

“Hey! There are children on this street!” Lisa heard the neighbor lady scream as she turned the corner into Shelly's backyard.

Small world. Lisa thought and smiled to herself. She had just seen the neighbor, Tanya Donnelly, earlier today at the pool party. Tanya tried to sneak in without an invite, hoping that a tiny bikini and big tits were all she needed to get in. Of course, security stopped her, but not without Tanya making a scene on her way out. Like most people in Marston's Pointe, Lisa was very aware of who Tanya was and her reputation. There had been many times when Lisa asked Shelly if she wanted Tanya taken care of.

“No, she's a fly. She's buzzing around and annoying people but she's not doing any harm. Let her buzz for now, she could be useful later.” Shelly said, and Lisa nodded in agreement. One of Shelly's strengths was finding a use for everyone. Tanya liked to snoop, but her snooping usually lead to nowhere, so everyone just let her be.

On the back patio, Lisa saw her employer, Shelly, stretched out on her stomach on a lawn chair. Shelly wore her signature black bikini, but had undone the top so that it now laid bunched up beneath her small, beautiful breasts. A black thong was the only thing covering Shelly's amazing ass, and the tanning oil on her bare buns glistened in the afternoon sunlight.

“Upsetting the neighbors I see?” Shelly said, her head was turned towards Lisa, large sunglasses covered her eyes, though Lisa suspected they were closed under the glasses.

Lisa stepped forward and undid her cover up, exposing her large, bikini clad breasts. She tossed the cover up onto a lawn chair as she neared Shelly.

“Your neighbor made quite a spectacle of herself earlier today.” Lisa said, taking a seat on the chair next to Shelly.

“She did now? Not surprising.” Shelly murmured lazily.

“You're starting to burn.” Lisa said and grabbed the tanning oil from a table and squirted some into her hands.

“How was the party?” Shelly asked.

Lisa rubbed the tanning oil between her palms and placed both hands on either of Shelly's butt cheeks.

“Eventful.” Lisa said and dug her hands into the bar flesh of Shelly's backside.

Lisa made her living as a low level freelance bouncer/enforcer. Occasionally Ace, or more specifically, Jack, or The King, would call upon her services. Jack's men liked working with her for two very big, and very obvious, reasons.

They didn't work Lisa too hard, mostly just “protect this shipment”, or “work this event”. A beautiful woman was a good guard to have because people let their guard down around her. Most men were too busy staring at Lisa's tits to imagine all the ways she could kick their ass.

Then Shelly came, and made Lisa an offer: work for me. Shelly told Lisa to keep working for Ace when he called, keep accepting his money, but Shelly would pay her much, much higher, and in return, Lisa would tell her what she knew. Occasionally, Shelly would call on Lisa to act as muscle for something, but for the most part, Lisa was being paid a large sum of money a week to just keep doing what she was doing.

Shelly was a good boss, and had ambition, and a place for Lisa in her eventual criminal empire.

And she was a hell of a lover.

Lisa dug her hands into Shelly's ass and spread the oil over each cheek, not wanting to miss an inch of her employer's delicious backside.

“How so?” Shelly asked, raising her head.

Lisa's hands ran down from Shelly's backside to the inside of her leg.

“The new Sheriff was there. She's hot.”

“Is that so?”

Lisa's hands moved out from between Shelly's legs, and along her cheeks to her hips.

“Mmm hmm, and a friend of hers who came into some very interesting information.”

“Like what?” Shelly was all ears now.

“Someone on the Sheriff's Department works for Ace.” Lisa stopped, her hands resting on either of Shelly's cheeks.

“Do you know who?” Shelly took off her glasses. Her eyes were intense, plotting.

“No, they ran into... trouble. I know where to find this woman though.”

“The Sheriff didn't take her in?” Shelly raised her head to look back at Lisa.

“No, dropped her off at some motel. I imagine that it was because this woman was completely naked.

Shelly narrowed her eyes in confusion.

“A long story,” Lisa shrugged. “The point is, I think we can make this woman talk.”

Shelly nodded and started to sit up. Lisa backed off and watched as her boss held her bikini top over her bare breasts.

“I have methods, I know you do.” She said, turning into a sitting position.

“We have to move fast.” Lisa nodded.

“Get dressed.” Shelly said and got to her feet, placing her thonged behind right in Lisa's face as she rose. Lisa didn't mind, Shelly was a small woman, but a powerful one, and lithe muscles ripped through her body.

“It's time to have some fun.” Shelly said and turned towards her house. Lisa got up to follow.

10.

In the end, Gina didn't put on pants, or a shirt for that matter. All that she did was clip a badge to her bikini top, and wrap a gun belt around her waist. She rode with Caitlyn, the beautiful body builder driving while Gina rode shotgun, still clad in her tiny, purple bikini.

“I still think you could have put on something a little more... official.” Caitlyn said, her eyes shifting over to the Sheriff.

“We don't have time, I want to get this over with and then get to Jessica as fast as I can.”

“Yeah... but...” Caitlyn searched for a rebuttal, but arguing had never been her strong suit.

“This could be huge, bodies! I saw bodies in those cars! They tried to kill me and another woman. This could implicate King and the Casino in colluding with Ace.” Gina turned to her partner, eyes blazing. After her kidnapping (orchestrated by Felicia) Gina had swore to never be bound and gagged again. Jack and his men saw to it that her oath was broken earlier today.

“Colluding?” Caitlyn asked.

“Working together.” Gina sighed. Caitlyn meant well, but neither her nor Eva were cops, which is why Gina kept them at the station most of the time.

Gina had known Caitlyn from her modeling days. They had done a few competitions and shoots together and Gina had always been blown away by how exquisite Caitlyn's body had been. Caitlyn was young, 24 when they met, and was dating a bodybuilder that owned a series of gyms around LA, Gina had actually posed for a few shoots to promote his gyms. Post kidnapping, with nowhere to go, Gina contacted Caitlyn because in a business where everyone was out for themselves, Caitlyn had always been sweet, kind, and trusting.

Too trusting, actually. Gina had always worried that someone would try to take advantage of Caitlyn, and it turned out to be her boyfriend, who funneled most of her modeling money into his failing gyms. In the end, his business went under and they broke up. Both women had nowhere to go, so Gina and Caitlyn became roommates, Gina stayed out of the spotlight by designing bikinis, and Caitlyn modeled them. Selling bikinis was how Gina put herself through criminal justice school, and one night, after many glasses of wine, she told Caitlyn about what happened to her, and how she found out that Felicia was the one behind it.

Caitlyn's eyes were like saucers as Gina spoke, and once her tale was over, Caitlyn asked what Gina was going to do to get Felicia back. Gina had always had a vague plan, but never saw it as more than an idle fantasy. That night, over more wine, Caitlyn pledged to help Gina get revenge on the woman that ruined her career.

And now here they were, Sheriff and Deputy, riding into battle together. The siren on top of the car wailed, and Gina looked in the rearview to see the line of cop cars behind them. She thought that Frank and Randy were both going to have heart attacks when they saw her in her bikini, and she only hoped that they could keep their heads straight enough to do their jobs when the time came.

The casino loomed, coming up fast. After they got free, Gina had insisted to Jessica that she remain in police custody for protection, but Jessica was livid, her adrenaline up, and she refused. She was pissed at the men who tried to kill them, and pissed at Gina for rendering her completely nude. Jessica wanted to be alone, to cool down, and insisted that no one knew where her motel was. They argued as they drove, Gina in her bikini in the driver's seat of her cruiser, and Jessica completely naked in the passengers seat, using a tire to cover her nudity.

Gina left Jessica at her motel, but told Jessica to remain in constant contact. Her secret hope was that after Jess cooled off a bit, she would give in and let herself stay in police custody.

The police procession sped by the casino, and in a few minutes the junkyard came in sight. The gates were closed, and chained now, and a man in a suit accompanied by two security guards stood waiting outside.

How did they know were coming? Gina's brow furrowed as Caitlyn brought the cruiser to a halt outside the junk yard. As far as Gina knew, these men had no reason to expect them. In fact, Gina had gone to great lengths to convince them that they had killed her and Jessica. So what was all this?

The other police cruisers parked around Gina and Caitlyn, killing their sirens but leaving their lights on. As Gina eyed the men outside the gates, she suddenly felt self conscious in her bikini.

“Ready?” Caitlyn asked.

“Yeah,” Gina said, shaking her head. “Let me do the talking.”

Caitlyn exited the car first, followed by Gina. Gina could see the guard's eyes widen at the sight of a beautiful woman in a bikini getting out of a police car. Their eyes shifted from her breasts to the badge to the gun hanging on her hip. The man in the suit, however, didn't seem fazed at all and stepped towards them.

As Gina approached the man, she heard car doors open and close behind her. She turned around to see Frank, Randy, and Eva all falling into place behind her.

The man in the suit kept walking towards her and extended a hand.

“Ah, you must be the new Sheriff! I'm sorry, I must have missed you at the party earlier!” He smiled. Gina stopped and placed a hand on her hip. He was older, with gray hair and small, thin glasses.

“Who might you be?” Gina asked.

“I'm Joseph Kingston, General Manager of Lady Luck Casino.” He smiled, his hand still out.

“The King?” Gina raised her eye brows.

“Yes, that is the nickname that people use for me. You may call me by it if you like.”

Gina ignored him and stalked towards the gates. She could feel his eyes on her as she passed.

“You own this property?”

“Yes, it is one of the casino's holdings.”

She spun around to face him.

“Are you aware that several men tried to kill myself and one other woman earlier today?”

The King's eyes widened in concern.

“Heavens no! What are you talking about?”

“ Several men, lead by the criminal known only as “Jack”, assaulted and attempted to kill both myself and Jessica Lannon, your “celebrity judge”.

“We've been trying to contact Ms. Lannon for some time. It appears that she checked out of her room.”

“Yes, and is under police protection. Now open the gates.”

“I'm sorry?” King raised his eyebrows.

“I saw dead bodies in their, Jessica and I had reason to believe that several murders have taken place in this junk yard. Now open up.” Gina stood face to face with the man.

King didn't seem faze or intimidated.

“Tell me Sheriff, is a bikini the new uniform of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department? Because I can see several of you looking quite fetching,” King turned and motioned to Eva and Caitlyn.

“I've had a long day, didn't have time to change.” Gina smiled.

“And I must say, it looks great on you. Have you and the other ladies thought about getting in touch with me? We're always looking for... performers at the casino.”

“Dancers you mean?” Gina's eyes narrowed at the man.

“If that's the term you want to use.” Behind him, Eva and Caitlyn glared at him. Gina couldn't wait to slap the cuffs on him.

“One more time, open the gates.” She said.

“Sure, as soon as I see your warrant.”

Gina's jaw went slack. Dammit! A warrant.

“Did you not hear a word I said?” She had to stay strong, show him that he didn't have the upper hand. “Someone tried to kill me!”

“Yes, yes, where is this woman? For all I know, Ms. Lannon took the casino's money, and we paid her a hefty sum for her appearance, and ran. You say that you had a run in with this “Jack” character, and if what you say is true, that means that you were trespassing on Casino property without permission, and without a warrant!” His voice hardened.

Gina turned to see both security guards crossing their arms. They were big men.

“Did you think that you would roll up in here with your tiny thong and think that we would just let you pass?” King demanded.

“I'll ask one more time for you to let us in.” Gina said, placing both hands on her hips.

“Come back with a warrant and I will gladly let you in. Until then, please excuse yourself or we'll be forced to remove you from our property.” Their eyes met again. His grey eyes were harsh and focused. Once again, Gina turned to the security guards to see that they weren't budging.

She lost, she knew it. By the time they got a warrant, King would have cleared any evidence and they would be back to square one.

And Jessica... They would be looking for Jessica, and right now Jessica was the best weapon Gina had. Jessica could corroborate her story about the men trying to kill them, and testify that King and Ace were working together.

Gina took a step back and looked out over her cops. They were all waiting.

“Let's go everyone.” She said with her head held high.

Caitlyn's face drooped and she made her way back to her cruiser. Everyone else followed suit with a look of confusion on their faces.

“Please Sheriff, feel free to visit Lady Luck Casino any time you want.” King smiled.

“I will back back, you'll see me again.” She warned and headed towards her cruiser.

“I look forward to it.” King turned to watch her go. Gina fumed and balled her fists.

This wasn't over, not by a long shot, but first thing's first.

She had to get to Jessica.

11.

Jessica let out a grunt and positioned the barbell across her shoulders.

Tie and gag me! Her hands wrapped around the metal grips on either end of the barbell and she leveled her gaze at her reflection in the gym mirror. The full body mirror ran along the entire length of the wall and Jessica took a minute to take in her appearance. Her curly blonde hair fell in a tangle around her shoulders, and her body, tanned a deep bronze, glistened with sweat. She wore a black sports bra, though it was a size or two too small, and her breasts threatened to spill out of the tiny top with each breath she took.

She watched as her six pack abs moved with each breathe she took. Her body was a work of art, something that she spent years perfecting, and it was almost all taken away from her this morning. The feeling of helplessness, of humiliation she felt while those men bound her and sent her to her death was a feeling that she never wanted to feel again.

Let them try and take me next time. She gritted her teeth and squatted down, feeling the barbell across her shoulder push down as gravity took a hold. Her knees bent and her muscle bound ass jutted out behind her. Jessica was always very proud of her backside, a product of many squats in the gym, and loved to show it off. Thong bikinis were the only type she owned, and even now she couldn't resist showing off her tush.

Her workout shorts were barely shorts, and stopped halfway along her backside, showing off the bottom half of her butt cheeks. Underneath, she wore a small, white thong. Jessica shared the gym with two people, a small, blonde woman and a dark haired, muscle bound woman with massive breasts.

As Jessica finished her squat, she noticed the blond woman eying up the mirror on her side of the gym, her eyes flitting back and forth, no doubt sneaking looks at her and wondering why she could wear something so skimpy to the gym.

If you got it, flaunt it. Jessica exhaled and stood up, feeling her glutes clench as they pushed up against the weight.

The small blonde woman was sitting on a bench doing curls, and Jessica could see that despite her size, she was covered in lean muscle. She wore a tight, black sleeveless top and black tights, and Jessica noticed the blonde's eyes flit over to her as she rose up from her squat. As Jessica got back into a standing position, she shot the woman a “what are you looking at”look.

Catching the look, the blonde quickly looked away. Jessica's eyes turned to the other woman, the one with the massive tits. Like the blonde, this one wore a black sleeveless shirt and black tights, and was currently attempting the leg press. Tits, as Jessica nicknamed her, had her back to Jessica as she worked the leg press, and was “attempting” the machine in the sense that every time the woman's legs came down, they knocked her knees into her massive, most likely fake, tits.

Jessica allowed herself an amused smile. The angle of the leg press machine gave Jessica a perfect view of the woman's breasts and how the bounced every time her knees hit into them.

Might be regretting those implants right about now. Jessica smiled, then realized that there was also a mirror on the other side of the gym, and Tits was using it to watch Jessica. Her smiled quickly faded and she focused again on her reflection.

Christ, chill lady. Jessica realized that she probably shouldn't be laughing at the woman, but after the day she had, she needed a laugh.

Gina begged Jessica to come with her, to stay in police protection, but after that morning, Gina was on her shit list too. Jessica had hoped that Gina could help her, could make this go away, but instead, Gina got captured along side Jessica and bound and gagged. Part of Jessica also realized that she probably wouldn't even be alive now if not for Gina, but that didn't make her any less angry. In the end, Gina did help Jessica, but it cost Jessica her dignity.

Why couldn't Gina use her bikini to convince the bad guys that we were dead?

But that wasn't Gina's style, she could never make herself look bad. Hell, even while they were bound and gagged Gina did her best to look tough and dignified. After it was all said and done, Gina left a naked Jessica at her motel and insisted that she get dressed and come with her. Jessica needed to blow off steam, to be alone, to let the humiliation wash away, and insisted she was fine. After taking a long, long shower, Jessica decided that the best way to work off frustration would be to hit the gym. And here she was, at the only gym in town. A quick workout wouldn't hurt right? A workout and then back to the motel. Maybe once she was calm she would take Gina up on that offer of police protection.

Jessica gripped the barbell and prepared to do another squat when she heard her phone go off. She had set her phone down on a bench next to the squat rack, and a quick glance down showed her that Gina had messaged her. Her grip relaxed on the weight and she sighed.

What now?

Jessica set the barbell on the rack, stepped over to the bench, and picked up her phone.

WHERE ARE YOU?!!!

At first, Jessica was going to smirk and let the message sit, give Gina some time to sweat, but given what happened earlier, things might be urgent. Jessica quickly typed a response.

At the gym.

The message sent and Jessica turned to go back to the squat rack. As she turned, she noticed both women watching her again.

What's their deal?

Could they recognize her? It was a possibility, she was a major figure in women's fitness. Maybe they were fans and too shy to approach her?

Just as Jessica touched the barbell, her phone went off again. She rolled her eyes and stepped over to the bench. It was Gina again.

Don't go anywhere! Omw!

Her brow furrowed as she read the message. Was something wrong? She was about to type a response when she once again noticed the reflection of the other two women in the mirror. The blonde was still doing her curls, and Tits was still on the leg press, but then Jess noticed just how easily Tits was pushing back on the leg press. It was moving up and down too easily, almost as if she had no weight on the other end...

Then her eyes wandered over to the blonde and saw how small the weight was that she was curling. Neither woman was breaking a sweat.

Her eyes wandered back over to Tits. She looked familiar, did she see her before?

Jess shook her head and looked back at her phone. She was being paranoid, they were just fellow gym goers, trying to get a work out in. Her phone went off again in her hand.

Pls answer. R U OK?

Gina again. Jess looked back up at the mirror just in time to see the women look away. Fans or not, this was weird.

I'm fine. I'll meet u outside.

Jess typed out her response and sent it. It was time to leave. She figured that by the time she changed, Gina would be waiting outside.

She turned away from the mirror and headed for the locker room, feeling the woman's eyes on her as she moved.

Hurry Gina.

Jessica stepped into the locker room and found it just as empty as the rest of the gym.

Does anyone work out here?

Maybe it was an off day? Either way, Jess couldn't waste time thinking about it. She saw her gym bag sitting on the bench where she left it and breathed a sigh of relief.

Why? Was I expecting it not to be there?

She was jumpy, that was it, almost being crushed to death would do that. Maybe she should have taken Gina up on that offer of police protection.

She'll be here any minute. Just get dressed and go outside.

Jess had just unzipped her gym bag when she heard footsteps behind her. She spun around to see the two woman, the blonde and Tits, walking into the locker room. Tits held up her hands.

“Whoa, calm down, just coming into get a quick shower.” Tits flashed her a toothy smile, and Jessica realized how paranoid she must look.

“Sorry... long day.” Jess said, letting out a breath and relaxing.

“It's cool. You're that lady? The one I see on the workout magazines.” Tits moved toward her as she talked.

“Yeah, Jessica.” Jess said. Tits held out her hand.

“Lisa.”

Jessica eyed her, then the extended hand.

“Nice to meet you.” Jess said and took Lisa's hand.

Almost immediately, Jess felt Lisa's grip tighten like a vice. Jessica grabbed at her with her other hand while letting out a yowl of pain.

“Ow! What the-” Lisa yanked her forward and Jessica went tumbling towards the woman.

Where's the blonde?

She had just enough time to think before she felt both of Lisa's arms wrap around her and pull her even closer. This woman was strong, her arms like metal.

“Nooo-UMMMPPH!” Jessica's cries were cut off when Lisa pulled her face forward and buried it right in her massive cleavage. The woman's massive breasts completely enveloped Jessica's head.

“Hummmmmph! Mmmmmph!” Jessica screamed, swatting at Lisa. She could feel the woman's hands wrapped around her head.

“Mmmmm! Ullmmm!” Jessica wrapped her hands around Lisa arms and tried to pull but they didn't budge.

Who was this lady?

Everything was black, Jessica couldn't see anything inside Lisa's cleavage. Was this how she would be killed? Smothered by massive, fake tits?

“Hlllppp! Hlllllppp!” She screamed, hoping that a patron or employee would walk in a find her.

“No one will help you. This is my gym. Why do you think it was so private?” Said another voice behind her. The blonde!

“Hlllllp! Hlllp!” Jessica wouldn't give up!

She felt someone, the blonde, grab her flailing hands and pull them behind her back. Jessica kicked and heaved and felt Lisa pull her forward, deeper into her cleavage.

“Nnnnooo! Mmmmoo!” She gasped, taking in a lungful of air. Lisa breasts smelled like lavender soap.

She felt her hands pulled tight behind her back and something sticky being wrapped around them. Tape?

“Mmmm! Ummmmph!” She kicked some more but her legs only found empty air.

“Don't struggle, you'll tire yourself out.” Lisa said.

She was right, Jessica took in another breath. She could barely breathe!

She felt the tape tighten around her hands at the wrist and the blonde let go. Jessica tried to move her hands but they were securely taped together.

Then she felt hands grab either side of her workout shorts.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmmmooohhh!” She resumed her kicking, squealing into Lisa's chest.

“Don't struggle! If we wanted you dead then you would be dead already!” Lisa cried.

“Ummm?” Jessica tried to angle her head up but Lisa kept it firmly in place. If they didn't want to kill her then what did they want?

Jessica felt the blonde pull down her workout shorts and felt the cool air hit her bare bottom.

“Mmmmph!”

“Okay, lets gag her before she hurts herself!” Lisa said.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!”

A gag! No! Not again!

Lisa's grip on her head relaxed and Jessica felt the woman spin her around to face the blonde. The blonde smiled at her.

“Hello Jessica, I'm Shelly. We're about to become very good friends.”

“What do you want you sick bitch! Let me go right now! The Sheriff is on the way!”

Shelly smiled and held up Jessica's workout shorts. Jessica's eyes widened.

“What are you doing? No! I was just wearing those! I-UMMMMMPH!' Shelly stuffed the tiny shorts into Jessica's gaping mouth. Jessica felt her cheeks bulging around the shorts.

“Mffff! Ufffff! Mfff!” Jessica gagged and tried to spit out the shorts. They tasted like sweat.

Shelly held up a roll of white athletic tape and pressed an end over Jessica's gagged mouth.

“Ummm mmm! Ummm hmmm!” Jessica tried to shake her head but Lisa grabbed it and held it in place. Shelly started wrapping the tape around Jessica's mouth.

“Mmmmmm! Ummm! Ummm!” Jessica could only watch and moan helplessly as the tape was wrapped, layer after layer, around her mouth.

Finally, Shelly stopped and stepped back, admiring her work. Several layers of white tape held the shorts securely in Jessica's mouth.

“Mmmm! Ummm!” Jessica rubbed her face on her shoulder, trying to see if she could work the tape free, but to no avail.

“Set her down.” Shelly ordered.

Lisa dragged Jessica over to a bench. Her feet still free, Jessica kicked and fought the whole way.

“Mmmmph! Ummmmph! Mmmmm!” Lisa planted her captive on the bench and Shelly grabbed her feet and crossed them at the ankles.

“Ummm mmm!” Jessica protested as Shelly started wrapping the tape around her ankles. As the blonde woman bound her feet, Lisa walked over to a locker and removed a large moving blanket.

Jessica's eyes widened. She had a very good idea what that blanket was for.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmoo!” She mumbled, chewing on her shorts.

“There we are!” Shelly said and stood up. Jessica's feet were securely taped together.

“Mmmm! Ulmmm! Glllmmmph!”

“All those muscles, you think they would help you break free right about now?” Shelly giggled.

“Mrrrrmmmmph! Grrrr!” Jessica flexed, taking the woman up on her challenge.

Nothing. The tape held strong.

“Grrrmmmph!” Jessica's face reddened as she flexed.

“Come on then! If you break free then we'll let you go! I'll even turn myself in!” Shelly gloated.

“Mrrrfff mmmoo!” Jessica grumbled and flexed again.

Behind Shelly, Lisa had spread the blanket out over the floor.

“Are we ready?” Shelly asked, never turning around.

“Oh we're ready.” Lisa smiled and nodded.

“Hrrrmmpph?” Jessica's gaze shifted from Shelly to Lisa. They were going to wrap her up!

In seconds, both women were on her, each one taking an arm, and were dragging her over to the blanket.

“Mrrrrpph! Mmmmoo! Mlllppp! Mlllp!” Jessica cried. Where was Gina? She had to be here by now, right?

Lisa and Shelly laid Jessica down on one end of the blanket, face up. Both captors had amused looks on their faces.

“Things are about to get spinny. I hope you don't get sick because.. well...” Shelly smiled and motioned her mouth.

“Mrrfff mmmo!” Jessica barked, and then both women rolled her over, taking the blanket with her. She felt the fabric wrap around her as she rolled.

“Mmmmph! Ummmm!” She kept rolling, wrapping more and more of the blanket with her as she went. Her entire face was covered so all that she could see was black.

“Urrrmmm... mmmmm...” She felt the pressure of the blanket on top of her as she was wrapped.

And then she stopped. She tried to move but could barely wriggle inside the blanket cocoon.

“Comfy?” She heard Shelly ask.

“Mmmmmpph!” Jessica cried.

She felt hands wrap around her legs, then someone else take ahold of her top half.

Then she was moving.

“Hlllph! Hlllph!” She tried to wriggle as best she could, but the thick fabric restricted her movements. Where were they taking her?

She heard a door open and a rush of air. They were outside!

“Hllllph! Mrrrrfff! Hllllp mmmmmeee!” she mumbled into her gag.

Then she heard a car door open.

“Mmmmmrrrh! Ullllmmmph!” Jessica felt herself being set down, then the door closed.

Come on Gina!

Two doors opened, and a moment later closed.

“Hrrrrmmmm! Urrmmm!!”

An engine started and the car roared to life.

Then they were moving.
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“Grrmmmumm Lllummm! Hllllpppp! Hllllp!” Jessica grumbled into her gag, still in the dark. As best as she could figure, they had loaded her into a vehicle and taken her somewhere, but the question was: Where?

It seemed as if they didn't drive very long, but she had no way of knowing how long, given that she was wrapped in a blanket and struggling most of the time. After a bit, she felt the car stop and then both of her captors carry her out. She heard them open several doors and it seemed like they took her down some stairs at some point before laying her down somewhere.

Then everything went quiet, with the exception of her muffled protests.

Can they at least take the gag out?

Her work out shorts, now stuffed in her mouth, still tasted disgusting.

“Shhhmmmuuppph!” She groaned and wriggled some more. Where were they? What did they want with her?

“Well well, looks like someone's still feisty.” Jessica heard a voice, it sounded like the big titted one, Lisa.

“I think we should unwrap her.” She heard Shelly say.

“Mrrrmmmmph!” Jessica flopped around impatiently.

Then she felt herself lifted and everything started spinning.

“Mrrrrmmmfff!” Jessica bit down onto her shorts as her kidnappers unrolled her. As she spun, the blanket fell away from her face and bright light hit her eyes. She would have raised a hand to shield them if they weren't taped behind her back.

“Ummmph!” She landed on her stomach on something soft and blinked. This room was bright. Very bright.

“Mmmm...” Jessica closed her eyes and shook her head. Now what?

Slowly, she lifted her eye lids. Wherever they had dumped her, it was small, and soft.

“Comfortable?” Jessica heard a voice say from behind her.

“Mmmmph?” She twisted her head.

The room was wide, spacious. She saw what looked like a whirlpool hot tub at the far end against a wall.

Am I in a spa?

She turned her head down and realized that she wasn't on a bed, but a small, thin, massage table.

What?

Looking up, she saw a workout machines situated a few feet in front of the massage table. It looked like a lat pull down machine. Jessica's brow furrowed in confusion.

“Hmmmph?”

“Like it?” A voice said behind her. Jessica turned her head to see Shelly approaching. Shelly had changed out of her workout gear and was now in a small, black, thong bikini. The woman was stunning, her pale lithe body looked amazing in the bikini. Despite their small size, her breasts looked quite nice in the small bikini top, and to top it off, her blond hair had been pulled up in a bun.

“This is where I come to relax, blow off steam. I actually took a few work out pointers from your books.” Shelly smiled and flexed a bicep.

“Mmmmrrrpph?” Jessica flashed her a questioning look.

Shelly laughed and strolled forward past Jessica. As she passed, Jessica couldn't help but notice the black fabric of the thong running between Shelly's beautiful, sculpted ass cheeks.

“How's our guest?” Another voice asked.

“Hrrmmm?” Jessica turned her head to the other side to see Lisa striding forward. Like Shelly, Lisa wore a tiny, tiny, neon blue thong bikini. The top seemed to barely contain Lisa's massive, heaving breasts.

“I think she's starting to get the swing of things.” Shelly said, and took a seat on the edge of the massage table.

“Should we give her a few minutes to get adjusted or get right into it?” Lisa asked, strolling past them. Lisa's bare glutes flexed and heaved with every step, and despite her beauty, Jessica knew that she was a woman to be reckoned with.

“I think we should start nice, shouldn't we?” Shelly asked

“Hurrrmmph?” Jessica looked up at Shelly. Start nice?

Lisa walked over to the lat pull down machine. Essentially, the machine was a metal bar attached to a wire that ran to several weights stacked on top of each other. Jessica had used many such machines in various gyms. All you did was adjust what weight you wanted, sit in the seat, grab the bar, and pull. Was Lisa going to work out while Shelly... did whatever?

Instead, Lisa grabbed the wire attached to the weight stack and unhooked it.

“Now, eyes up here.” Shelly said.

“Mmrrrmmm!” Jessica grumbled and looked up at the blond woman.

“My friend Lisa here tells me that you've landed yourself in some trouble.”

“Muuurrrmm! Urrrmm!” Jessica spat. Trouble! This certainly was!

“Now, from what we understand, you intercepted an email chain between certain parties, and this email contained some interesting secrets. Is that correct?”

“Mmmmph!” Jessica grumbled, doing her best to look defiant, but Shelly was right.

How did they know? What do they want?

Did they work for King or Ace?

“Now Jessica, if you want this to be easy, you're going to have to play nice. Now nod your head if you did indeed receive this e-mail?”

Jessica glared at Shelly. What if she told her? Would she let her go? What did she want with this?

“Mmmrrrph! Mffff mmmoo!” Jessica grumbled and shook her head. Fuck these two. If they had to kidnap her in order to find out what she knew then they must be up to no good.

Shelly sighed and shared a look with Lisa, who smiled back.

“Suit yourself Jessica. If you would have cooperated, that gag would be out and we could talk, but now... now we get to have some fun with you.”

“Mfffff?” Jessica raised her head. Fun?

“Yes, fun. And when we take out that gag, you better be ready to talk.”

“Mrrrff mmmo! Mlllllppp! Mlllpp!” Jessica chewed into her gag as she spoke. What now? What were they going to do to her?

Lisa strode forward, the wire from the lat machine in her hand. Jessica saw this and her eyes widened.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph! Ummmph!” She started wriggling around, hoping to shake the tape loose, to fall off the table and buy time-

-Time for what? Gina had to be looking for her, but how would she know where to look?

“Ummmph! Mmmmooo! Mmmooo!” Jessica felt Shelly grab her by the shoulders.

“Hold still now.” Shelly giggled.

“Mmmmph!”

Lisa held the wire over Jessica's head and reached forward.

“MMMMMPH! UMMMMPH! MMMMM!”

Jessica closed her eyes and felt Lisa grab a hold of her thong.

What?

Her eyes widened. She heard the clasp on the wire close and suddenly felt her underwear go taunt as the wire tugged on it.

What the Hell?

“Ummmph!” Jessica turned her head. The wire from the pull down machine was clamped tightly to the top of the white thong panties that she was wearing.

“Ulllmmm!” Jessica wiggled her ass, trying to work the wire free, but it held tight.

“You might want to clench those glutes of yours.” Shelly patted her and walked towards the machine.

“Mmmmph?” Jessica twisted her head to follow, only to have her view blocked by Lisa's massive tits.

“Hope you're ready for some fun.” Lisa shook her breasts in Jessica's face and stepped aside to reveal Shelly taking a seat at the pull down machine.

“This is a new work out that I'm trying, think it will make it's way into your next book?” Shelly smiled and gripped the bar with both hands.

“Ummmmm?” Jessica cocked her head.

Shelly adjusted her grip and pulled down on the bar. In that same instant, Jessica felt her underwear tighten and pull right up her ass crack.

“HRRRRMMMPH!” Jessica moaned as she felt the wedgie tighten.

“Start slow, with small weight, and work your way up.” Shelly said and slowly raised the bar back up. Jessica huffed into her gag, feeling the pressure on her underwear lift somewhat.

Not that it helped, the wire had pulled her thong pretty far up her ass.

“Exhale...” Shelly called out. “And down again!” She pulled down on the bar, even further this time.

“MMMMRRRRMMMMPH!” Jessica groaned, feeling her underwear bury itself deep in the crevices of her behind.

“And back up.” Shelly raised the bar again and once again, Jessica felt the pressure on her underwear loosen.

“MMMMMPH! MMMMPH! MMMMOO!” Jessica started to wriggle and thrash.

“Please stay still now.” Shelly admonished.

“MMMMMMMRRRPPH!” Jessica was bucking up and down on the table.

“Oh this won't do.” Shelly whined.

“URRMMM! MMMMRRRRMM” Jessica continued to thrash, not willing to once again undergo a super-wedgie.

Lisa stepped in front of her again and pushed down on both of her shoulders. The woman was freakishly strong.

“MMMMMOO! MMMMO!” Jessica struggled, shaking her head back and forth.

Then Lisa leaned forward and once again buried Jessica's face between her massive breasts. Jessica felt Lisa's hands wrap around the back of her head to hold it in place.

“Jessica, must we play this game again?” Lisa asked.

“Mmmmmm! Ummmm! Mmmm!” Jessica tried to shake her head but Lisa had her in a vice like grip.

“I think I'm going to have to calm you down.” Lisa's grip loosened on her.

“Ummmph! Ummmph!” Jessica tried to twist her head out of Lisa's cleavage.

Then Lisa took a step back and heaved her chest from side to side. Both of her massive breasts swung forward and smacked Jessica in either side of the face.

“MMRRRRRMMM!” Jessica cried. They were huge! Each breast smacked against skin of her face like a massive fist. The skin of Lisa's breasts TWAPPED against Jessica's cheeks with each movement.

“Mrrrmmm! Urrmmm! Urrrmmm!” The sound of skin on skin echoed through out the room as Lisa heaved her breasts faster and faster against Jessica's face.

TWAP! TWAP! TWAP!

Her entire face stung as Lisa's breasts heaved back and forth like pendulums.

TWAP! TWAP! TWAP!

“Urrmmm! Urrmmm! Urrmm!” Jessica tried to turn her head but every time she did Lisa seemed to move with her.

Lisa grabbed Jessica's head again and pulled it forward, forcing Jessica to motorboat her as she shook her heaving breasts from one side to another.

“Like them?” Lisa giggled as she shook her breasts against Jessica's face.

TWAP! TWAP! TWAP!

“Mrrrrruuggglllllll!” Jessica gurgled, Lisa's cleavage further muffling her protests.

Then Lisa let go and stepped back. Jessica exhaled through her nose and hung her head.

“Hummmmfff....” Her face ached, and she realized that she was short of breath, no doubt from Lisa's stifling cleavage.

“I think she's ready for another rep.” Lisa smiled and stepped away.

“Hurrrmmm...” Jessica raised her head in time to see Shelly pull down on the bar once again.

“UMMMMMMMPH!” Jessica cried out, feeling her thong rise up and press deep into the folds of her vagina. Her crotch and ass cried out in pain as the small garment pulled against her skin.

“How's she looking” Shelly asked, still pulling on the bar.

Lisa stalked to the back of the massage table and looked at Jessica's rear end.

“What a tight tush you have! No wonder you wear such tiny bikinis!” Lisa cried out and slapped Jessica's bare ass cheek. The TWACK of Lisa's hand on her rump was deafening.

“UMMMPH! HLLLLPP! HLLLP!” Jessica cried out.

“We are the only ones that can help you.” Lisa said and slapped Jessica's other cheek. It was another loud slap, and stung just as much.

“MRRRRMMMPH!”

Shelly smiled and raised the bar.

“I have to say, I don't know if this underwear is long for this world.” Lisa gently patted Jessica's ass.

“Mrrmmm....” Jessica exhaled.

“Getting tired?” Lisa asked.

“You can't get tired yet! I'm not done with my set!” Shelly cried.

“Mmmmph! Ummmmph!” Jessica shook her head. No more!

But Shelly adjusted her grip on the bar and pulled down again. Jessica braced herself.

Her underwear rode up even further. She could feel the fabric protesting against her skin, riding up against her ass while also digging into her crotch.

“MMMMMMMRRRRMMM!” Jessica moaned.

Then Lisa came from behind and stood in front of Jessica, thonged ass right in her face.

“Think you can hold that?” Lisa asked, hands on her hips.

“Sure can!” Shelly called back.

“Mmmmm! Ummm!” Lisa shook her head.

Then Lisa bent over, grabbed Jessica by the back of the head, and stuck her thonged behind right in Jessica's face. Lisa's grip tightened on Jessica and her head was forced right between the woman's ass cheeks.

“Glllluummm! Murggglle!” Lisa grumbled into Lisa's behind.

Then Lisa started shaking her ass back and forth, her powerful glutes gyrating and flexing around Jessica's face.

“Urrrgglll! Glubbb!” Jessica tried to pull away, but Lisa held her tight.

Jessica felt Lisa's other hand grab her face and press her face deeper into Lisa's backside. Lisa pressed herself back and her butt wiggled up and down around Jessica's face.

“Gllubbb.... mlllubbb... hlllllpp..” Jessica protested.

Then Shelly pulled down on the bar some more and Jessica felt her ass rise up, getting pulled along with her underwear.

“Mmmmmm” Jessica groaned.

“Max out!” Lisa yelled, still holding Jessica's head between her butt cheeks.

Another pull and Jessica's underwear pulled her up even further.

“Mmmmmmm!” Jessica shook her ass, trying to loosen the pressure.

Then she felt it, the snap. The back of her thong ripped right around where the wire was clamped to it and Jessica felt her underwear fall away.

“Ummmphh!” Jessica cried out as her bottom fell against the table. Lisa let go and stepped away from Jessica.

“Hummmm!” Jessica took in a breath of fresh air, grateful to be free from Lisa's back side.

“Oh no...” Shelly stood up from the workout machine. Jessica looked up to see what remained of her underwear dangling from the wire hanging suspended from the workout machine.

“Mmmm....” Jessica groaned and closed her eyes, not even worrying about her nudity. What now?

Both Lisa and Shelly stood over her. After a moment, Shelly squatted down, grabbed the tape around Jessica's mouth, and tugged at it. The tape ripped away from Jessica's face.

“MMMMMM!” Jessica cried, the skin around her mouth erupting in pain. Seconds later, the tape fell around her neck and Shelly pulled the workout shorts out of Jessica's mouth.

“Now, are you going to talk? Or shall we put this gag back in and go another round?”

“No... please...” Jessica said between gasps. The fresh air tasted good.

“Good, then tell me what I want to know. That e-mail gave the name of a cop, someone in the Sheriff's Department that works for Ace. I want a name.”

Jessica took a deep breath and met Shelly's gaze. The woman's blue eyes were cold, calculating, and made it hard for Jessica to know if she was telling the truth or not.

“That's all? Just a name?” Jessica asked.

“Just a name,” Shelly nodded. “Then this will all be over.”

Jessica swallowed and looked up at Lisa, who nodded in reassurance.

“The e-mail... it mentioned a deputy... someone named-”

“Mom! Mom!” A voice called from upstairs. It sounded male, and young, most likely teenage.

Jessica didn't think, she didn't allow herself to comprehend the thought that one of these women was a mother, that their kid, a teenage boy, was upstairs, and that meant that she was in a house, most likely a neighborhood. She didn't think about this at all, instead all she thought was to call for help.

“He-ULLLLMMM!” Lisa was fast, and shoved the tiny workout shorts back into Jessica's gaping mouth.

“UMMMMMPH! MMMMMPH!”

“Shit. Keep her quiet!” Shelly said and stood up.

Lisa's powerful hand kept the shorts jammed in Jessica's mouth. A moment later, Shelly came over with a roll of black tape.

“Here.” She handed the roll to Lisa and stalked off.

“URGGGGLL! MMMMLLLLPP!”

Lisa used her teeth to peel some of the tape away from the roll and held it in front of Jessica's face.

“UMMM MMM! UMM MMM!” Jessica tried to shake her head but Lisa pressed the tape over her mouth and started to wrap it around her head. In a minute, she had one layer around Jessica's mouth and had started on another.

“Mrrrrmmm! Urrmmm!” Jessica moaned as Lisa continued to wrap the tape around her mouth.

A minute later, Lisa broke off the tape and looked down at her captive, effectively silenced by several layers of tape, keeping her shorts stuffed in her mouth.

“Hrrrrmmmph! Gllllummmph!” Jessica mumbled, once again chewing on her shorts. What next?

“Sorry darling, looks like things got interesting.” Lisa smirked.

“Grrmmmph!”

Jessica resumed her wriggling on the table. There was a kid upstairs! If she could just get his attention, then maybe he could help her! If he was a teenage boy, then he would be all to eager to help out a pants-less, bound and gagged woman, right?

A few minutes later, Jessica heard a door open and the sound of bare feet padding down a stair case.

“Everything alright?” Lisa asked.

“Good news is that he didn't hear anything.” Shelly said.

Is that her kid?

“The bad news?” Lisa asked.

“The bad news is that Jeremy just answered the phone to find the Sheriff on the other end. She's at the gym right now, inquiring about the whereabouts of a friend of hers.”

“Hummmmph!” Jessica twisted her head to look at Shelly. Gina was looking for her!

“Yes, you.” Shelly smiled and patted Jessica's bare behind.

“Hurrrrmm!” Jessica growled and turned away.

“Now what?” Lisa asked.

“We'll have to continue this later. The Sheriff wants to speak to me, now.”

“Ummmph! Ummmph!” Jessica wriggled up and down. Gina would find her!

“Want me to stay here and watch her?” Lisa asked.

“No, come with me. I'll need a witness, someone that can back up that Jessica here left the gym alone and that was the last time we saw her.” Shelly patted Jessica's ass again.

“Ulluummm ggmmmm!” Jessica glared at her.

“What about Jeremy? What if he wanders down here?”

“He just went out with friends. If we lock the door then no one will find her down here.”

“Ullmmm! Mmmmm!” Jessica thrashed around, feeling her face growing red with rage.

“Keep doing that and you'll fall off the table, then what?” Shelly asked.

Jessica stopped and glared at her. She was right, what then?

“Anyway,” Shelly turned back to Lisa. “We shall go, give the Sheriff our alibi, Jessica was at our gym, worked out, then left. The Sheriff will chase Ace's men, thinking they have her, meanwhile, we'll come back here and deal with Ms. Jessica.”

“Mummph!” Jessica chimed.

“Sounds good.” Lisa nodded.

“Good, let's go get dressed.” Shelly said, and turned away. Lisa looked down at Jessica, gave her a wink, then patted her on the ass and walked away.

“Mrrrruggle! Ummmmff! Mfffff mmooo! Mmmmmeeey! Mmmmmeeey!” Jessica grumbled into her gag after them.

What did they have planned for her? Once she talked, would they let her go? Doubtful.

Then what?

Gina, please hurry!
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“I'm telling you man, the house is a sitting duck right now, we can take it!” Daryl implored from the passenger seat to his partner, Alex. Alex trained his cold grey eyes on the road ahead and stuck his keys in the ignition.

“What's the first rule?” Alex asked.

“Come on man!” Daryl wined.

“What. Is. The. First. Rule?” Alex turned to him, his eyes seeming to pierce deep into Daryl's soul. Alex was a big man, solid muscle all the way through. The black hoodie that he wore covered the sleeve tattoos that ran up and down his arms, and his long dark beard and bald head made him all the more intimidating.

Daryl was very much the opposite of Alex, small, somewhat chubby, with unkept brown hair.

'

“Don't get greedy.” Daryl said, deflated.

“Exactly. Now, we have a great haul. Let's get a beer and call it a day.” Alex beamed and turned to the back of the van.

They had heard a few days back that the old Sheriff, apparently she was a hot piece of ass, had skipped town, but soon word leaked that the Sheriff didn't even pack up and go, she just left. Her house, and everything inside were just sitting there.

Breaking into places was Daryl and Alex's thing. They were small time, and happy with that, it kept them off the police's radar, and as long as they paid tribute to Ace every now and then, everything was cool. Alex heard that the Sheriff's place was sitting there, like a present waiting to be unwrapped, and decided that would be their next hit. The clock was ticking though, the bank was no doubt trying to repossess the house, and would try to claim everything inside.

So Daryl and Alex went to work, scoping out the neighborhood earlier that day.

And what a beautiful neighborhood it was. Prime, beachside property, and not shortage of hot babes. As they were pulling away, they caught sight of a hot, red headed chick with huge tits walking up the street in a white thong bikini. Daryle probably stared a little too long. Actually, he did stare a little too long, according to Alex.

“A big blue van like this draws attention, you ogling draws even more attention. They probably think we're perverts!” Alex scolded him after they pulled away.

“Sorry man, but... did you see that? Was she just going for a walk dressed like that?” Daryl couldn't get the image of that woman in the bikini out of his head.

“Who cares? If she sees us later today, we're done!”

Thankfully, she didn't see them when they came back that night. They both got in and out of the Sheriff's place with no trouble. It was almost too easy! The place truly was like a Christmas present. Whoever this Sheriff was, she didn't even finish unpacking, and the house was filled with boxes containing clothes, jewelry, electronics, everything! They made short work of it all, grabbing boxes and carrying them out to the van. Alex even came up with the idea to tell people that they were movers hired to pick up the Sheriff's stuff, just in case anyone asked.

Once they loaded the van, Daryl settled himself in the passenger seat and waited for Alex to close the house up. It would look like they hadn't even been there. While he was waiting, Daryl noticed the house across the street. It was a nice house, with a well kept yard. At first, he saw a blond, teenage boy leave and get into a car with a few other teenagers. A few minutes later, two women stepped out. One of the women was blond, no doubt the boy's mother, and the other had dark hair and massive, massive tits. In that moment, Daryl wished that he lived on this street with all these beautiful woman, but then he noticed that the women closed up the house and turned out all the lights before getting into a car and driving off.

The house was empty.

Usually, Daryl and Alex had to scope a place out for a few days before they knew when a place would be empty and ripe for the picking, and here it was, served up to them on a silver platter, but Alex didn't want to bite.

“Come on man! Two scores in one night!” Daryl pleaded.

“You saw the way that lady looked at us earlier today. Every minute that we're parked here is another minute that someone could get suspicious and call the cops.” Alex was growing more irritated with every word.

“Dude, we don't have to spend the time casing the place. We go in and out, quick and clean, and with these two scores, you know that we won't have to do another one for a while.”

Alex gritted his teeth and stared out the front window. Daryl beamed, knowing that he had a point. It took time to find a new mark and plan how they were going to break in. This would give them a few weeks to lay low and figure their next move.

“Fine,” Alex turned back to him. “But it's quick, grab a few valuables, then get out.”

“Yes!” Daryl pumped a fist. This was turning into a hell of a night!

The locked the van and quickly made their way across the street to the darkened house. Night had fallen and the street was dark except for street lamps, and the sound of the ocean behind them seemed to drown out their foot steps. Daryl wasn't worried about anyone seeing them, this seemed like one of those suburban streets where everyone went inside as soon as the street lights went up.

Once they reached the house, they snuck around to the rear entrance. Alex jimmied the lock while Daryl played look out. He realized that they didn't know how long the women could be gone, they could have just gone for a quick errand for all they knew.

This will have to be a quick in and out.

The door unlocked with a CLICK. Alex looked up at Daryl.

“Listen out, if you hear a car, we're out.”

Daryl nodded and followed Alex inside.

The house was neatly furnished with all of the usual décor you find in a place like it: knick knacks, paintings, electronics, the works. Both of them stole through the kitchen, uninterested in what that room had to offer, and headed for the living room.

“I'll take upstairs, you downstairs. Whistle if you hear anything.” Alex whispered. Daryl nodded and made his way towards an entertainment center on the far wall. The center contained a television, along with stacks of DVDS and video games, along with two video game consoles and a Blu-Ray Player.

Jackpot.

Daryl grabbed the two consoles and stuffed them into the gym bag he brought along to every break in. The TV was nice, but they had one from the Sheriff's place, and often times TV's were too cumbersome for quick jobs like this.

After he was done with the entertainment center, Daryl turned to a door on the far wall. A basement? Maybe they have a game room or something down there. He gripped the handle and turned. It was locked.

Who locks their basement?

He tried again. It was definitely locked. This was curious, and appealing.

Alex came sneaking down the stairs behind Daryl.

“I got some jewelry and stuff. Let's go.”

“Wait!” Daryl turned to him.

“Let's go! We have enough!” Alex grunted.

Daryl made a show of trying to open the basement door for him.

“Look. Who locks their basement?” Daryl tried it again, just to punctuate his point.

Alex cocked his head and stepped forward. He too tried the door and found it locked.

“Interesting.” He said.

“What do you think is down there?”

“Only one way to find out.” Alex whispered and took out his lock picking kit. His curiosity was piqued, and he was determined to solve this mystery.

“Who knows, maybe it's a sex dungeon that she doesn't want the kid to see?” Daryl giggled.

Alex ignored him and worked the lock. A few seconds later, the door clicked and Alex swung it open. Inside, a carpeted staircase lead down to a brightly lit, finished basement.

“Hmm...” Alex stroked his beard and stood up. “A quick look, we grab anything of value, and run out of here.”

Daryl nodded and Alex lead the way down. This couldn't be a game room. Who locks a game room?

They hit the bottom of the stairs and their jaws dropped. It was a beautiful finished basement, complete with some work out machines and a jacuzzi on the far wall.

And a naked, bound and gagged chick on a massage table.

“Urrrmmph! Mmmmpph!” The woman turned her head towards them. Her eyes widened and she beckoned them over with her head.

Both Alex and Daryl stared, dumbstruck.

“Mrrrrmmph! Hlllpp! Hllllp!” She moaned, her perfect ass wiggling in mid-air.

Both Alex and Daryl took a step towards her. Whoever this woman was, she was stunning, super model beautiful. She had curly blond hair, but from the looks of it, she wasn't a natural blond. Her skin was a deep bronze and she clearly worked out, lean muscles writhing as she struggled under her bonds.

“Hlllp! Hlllp mmmmeee!” She mumbled, rolling onto her back. The woman was completely bottomless, and Daryl saw that she had a tattoo of wings just above her ass crack. When she turned over, Daryl also saw that she was completely waxed. He was also wrong about her being nude, and he could now see that she wore a black sports bra.

“Hrrrrmmph! Ummmph!” She pleaded.

“What... the... Hell....” Alex gasped.

“Hlllp!” She implored again. Several layers of black tape had been wrapped around her mouth, and it bulged slightly, suggesting that something had been stuffed into her mouth as well before.

“Uhh...” Was about all Daryl could muster.

“Hrrmmmph!” She gyrated up and down, eyes wide and pleading.

Alex grabbed Daryl by the shoulders and spun him around to face him.

“This is bad.” Alex grunted, his eyes hard steel.

“Yeah... do we just leave?” Daryl asked.

“No we can't just leave! She's seen us!” Alex's grip on his shoulders tightened.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmooo!” Daryl looked back at her to see her shaking her head.

“I don't think she's here willingly.” Daryl motioned to her.

“Ummm hmmm! Ummm hmmm!” She was nodding now.

“So what do you suggest? Go to the cops? We have to explain that we broke in!” Alex shouted.

“True...” Daryl sunk.

“Urrrmm! Ummmm!” She grumbled.

“All of the stuff we have from here, plus the loot from the Sheriff's place, gone.” Alex had relaxed his grip a little.

“We could just leave. Forget we saw her.”

“Then those two chicks come back, see that the house was broken into, then take out her gag and ask her what happened.” Alex motioned to the bound woman.

“Urrmmm mmm! Urrrmm mmm!” She was shaking her head again, her blond hair whipping around her face.

“So what do we do?” Daryl asked. This was fucked. They should have just let the door be.

But he knew that neither of them could resist a locked door.

Alex stepped away and walked over to the bound woman. She raised her head and glared at him. Daryl turned to watch and noticed the workout machine placed behind her, and the torn pair of white thong panties hanging from a wire above it.

What were they doing to her?

Alex stood over the woman and crossed his arms.

“You've placed us in a pickle here.” He muttered.

“Urrrmm! Mrrrmmph! Ummph!” She pleaded through the gag at him, arching her upper body up.

Alex chewed on his lip and then looked up at Daryl.

“I have an idea!” He exclaimed.

Daryl walked over, intrigued.

“Yes?” He asked.

“The Queen.” Alex said, eyes bright.

“The Queen?” Daryl asked.

“The Queen is always looking for new toys. I hear that she pays very nicely for new girls.”

Daryl's eyes lit up, The Queen! He had heard stories about her.

Everyone in Marston's Pointe had heard stories of The Queen.

Everyone in Marston's Pointe was afraid of The Queen.

“Sell her to The Queen?” Daryl balled his fists and looked down at the woman.

“Hrrrmmmph! Ummmmph!” She arched her back and resumed her struggles.

“You know she would pay top dollar for a piece of ass like this. Think about, we wouldn't have to pull a job for a while.”

“Mmmmmoo! Mmoooo!” The woman was thrashing around now and kicking her bound feet.

“I guess... she is already wrapped up.” Daryl smiled and looked up at Alex.

“Mmmmmeeep!” The woman froze and squeaked into her gag.

“See? We get the loot from the house, and The Queen gets a new toy. Plus we'll be in good standing Ace. I hear those two are tight.”

“Urrrrmmm mmm! Urrmm mm!”

Daryl stepped over to the table, standing on the opposite side of Alex. Alex's eyes drifted down to the table and noticed that the woman was laying on a large, thick blanket.

“Here, help me wrap her up!” Alex grabbed one end of the blanket.

“Mmmmph! Mmmooo! Mmooo!” The woman started kicking and thrashing again. Daryl grabbed his end of the blanket and tossed it over her.

“Urrrmmph! Mmmmrrpph!” She cried, completely covered by one end of the blanket. Alex threw his end over her as well. The thick fabric completely covered her, though she was still kicking underneath it.

“Mmmmmph! Ummmmph!”

“I'll grab her feet.” Alex said and wrapped his large arms around her kicking feet.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmoo!” She struggled under his grip, the upper half of her body still whipping around. Daryl quickly ran to the top of the table and wrapped his arms around the top half of the woman.

“Got her?” Alex asked.

Daryl nodded.

“Hlllp! Hlllp!” She cried, still wiggling around in their grasp.

“Let's go.” Alex ordered and lifted the woman. Daryl nodded again and lifted his half.

“Urrrmmmph! Ummmmph!” She kicked and squirmed as they carried her.

“Stop struggling, or we'll drop you!” Alex cried and started to back up the stairs.

She didn't stop, in fact she struggled and moaned the whole time. Daryl realized that this would be the time that the other two chicks came home and caught them carrying out their...

Sex toy? Prisoner? Who was this woman and why did they have her?

“Ummmph!” They reached the top of the stairs and the woman's thrashing got worse.

“Dammit! Do you have her?” Alex cried. Daryl tightened his grip on her.

“Yeah, let's hurry!” He said and they started maneuvering towards the door.

What if someone saw them carrying her across the street? Despite being bound and gagged, she was still making a lot of noise, and could draw a lot of attention.

The made it out the back door and Daryl stopped.

“Set her down, I have to close it.”

“Leave it! Let's go!” Alex ordered.

With no other choice, Daryl complied.

“Hummmph! Mmmph!”

The walk across the street to the van seemed like an eternity, and the woman kicked and moaned the whole time. Luckily, no one was outside.

Once at the van, Daryl held her in a standing position while Alex opened the rear doors.

“Mmmmmph! Ummmph!” She twisted her head around, trying to shake off the blankets.

“Hurry!” Daryl cried.

The van doors swung open and Alex stepped in. Inside, the van was packed with moving boxes from the Sheriff's place, but there was room to store more. Alex motioned for Daryl to load the woman in.

Daryl nodded and shuffled her towards the open van doors.

“Mmmmph! Ummphh! Hllllp!” She wriggled in his grasp as he pushed her towards Alex.

“She's feisty!” Daryl said through gritted teeth.

“The Queen will get that out of her.” Alex chuckled and grabbed her.

“Mmmmff?” She cocked her head.

Then they lifted her off her feet and she went back to struggling.

“Hllpp! Mmmmm! Mmmmph!”

Once they had her inside, they set her down against some boxes and set their shoulder bags down next to her. Then they quickly hopped out and slammed both rear doors.

“Well, there she is.” Alex said between breaths.

“Yeah...” Daryl said, catching his breath as well. Alex turned to him and smiled.

“Turned out to be quite the haul huh?” He smiled and smacked Daryl on the chest. All Daryl could do was smile and nod.

“Let's go to The Castle. We'll sell this lady and then fence the other stuff.” Alex said and hopped towards the driver's side. Daryl waited a moment, then followed.

It turned out to be a strange night, but also, a fortuitous one. He wondered what The Queen would do to this chick? She was hot, alright, a ten. No, better than a 10.

The Queen was a tough woman, and he had heard stories about what she did to her girls.

This chick was in for one hell of a ride.

To be continued...
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