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The story so far…

Felicia Fetters is a former bikini model turned Sheriff of the small town of Marston’s Pointe. At first Marston’s Pointe seems like an idyllic beach town, but Felicia soon discovers a seedy criminal underworld lurking just beneath the surface. Felicia’s attempts to bring enigmatic crime lord Ace and his forces to justice though are stymied by the arrival of her former friend and mentor Gina Dollson, out for revenge after being wronged by Felicia in the past.

Gina kidnaps Felicia and declares herself Sheriff, and soon one of Gina’s old colleagues, the beautiful model Jessica, appeals to her for help after stumbling across key evidence about Ace and his organization.

Unfortunately, Jessica is kidnapped by Shelly Arnold before Gina can help her. Shelly is out to take control of Ace’s organization for herself and wants to use what Jessica knows for her own good. Jessica though slips away from Shelly and falls into the hands of Ace and his men.

Shelly forges an uneasy alliance with Tanya Donnelly, a crusading reporter that previously made enemies with Felicia after publishing an embarrassing photograph of the former Sheriff in the town paper. Both women kidnap Gina and the already captive Felicia and prepare to sell them to traffickers.

Things go wrong and both Tanya and Shelly end up prisoners of Ace’s sadistic dominatrix, The Queen. Felicia poses as a prisoner to gain access to the inner sanctum of Ace’s organization, but once again gets captured, this time by The Queen, who has kinky plans for the former Sheriff...

1.

It had been a strange day for Felicia Fetters. It had started with her as a captive, about to be sold into slavery, then her escaping by posing as a captive, followed by her taking some of her enemies captive, and now back to her being a captive.

At least, she wasn't bound or gagged. That was a plus.

But she was still completely nude.


At least they could have given me some clothes!
 Felicia pouted as she sat on the bed, wrapped in a thin, white sheet to cover her nudity. The fact that they had locked her in a room with nothing but a bed, a dresser, and an empty wardrobe gave Felicia cause for concern. It made her think that whatever their plans for her, it wasn't something she would like.

The Queen, the dominatrix that Felicia had overpowered and tied up, must have somehow gotten free of her bindings and then had easily overpowered Felicia. It was really all a blur to Felicia, one minute she was gloating over a bound and gagged Tanya, and the next a naked woman had jumped her from behind and was dragging her down a hallway.

“Mmmph! Umm! Mmm!” Felicia strained and fought with all of her strength, but whoever this woman was, she was strong - freaky strong. She ushered Felicia down the hallway while keeping one hand over Felicia's mouth like it was nothing. Then they stopped outside a door and the woman opened it, pushed Felicia inside, and closed it.

Immediately Felicia grabbed the handle but it wouldn't turn. Then she started throwing herself against the door and pounding on it but to no avail. She did this for about a half hour before her hands started to hurt and she stepped away, realizing her nudity. All she had one were the long stockings and nothing else. At first she checked the wardrobe on the far wall but found it empty, so she had no choice but to take a sheet from the bed and wrap it around her nude body.

And here she was, waiting on the edge of a bed, naked under a sheet, waiting for her captors.


What are they going to do to me?
 Her mind raced with the possibilities. She imagined that they weren't happy with her, after what she did to Jack and all.


Did I kill him? I must have!
 Last she saw of him, he was buried under cement. Why would they have a cement chute in the corner of that room? What did they use it for?

Then she went pale, realizing immediately what they used it for. Images began to race through Felicia's mind of her bound and gagged under that cement chute, staring up helplessly as the gray sludge poured out over her head. That was not how Felicia planned to go out. Part of her realized that she should probably feel bad for what she did to Jack, but in truth, she didn't feel bad at all.


He would have done the same to me.
 He had tried to blow her up once! Jack deserved it!

Then she thought over the things she had done that night, to Gina, to Jack, and to Tanya. It was like something had come over her, some part of her that she couldn't control.

I should have just ran, not bothered to get in Jack's car!

Some sort of primal lust had taken control of Felicia, and now here she was, paying the price.


Whatever they do to me, just hurry up!
 The waiting, the suspense, was killing her. She had decided that when her captors came in, she would face them with defiance and dignity. Well, as much dignity as a nude captive could.

She had no way to tell time, but it felt like hours had passed of her waiting on the edge of that bed for something to happen. Eventually, she laid back, allowing herself a moment to relax and come down from the events of the day.

Maybe I'll just close my eyes for a moment, just to collect my thoughts...

A few moments later, Felicia was fast asleep.

***

Felicia was surprised when she woke up to find herself in the exact same situation. At first she was angry with herself for falling asleep.

I was completely helpless and vulnerable! They could have done anything to me!

But she sat up to find herself in the same room, and still completely naked. She must have tossed and turned while she slept because the sheet she had used to cover herself up was now haphazardly wrapped around her nude body. Felicia stood up and took a moment to untangle herself from the sheet. Once she had pulled the sheet off, she stood there, fully nude, and prepared to wrap it around herself again when something on the other side of the room had caught her eye.

The wardrobe was open. So someone had been in the room while she slept. Immediately Felicia fumed. Did they stop to cop a feel while they were at it? Or just stop to admire her nude body! Either way, she felt angry and violated.

Felicia dropped the sheet and approached the wardrobe, noticing that there was now something inside of it. Did they give her clothes? Getting closer, she saw that a black skirt hung from a hanger, and behind it was a blue button down police shirt. Hanging next to them was what looked like a black string.

No, not a string - it was a black, sling bikini. She was well acquainted with them from her modeling days. Skimpy and unpractical, they were meant to emphasize boobs and butts, and left very little to the imagination. Sling bikinis weren't much more than straps that slid up between your butt cheeks, over your vagina, and over your breasts, covering just the nipples and if you moved too fast you risked falling out. Photographers loved to get Felicia in sling bikinis because of her amazing ass and how it looked in a barely there swimsuit.


They expect me to wear this!
 Felicia placed her hands on her hips and glared at the skimpy outfit. No way. She wouldn't give them the satisfaction.

But after a few minutes, Felicia started to feel exposed and vulnerable, and decided that skimpy clothes were better than no clothes. First, she ditched the stockings, and then quickly slid on the sling bikini. It fit snugly, riding up through her butt crack quite uncomfortably. Even though Felicia had worn thongs plenty of times, these bikinis just felt like... nothing. Then she slipped the tiny straps over her breasts, which still exposed plenty of cleavage and her entire mid-section. Somehow this caused her to feel even more self conscious than when she was naked, prompting her to quickly grab the skirt.

It wasn't better. In fact, it was quite tiny. Felicia positioned the skirt around her waist, but it only covered about half of her sizable rear, exposing the bottom half of her butt cheeks to anyone behind her, and if she lowered it, then the top half of her bottom was exposed.


Fuck it, I'll just leave it like that and hope that the shirt is long enough!
 So Felicia left the skirt halfway down her ass and grabbed the blue police shirt.

It wasn't long enough. In fact, it was extremely small, and was missing the top few buttons. The shirt buttoned just above her navel, but with the top few buttons missing, exposed all of Felicia's gratuitous cleavage. She sighed and stared down at herself in the ridiculous costume.


Now what?
 In having her dress like this, she imagined that her captors didn't have anything good in mind.

To answer her, she heard the CLICK as the door to her room unlocked. Felicia spun, ready for anything.

Nothing happened. She waited, holding her breath. Still nothing. Then the door drifted open slightly and Felicia felt her heart jump into her throat.


Oh no, here it comes!
 She prepared herself for whatever was waiting on the other side of that door, and for whatever punishment or humiliation they had in store for her.

Nothing happened. The door drifted an inch and then stopped. A sliver of light shone in from whatever waited outside. Felicia waited another moment and realized that she had broken out into a cold sweat.

Don't let them see it! Don't let them know!

Another moment passed in silence, and Felicia realized that she was alone.


Do they want me to go outside?
 That seemed likely, given the ridiculous costume she had on and the door opening, but why?

Every instinct told Felicia this was a trap, but to what end?


I could just not leave.
 That was a viable option, just wait in this room, but she imagined that eventually someone would get inpatient and come and drag her out.

Or what if they didn't? What if they just let her sit here, waiting?

Eventually, Felicia decided that she would have to step outside of this room, either by force or choice, and she would rather it was by choice. She still didn't know what her captors had in store for her, but she imagined that if they wanted to kill her, they would have already done it.

Felicia took a breath, stood up straight, and strolled towards the door, trying to look as dignified and tough as possible given her ridiculous and skimpy attire. In a moment, she had crossed the room and grasped the door knob. As soon as she placed her hand on the round, cold metal, Felicia froze, every muscle in her body stiffening, waiting for something to happen.

And nothing did. She let out a breath and opened the door. Stepping out, she found herself back in the same hallway she had been dragged down... when was it? The previous night? Day? A few hours ago? She had no concept of how long it had been, there were no windows, and no clocks.

Felicia turned her head, looking down either end of the hallway. First she looked to her left, knowing that was where she was dragged from, or was it? Everything was such a blur. Then Felicia turned to her right. The hallway looked to go on forever, lined with red doors on either side.

And one of them was open slightly, allowing a sliver of light cutting into the hallway. Felicia stood there for a moment, staring at the partially open door.


I imagine that's where they want me to go.
 Felicia thought it over, once again imagining that whatever was waiting in that room wasn't good.

Then she heard a familiar sounding noise coming from down the hall. She didn't have to listen intently to know it was coming from that room.

Felicia took a few steps forward and listened.

“Hlllp...hhhmmm.. hllll mmmmeee”

Felicia knew the sound well, the sound of a bound and gagged woman. Without thinking, Felicia started hurrying down the hall towards the sound. As she got closer, the woman's muffled cries got louder and more frenzied.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmmmumm! Ullumm!”

Who was it? Could be Tanya or Shelly?


If it is, I'm just going to leave them as I found them!
 Even though Felicia was in a dire situation, the last thing she wanted was to be running around with Tanya or Shelly, two women who had double crossed her in the past.

Then her mind started to wander. What if these people had gotten a hold of the other girls?

What if it was Janet?

Felicia's heart fluttered at the thought and she hurried. The reasonable part of her brain told her it most likely wasn't Janet, but the hope that it was spurred her on.

Felicia reached the door and flung it open as she dived into the room. It was similar to the room she was held in, with a wardrobe on one wall, a vanity on the other, and a bed against another wall. The bed had four posts and a canopy, and was made with silk sheets and blankets.

Her heart sank when she saw that the woman on the bed was not Janet, but Felicia still did recognize her.

The woman was tanned to a deep bronze, and was wearing black, lacy lingerie. The skimpy underwear showed off the woman's cut, chiseled physique perfectly, and she had wavy, dirty blond hair with dark roots. She was older, maybe mid-forties.

“Hmmmph!” The woman's eyes lit up when Felicia entered, immediately falling on the fake police shield on her tiny uniform shirt.


Good lord, she think I'm a real cop!
 Felicia dismissed the thought. She was a real cop, just not wearing a real uniform, and not there on police business.

The woman was also bound hand and foot with white rope, and was gagged with a thick white cloth that was knotted in the middle. Her luscious, red lips wrapped around the knot as the woman pleaded with Felicia.

“Hllp! Grrrmmm mmeee ooffff offf hrrrr!” She stamped her bound feet on the bed for emphasis.

Jessica! That was the woman's name! Felicia knew her from her modeling days, she was a friend of Gina's! Jessica had once been somewhat out of shape, and then embarked on a fitness regime and became a personal trainer, and from there created a fitness empire. Gina had designed a few bikinis for Jessica, and though Felicia didn't know her that well, she knew that Jessica and Gina had been close.


How did she get here?
 Well, only one way to find out.

Felicia hurried over to the bound and gagged woman, crawled up on the bed, and pulled out her gag. Jessica let out a sigh of relief and stretched her jaw.

“Gah! God, thank you! That gag was killing me!” Jessica sighed.

“Are you okay?” Felicia asked, reaching behind Jessica to untie her hands.

“I... I think so. Thank you officer! How did you find me?”

Felicia stopped and looked at Jessica. How did she think that she was a police officer? None of them dressed like this!

“I'm... its a long story.” Felicia figured she would tell her later.

“Well hurry, before they get back!” Jessica turned, waving her still bound hands at Felicia. Felicia nodded and went back to untying her.

“Your Gina's friend, aren't you?” Felicia asked.

“Gina?” Jessica's voice turned to ice. “She's the reason I'm here!”

Felicia's brow furrowed. How was Gina responsible for this? She would have to find out later.

Felicia finished untying Jessica's hands and Jessica went about untying her feet.

“How long have you been here?” Felicia asked.

“I... I don't know. It feels like forever.”

“Well, don't worry, you're safe now.” Felicia reassured her, though she didn't believe it herself, but it was better to say something to reassure this woman.

Jessica pulled the rope away from her feet and hopped off the bed. As she did, Felicia caught a full glimpse of the tiny, black thong Jessica wore. Her ass was deep bronze like the rest of her, and looked to be chiseled from solid marble. Now free, Jessica stood up straight and stretched, displaying her rock hard muscles just beneath her tanned skin.

“Anyway, we have to get out of here.” Felicia stood up from the bed.

“I'm not going out like this!” Jessica turned towards her, motioning to her lingerie clad form.

“We'll find you clothes along the way. You said they would be back soon.” Felicia's patience was quickly waning.

“Just give me a minute. Keep a look out.” With that, Jessica headed over to the wardrobe.

Felicia sighed and stepped over to the door. Really, they were both deep in the bowels of a kidnapper's lair and Jessica was worried about modesty? Behind her, Felicia heard the doors to the wardrobe open.

“Just make it fast.” Felicia ordered as she peeked out into the hallway. Like before, it seemed deserted. Something wasn't right.

“Well, how's it coming?” Felicia asked, her head turning back and forth to scan the hallway.

Jessica didn't respond.

“Hey, find anything?” Felicia sighed. She didn't have time for games.

She heard Jessica walk up behind her.

“Okay, are you decent?” Felicia sighed and stepped back.

Then, a strong arm wrapped around her waist and pulled her back. Felicia opened her mouth to protest when a strong but feminine hand clamped over it.

“Hmmmyyy! Mmmwwwa?” Felicia kicked and tried to pull away, but whoever was behind her was strong, and held firm.

“Oh shhh! I finally got you!” Jessica whispered in her ear.


What?
 Felicia's eyes went wide and both of her hands shot up to pull Jessica's hand away from her lips.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Felicia struggled as she dug her fingers into Jessica's muffling hand, which didn't budge.

“Sexy little police officer all to myself.” Jessica gloated in Felicia's ear, and then spun her captive around and pushed her face first onto the bed.

Felicia barely had time to collect herself before landing on the soft silk. Without stopping to assess the situation, she started crawling across the bed.

Jessica was on Felicia immediately, jumping onto the bed behind her, reaching up the back of her skirt and grabbing a fistful of the flimsy string riding up Felicia's ass cheeks. The older woman bunched the back of the sling bikini and pulled forward, giving Felicia an extremely painful wedgie.

“Ooowwww!” Felicia cried, feeling the bikini ride up her ass even more than it already was.

“Oh what a beautiful tush! Do you always dress like this when on duty?” Jessica asked.

“Get off of me you crazy bitch!” Felicia screamed and clawed at the bed, trying to pull herself away. Jessica rewarded this by pulling her bikini even further up her ass.

“Owwww!” Felicia screamed, and felt her bottom being lifted up by the force of the wedgie.

Then, her ass exploded in stinging pain as Jessica spanked her bottom.

“Fuck! Stop it!” Felicia spat, her face red with fury. Not letting up on the wedgie, Jessica spanked her again, harder. The captive police woman's ass exploded into pins and needles.

“What are you doing! I'm here to save you!” Felicia screamed. Jessica pulled up on the bikini again, eliciting another cry of pain from Felicia.

“You dumb bimbo, you fell for my trap so easily!”

“What?” Felicia turned to face her. A trap?

Then Jessica pulled back on Felicia's bikini, dragging the struggling Sheriff towards her. Felicia screamed and clawed at the bed sheets under her, trying to pull away from the woman's grip.

Jessica snapped Felicia back towards her like a rag doll, then released her grip on Felicia's bikini bottom. Felicia could barely catch her breath before Jessica grabbed Felicia's flailing arms, pulled them behind her, and yanked her to her feet.

Felicia's ass crack was sore from the wedgie, and her butt cheeks stinging from the spanking. She barely had time to resist as Jessica held her arms behind her back and spun her around to face the door.


What now?
 Felicia barely had time to register that question in her head before her eyes widened in horror and surprise.

The Queen stood in the door, bouncing a small, black rubber ball off of the floor, and smiling at Felicia. She wore a black, one piece thong leotard, low cut to expose plenty of cleavage, and lacy stockings.

“Hey there Felicia.” The Queen smiled as she bounced the ball.

“Here she is, mistress.” Jessica said.

Felicia twisted her head to look at Jessica behind her and then at the Queen.

“What? What is this?” Felicia asked, dumbfounded.

The Queen only flashed a sadistic smile and strode forward, bouncing the ball as she did.

“Let me go!” Felicia struggled and pulled against Jessica as The Queen approached.

“Oh she's a feisty one, I like it.” The Queen purred.

“Get off of me! You're sick! You're all sick! I'm gonna arrest all of-UMMMPPH!” Felicia was cut off by the Queen shoving the black rubber ball in her gaping mouth.

Felicia attempted to spit the rubber ball out, but Jessica clamped her hand over the Sheriff's mouth from behind.

“Mmmrrrggle! Ullrgggl! Mmmm!” Felicia blubbered, struggling against her two female captors.

The Queen looked over Felicia in the skimpy costume with hungry eyes.

“Oh Sheriff, what kind of a uniform is this?” The Queen cooed, and the gripped either side of Felicia's small uniform shirt and tore it open with a flourish. The buttons ripped off easily, exposing Felicia's cleavage and tanned, toned mid-riff in the slingshot bikini.

“Mmmmph! Ummmpph!” Felicia kicked at The Queen. One of her arms twisted free and she tried to use it to wrest Jessica's hand away from her mouth, but with no luck.

“And this skirt is way to small. We'll have to do something about that.” The Queen smiled and gripped Felicia's tiny skirt by the waist band.

“Mmmo! Mmmmo!” Felicia twisted and squirmed. Her outfit was ridiculous and small, but it was all she had protecting her modesty.

The Queen only looked at her and giggled while she started to shimmy the skirt down Felicia's waist, exposing the V-like curve of the sling bikini covering her vagina.

“Mmmmph! Ummmph!” Felicia looked down to see the tiny skirt sliding down her thighs.

“Mmmoo! Guulllbbblle!” She struggled and kicked, but soon the skirt was down around her ankles. The Queen giggled and pulled the small garment away, then stood up, twirling it on her finger like a prize.

“There, so much more freeing.”

“Grrrrrmmm!” Felicia narrowed her eyes and growled. Then the Queen tossed her skirt away and reached a gloved hand into her own cleavage.

Felicia froze, dreading what this sadistic woman had in store next. A second later, the Queen's hand emerged from her bosom with a small roll of white gauze. Her eyes shifted from the gauze to Felicia, and the helpless woman knew exactly what came next.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmo! Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head and pulled against Jessica as The Queen approached, unspooling the gauze as she did.

“Now hold her tight Jessica.” The Queen held the gauze out right in front of Felicia, who stared at it with wide, terrified eyes.

“Mmmo! Mmmffff! Hlllp! Mlllettt mee mmmo!” Felicia mumbled as Jessica's hand came away from her mouth. No sooner had that happened then the Queen pressed the gauze over Felicia's lips and started to wrap.

The Queen handed the gauze off to Jessica, and Felicia took that moment to raise her hands against the dominatrix, but the Queen anticipated that, grabbing Felicia's hands by the wrists and clamping down like a vice.

“Glllummph!” Felicia moaned as her wrists erupted in pain. Her knees buckled. This woman as strong!

As The Queen held her wrists, Jessica wrapped the gauze in layer after layer over Felicia's mouth. Immediately she had flashbacks to the time Jack had done something similar to her with packing tape.

“Mmmgggg... gglllubb!” Felicia moaned, twisting her head in an attempt to shake off the gauze.

“I think that's enough, it will keep Ms. Fetters here quiet.” The Queen giggled.

The gauze stopped, then Jessica's hands came from behind Felicia, grabbed her wrists, and twisted her arms behind her back.

“Mmmrrrggh!” Felicia barely had time to process before she found herself being spun around and planted face first on the bed.

“Mffff...” She sighed, then felt her uniform shirt being pulled back along her shoulders. A second later, she felt her arm go free as they pulled it free from one of the sleeves.

Now's my chance!

Realizing her opportunity, Felicia's hand shot forward, grasping for the gauze around her mouth, but one of her captors grabbed her arm with lighting quick reflexes.

“Not so fast, Ms. Sheriff.” Jessica admonished, squeezing Felicia's wrist, sending new bursts of pain through it.

“Ooooofff!” Felicia cried, and then felt her other arm being pulled out of a sleeve. With no other alternative, she tried to bring that arm up to pull her gag down but Jessica caught it as well.

“She's misbehaving, mistress.” Jessica said to The Queen.

“Well, we'll have to punish her then.” The Queen said from behind her, then reached around, grabbed Felicia's wrists, and twisted them behind her back again.

“Mmmuurggh!” Felicia cried, squirming on her stomach as her arms were pulled behind her. She looked up to see Jessica squatting down in front of her, thonged ass in Felicia's face.

Suspecting what was next, Felicia recoiled, eyes so wide she felt they would bulge out of her head.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo!” She shook her head and started wriggling like a worm on a hook. Behind her back, she felt The Queen cross her wrists and start to wrap gauze around them.

“Those who misbehave are punished.” Jessica giggled, and backed her ass up. A second later, Felicia's face was planted between Jessica's rock hard, thonged ass cheeks.

“Mmmbbbblll! Ullggglll! Blllmmm! Blll!” Felicia blubbered. Then Jessica started to rub her ass up and down over the gagged Sheriff’s face.

“Oh what, you don't like it when other people do it to you?” Jessica giggled while shaking her ass back and forth over Felicia's face.

“Mmbbblllb! Bbbblllummbbl! Mmmmbbbb!” Felicia cried, screaming into the ball gagging her.

She didn't realize she was kicking her feet until she felt The Queen grab them and cross them at the ankles. A second later, Felicia felt gauze wrap around her ankles.

She tested her arms and realized they were secured behind her back with gauze.

Then Jessica leaned forward, freeing Felicia's face.

“Bffff....” Felicia gasped, blinking, taking in what air she could with her nose.

“You see, good behavior gets rewarded here, and bad behavior is punished.” Jessica said, looking down at Felicia.

“Grrrr..” Felicia narrowed her eyes at the older woman. If they expected her to play this game, they had another thing coming. Then she felt something cool and wet drizzle on her backside.

“Urrrmmm?” Felicia twisted her head to look behind her and saw The Queen pouring lotion from a bottle onto Felicia's thonged backside.

“Oh don't worry honey, you'll like what we have next.” The Queen giggled, and poured some lotion onto her hand.

“Mmmmrrrfff-” Felicia could barely get out a muffled response before Jessica grabbed her head by the hair and twisted it back around front, then once again buried it between her ass cheeks.

“Mmmbbbb! Lluubbbbllm!” Felicia moaned as Jessica rubbed her ass over Felicia's face. As this happened, Felicia could feel The Queen's hands massaging her ass cheeks, rubbing the oil over them.

“Mmlllbbb! Bbblllumm!” Felicia kicked and flopped, feeling the Queen's strong fingers knead into her backside, rubbing the oil up and down. As she struggled, Felicia started to feel a sensation of lightheadedness come over her, and realized that the gag and Jessica's ass were making it hard for her to breath.

“Mmmlllbbb mmmee bbboo!” She blubbered, but the exertion that it took to talk caused her to feel even more lightheaded.

Felicia exhaled and tried to take in what little air she could. She started to feel like she was floating. Dimly she was aware of The Queen rubbing oil over her ass, back, and legs, but the more Felicia struggled, the more she slipped further and further into darkness.

She was falling, drifting like a feather in an endless sea of black.

Just float away, leave it all behind.

“Bmmm... mm...” Felicia sighed, feeling her muscles ease and more and more of the blackness consume her.

If she passed out, at least she wouldn't be awake for whatever they had planned for her.

Yes, thats it. Pass out. Go to sleep and leave this all behind, at least for the moment.

“Is she fading?” A voice, distant, at the other end of a tunnel, asked.

“I think so.” answered another, even further voice.

A moment later a blast of fresh air hit Felicia in the face. She gasped through her gag and took in a deep breath through her nose.

“Gufff...” She blinked, the encroaching darkness ripped away like a band-aid. Looking ahead, she saw Jessica's thonged ass seated on the bed in front of her.

“We thought you were gonna go to sleep there on us.” Jessica looked back at her and winked.

“Ffff mmmoo!”

“Oh no,” Jessica's face darkened and she backed up towards Felicia again. “Maybe just one more whiff.” With a smile, Jessica grabbed a handful of Felicia's hair and pulled the helpless Sheriff's face once again towards her backside.

“Mmmmeep!” Felicia squealed, closing her eyes and bracing herself.

“I think that's enough Jessica.” The Queen ordered. Obediently, Jessica let go of Felicia's hair and scurried away from the bound and gagged woman.

“Offf... ffff...” Felicia sighed in relief.

“I want the Sheriff awake for the next part.” Felicia heard The Queen say behind her.

What?

An involuntary shiver ran through Felicia. What in the world they have planned for her next? Wasn't any of this enough?

Then she thought of everything she had seen so far, and everything she heard about these people. This wasn't enough, it would never be enough. They had Felicia, and could keep her for as long as they liked, and do as they liked to her.

Felicia looked up to see Jessica stepping away from her and over towards the wall, anticipating what the bronze, ripped woman had in store for her next.

TWAP. A hard hand came down on Felicia's oiled ass cheek, prompting a muffled cry from her.

“Mmmph!” She moaned and turned her head. Behind her was The Queen, kneeling on the bed, one hand on Felicia's ass, and in the other hand was an electric toothbrush.

“Whummp?” Felicia cocked her head, confused at the dental item in The Queen's hand. Her mind had been filled with so many scenarios of what this woman had in store for her, and what she would do to Felicia and use on her, but this... this was not one of them.

“You see Felicia, you now belong to me.” The Queen began, digging her nails into Felicia's ass cheeks. “And you will do as I say, when I say. You will speak when I say, and if you are obedient, then you will be treated well, like Jessica here.”

Felicia turned to Jessica and saw her pulling something from between the curtains on the wall.

A video camera. A steady red light glowed right above the black eye of the camera's lens, telling Felicia that it was recording.

“Wufff! Mmmo!” Felicia moaned and tried to wriggle, but then felt a sharp stinging as The Queen dug her nails into her ass cheek.

“Urggh!” So this was their plan? To record her, humiliated like this, and then use it to blackmail and control her?

Jessica hovered the lens of the camera just before Felicia's face. A gleeful look played out over Jessica's face as she looked through the camera at the bound and gagged Sheriff.

“This can stop, this can all stop, but you have to swear to serve me. Will you do that Felicia?” The Queen asked.

Felicia didn't even stop to think or consider. She just turned to face The Queen. The gag prevented her from properly articulating her thoughts, but the venom in her eyes gave it all away as she glared at her captor.

“Ffff mmoo ummm bfff!” Felicia mumbled, working her lips and tongue around the ball in her mouth as best she could.

It was the wrong answer and she knew it, but she would be damned if she was going to grovel to this woman. The Queen also knew that it was the wrong answer, and was clearly hoping for that and anticipating it. Felicia could only watch as The Queen lowered the electric toothbrush down, switching it on as she did. An electric buzzing sound filled the room and the bristles of the brush lowered, eventually touching the small of Felicia's back, right above her ass cheeks.

The movements of the tiny bristles were lightning fast over Felicia's tailbone and sent small tingling jolts of electric sensation through her body.

“Uffffllmmm gggggffff ummm mmmummbbl!” Felicia blubbered into her gag, her entire body convulsing and shaking against her will. Instinct had taken over, and instinct was telling her to get away.

The buzzing stopped, and Felicia felt the toothbrush pulled away from her ass. She stopped shaking and huffed into her gag.

“Ufff.. hffff... mffff...”

Had The Queen been... tickling her?

“Ufff!” She moaned, feeling a weight press on her legs. Felicia turned her head to see The Queen sitting on Felicia's thighs, tooth brush in hand and hovering right over Felicia's lower back.

“I ask again, will you swear loyalty?” The dominatrix asked.

“Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head.

The Queen sighed, pressed the toothbrush down and switched it on. The buzzing resumed, accompanied immediately by the sharp tingling of the bristles dancing across her skin with lightning speed.

“Eeep! Ummm humm! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned, feeling her body start to wiggle and protest against the tickling.

The weight of The Queen on her thighs kept Felicia from wriggling too far, so all she could do was quake and convulse under the woman's touch while giggling uncontrollably into her gag.

“Urrrrgggll mmmmpull gffffullll!” Felicia mewed, her body doing everything in it's power to get away from the sensation.

Then she felt the toothbrush move down to in between the curve of her round, supple ass cheeks.

“Eeepp! Uffflll mmm!” Felicia moaned, feeling as the tickling sensation grew a thousand times more intense as the tiny bristles traced her ass crack.

She heard a giggle and looked up to see Jessica with the camera pointed right at Felicia, laughing with glee.

“Wrry mmoo-”Felicia grumbled, but then the tickling sensation increased in intensity and her muffled threat turned into a muffled guffaw. “Eeep! Ufff glll!”

The toothbrush was moving lower down Felicia's ass, and the tickling getting more and more intense.

“Feel that? I can go all night if I want.” The Queen chuckled behind her.

“Nnnno! Stttp!” Felicia moaned without thinking.

“You know what to do Felicia, and I'll stop.”

“Stttpp pffff!”

“Will you swear to serve me?”

Felicia searched deep inside herself. The feeling of tickling was unbearable. She was no longer in control of her body, and try as she may, she couldn't get herself to stop wiggling around and flailing like a fish on land...

...but she couldn't, wouldn't give The Queen the satisfaction of hearing Felicia give in.

Felicia turned and looked at The Queen, seated on her legs with the electric toothbrush held between her ass cheeks and a smug look on her face. She thought she had Felicia beat, thought she had won.

“Mmmo!” Felicia shook her head and shot The Queen a glare filled with fury.

The Queen's face darkened, and she moved the toothbrush down. A second later Felicia felt the tiny, fast bristles racing around the rim of her asshole like tiny race cars circling a track.

“Eeeep! Mmmoo! Ummm!” Felicia cried and squirmed. It felt like tiny electric insects were biting away at her ass. The Queen moved the toothbrush in a circular motion around Felicia's asshole.

“What about now?” The Queen asked, stopping to hold the brush directly in the center of Felicia's tight asshole.

“Meeep! Mmooo!” Felicia moaned, squeezing her eyes shut.

“Jessica, put that town and free up our new guest's mouth.” The Queen ordered. Felicia opened her eyes to see Jessica setting the camera down on a nearby table but still keeping the lens pointed directly at Felicia, and the red light was still steadily blinking.

“Eeeep! Uffff mmm!” Felicia cried, feeling her ass convulsing and quaking from the tickle torture being administered to her.

This couldn't last all night, could it?

Of course it would. The Queen would keep doing it right up until Felicia gave in.

Felicia dug deep inside of herself, trying to find a reserve of strength, something to hold onto, anything to get her to keep going.

Jessica walked over and pulled down the gauze from Felicia's mouth. She reached to pull the little rubber ball free but Felicia had already spat it out.

“Ahh! Stop! Please!” Felicia said between giggles.

“Well, will you serve The Queen?” Jessica asked.

“Go... to...hell!” Felicia giggled.

The toothbrush pressed hard against her asshole, the electric tingling sensation turning to a hard scratching.

“Ahhh-UMMMMPH!” Felicia's cry was cut off by Jessica's strong hand clamping over her mouth.

“Urrrrmmmph mmm! Ummm!” Felicia moaned, trying with all of her strength to wriggle free. The scratching sensation around her asshole was quickly turning into a red burning feeling.

“Last chance Felicia, will you serve?” The Queen asked. Jessica moved her hand away from Felicia's mouth.

“Kiss my ass you old b-ULLLLM!” Jessica clamped her hand over Felicia's mouth.

“Well fine then, looks like we'll be here for a while.” The Queen shrugged, holding the rough bristles of the toothbrush against Felicia's asshole.

“Mmmmmggg...ufffgg...ggggmmm...” Felicia moaned. Her muscles felt like they were dissolving, turning to jelly. Her wriggles were turning into short convulses.

Her eyes fell on the steady red light from the camera. Here she was, being recorded flailing around while her asshole was tickled, but for what purpose?

Felicia zeroed in on the steady red light of the camera, staring into it's unblinking, cold gaze. That would be her anchor point, the thing that would keep her grounded and away from all this.

She allowed herself to get lost in the red light, to bath in it's glow. Felicia would be like that red light: steady, constant, and silent.

And like that light, she would last until someone turned her off or her battery died.
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As it turned out, the battery on the camera lasted far longer than Felicia Fetters did.

Her eyes fluttered and she groaned, feeling the soft pillow underneath her face.


Where am I?
 She lifted her head slightly as she attempted to collect herself. The puzzle pieces of the day were starting to fall into place in her mind and she started to become dimly aware of a raw, itching around her asshole.

Tickling...

The Queen and her stooge, Jessica, had been tickling Felicia. They wanted her to give up, to swear loyalty...

Then what?

She pushed herself up and only just then realized that her hands weren't bound. Turning her head to look down, she saw that her feet weren't tied either. Instinctively, she reached a hand down to rub at the sore spot below her buttocks. That was a mistake, and it sent a sharp blast of stinging pain up through her backside.

“Ah!” She cried and rolled over. The toothbrush must have tickled her ass raw.

Felicia looked around, trying to collect her thoughts and surroundings. She was still in the room that they had tied her up in, but the lights were dimmed to a low setting, probably to simulate night time.


Is it evening?
 She realized that she had no idea if it truly was day or night. As she contemplated this, she realized that she actually had no idea how long she had been in this dungeon. It could have been days.

At least two days.

She sat up, a shiver running through her, and crossed her hands over her bare breasts.


Clothes... I need clothes...
 She thought, suddenly conscious of her nudity. The thought that she had passed out, and then that her captors had undressed her, made her supremely uncomfortable.

That must have been it, she must have passed out while they were torturing her. How long had she been out?

Felicia rolled off the bed, taking note that the camera was no longer on the table. So they had taken it, but to what end? Her best guess was still blackmail.

Felicia crossed the room to the wardrobe on the wall and opened it. With every movement, her sore ass sent tingles of pain through her body. When she got to the wardrobe, part of her half expected to see the skimpy sling bikini and police uniform hanging there, waiting for her, but instead only saw a simple set of bra and panties hanging, waiting for her.

She tore the underwear from the hanger and quickly stepped into the tiny pair of thong underwear and then the bra. It was a push up bra, and though Felicia's breasts weren't huge, it wasn't like they were small either, but this bra gave her considerable cleavage.


Heck, it would almost give Gina a run for her money.
 Felicia thought, feeling up her own chest.

Just as she closed the wardrobe doors she heard the footstep behind her. Before Felicia could react, a hand clamped over her mouth from behind while another, powerful arm wrapped around her waist and pulled her back.

“Nnnnnooo! Mmmmph!” Felicia moaned, trying to pull away from her captor.

Where they waiting here in the shadows the whole time? Waiting to pounce on her? Felicia realized that she didn't know if she had the physical or psychological stamina to undergo more kinky tortures, but maybe that was their plan. Maybe they were just going to wear her down and whittle away at her until there was nothing left.

“Shhh! Shhh!” Jessica hissed in her ear.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmmoo!” Felicia clutched at hand clamped over her mouth, using all of her strength to pull at it, but Jessica was too strong, and kept the flailing Felicia pressed tight against her own body.

“Stop! Stop, I'm not here to hurt you!” Jessica said in hushed but slightly louder tone.

“Urrgg! Fmmm!” Felicia moaned, not convinced.

The older woman kept her grip tight on Felicia.

“I'm here to help you!” She uttered, her voice filled with desperation, and a hint of pleading.

Felicia stopped her struggles.

“Hmmm?” She asked, but then realized that she had no reason to trust Jessica. This woman had just used her trust against her earlier tonight, or was it last night?

Still, would she try the same tactic again?

“Yes, now if I move my hand will you promise to stay quiet?” Jessica whispered.

“Urrmmm...” Felicia pondered.

“Listen, if I move my hand and you scream then we are both in trouble with The Queen, do you understand?”

“Ummm hmmm...” Felicia nodded.

“Good, now I'm going to move my hand now. If you scream, I will do whatever I can to punish you in the most extreme way before The Queen punishes us both, clear?”

“Offff kyyy!” Felicia moaned and rolled her eyes, wishing that Jessica would just do it already.

“Okay.” Jessica acknowledged, and let go of Felicia. Felicia pulled away from the woman and turned to face her, fists up.

“Oh relax, I said that I'm not here to hurt you.” Jessica sat on the edge of the bed as she spoke. She was clad in the same black, lacy lingerie that she had worn earlier.

Felicia only stared at Jessica and kept her fists up, not sure of what to do next.

“How should I trust you?” Felicia stepped closer but still remained on edge.

“Oh relax will you, we're going to have to trust each other if we want to get out of here.” Jessica sighed.

“You were just smothering me with your ass.” Felicia barked and stood against the wall opposite of Jessica.

Jessica sighed and leaned her head back.

“Ugggh, look, I learned that if you play along with The Queen, then she does treat you pretty well. It's how you get by here.”

Felicia still wasn't convinced, but lowered her fists slightly.

“Look, you have no reason to trust me, true, but let me tell you, from the bottom of my heart, is that I want to get the hell out of here.” Jessica stared right at her, eyes hard and full of conviction.

“Then what do you want from me?”

“Simple,” Jessica smiled. “One of the women that came in with you, the blond, Shelly. She kidnapped me. It's because of her that I'm in this mess.”

“I thought you said it was Gina?” Felicia asked, somewhat confused. How did Gina and Shelly contribute to Jessica ending up here?

“Gina too, look...” Jessica sighed. “I want Shelly. If you help me grab her, then I help you escape.”

“Wait what?” Felicia stammered.

Jessica sighed.

“We grab Shelly and get out with her. I have some unfinished business with her.” Jessica stood up. The look in her eye told Felicia that she was absolutely serious.

“That's crazy. We either escape or we don't. If we add kidnapping her then that opens us up to more risk of-” Felicia was cut off by Jessica grabbing her arm.

“That bitch and her big breasted buddy kidnapped me and tortured me, and then I ended up here, becoming The Queen's bitch until I agreed to play nice with her.” Jessica hissed, grabbing Felicia by the shoulders and looking the younger woman straight in the eye.

“Ow!” Felicia cried as Jessica's strong hands dug into her shoulders, but Jessica ignored her.

“Even when I play nice, there's no hope of me ever getting out, and the same goes for you, we will live the rest of our days as The Queen's slaves, do you understand?”

“Yes but-” Felicia began.

“No buts! We will, and I sure as hell don't want that! Now you either help me or you don't and we both are stuck here!” Jessica let go and backed away, listening for Felicia's reply.

Felicia looked over the older woman as she thought. The idea of spending the rest of her days as a captive to The Queen was not ideal in the slightest, but she had no idea if Jessica was to be trusted or not.

But what other choice did she have?

“Fine, but when we grab Shelly then we turn her over to the police.” Felicia offered, but Jessica shook her head.

“Nope. She's mine. I want to inflict all of the hurt that was inflicted on me to her, and then some.”

Then something dawned on Felicia, and a smile crept across her face.

“Fine, but if I help you get Shelly then you help me get Tanya.”

Jessica's jaw dropped and she shook her head.

“Nope, grabbing one of them is risky enough, but two-”

“Shelly ruined your life, Tanya ruined mine. We both have scores to settle, and if you want me to help you grab Shelly then you'll help me grab Tanya or I'm out.” Felicia crossed her arms over her chest to signify that was her final offer.

Jessica inhaled and glared at Felicia, then nodded slowly.

“Fine.”

Felicia nodded back, glad that an agreement could be made with this shaky new ally.

“Okay, now what?” Felicia asked. Since Jessica approached her, she presumed that she had a plan.

Jessica smiled and produced a roll of duct tape in one hand and a cloth in the other. Felicia recoiled on instinct, knowing what they were used for. The older woman giggled and smiled at Felicia.

“Don't worry, this isn't for you. Just follow me, and keep quiet.” Jessica turned and headed towards the door, which Felicia now saw was slightly ajar.


She must have snuck in while I was getting dressed.
 Felicia mentally chided herself for letting her guard down so easily.

Jessica bent slightly and stuck her head out through the cracked door, looking in both directions. As she did, Felicia got a great view of Jessica's tanned and muscular ass. She had to give it to Jessica, she had an amazing backside and definitely knew it. A moment later Jessica stood back up and turned to face Felicia, catching the younger woman admiring her thonged ass.

“Don't tell me that I'm going to be a distraction.” Jessica sighed.

“No, sorry.” Felicia's eyes snapped up and she shook her head.

“Good, because I'm proud of my ass and I know it, but now isn't the time.” Jessica said flatly and then slunk into the hallway. Felicia hurried after her.

Jessica pressed herself against the wall and slid down, followed by Felicia.

“Wait, how did you slip away to get me?” Felicia asked as both lingerie clad woman sling along the wall.

“What did I say about being quiet?” Jessica asked, not turning to face Felicia.

“I'm sorry, but this seems a little too convenient and-” Felicia began, but then Jessica stopped, turned, and glared at her.

“I was able to slip away while The Queen slept.” Jessica sighed.

“What, really?” Felicia asked.

“She lets the girls she trusts more sleep with her, untied. I waited until she fell asleep and snuck away, but we should hurry before she wakes!” Jessica rolled her eyes as she spoke. Felicia nodded and the two continued down the hall.

“Aren't there guards?” Felicia asked as they moved.

“Christ, you ask a lot of questions.” Jessica sighed.

“Doesn't it seem a little... too easy?” Felicia huffed.

“The Dungeon is like a maze, you can wander for hours and not find your way out. The Queen and her most trust know it by heart. If anyone gets free, she knows that they'll be lost wandering up and down until she can scoop them up again.”

“How do you know where we're going?”

“Because I have a great memory.” Jessica never turned to face Felicia as she spoke.

Felicia frowned. It all seemed too easy. She didn't like it, any of it.

They continued on in silence for a long while, but then Jessica stopped, turned to Felicia with a finger to her lips, and motioned to a door next to her. Felicia nodded, understanding.

They have Shelly in there.

Jessica smiled and handed Felicia the cloth. Felicia nodded and then Jessica angled herself towards the door, looked up and down the hallway, and then turned a latch on the outside of the door. Once the door was unlocked, Jessica opened it slightly and peered in, and then turned to Felicia and nodded that it was all clear. Then Jessica opened the door enough to squeeze her lithe but muscular body inside and Felicia followed, closing the door behind her.

Inside the room was almost identical to the one that Felicia was being held in, complete with the same dim lighting. The only difference was Shelly's unconscious form on the bed. She was sleeping on her side with her back to them, still clad in the same bra and thong that she wore earlier. The RESERVED stamp was still on her ass cheek, though the ink was smeared and faded. Felicia looked at the sleeping woman and wondered what their captors had done to her while they were working over Felicia. Had they done the same tickle torture to Shelly? Or did they perform another kind of kinky game on her?

Felicia felt a pang of sympathy for the woman, but then dismissed it. Shelly had done terrible things, and if it was because of her that Jessica was in this mess, then she deserved everything she got. Part of Felicia thought about telling Jessica that they should just go and leave Shelly to her fate, seeing how it was Shelly's fault that they were all in this mess, but she knew that Jessica wouldn't listen.

Jessica was already creeping towards the other side of the bed, and pointed at Shelly as she moved. Felicia nodded and held the cloth out with both hands as she approached the sleeping woman. As she approached Shelly from behind, Jessica crawled up onto the bed with her and reached out to grab Shelly's hands.

Felicia crawled up on the bed behind Shelly, cloth held out, ready to wrap it around Shelly's mouth to prevent screams...

Jessica grabbed Shelly's limps wrists and squeezed. Shelly let out a gasp and lifted her head.

“Wha—ummph!” Shelly was cut off by Felicia throwing the cloth over her head and pulling it tight over mouth, gagging her.

“Mmmp!” Shelly moaned, trying to lift her hands to pull the gag down, but Jessica was strong and held them like a vice as Felicia tried to knot the gag at the back of Shelly's head.

“Come on! Hurry up!” Jessica hissed at Felicia.

“I'm trying!” Felicia said through gritted teeth. Despite Jessica's grip on her wrists, Shelly was wriggling and trying to pull away, making it difficult for Felicia to tie the gag.

“Ummmph! Mmmph! Mmmm!” Shelly moaned, twisting and shaking her head in an attempt to shake off the gag.

Felicia held tight, feeling like a cowboy riding a bucking bronco. She kept her grip on the gag tight as Shelly tried to twist away.

“Hurry up!” Jessica cried, her eyes wide and alarmed.

“I'm doing my best!” Felicia cried, twisting Shelly's head with the gag.

“Mmmo! Mmmo! Hllp!” Shelly moaned as Felicia tightened the gag and tried to secure the knot. The blond woman kicked and flailed, doing her best to slip away from her captors.


Even now, she's still a slippery bitch!
 Felicia thought as she tried to secure the gag.

Jessica sighed and pulled on Shelly's wrists, jerking the woman forward. Shelly sighed into the gag and this gave Felicia enough time to tie the knot and secure the gag.

“Uffff mmmm!” Shelly moaned, feeling the gag tighten around her mouth.

“Okay hold her arms and fold them across her chest!” Jessica muttered.

“What?” Felicia stammered, still holding onto the gag around Shelly's mouth.

“Just do it!”

Felicia sighed and grabbed Shelly's wrists. Jessica let go and Felicia crisscrossed Shelly's arms across her chest like the ancient mummies.

“Offfff mmmo! Umm!” Shelly moaned, still trying to wriggle away.

Jessica sat on Shelly's shin, planting all of her weight on them to keep her feet from kicking, and then unspooled the duct tape and started to wrap it around Shelly, pinning her arms to her chest.


Just like a mummy.
 Felicia thought, watching as Jessica wrapped layer after layer of tape around Shelly's wriggling mid-section.

“Remember me? Remember how you and your big titted bitch wrapped me up?” Jessica smiled as she cocooned Shelly's torso in layers of tape.

“Urrrmmm pffff! Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned and twisted, trying to escape.

“Well now I'm gonna wrap you up!” Jessica's eyes were wild and hysterical as she started to wrap the tape lower, around Shelly's waist.

“Offff mmmmo! Cmmmm oonn pfff!” Shelly moaned, still writhing.

Felicia held Shelly by the shoulders. By now Shelly's entire upper body was wrapped in duct tape, and watched as Jessica wrapped Shelly's waist in tape, and then down to her thighs...

“Urrgg...gllllblll...” Shelly's eyes were wide and frantic as she watched as the duct tape cocooned her legs, wrapping them in layer after layer of the sticky substance.

Soon even Shelly's feet were cocooned in duct tape, leaving only her head exposed.

Jessica finished wrapping Shelly's feet and then raised the roll up for the bound and gagged woman to see.

“Now your head.” Jessica smiled.

“Wfff! Mmoo! Mmmp!” Shelly moaned and tried to wriggle away.

“Hey come on, that's enough.” Felicia added. They had Shelly tied up, now it was time to go. Every minute they wasted meant that someone could walk in and find them.

“Ufff hfff!” Shelly nodded in agreement.

“I'll say when it's enough!” Jessica barked, and unspooled more tape and pressed it over the cloth gagging Shelly.

Felicia leaned back and watched as Jessica started to layer the tape over Shelly's mouth.

“Uffff.. mmooom...ggggfff...” Shelly tried twist away, but Jessica kept up the assault with the tape. Once Shelly's mouth was covered, Jessica went lower, wrapping up the blond woman's chin, and then neck.

Then Jessica went up, covering Shelly's eyes.

“Ufff... mmmm... grrrrmm..” Shelly moaned, her cries even more muffled under the layers of tape.

Finally, Jessica wrapped layers around the top of Shelly's head. Shelly could barely move, only slightly twist her head in protest. Felicia could only watch, knowing that part of her should be enjoying this, but... she felt wrong in some way. Jessica was enjoying this a little too much.

Finally, Jessica finished and leaned back, admiring her work. Shelly was completely cocooned, mummified in duct tape from head to toe, with the exception of her nose.

“Umm...mmm... gfff..” Shelly mumbled, her body writhing and twisting under the layers of tape.

“Okay, let's get her out of here.” Jessica nodded at Felicia and grabbed Shelly's feet. Felicia took a hold of Shelly by the shoulders and they lifted the struggling mummy off of the bed and started carrying her towards the door.

“Mmmm....ffff..sttpp... pfffff..” Shelly continued to writhe and struggle, and Felicia felt her hold on her slipping.


Come on...
 She sighed and wrapped her arms around Shelly's torso. All of the duct tape made it difficult to get a grip.

“Come on, do you have her?” Jessica asked in an annoyed tone.

“It's hard to...” Felicia grunted, doing her best to hold the wriggling mummy. “She's kicking and fussing.”

“Hurry up!” Jessica said as she carried Shelly out of the door. Felicia followed, doing her best to keep a tight grip on the struggling woman.

They stopped outside, and Jessica set Shelly's feet down and reached out and closed and locked the door.


Good move.
 Felicia thought. Hopefully it would take them a while to notice that three girls had slipped out during the night.


Four.
 She corrected herself, four girls. They still had Tanya to get.

“Okay, where are we going?” Felicia asked as Jessica lifted Shelly by the legs again.

“I'll lead.” Jessica said, and they started moving down the hall.

“Urrrf fffrrrmm mmmmm... glllummm...” Shelly moaned, still wiggling in their grasp. Felicia almost lost her grip on the bound woman and had to stop to adjust herself.

“Dammit, she's gonna give us away with all this commotion she's making.” Felicia huffed.

“Then we better hurry up!” Jessica said and quickened her pace.

Felicia had no idea where they were going, and started to wonder if Jessica did. She was making turns here and there, but the hallways all seemed the same. Every time they turned a corner, Felicia was half expecting The Queen to be waiting there, flanked with guards on both sides.

It seemed like they wandered around those winding corridors for hours, but Felicia knew that in reality it was only a few minutes. Finally, they turned a corner and came into a large, open room. It was the garage/loading area where Felicia had entered with Jack. Several panel trucks were parked by the bay doors, and like the rest of the place, the garage was deserted.

Something wasn't right. Every instinct in Felicia told her that this was a trap. It was all too easy.

These people are criminals, don't they usually conduct most of their business at night?

Then again, she realized that she had no idea if it was day or night. Plus, criminals had to sleep sometime.

“Ufff! Mmmmll!” Shelly wriggled in their grasp, snapping Felicia back to the moment. She wrapped her arms around the mummified woman.

“Okay, now what?” Felicia huffed, every muscle in her arms tensed around her hostage.

“There!” Jessica pointed to the nearest truck and the two woman scurried over with their cocooned captive.

“Okay, hold up.” Jessica was huffing now, clearly exhausted from the struggling Shelly. She set Shelly's feet down and scrambled to the side of the truck.

Hanging underneath the truck's cargo trailer was a small, black, storage area. Felicia watched as Jessica bent over and unclasped a latch on the storage compartment and realized that she probably would have missed the compartment on first glance.

Jessica's bronze ass cheeks flexed as she lifted the hatch to the storage compartment and turned towards Felicia. The compartment was big enough to fit a person.

“They use these to hide girls when they transport them.” Jessica explained.

“Hrrrruuh?” Shelly cocked her head.

“Okay, let's get her in there.” Felicia nodded to Shelly's legs and Jessica nodded back.

“Urr ggaa! Mmmrrroo! Ummph” Shelly resumed her futile wriggling as Jessica lifted her by the ankles and they carried her over to the storage compartment.

“Oh hush, after I'm done with you, you'll wish I would have left you here.” Jessica sneered at Shelly.

“Urrrggl ffflllggll mmmp!” Shelly mumbled through the layers of tape covering her.

Felicia didn't like the obvious glee in Jessica's eyes as she watched Shelly struggle. She had a bad feeling about all of this, but then again, she didn't have a choice right now.

Jessica shoved Shelly's feet inside the compartment and then helped Felicia stuff the struggling woman's upper half inside. All Shelly could do was twist her cocooned body and mumble as they stashed her away like luggage. Once Shelly was safely inside, Jessica closed the door but didn't latch it.

“Okay, now for Tanya.” Felicia stated, but Jessica shook her head.

“Not yet.” The older woman said.

“What do you mean? That was the deal!” Felicia gritted her teeth and balled her fists, ready for a fight.

“I just need to check one thing” Jessica turned and headed towards the truck's cab.

“I help you get Shelly, you help me get Tanya!” Felicia grumbled as she followed Jessica.

“Yes, but none of us will get very far if the truck doesn't have keys.” Jessica sighed and opened the driver's side door.

Felicia sighed, realizing that Jessica had a good point, and watched as the other woman rifled through the glove box. Jessica's brow furrowed as she came out of the glove box empty handed, and then checked the overhead flaps, which were also empty.

“Is it in the ignition?” Felicia asked, prompting a sigh and a look of annoyance from Jessica.

“They usually leave the keys in here so they can just get in and go.” She sighed and turned to give Felicia another view of her thonged as she dug between the seats.

Felicia kept looking over her shoulder, once again expecting a guard or someone to walk in and find two thong clad women hanging around the trucks.

“Hey, if we could be quick...” Felicia tried not to tap her feet as she said it.

“I'm looking!” Jessica spat, and switched to searching the floor of the cab.

Felicia kept her fists clenched and arched her head around the garage. Every minute they wasted meant it was another minute closer to someone finding out they were gone. She was suddenly aware of her bare feet tapping on the concrete below her as her leg twitched nervously.

“Look, where is Tanya? I'll get her.” Felicia regretted the words as soon as they left her mouth. Why would she even offer something like that? To search a building that she didn't know for an already kidnapped woman, restrain her, and then drag her out to a truck all by herself?

But Felicia also knew that time wasn't on their side. Any minute now someone could walk in on them, or they could be looking for them already.

Jessica sighed and looked at Felicia dubiously.

“Do you even know where to look?”

“If you tell me.” Felicia shrugged.

Jessica hung her head in defeat for a moment and then raised it.

“She still in the main processing chamber, where-”

“Where she was earlier.” Felicia cut Jessica off. The older woman let out a sigh of annoyance and nodded.

“Yes, with any luck she's still tied and gagged so you'll just have to move her. I'll be waiting here.”

“What if you can't find the keys?”

“Then I'll get us another truck. Now go, time's wasting.” Jessica made a dismissive motion with her wrist and turned back to digging through the truck cab for the keys. Felicia didn't waste anymore time and spun on her heel and sprinted towards the hallway.

She knew her way to the main chamber at least after her first night here. Hopefully it was like what Jessica said and Tanya was still tied up and gagged.

A thousand scenarios raced through Felicia's head as she jogged down the hallway. Tanya could have moved, and in that case Felicia could spend hours looking and not find her, or she could be guarded, or she could grab Tanya and get back to the garage only to find that Jessica had been caught.

Stay focused! Hurry! Just get Tanya and get out, but be quiet!

But she made it to the entrance to the main chamber without incident. Felicia gripped the doors that would lead to the Queen's closet and hesitated, listening. She suddenly became away of the cool air on her bare skin, of every drop of sweat sliding down her body, and of her own heart, fluttering in her chest.

This is all too easy.

There should have been guards, security alarms, or something. She found it hard to believe that they could just snatch two women and go. A voice at the back of Felicia's head told her to turn around and head back to the garage, get in the truck with Jessica and go. If she escaped, then she could come back with cops and raid this whole place, and then have Tanya.

But no, if they rescued Tanya then there was no way Felicia could get payback on her for everything she had done. Tanya would get off looking like a victim, sympathy would be on her side, and Felicia would have to play along.

Besides, she had come this far. She had to see this through.

Felicia gripped the handle to the doors and plunged back into the inner sanctum of The Queen's dungeon. Much like last time, she found herself emerging through a secret door inside a closet. Once again, she peered through the slats in the closet door, but this time the room beyond was completely dark. She held her breath, listening, but didn't hear a sound.

After a moment, Felicia slid open the door and stepped into the dressing room beyond. Instinct told her to close the door behind her but she knew that once she grabbed Tanya that she would have to get out fast, so she left the door open for easy escape.

The room was dark, almost pitch black, and Felicia had to grope her way through the darkness, using memory to guide her. Eventually, her hands clasped the cold metal of a door knob and unsurprisingly it twisted open.

Felicia froze with the door cracked open, listening for any commotion from the room beyond.

Tanya is just beyond this door.

Her heart was a jackhammer in her chest. Tanya, the woman that had ruined her reputation as Sheriff, was waiting beyond. It occurred to Felicia that when she got Tanya out that no one would know that Felicia had her. She could hold onto Tanya for as long as she wished and do whatever she wanted to her.

The thought was invigorating. It sent a rush through Felicia. Her skin rose into goose bumps and her nipples went erect against her lacy bra. Her vagina was growing wet at the thought of having Tanya all to herself to do as she wished.

Not yet though, I have to get her first.

Felicia collected herself, took a deep breath, and opened the door wide. The room beyond was also in complete darkness. She took a few steps inside and waited, listening.

Everything was still quiet.

Light, she needed to find a light. Felicia's hand went to the side, searching for a wall and a light switch. Her hands traced the edges of a switch and flicked it on.

The whole room lit up with bright, fluorescent's hanging far above her. What awaited her in the once darkened room made her gasp.

The Queen sat in what could only be described as a throne, a sadistic smile on her face as she regarded the stunned Felicia. Seated on the floor against her powerful leg was Tanya, clad in a gold bra that was several sizes too small. The red head's cleavage looked like it was going to burst out of her top with every heaving breath she took. It looked like she wore a matching, gold thong as well. Tanya's eyes were wide and terrified, but a black, leather muzzle was wrapped around her mouth, keeping her gagged. Her hands were bound in front of her and she had a collar around her neck with a chain extending from it to The Queen's hand.

The Queen flicked her wrist and pulled Tanya tighter against her leg.

“Mmmmph!” The muzzled Tanya cried, bound hands clutching at her collar.

Women of all shapes and sizes crowded the throne, all of them clad in various types of leather lingerie.

Then Felicia noticed to The Queen's right, an exceptionally built, heavily tattooed and powerful looking red-headed woman held Jessica. The red-head had one hand clamped over Jessica's mouth, and Jessica's hands clutched at the woman in a vain attempt to pry her hand away. Every muscle in Jessica's body flexed and strained, veins popped in her arms and sweat glided along her perfect abs, but the red haired woman looked like she wasn't even breaking a sweat.

“Urrrrfff! Mmmmm!” Jessica screamed into the muffling hand.

“Oh Felicia, Felicia...” The Queen chided.

Felicia started to back away.

“It was a good attempt, but some of my girls found Jessica here snooping around the garage. Somehow I knew that you would be involved somehow.” A sneer crept across The Queen's face.

Felicia continued to back up until she felt her back hit something hard and powerfully built.

Someone's chest!

Felicia's eyes went wide and she tried to pull away but a pair of powerful arms came from behind and gripped her by the shoulders. She cried out as strong hands dug into her flesh.

“Ow! Stop!” Felicia moaned, trying to twist out of her captor's grip.

“I would expect this kind of behavior from you Felicia, but you...” The Queen turned to Jessica and wagged her finger at her.

“Wait, just listen, lets talk!” Felicia pleaded as she tried to twist out of her captor's grip.

“Take them away until I can figure out what to do with them.” The waved her hand in a dismissive motion and Jessica was pulled back into the sea of women behind The Queen.

“Wait! No! Please! Listen!” Felicia pleaded as her powerful captor pulled her back into the dark dressing room behind her and off to a new punishment.

***

Shelly Arnold's world was darkness, with her muffled moans as her only companion.

Mummified from head to toe in duct tape, all she could do was wriggle and moan into her gag as she awaited her next torment.

“Uffff....mmmm... mmmm!” Shelly moaned, twisting her cocooned body.

She knew that she was in a tight space of some sort, it seemed to be metal from the sounds that were made when she kicked. If she twisted too far in any direction she would hit something solid and hard. Wherever they had stashed her, it was just big enough for her.

They said something about a truck, and Tanya.

So presumably she was stashed in a storage compartment of a truck while Felicia and Jessica grabbed Tanya and did the same to her.

Part of Shelly would have enjoyed seeing Tanya mummified, the silver duct tape completely covering that red hair of hers, but she would have to fantasize about that later.

At first she thought things were bad when she was brought to The Queen, but now here she was, in the hands of two women that had a scored to settle with her, one of whom she had kidnapped and tortured, and the other she had deliberately set up and then kept hostage and attempted to sell. Now both of them were out for revenge and Shelly could only shudder when she imagined what they had in store for her.

Suddenly, her world of darkness was broken by a loud roaring that bore down on her from every direction.

“Mmmmp!” Tanya moaned and twisted impulsively. The floors and walls hummed around her. Her tomb was vibrating, and the roaring never stopped.

An engine. It was the sound of the truck engine.

Was this is? Had they found Tanya and were now preparing to leave The Queen's sanctum?

A second later the engine roared again, her metal tomb humming with it, and then Shelly felt herself moving.

All she could do was wait and see what happened next.

To be continued...
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