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1.

Felicia Fetters had faced down many daunting situations during her time on the Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department. She had been bound and gagged multiple times, kidnapped for a year and turned into an unwilling fetish model, and been publicly humiliated more times than she could count, but at the moment, none of them seemed as daunting or intimidating as her stepping back in front of the camera.

“Okay, that looks good!” Amy, the woman standing behind the tripod, smiled at Felicia as she set up her shot.

Felicia smiled back while trying to maintain her composer, which was hard to do seeing how she was surrounded by some of the most beautiful women she had ever seen. The fact that one of them was currently rubbing oil over Felicia’s thonged ass made it even harder to concentrate.

“Just a few more minutes, Amy.” Mindy, the woman currently with her hands all over Felicia’s rear end, smiled. “Gotta make sure this booty of yours gets the attention it deserves.” Mindy flashed her brilliant smile at Felicia.

Felicia turned her head, smiled the woman currently kneeling behind her, and felt herself flush. It had been a long time since another woman had looked at her like that, and Mindy was so… desirable. Much like Felicia, Mindy had lithe, toned figure. The other woman’s breasts were small, almost non-existent, but her black one-piece swimsuit did a great job accentuating her minimal chest. Mindy had the type of sharp, angled chin and brilliant white smile that would floor anyone, but her greatest attribute was her large, round, buttocks. It was the first thing Felicia noticed when she met the crew on the beach for the shoot. In fact, Mindy’s ass was hard to miss. It wasn’t nearly as round and firm as Felicia’s, but it drew as much attention.

It’s almost like everything that wasn’t in her breasts went to her backside. Felicia thought when she first saw Mindy in her skimpy one-piece that curved under her breasts and opened on her mid-section, showing off her tanned, toned abs, and then turned into quite the tiny thong which accentuated that large round ass of hers. When Felicia first saw the deeply tanned woman, she assumed she must be on camera talent, and was quite surprised to find out that Mindy was the make-up girl.

Leave it to Marianne to surround herself with some of the most gorgeous ladies imaginable. Felicia thought as she continued to admire the make-up girl.

Mindy’s long, auburn hair that matched her eyes fell around her shoulders as she rubbed more oil on Felicia’s backside. The make-up girl’s flowing locks reminded Felicia of her hair before she decided to stick with her short pixie cut.

“Really this is just a fantastic butt, you must work out.” Mindy continued to flatter Felicia, now lightly smacking her hands along the curve of Felicia’s cheeks to spread the oil over it.

Felicia had a feeling that her ass was as oiled up as it could be and that Mindy just liked playing with her butt.

“Don’t sell your own butt short.” Felicia looked over her shoulder and smiled at Mindy.

“Maybe you could show me some exercises to firm this up later.” Mindy laughed, stood, and smacked her own ass.

“I’d be happy to.” Felicia smiled back.

What are you doing, flirting with the make-up girl? A voice in her head yelled at her, but another voice told Felicia to relax and have fun, after all, she was technically single.

Felicia and Janet had been on and off ever since the Golden Sling incident and Felicia let her lust get the better of her with Eva. At first Janet had moved out, saying that she needed space and to think things over, but after a few months, had agreed to start seeing Felicia again, albeit slowly. The slow thing never quite worked for Felicia, who wanted to dive back into how her relationship with Janet used to be.

How we we used to be… Felicia mused on that thought, realizing that she had no idea how her and Janet’s relationship “used to be.” There was a night of passion after Janet had saved a bound and gagged Felicia from a bomb, followed by the two of them spending the next year in bondage. When they moved in together, it was mostly out of necessity since they had lost everything during their respective captivities, there was a brief year where Janet and Felicia existed as lovers and co-workers while rebuilding their lives. Gina, mostly out of guilt than anything, had helped Janet open her new bar and given them a place to stay.

There had been issues then too. Felicia had discovered that she had a bit of a dominant side, in addition to letting her lovers dominate her, but Janet wasn’t interested in being submissive. After spending so much time being bound and gagged, the last thing Janet wanted was to be tied up. Every now and then Felicia convinced Janet to be tied up, but she could tell that her lover’s heart wasn't in it. Looking back, it was no surprise that Felicia let herself lose control when around Eva, who loved being tied up as much as she loved tying people.

After their break-up, Felicia had brought the idea up to Janet again about trying to tie each other up. Janet had seemed wiling and open to it, until they got in the bedroom and Felicia had handcuffed Janet’s hands to the headboard. Janets’ demeanor changed, and she seemed to stiffen up, but something had come over Felicia, the same thing that had come over her around Eva, something insatiable, something animal. Then Felicia put the gag in Janet’s mouth, silencing any attempt at dissension that her partner had. Seeing Janet there, naked, handcuffed, and gagged, only made the animal inside of Felicia even more restless. She couldn’t control herself, having power over Janet like that, and she let herself go, giving into the roaring tiger inside of her. Felicia relished it, loved it, but Janet, not so much.

After that night, Janet said she couldn’t see Felicia again. She told Felicia that she should work some stuff out and explore some things and that maybe after Felicia explored this side of her, she could come back to Janet. Part of Felicia wanted to believe that, but the other part thought that maybe this was it, that her and Janet were really going their separate ways. She was torn, one day longing to be in bed with Janet and another day wanting to go out and get kinky with a random stranger. There was always the possibility of letting loose with Eva, the Latina that caused all this trouble, but she was currently sitting in the holding cells under Gina’s watchful eye.

Gina had noticed Felicia’s sullen mood, of course. Not only were they co-workers but roommates as well, and they clashed both at work and at home. During the bikini thief fiasco, Gina had offered Felicia back her old position as Sheriff, another attempt by her to make amends for well… everything. Felicia though, had taken enough of Gina’s charity, and even though Gina had stolen, literally, her title of Sheriff, to Felicia it felt condescending for Gina to just go “Here, take it back, that makes everything better, right?”

Of course, that didn’t stop Felicia and Gina from arguing, and when Gina offered her the position as “Head of the Beach Patrol,” it felt more like an excuse to get Felicia outside and away from her, and that’s exactly why Felicia took the job. Felicia also thought that getting outside on the ocean instead of in the station or in a patrol car would be good for her, and could be a good way of meeting new people. Then Felicia opened an email from an old friend she hadn’t expected to hear from ever again.

Marianne LeDeaux.

When Felicia was working as a model to pay her way through college, she crossed paths with Marianne. At that point Marianne was already well established as a model and was breaking into acting.

“Look at that ass, like it was sculpted by the gods!” Marianne exclaimed in her french accent when she saw Felicia in the skimpy thong bikini she was wearing for a photo shoot.

Marianne was stunning, with the looks of a classic movie star. Her hair was shimmering blond, and she had wide, almond eyes, ruby red lips, and smoothy, milky skin. Her large, round breasts perfectly fit her thin but athletic frame and her butt was round and firm in all the right places. As a model, she was the perfect package. Her and Felicia hit it off during their photo shoot and did a few more together. They remained friends but then Marianne’s acting career began to take off and the two lost contact.

Until she got the email asking if Marianne could do a profile on her for her interview show, “Undressed with Marianne.” The concept of the show was simple, Marianne, usually while wearing very little clothing, interviews someone else who’s equally undressed or works in a sexy profession, which made Felicia a perfect fit since her work uniform was a bikini.

One week later, here Felicia was getting oil rubbed on her ass while waiting to start filming. She turned and looked back at Mindy, who was finishing up applying oil to Felicia’s firm buttocks. Once again, Mindy met Felicia with those hungry eyes of hers, but this time, Felicia decided to take a risk, and instead looked at her handcuffs, hanging from the belt on her hip, and then to Mindy. Mindy seemed to take the hint and smiled.

“Maybe you can show me how to use them later.” Mindy stood, gave Felicia a pat on the ass, and walked over to the camera woman.

Amy gave Mindy a look of annoyance as she finished fiddling with the camera. Amy was just as stunning as the make-up girl, but in a different way. She was tall and thin like Marianne, but deeply tan, with auburn hair to match her skin tone, and some of the most beautiful, piercing blue eyes Felicia had ever seen. Like Mindy, Amy wore a swimsuit, this one a black thong bikini, though Amy’s ass, while nice, was nothing like Mindy’s, though the camerawoman made up for it with her large, round, firm breasts.

“Okay, just stand right there.” Amy told Felicia as she bent over to look through the viewfinder, giving Felicia a wonderful view of her cleavage in her small bikini top.

Felicia’s bikini almost matched Amy’s. It was a small, black thong bikini, but pinned over her right breast was a police badge and “Marston’s Pointe Beach Patrol” was emblazoned on the bikini top. She rounded out her outfit with her belt which contained her radio, handcuffs, pepper spray, and her sidearm.

Felicia rested her hand on her sidearm, an unconscious movement for a cop, as she stood in front of the camera. Mindy’s flirtation had done a lot to help with her nervousness at being in front of the camera for the first time in years. She didn’t count the numerous videos she had made during her captivity with The Queen seeing how she hadn’t been a willing participant. Now, staring down the barrel of that lens though made Felicia feel the butterflies returning to her stomach, like a rookie model posing for the first time.

You got this. A voice in her head told her, and she spread her feet and planted her hands on her hips while she waited.

“Oh look at that, a natural!” An accented voice exclaimed, and a woman made her way out from behind Amanda towards her.

“Apologies for the delay, Marianne is dealing with a business issue and will be right with you,” The woman gave Felicia a well practiced smiled and offered her hand. “I’m Mona, Marianne’s step-mother, producer, and manager.”

“Nice to meet you.” Felicia shook her hand.

Mona had to be in her fifties, at least, but was still stunningly gorgeous. Her body was deliciously curvy, with breasts still large and firm for a woman her age, and her butt was just the same. The low cut, red and white one-piece, showing off Mona’s cleavage accentuated her much younger breasts, while the thong back showed off how smooth and curvy her ass was. The older woman’s blond hair was cut short and tight around her head, and despite her revealing swimsuit, she exuded elegance and poise.

“Is there anything I can get you, water or a snack perhaps?” Mona asked.

“No thank you.” Felicia smiled, and flashed a look down at her flat, toned abs. She was going to be broadcast worldwide, and wanted to look good.

From somewhere along the beach came another voice. It was frenzied and growing in pitch. Mona saw Felicia follow the sound and the charming smile faded for just a moment.

Marianne.

Even on a crowded beach on a beautiful day, she was radiant. It was like a light shown down from the sky directly on her. Her straight blond hair shimmered, and her skin glowed. Felicia didn’t understand French, but she knew insults when she heard them in any language.

Marianne stood a few yards away, pacing back and forth like a woman on a mission while screaming into her cell phone. She wore a small, pink thong bikini, and Felicia couldn’t help but feel her jaw drop as she admired Marianne in the bikini that perfectly flaunted her breasts and ass.

“Excuse me.” Mona smiled and made her way over to Marianne, doing her best to seem calm and collected as she did.

As with everything she did, Marianne was drawing an audience, and several beach goers were doing their best to not seem obvious as they watched her scream into her cell phone. Perhaps they recognized her, or maybe they just couldn’t ignore her stunning beauty, or maybe it was because of the scene she was making.

Felicia watched as Mona stepped over to Marianne and began speaking in a hushed tone to her. Marianne held up a finger to her step-mother and continued to yell into her phone. Mona clenched her jaw, then snatched the phone from Marianne and hit end. The look Marianne gave her could have leveled a mountain, but Mona returned it with an equally devastating glare. Felicia knew exactly what it meant, Mona was the one calling the shots. It looked for a moment like Marianne was going to unload on Mona, but then like someone had flipped a switch, the fury behind her eyes faded, no doubt because she realized she was already drawing a crowd. The starlet flashed her dazzling smile at the people giving her sideways glances and then gently took her phone back from her step-mother as she made her way back towards Felicia.

“Felicia, so sorry about that!” Marianne laughed in her heavy french accent.

“I hope everything’s okay?” Felicia asked, fighting the urge to step forward but knowing that Amy was still framing the shot.

“It’s fine, fine, just business stuff, you know how agents can be.” Marianne stepped over to Felicia and patted her on the shoulder.

“Yeah, right…” Felicia mumbled, she had no idea how agents were.

“Thank you for being on our show, I’m so excited to have you.” Marianne laughed again, her fake smile turning even bigger.

“No thank you, I’m excited to be here.” Felicia smiled back.

“How do you feel?” Marianne asked.

“Honestly, a little nervous.” Felicia shrugged.

“You need a little…” Marianne pantomimed taking a swig from a bottle. “It always helps loosen me up.”

“No thank yo-”

“I think I know just the thing to loosen you guys up.” A voice called. It was accented, but far different from Marianne’s.

Felicia and Marianne turned to see two absolutely stunning women making their way over to them.

What is it about today and beautiful women? Felicia wondered, then again it was the height of the summer season, and Marston’s Pointe was a tourist town.

The woman who spoke had dazzling blond hair that fell around her shoulders. Her lips were wide, no doubt the product of filler, and her breasts pushed up to the maximum in her black bikini and a thin but firm frame. The other woman was drop dead gorgeous. At first Felicia thought she might be Asian but then realized this woman was probably of mixed decsent judging from her dark skin. She had high, regal features like a queen, dazzling brown eyes, and full, pouty lips. The second woman’s large breasts were concealed behind a high cut one piece, and Felicia didn’t need to see the back to know it was a thong.

“So sorry, we’re huge fans.” The dark skinned woman said and stepped over, extending a hand to Marianne.

“Hello, can we help you.” Mona stepped over, playing a practiced game of interference.

“We just heard you two talking about relaxing, which is our whole thing.” The blond one smiled. She spoke with a thick New Jersey accent.

Felicia eyed them both with suspicion. Were they call girls? Perhaps this camera crew would get to see her in action.

“Watch it or I’ll cuff you for soliciting.” Felicia warned.

“Oh my gosh, Sheriff, please.” The dark skinned one touched her chest.

“Officer.” Felicia grimaced.

“Girls, if you’ll excuse us, but we’re about to film something here.” Mona tried to shuffle them away.

“Sorry, so sorry,” The one with the New Jersey accent gasped. “Here, my name is Melanie, this is Delilah.” She gestured to the dark skinned one while holding out a business card.

“We work at a massage spot on the boardwalk, best relaxation you can get on the West Coast. Stop by and see us after you’re done filming.” Delilah smiled as Mona took the business card.

“Yes thank you, now please girls.” She gestured to the camera.

“Right, thank you. Hope to see you soon!” Melanie smiled and stepped away, followed by Delilah.

Felicia watched the two women as they made their way down the beach. Though Melanie had an attractive, but small ass, Delilah had an amazing backside. Still, there was something odd about them as she watched. Boardwalk massage parlors were sketchy enough, but one that had two gorgeous looking women doing marketing on the beach, that was a red flag. She made a mental note to look into the place, but when she had back-up. In a town like Marston’s Pointe, if you went into a suspicious location alone, there was a good chance you may never walk back out.

“So sorry about that,” Mona turned back to Felicia and smiled. “Are you ready?”

“Of course! Felicia smiled.

“Right, Amy, how are you feeling?” Marianne stepped over to Felicia.

“Just one more second.” The camera girl looked through her view finder.

Even though Marianne was in full make-up, Mindy stepped over to the star, squatting down behind her to rub some oil on her backside. The make-up girl did not take the time and effort with the blond woman’s backside like she did with Felicia, but once there was a sufficient layer of oil over Marianne’s buns, Mindy stepped behind camera, flashing Felicia a wink as she did.

“Could you get closer.” Amy gestured at Marianne to press nearer to Felicia.

“Come on, come on, if the sun gets any lower it won’t capture the shine from my hair just right.” Marianne sighed.

She leaned against Felicia, her breast brushing against the police woman’s, sending a shiver through Felicia.

Maybe I do need to get laid. Felicia thought, composing herself.

“You alright?” Marianne asked.

“Yes, sorry.” Felicia swallowed.

“Good, just relax and follow my lead.” She gave Felicia her practiced smile again. Felicia could feel a tension in Marianne though.

“Okay, and we’re ready in five…” Amy held up five fingers and started counting down. “Four… three…” She mouthed the last two numbers and the red light came on the camera.

“Hey you sexy people, welcome back to Undressed with Marianne, I’m as always, the dashing, the elegant, the sexy Marianne LeDeaux, here with the equally sexy and amazing Sheriff Felicia Fetters.” Marianne shifted effortlessly into her smiling, happy host persona, and turned to gesture at Felicia.

Officer Felicia Fetters. Felicia smiled and struck a pose, amazed at how fast her old modeling instincts came back.

“Thank you Marianne, I’m excited to be here.”

“Now you fight crime in this?” Marianne gestured to Felicia’s bikini.

“Well, The Marston’s Pointe Beach Patrol believes in body positivity and that a uniform doesn’t make one a police officer, it’s what’s on the inside that counts.” Felicia recited the talking points that Gina had given her.

“Just turn around a minute, let everyone see.” Marianne stepped back as Felicia did a twirl.

“Stop.” Marianne said as Felicia’s back was to the camera. A second later she felt Marianne’s hand clamp on on of her bare butt cheeks.

“Look at this, look at this ass! That’s the ass of justice.”

Felicia giggled, trying to ignore the rush she felt at Marianne grabbing her ass, and spun back around to face the camera.

“Thank you Marianne.” She laughed.

“So how did this start, fighting crime in a bikini?” Marianne asked.

“Well, it was started under a previous regime just to maintain order on the beach since we have such a tourist population, but once us girls took over we decided to make it our own.” Felicia lied, once again giving Marianne an answer fed to her by Gina.

Then again it was easier than saying that the Beach Patrol was started by Brad, a pig who just wanted to drool over Gina in a bikini, and despite what she says, the only reason Gina keeps it around is because she still has the hots for him.

“Do you get much trouble here in the summer time?” Marianne asked.

Felicia hesitated, thinking of all the times she had been bound, gagged, and humiliated at the hands of criminals during her time on the police force.

“We get our fair share, yes.” Felicia nodded.

“Well, what do you say, let’s go hunt some bad guys.” Marianne exclaimed, turning so that the camera could get a shot of her ass.

Felicia turned with her, then Marianne hooked her arm under Felicia’s and they took off down the beach.

***

Mona watched the glistening, oiled asses of Marianne and Felicia as the two women took off down the beach, followed by Amy and Mindy, and let out a long sigh of relief.

I should have spanked that bottom of hers more as she was growing up. Mona thought as she watched Marianne’s rear end jiggle up and down while Amy was there with her camera to catch every moment of it. After watching for another minute, Mona turned and made her way down the beach, making a mental note to send Todd, Marianne’s agent a gift basket. He had been threatening to drop Mona’s step-daughter as a client for several weeks, and Marianne blowing up on him again was probably another nail in that coffin.

Maybe a bottle of fine wine too along with the basket. Mona thought that would be enough to secure his services for a few more months while she figured out a new strategy.

Then again, Mona supposed it wasn’t all her fault that Marianne turned out the way she did, she was only her stepmother. Even as a child Marianne was spoiled and prone to temper tantrums when she didn’t get her way. Her father was a french real estate mogul, and her mother a former cocktail waitress that thought she had roped herself a rich baby daddy. When Mona came along, Marianne’s father had been divorced for a year and clearly wanted someone to dump the kid on because he had no clue on how to raise a child and wasn’t interested in learning.

After years of working as an actress and a model, Mona had taken to working behind the scenes running her own talent agency, but Marianne’s father didn’t want an enterprising business woman, he wanted a babysitter that he could fuck. Even though they were married, they rarely spent time together and were more or less roommates. Then the heart attack happened and Mona breathed a sigh of relief that he was out of the way. The same couldn’t be said for Marianne, who had dreams and aspirations of her own Hollywood success, and wanted her step-mother to help her.

Mona had did her best to help Marianne climb the Hollywood ladder, at first thinking that once Marianne could stand on her own that she wouldn’t need her step-mother anymore, but sadly, that never was the case. When it seemed like Marianne was about to break through as an actress, it all fell apart. It didn’t take much for a woman to be labeled as “difficult” in the film business, and word of Marianne’s behind the scenes behavior spread fast. The blond had landed a supporting role on a new television show, but would refuse to eat unless they ordered her food from only the finest (and most expensive) restaurants. If the directors gave her notes on her performance, she would storm to her trailer and refuse to come out, and there were many days of filming where she would show up late, or not show up at all because she had been out partying the night before. Her character was written out halfway through the first season, and after that Marianne scored a few more supporting roles on other shows, but it was all the same where after her diva behavior the producers or directors would swear they never wanted to work with her again.

Mona had called in every favor and pulled any string she could to help keep Marianne’s career afloat, but the blond had burned every bridge she had. Though Marianne’s pride would never admit it, she wasn’t shaking her ass and titties on a web show because she wanted to, it was the only avenue left for her, and after today’s blow up, another door was rapidly closing as well.

There was a reboot of the classic TV show “The Adventures of Mrs. Americana” in development, and as soon as she heard the news, Marianne made it known she wanted the part. Unfortunately, getting a coveted role wasn’t that easy, and Todd had just told her the bad news today: the producers weren’t interested in Marianne at all, and had made it clear that they wouldn’t even watch her audition tape if she submitted. Every blond haired, big breasted model looking to make the jump to acting wanted the part, and Marianne was no different. The producers of the show knew of Marianne’s reputation, and didn’t want that baggage with their show.

There’s always Wayne or Ron… Mona thought as she continued down the beach. Things were always changing in Hollywood, regimes rose and fell, and she didn’t have the pull that she used to, and neither did her network of contacts, which was dwindling by the day. Wayne and Ron were both established producers but even they were on the way out. At best they could probably pull some strings and maybe get Marianne cast as a villain of the week or something.

Yeah, because she’ll love that. She chuckled at the thought of trying to convince her step-daughter to take a guest spot on a show that she was only interested in being the lead for.

You never know, if the show-runners like you then they could bring you back. ..

Use this to make an impression, you never know who will be watching…

You could win over the nerd crowd, I hear that people can make good money doing the convention circuit…

Every argument circled through her head and Mona dismissed each one of them. Marianne would only be happy if they gave her the role of Mrs. Americana and nothing less. It was a hopeless endeavor.

Mona stopped, dreading the conversations after Marianne finished shooting this episode, and looked down at the business card in her hand for the massage parlor, realizing that she could probably use something to help her relax before dealing with her step-daughter later. A shady boardwalk parlor though was not the place to go unless she wanted some “extra” attention with her massage.

Then a thought came to mind, maybe it was a good idea to scope out the parlor. If it truly was a shady massage parlor, it could be good content for the show. What better way to get people talking then having the thong clad police woman busting a shady massage business?

A smile spread across Mona’s face. It wasn’t the Mrs. Americana role, but it might keep Marianne occupied until she forgot about the part. She looked at the card again and realized that the parlor was closer than she thought, and quickly hurried off the beach and onto the boardwalk.

Maybe a happy ending will help Marianne loosen up. Mona laughed as she turned down the boardwalk onto a tight walkway with Chinese string lights hanging above her. Either side of the alley was packed with various asian themed restaurants and food carts, as well as small novelty shops. It was like a compacted Chinatown. Smack in the middle of all this was a modest looking shop with a large, shuttered window and a nondescript door. Red neon lights in the window read “Massage” along with an “Open” sign. She looked down at the business card and then up at the shop, this was definitely the place.

Mona shuddered and looked up and down the street. Vendors with their carts lined the sidewalks and a few tourists were milling around. At least she wasn’t alone, but still, something about the storefront made her nervous. It was the kind place most would pass over if they weren’t looking.

Well, I came this far. She put the business card in her bag, deciding that she would poke her head in, and if she got a bad feeling, would just back out and head the other way.

When she stepped in, she was greeted by the dazzling smile of the dark-skinned girl, Delilah was her name? She was still wearing the cleavage baring one-piece bathing suit.

“Oh I’m so glad you came, welcome!” Delilah smiled from her desk.

“Thank you, thank you. What a wonderful business you have here.” Mona flashed her teeth and lied.

“Thank you so much, will it be just you today?” Delilah leaned forward, pressing her cleavage together. Mona recognized it as an old habit, probably something she did to pull in the male clients.

“Well,” Mona leaned forward, squeezing her own cleavage. “Obviously you know who I’m in town with.”

“Oh of course, well, we’re super discreet.” Delilah nodded.

“It’s that, and well,” Mona shrugged. “She’s very particular about what she likes, so I’m sort of here to… get a feel for your type of relaxation.”

“Completely understandable!” Delilah smiled and stood straight, and Mona mirrored her.

She’s as practiced a liar as I am. She thought, smiling at the beautiful girl. Her old talent agent instincts kicked in and she knew that if she still ran her agency, she would be snatching up this girl so fast.

“If you want to follow me, we can give you a little demonstration of our services.” Delilah stepped out from behind the desk and pulled aside a curtain leading down a long hallway lined with rooms on either side.

“Thank you.” Mona smiled at the girl and stepped through the curtain. Delilah then lead her down the hall and opened a door to a small but comfortably lit room with incense burning on a small table at one end and a large massage table in the middle.

“If you want to disrobe to however you’re comfortable and lay on the table, one of us will be right with you.” Delilah smiled and stepped out of the room, closing the door behind her.

Mona set her bag next to the table and looked over the room, then slipped off the straps of her swimsuit and pushed it down. On the far wall was a large mirror and she stopped to admire her breasts as she took off her swimsuit. For her age, they were still firm and perky, though she had surgical help with that. Then she turned to take in the sight of her thonged ass. It was the backside of a much younger woman, and Mona took pride in keeping it in perfect shape.

Then she pushed down her swimsuit and set it down on her bag, then climbed onto the table, grabbed the blanket, and pulled it about halfway up her round, full backside. Once she was situated, she rested her head on her arms, closed her eyes, and waited.

Mona didn’t have to wait long, as a moment later, there was a knock, and then the door opened.

“Well, I hear we have a special guest.” A voice said.

It wasn’t Delilah or the other girl from the beach. This one was softly accented and silky, like a smooth tea.

“We’re just visitors looking to relax.” Mona grumbled, not bothering to turn her head or open her eyes.

“I am very honored that you chose here, you will not regret it.”

Mona heard a cap opening, and then the woman’s delicate, well practiced fingers gently rubbed lotion across Mona’s back. Each movement of her hands was deliberate and planned, and slowly, Mona felt the tension in her shoulders start to loosen.

“Much stress here.” The woman’s fingers danced across Mona’s shoulder blades.

“Oh you can’t imagine.” Mona sighed.

“I know just the thing to help with that.” The woman’s silky voice answered.

“Oh please…” Mona exhaled, and then smelled something else. If it was a massage oil, it wasn’t like anything she had ever smelled before.

Then a cloth was pressed over her face and the smell became overpowering. Mona’s eyes shot open.

“Mmmphhh! Mmmm!” She cried, lifting her head as the smell invaded her senses.

Already she could feel her body shutting down, every muscle going limp.

“Ummmm mmmmpph!” She squirmed, looking up at the mirror on the far wall to see a thin Asian woman with short dark hair and piercing gray eyes holding Mona’s back with one hand while holding a white cloth over her mouth and nose with the other.

“Urrmmmm… hmmm…” Mona moaned, and then everything went black.

2.

“So how do I get myself a little number like this?” Marianne tugged at the strap of Felicia’s bikini top, causing the police woman to flush with embarrassment.

Part of her knew that Marianne’s cheekiness was all for the camera. After all, her viewers tuned in to see her running around in revealing clothing while interviewing someone else just as scantily clad, but still, Felicia couldn’t help but enjoy the attention.

“Well this is Marston’s Pointe Beach Patrol standard issue.” Felicia smiled and stood straight, puffing out her chest so the camera could get a shot if the police badge over her breast.

“What about this, can I be deputized?” Marianne reached over and touched the badge.

Felicia tried not to pay attention as Amy maneuvered to get a shot of the badge, and Felicia’s cleavage.

“I don’t know, do you have any law enforcement experience?” Felicia smiled, deciding to be cheeky back.

“So I have to catch a bad guy to get my own police bikini?” Marianne gasped for the camera.

Despite the attention the blond had been showering on Felicia, there was still no illusion, this was Marianne’s show.

“I think so.” Felicia shrugged and smiled.

“Now,” Marianne pulled at the side of Felicia’s bikini bottom. “Are the thongs standard issue too? Like is the uniform regulation that it has to be a thong?”

“Officers not wearing a thong will be subjected to disciplinary action.” Felicia smiled, causing Marianne’s jaw to drop as she turned to the camera.

“Did you hear that? It’s thongs or nothing at all.” The blond gasped to the camera.

Felicia crossed her arms and smirked, proud of herself for holding her own opposite Marianne.

“Well,” Marianne turned back to Felicia. “Let’s go catch some bad guys so I can have my own police thong bikini.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Felicia smiled.

“And if I catch a bad guy you promise to deputize me?”

“Yes I do.” Felicia laughed again.

“Let’s go fight some crime!” Marianne took off running down the beach, buttocks heaving in the afternoon sun.

Felicia took off running after her, hearing Amy and Mindy following. All she could think was that Marianne’s viewers would love this episode, two thong clad ladies running down the beach.

All we need is it to be in slow motion. Felicia thought as she jogged after Marianne, but as soon as the thought crossed her mind she knew that was probably what the video editor would do, slow it down so the viewers could linger on Marianne and Felicia’s butt cheeks bouncing up and down with every step they took.

As if to confirm this thought, Felicia turned her head to see Amy huffing and puffing as she tried to keep up, and Mindy wasn’t doing much better, falling even further behind than the camerawoman. Felicia slowed a bit, hoping to give the rest of the crew time to catch up, and turned to see Marianne gesturing for her to hurry.

“Come on!” Marianne flashed her dazzling white smile.

“What about them?” Felicia jogged forward and motioned to the crew behind her.

“They’ll catch up, come on!” Marianne ran forward, heading towards a walkway leading off the beach and to a large parking structure beyond.

Felicia knew of the parking building, it was practically abandoned. Every now and then she would bust some kids trying to party in it. The large, gray building was well worn and looked like it was something that had washed up out of the ocean decades before. Inside there was plenty of evidence that vagrants and homeless used it as a hotel.

“Marianne hold up.” Felicia hurried to catch up with the blond.

“Come on, let’s go.” Marianne gestured toward the parking structure and picked up the pace.

“What are you doing, let’s stay on the beach.” Felicia tried to catch her breath as she ran.

“That definitely looks like a place we would find bad guys.” Marianne continued towards the looming grey building.

“I’m sure if we continue along the beach we can…” Felicia trailed off as Marianne bent over and stuck out her thong clad ass.

“Come on Felicia, you know you want to.” She laughed and hurried forward.

Felicia slowed a bit, furrowing her brow. Was Marianne just being sexy for the camera, or was she attempting to seduce Felicia? Or was she trying to get Felicia to play along with a little teasing? There was really only one way to find out, and Felicia hurried along to catch up.

Marianne had reached the decaying parking structure and fell out of sight, causing Felicia to pick up her pace.

“Marianne!” She called as she hurried to where she had last seen the blond woman.

There was no reply, and suddenly the only sound was the waves behind her.

“Marianne!” Felicia called again.

In a decaying concrete slab, a blond woman with classic Hollywood good looks wearing a thong bikini would stick out, but it seemed like Marianne had just vanished into thin air. Felicia stood at the bottom of a weed covered cement walkway leading up to the parking structure and peered in. Sunlight poured in through the low cement walls, but still she could see nothing, nor could she hear anything.

Gritting her teeth, Felicia placed one hand on her holster and stormed up the walkway. The cement was warm on her bare feet, but since most of Felicia’s time was spent on the beach, she often didn’t wear shoes when she was on the job. She regretted not wearing shoes even more when she stepped inside of the parking structure and saw all the garbage covering the ground, not to mention the smell…

Felicia took a breath and looked up. She was a cop, she couldn’t let garbage and putrid stenches stop her from doing her job.

“Marianne?” She called again, walking forward with one hand still on the butt of her weapon.

The concrete was covered with cracks, like wrinkles lining an ancient face, and weeds and grass were sprouting from the breaks in the stone surface. Nature was doing its best to reclaim this spot, which was fine with Felicia. She pressed forward on her tip-toes, listening for any sound that would give away Marianne’s position. Every instinct told Felicia to pull her gun, but it was possible the TV host was playing a joke on Felicia, hiding behind a corner ready to pop out and scare her, and if so, Felicia didn’t want to reflexively pull the trigger on the unsuspecting woman. Another possibility crossed her mind, that Marianne had fallen or a piece of concrete had broken off and fallen on her beautiful blond head, and if so, she might be unconscious somewhere.

Felicia didn’t have to wonder for long though, as a voice echoed through the crumbling building.

“Help! Felicia help!”

Felicia stiffened, her heart racing.

“Marianne, where are you?” She cried, listening to pinpoint the blond woman’s location.

“Help, help-mmmmph!” Marianne was cut off, either by someone putting a hand over her mouth or gagging her, but it sounded like it was coming from the far end of the parking structure.

Felicia bolted forward, unclipping her weapon from it’s holster. As she ran, she heard another sound: an engine peeling out, followed by the screech of tires.

Oh no… Felicia hurried on.

Then a second later, a very old, beat up looking van came careening up a ramp from a lower level, speeding directly towards Felicia. She only had a few minutes to act, as the vehicle was hurdling directly towards her, and she dove out of the way, landing roughly on the dirty ground. Her gun went flying, and she rolled over to see that the van had stopped directly behind her.

A second later, the rear doors of the van opened, revealing Marianne, hands and feet bound with duct tape, and the same tape wrapped over her mouth in several layers.

“Mmmmph!” The celebrity pleaded at Felicia.

At the same time, two figures clad in black wearing ski-masks came running at Felicia from the front of the van. She spun, saw her gun laying a few feet away, and scrambled at it.

The kidnappers were faster though, and Felicia felt one grab the back of her belt and pull. Thinking fast, Felicia reached down and unsnapped her gun-belt, causing the kidnapper to grunt in frustration. Then then other one grabbed the back of her thong and pulled, but Felicia wriggled forward, causing her thong to slide down and expose her bare backside to the kidnapper.

She clutched at the gun, but one of the kidnappers ran forward and kicked it away.

“No-ummph!” Felicia cried out in frustration before she felt the duct tape pressed over her lips.

She reached up and clutched at her mouth while she felt the kidnapper wrap layer after layer over her lips, silencing her. Meanwhile, the other one grabbed at her clutching arms and pulled them behind her back.

“Nmmmmmph! Hllpp!” Felicia cried, feeling duct tape being wrapped around her wrists. Once her mouth was securely taped shut, the other kidnapper moved down to her legs and began securing them with the tape as well.

“Urrrgghh hmm sthhpp!” Felicia moaned and turned her head.

Her thong was down around her thighs., and the kidnappers were almost finished taping her ankles together. Once they had her bound, the two stepped forward and each lifted her from under an armpit.

“Nmmmmmohh! Ummph!” She kicked as she was lifted into a standing position and dragged over the waiting van.

Marianne still sat in the back of the van, kicking her feet and moaning into her gag.

“Mmmph! Mmmm ggmmmph!” The blond woman cried as Felicia was deposited roughly on the carpeted van floor next to her.

“Ummmff!” Felicia grunted, and a second later the doors were slammed shut behind her.

“Ummm! Gmmmm hmmm!” Marianne continued to whine.

Felicia rolled over onto her side, heard the front doors of the van open and close, then a second later they were moving again.

“Nmmmo!” Marianne cried and stamped her taped feet again.

Felicia lifted her head and took in her surroundings. The van was old, like very old. One of those vans guys would live in back in the 70s, with wood paneling and a bench seat separating the victims from the kidnappers.

“Arrrhh yhhh hhhmmkkky?” Felicia asked through her gag.

“Mmmmohh! Hllpp! Hlllppp mmhh!” Marianne cried, still kicking her feet like a child having a tantrum.

Felicia’s mind raced, where were they being taken? What did the kidnappers want?

Whatever it was, it was nothing good. Felicia looked down at her waist, cursing that she didn’t have her belt. Worse off, her entire ass was out.

“Urff… ugggh…” She grunted, trying to reach with her bound hands to pull her thong up. It wasn’t much but it was a start.

“Hrrrry!” She grunted at the whining Marianne.

“Ummph! Hlllp!” Marianne continued to mewl into her gag.

“Hrrrmmph!” Felicia grunted again.

“Whhhhtt!” Marianne darted her eyes over to the bound police woman.

“Hhhlpp mmhhh uhhtt…” Felicia wiggled her ass at Marianne and pointed to her thong that was hanging between her thighs.

“Hmmmph?” Marianne shrugged.

“Hhhhlppp mmhh uhht!” Felicia wiggled her ass again.

“Ummm whhht?” Marianne furrowed her brow.

“Urrrggh uhhsssslhhss…” Felicia sighed, resigning herself to being bottomless while kidnapped.

It’s not the worst that happened to you. She told herself, but that didn’t make it better.

Felicia craned her neck, trying to see if there was anything in the van she could use to cut her bonds, dimly aware that given how the van was speeding, her and Marianne probably didn’t have much time to act. The french actress was still whining into her gag, telling Felicia that she probably wasn’t going to be much help in this situation.

You’re a cop, think! And you’ve been kidnapped before!

Felicia attempted to collect her thoughts, the van, the mask, the duct tape. This wasn’t a random abduction, this felt planned and coordinated…

There was a fresh squeal of tires as the van made a sharp turn, causing Felicia to roll into Marianne.

“Mmmph!” Marianne moaned as Felicia hit into her.

“Urggh!” Felicia grunted in reply and rolled off of the small actress.

Another screech of wheels, and Felicia rolled into the side wall of the van.

“Hrrrgghh…” She grunted and rolled her eyes.

Then the van screeched to a halt. Both women stiffened and met each other’s gaze.

“Hrrrmmm ggmm…” Marianne whined.

“Ufff… uhfff…” Felicia sat up, waiting for whatever their kidnappers had in store.

A moment later the rear doors opened, and their masked abductors glared in at the two bikini clad captives.

“Mmnnooo! Mmnnnphh! Mmmmph!” Marianne shook her head and cried.

“Lllssnn, llhttth uhhss gnmmoh!” Felicia tried to reason through the gag.

One of the mask kidnappers reached into their pocket and took out a phone. Felicia recognized it, it was Marianne’s phone. The kidnappers then both climbed into the back of the van with the hostages. One of them wrapped an arm around Felicia’s shoulder and pulled her close while they wrapped the other arm around Marianne’s shoulder and pulled her close. Meanwhile, the other one turned Marianne’s phone as if to take a selfie and started recording.

“Hlllp! Hmmfffhh mmhh!” Marianne cried into the phone.

“Hrrrmmph! Mmmmm gghhh! Mmmph!” Felicia also joined in.

“We have your step-daughter and the cop.” The kidnapper’s voice was garbled as they spoke, telling Felicia that they were using a voice changer.

“Hrrrmm! Mnnnnahh! Hlllp!” Marianne increased her struggles.

“Hrrrmmm sthhp! Lhhhtt ghhhmnno!” Felicia grunted, trying to wriggle out of the other kidnapper’s grasp.

“If you want to see her again, you’ll have two million in cash ready by noon tomorrow, then await our instructions. Get the police involved, play any games with us, or if you don’t produce the money, then Marianne will be broadcasting her next show from the bottom of the ocean.”

“Nnnmmph!” Marianne squeaked.

“Hmmmmph! Nnnmmoo!” Felicia kicked at the kidnapper with the phone, who ended the video and stepped out of the van, eying the two helpless women.

“Let’s get her first.” They motioned to Marianne.

“Hmmmph? Mmmhh?” Her eyes went wide.

“Hrrryy sthpp!” Felicia kicked once again at the kidnappers, but they ignored her.

One grabbed Marianne by her bound feet, and the other lifted her from under the armpits, and together they carried the twisting, writhing woman out of the van.

“Mmmph! Sthhp! Mmmmm ggmmm! Hllpp! Hllpp!” Felicia heard Marianne’s muffled cries grow more distant as they carried her out of eyesight.

They hadn’t bothered to close the van doors, and looking out, Felicia could see sunlight shining through holes in a decaying ceiling to reveal one of the many abandoned warehouses along the beach.

“Grrrhmmm…” She groaned.

Felicia hated the abandoned warehouses, yet always ended up at one of them. She tried to take in what she knew now that the kidnappers had left her alone. There were two of them, and they had voice changers, wore all black, and masks. Another thing was that they were wearing baggy clothes too, all in all, a very effective way of hiding their identities.

She shimmied forward, trying to see if she could figure out more about where she was. It didn’t seem like it was far from where they had been abducted, but the van had been speeding too.

Think Felicia, think! She shuffled forward until her feet were hanging from the back of the van.

No one on the force would notice she was missing until her shift was done, and that was a few hours away. Even then, Felicia didn’t come home straight away sometimes so it might be until tomorrow that Gina started to suspect something. Someone was bound to notice that Marianne was missing, after all, they had left Mona, Mindy, and Amy behind on the beach, but the kidnappers could have also sent the ransom video already.

“Grrmm…” Felicia shuffled forward, getting ready to hop out of the van.

Even if Mona did decide to pay the ransom, there was no guarantee the kidnappers would keep up their side of the bargain. Felicia had to act or else her and Marianne could end up as fish food.

With a heave, she landed on her bare feet on the cold, concrete floor.

“Hrrrhmm…” She wobbled for balance, and hopped forward, eyes scanning for something, anything…

There were bay doors at the far side of the warehouse, and they were open, warm sunlight pouring in with the promise of safety, but Felicia knew that she couldn’t hop all the way there before the kidnappers returned, she had to get free.

“Ummff…” She looked around, seeing if maybe there was a rock or piece of debris she could use to get to freedom.

“Just where do you think you’re going?” She heard the garbled voice of a kidnapper behind her.

“Nmnnnhhh! Nnnnn gghmmm!” Felicia cried, turning to see the two masked abductors strolling calmly towards her.

“Come on, let’s get you squared away.” One of the kidnappers hooked her under her arms.

“Mmmnnoo! Sthhhp!” Felicia cried as the other lifted her by the ankles and they carried her off through the warehouse.

“Urrggh ghmmm! Mmmm!” She grunted and twisted as the open bay doors, and sunlight, grew further in the distance as her abductors carried her deeper into the bowels of the warehouse.

“Nnnnmmoo! Lhhmmm mmmfff gghhh! Urrghhh!”

“Stop struggling, it will be easier for you.” One of the kidnappers barked.

“Look at this, you just baring it all for us right there.” The other kidnapper snickered at Felicia’s thong hanging around her thighs.

“Grrmm!” She glared at them.

They kicked open a door and carried the helpless Felicia into a room that was at one point an office before time and the ocean air completely ravaged it. Now it looked like the walls and ceiling could cave in on them at any moment. The ground was littered with pieces of the building itself that crunched under the kidnapper’s feet as they brought Felicia in.

“There, now you just have a little lie down here until we come and get you.” One of the kidnappers said, as they carried the bikini clad captive over to a very old, stained looking mattress in the corner.

Felicia took one look at the mattress and increased her struggles. There was no way she was putting her bare ass on that.

“Nnnmmm! Mmmm gghmm! Pssssff!” She cried, twisting and struggling.

“Oh we’re sorry that our accommodations aren’t more luxurious.” One of the kidnapper snickered.

“Hrrrmmmph!” Felicia huffed. At least when she was The Queen’s prisoner her beds were clean and comfortable.

They set the still squirming Felicia down on the filthy mattress and headed towards the door.

“Nnnmmooh! Hhrrrrmmm mmmph!” Felicia twisted and kicked.

As she did, her bound feet caught one of the kidnappers by the foot, causing them to stumble forward. The kidnapper’s baggy pants sagged a little as they tripped, revealing something Felicia did not expect.

The baggy pants fell slightly, revealing the top of a very plump backside cleaved by a thong. Before Felicia could process what she just saw, the kidnapper caught their footing, pulled their pants up, and hurried out of the room, closing the door behind them.

“Hmmm?” Felicia cocked her head in surprise and twisted on the mattress towards the door.

“Hlllpp! Hhhllllpp mmmhh! Hhmmlllp!” She cried, but she knew her muffled cries were futile. Even if there were people nearby, they wouldn’t be able to hear her inside the massive, old structure.

“Ufff…” She sat up, suppressing a shudder at feeling the long discolored mattress on her bare skin.

Think Felicia, think…

Felicia replayed everything that happened in her head, hoping that there was clue or something she had missed, something she could use…

There was a big one though, the glimpse she got of the kidnapper’s ass…

What kind of a kidnapper wears a thong? She wondered.

That told her one thing, the kidnappers were women, or at least one of them was. Since it was on the beach, maybe they had been following Marianne, wearing swimsuits to blend in, and then threw on the baggy clothes to hide their body types?

Something else was bothering Felicia though, and she kept replaying the kidnapping over and over in her head.

Marianne had stepped into the abandoned parking structure, got abducted, and then they grabbed Felicia, but why grab Felicia too, why not just grab Marianne and drive away, since she was the target? Or did they grab Felicia because she might be a witness?

That thought sent a shiver through Felicia. If they only grabbed her because she was a witness, then her chances of making it out of this mess had gone down significantly.

But still, something didn’t sit right about this. If the kidnappers had been lying in wait in the abandoned parking structure then they must have known that Marianne was going to go in there.

“Hmmmp!” Felicia perked up, her skin breaking out in goosebumps.

Suddenly it all made sense.

Her initial excitement at figuring it out gave way to anger, which then gave way to determination.

She had to get out of this.

No one makes a fool of me! She grumbled and looked around the room. With all the debris and building crumbling around her, there must be something she could use to cut herself free.

And once she was free, somebody was going to pay.

3.

Felicia realized that she had spent a little too much time in the past bound and gagged when she found herself mentally judging her kidnappers for being amateurs. Not that Felicia was proud of the fact that she was used to being bound and gagged, but experience in being kidnapped meant that she knew how to get herself free.

If you’re going to tie someone up, don’t leave them in a spot where they can easily get free. She smiled as she made her way through the decrepit warehouse. Not only had the kidnappers left her in a room where there were plenty of sharp edges she could use to cut herself free, but they had left her unguarded as well. Felicia found a rusty length of rebar jutting out of a hole in the wall and used it to cut her hands free, and then from there she easily removed the tape around her mouth and ankles. Then, after pulling up her thong, stepped out in search of the people who abducted her.

There was a moment where she was afraid that her kidnappers had locked the door to the room they stored her in, but to her relief when she tried the door she found it unlocked.

Of course, because they’re amateurs. She sighed and closed the door behind her. They must have been really confident that duct tape alone would hold her, but it would take a lot more to keep Felicia Fetters down.

Emerging into the open area of the warehouse, she noticed that the bay doors leading out to the beach had been closed, though the old van still sat in the middle of the room. She had been tempted to slip out, or take the van and drive to safety and come back with reinforcements, but she was afraid that if she did so, by the time she arrived back at the warehouse with backup, the kidnappers would be long gone. Then again, that’s what sensible kidnappers would do, but everything about this operation would be sloppy.

Instead, Felicia ducked into a nearby hallway, expecting that she might find Marianne, and the kidnappers, in one of the many offices lining both sides of the decaying corridor. She was hoping that she would also be able to find a phone or something too so she could call Gina at the station, but then she realized that she still had no idea where exactly on the beach she was. For all intents and purposes, she was alone against the kidnappers.

They’ll soon realize their mistake. Felicia thought as she made her way down the hallway. Ahead, she could see a light filtering out of a hallway, and voices.

Felicia pressed forward on her tip-toes, the voices getting louder as she moved closer. The kidnappers had removed their voice-changers, no doubt thinking that Felicia was safely tucked away where she wouldn’t be a problem.

Amateurs. She thought again, right now she had the drop on them, could take them by surprise much like they did her.

The doorway was partially cracked, revealing what was once a break-room, now just as ravaged as the rest of the warehouse. Several small work-lights had been set up in the room, illuminating a figure pacing back and forth like a wind-up toy. Felicia stood back a little so she wouldn’t cast a shadow and listened. Every fiber of her being wanted to burst in, to show them how badly they had messed up, but she waited. Timing was everything.

“Any response yet?” One voice asked from inside the room.

“Nothing.” Said the other.

“Did she really leave us on read?” The first voice asked.

“I mean… looks like it.” Said the second one.

The kidnappers had ditched their baggy clothes too, which were now draped over a chair at an old table, and one of them stood in the center of the room staring at a cell phone, the work-lights perfectly silhouetting the curve of her ass in her thong. It was a backside that Felicia would recognize anywhere, and the ass Felicia had seen when the one kidnapper had stumbled and her pants fell down.

Mindy, the makeup girl, and Amy the camera girl paced back and forth, biting her nails.

“Should we send another message?” Mindy asked, looking at the phone as if willing a response.

“God no, we don’t want to look desperate. We’re kidnappers, we hold all the cards.” Amy sighed, but the way her ass cheeks clenched around her thong told Felicia that she was nervous.

“Ugh, that fucking bitch. I always knew she hated me.” An accented voice sighed, and a moment later Marianne stepped into the light, snatched the phone from Mindy, and then gave it back.

“Amy, stop pacing, you’re making me nervous.” Marianne grumbled and sat in one of the chairs at the table.

“What if she goes to the cops?” Amy blurted and leaned against the counter.

“So what, isn’t that the point?” Mindy asked.

“Yes, but what if they figure it out.” Amy sighed, twiddling her fingers.

“She’s probably hoping that the kidnappers make good on their threat to kill me so that I’m out of her hair… or she has a life insurance policy on me… or both…” Marianne rubbed her chin.

“Marianne, come on, you aren’t worried?” Amy asked.

“No I’m not, no matter what happens, we stick to the plan.” Marianne stood, rallying her troops.

“Yes but if she stays quiet…” Amy began.

“Those other bimbos on the police force will realize that Felicia’s missing in a few hours, if they haven’t already,” Marianne interjected. “If Mona doesn’t want to play ball, then we just leave a trail of breadcrumbs leading back to here. You two will be long gone, and the cops will find me and Felicia, bound, gagged, and helpless, abandoned by the kidnappers who panicked and didn’t have the stomach to kill us off.”

“That makes sense.” Mindy shrugged.

“Or,” Marianne tossed her hair. “I made an impassioned plea for my life, and the life of the brave police woman. The kidnappers took pity on us and ran, leaving us to be found by law enforcement.” She beamed at her plan.

Felicia beamed too, seeing her opportunity. There was no way she was being a pawn in this game.

“There’s only one problem...” Felicia kicked open the door and stormed in.

Mindy screamed and jumped back. Amy looked like she was going to have a heart attack. Marianne’s eyes went wide but she stayed perfectly still.

“I just heard the whole thing.” Felicia smiled, fists balled and muscles tense.

“Felicia!” Marianne’s eyes went wide and every muscle in her beautiful body went tense. She gripped the edges of her seat as she stared in shock at the policewoman.

Mindy and Amy too froze, their jaws dropping in shock at Felicia, who stood triumphant, hands on her hips.

“I thought she was taped up!” Marianne stood, her face darkening in fury.

“We did, she was wrapped up nice and tight.” Amy explained.

“Obviously you did a bad job!” Marianne glared at Felicia.

“And if you think you I’m going to play along with this fake kidnapping, you have another thing coming.” Felicia beamed.

“Well, there’s still more of us than there are you, grab her!”

“What?” Felicia went pale as she realized several things.

The first was that she burst into the break room with no plan beyond confronting her kidnappers; second, that she was unarmed; and third, that she was outnumbered. Her kidnappers realized that too, and Amy and Mindy exchanged a look, and then had the same epiphany that Felicia did. Before the thong clad policewoman could react, both women pounced on her.

“Ugh, get off me!” Felicia grunted as they grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back.

“Get her down, on the ground!” Marianne ordered, the ringleader of the thong clad kidnappers.

“Don’t you dare! Let me go! You’re already in so much trouble!” Felicia twisted and writhed as they forced her onto her stomach.

“Hold her! Hold her!” Marianne commanded as the two women holding the kicking and struggling Felicia pinned to the floor.

They twisted her wrists behind her back and once again Felicia felt duct tape wrapping around them.

“You think this will hold me? I got out before!” Felicia cried, kicking and trying to throw off her attacker.

“Ugh, shut up!” Marianne sighed, and a moment later Felicia was silenced by a very old, very dirty looking cloth being shoved into her mouth.

“Urrrmmmph! Mmmmmph!” Felicia’s eyes went wide and she focused on the cloth shoved between her lips.

They better not have found that in the building here. She thought, and before she could spit it out, Marianne was wrapping duct tape around her mouth once again.

“Here you go Felicia, so much better, nice and quiet.” Marianne mocked as she wrapped layer after layer over Felicia’s jaw.

“Ummmph hmmph! Mmmph! Ummm ghmm!” Felicia mumbled, between the cloth shoved in her mouth and the tape, it was almost impossible to move her mouth.

Once she was securely gagged, Amy and Mindy crossed her ankles and Marianne used the tape to wrap them together as well. Yet again, Felicia was tied and gagged with duct tape like she had been earlier.

“Ummm hmmph! Mmmmmph! Urrggg hhmmm hggrrrggl!” She grunted and strained, flexing every muscle in her impressive physique, but they had wrapped way more layers around her than before, and made it tighter.

“Okay, roll her over.” Marianne commanded, and a moment later her two cronies rolled Felicia into a sitting position.

“Urrghh hmmmpph!” Felicia grunted, and glared up at Marianne, who stood with her hands on her hips, smiling down at Felicia.

Marianne still wore the same pink thong bikini, and her breasts heaved up and down with triumph as she smiled down at the helpless Felicia.

“Well Felicia, I think we need to have a talk.” Marianne smiled and sat on the ground next to the helpless policewoman.

“Hurrrmmmph! Mmmmph!” Felicia grunted.

Marianne sat and extended her legs, resting them on Felicia’s lap.

“I am sorry to have to do this, I always liked you Felicia, but I realized that you could play an important part in this little game of mine.”

“Hrrrmmm mmmph! Mmmnno!” Felicia cried and twisted in fury, hoping the power of her anger would break her bonds, but no such luck.

“Ironically, if anyone else’s career could benefit from a kidnapping, it’s you.” Marianne laughed.

“Hrrmmm mmrrmmph!” Felicia responded.

“Oh please, you don’t think I didn’t do my research on you? That embarrassing picture in the paper on your first day on the job.” Marianne laughed again.

“Hmmphh!” Felicia grunted and twisted again, not needing reminded of the photo posted in the paper of her bound and gagged in her underwear.

“Then of course Felicia Fetish, don’t have to go deep on the internet to find those videos.” Marianne continued to mock her helpless prisoner.

“Grrmmm…” Felicia growled.

“Seriously girl, after a year as a fetish model, you decide to be a cop again, but this is how you dress?” Marianne gestured to Felicia’s police issue thong bikini.

“Ummm hmmph!” Felicia nodded. It was about being empowered, comfortable in her own skin.

“Then there’s me, blacklisted by Hollywood, an outcast.” Marianne stood and paced in front of Felicia.

“Hmmmph…” Felicia sighed.

“They won’t even cast me as Mrs. Americana, me! I’d be perfect for the role, look at these!” She pushed up her breasts, as if that was the only thing qualifying her for the job.

“But my reputation is in the gutters, so many people poisoned my name! I had to think of how I could get good will, to get public sympathy, and then my name back in the head lines.”

Felicia glared, knowing exactly where Marianne was going with this.

“But what about a kidnapping? Me, the poor, innocent celebrity, abducted for a ransom. I’ll be on all the shows, giving interviews, the magazine covers, all of them talking about how brave I was, of my strength in a harrowing situation.”

Then she kneeled down next to Felicia.

“And you,” She reached out a hand and brushed Felicia’s shoulder. “The brave cop who ran after me, an innocent pulled into this whole affair.”

“Hmmmph!” Felicia pulled away.

“But also, because we needed a witness, someone to corroborate the kidnapping, add credibility to it.”

“Ummm hmm!” Felicia shook her head. After all this, they really just did want her to be the fool, someone to back up Marianne’s story and go along with everything. Of course, they never intended for Felicia to discover the truth.

“We could still do it, even change the ending. You, the tough cop who got herself free, then found me, the helpless prisoner, and carried me to safety,” She put her head on her forehead and fake swooned. “Sound good to you?”

“Ffhhhmmm mmnnhooo!” Felicia responded.

“Well Felicia,” Marianne sighed and stood. “You’ve presented us with a bit of a pickle then.”

Felicia stared up at the blond woman defiantly.

“Maybe, the kidnappers decided to get rid of you, as an example. It will raise the stakes a bit.” Marianne smiled, crafting the story in her head.

“Ummm hmm…” Felicia shivered, knowing that there was no way Marianne would let her go free now that she knew the plan.

She had to get free, and fast.

To be continued...
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