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The story so far…

Felicia Fetters, a former bikini model, takes a job as Sheriff of the small beach town of Marston’s Pointe. Soon, Felicia discovers that her seemingly idyllic new home has a sinister criminal underbelly run by the enigmatic Ace. It becomes Felicia’s mission to bring Ace to justice, but her efforts are stymied by Ace’s men, who love to capture Felicia and tie and gag her.

Soon, Felicia’s past catches up to her in the form of the buxom Gina Dollson, Felicia’s former mentor who was the victim of a kidnapping plot masterminded by Felicia several years ago. Gina and her co-horts Caitlyn and Eva kidnap Felicia and her lover Janet, and Gina declares herself the new sheriff.

Gina’s tenor is short lived though, as Shelly Arnold, a beautiful but deadly woman, has sights on controlling not only the Sheriff’s office, but the Marston’s Pointe criminal underworld as well. Shelly convinces reporter Tanya Donelly to join her and together with Shelly’s busty henchwoman Lisa, they kidnap Gina and her girls…

The disappearances of Gina and Felicia have not gone unnoticed though, and a trio of beautiful FBI agents have also been dispatched to Marston’s Pointe to discover the truth behind the missing police women...

Shelly meanwhile, sets up a deal to sell Gina, Caitlyn, Eva, Felicia, and Janet to traffickers, but soon Shelly and Tanya also find themselves kidnapped by Ace’s people, who inform the bound and gagged prisoners that they have people on their way to intercept Lisa and her beautiful cargo before she can meet up with the traffickers...

1.

Lisa always knew that pursuing a life in organized crime would lead to some strange situations. In the past month alone, she had been party to several kidnapping plots, including most recently, abducting the entire Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, which at the time consisted of former bikini models turned police women. The strangeness didn't end there, and Lisa herself had become the victim of a kidnapping plot, and had spent the better part of the last few days naked and bound with a used butt plug taped in her mouth.

So her current situation paled in comparison to that, but if you would ask where she thought her night would go, being involved in a high speed chase while wearing a cocktail dress and heels while also driving a truck filled with bound and gagged bikini clad women wasn't something she was expecting to happen. Well, the cocktail dress and kidnapped, bikini clad women were part of the plan, but the fleet of black SUV's speeding up beside her certainly were not.

Lisa frowned as she looked in the driver's side mirror and saw one of the SUVs pull up directly along side the truck. She didn't have to be a detective to know who was driving the pursuing vehicles:

Ace's men.

Ace was the crime lord that practically controlled Marston's Pointe, and Lisa and her boss, Shelly Arnold, had recently made enemies of his organization. The bound and gagged women in the back of the truck, the former women of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department, were meant to be taken to Ace's brothels but Shelly had stolen them back, intending on selling them off to buyers of her own. It seemed that Ace wanted them back.

Lisa's heeled foot pressed on the gas as she saw even more SUVs pulling up beside the truck. Her own safety was paramount, but she couldn't help but worry about Shelly too, who was waiting for her back at a party, hence the cocktail dress and heels. The dress was a deep crimson and completely skin tight, accentuating every muscle and curve on Lisa's body. It also had a deep, plunging neckline that exposed plenty of Lisa's impressive cleavage. Her massive breasts were the only thing on her body that were surgically enhanced, everything else came from hours in the gym, including her round, muscular ass, which she was very proud of.

The form fitting cocktail dress stopped just below Lisa's peachy rear, and underneath she wore a matching, red thong. She was hoping that after she off loaded the girls and collected the money from the buyers that she could enjoy some drinks at the party and then later enjoy Shelly ripping that thong off of her.

But first, she would have to survive this chase. Lisa jerked the wheel, veering the truck to the side and slamming it into the SUV. The pursuing car careened off of the lonely road and into the dark woods that surrounded it on both sides. Judging from her mirrors, it seemed that there were three more cars in pursuit.

If I can just make it to the docks! The buyers, traffickers who couldn't resist buying a bunch of sexy former bikini models, were waiting at there, and Lisa hoped that once she got close, her pursuers would back off. Ace was above all else, a businessman, and she hoped that he wouldn't risk pissing off another criminal enterprise on his turf. One of the reasons that Shelly was so adamant about getting the girls back from Ace was that she knew that if she didn't deliver on five women like she promised the traffickers, then they would scourge Marston's Pointe until they collected five women to replace them. Marston's Pointe was a beach town that made money off of tourists, and if tourists started going missing, it would bring a lot of attention to the town that Ace didn't want. So Lisa was banking that as soon as she got close to the docks, Ace would decide to cut his losses and let her go.

Another SUV pulled up along side her and she once again veered into it, ramming it but not knocking it off the road.

Damn! She also knew that she had to be careful to not injure the helpless women in the back.

Suddenly the truck jerked. Lisa gritted her teeth and steadied the wheel just as it jerked again. One of the SUVs was ramming her from behind!

She hit the gas, watching as the SUV next to her kept pace.

They want to run me off the road! If they did that, they could easily collect the girls and do as they please with Lisa, which probably meant tying and gagging her and bringing her to The Queen, the sadistic dominatrix working for Ace. The Queen was the woman who pulled a butt plug from her own ass and shoved it into Lisa's mouth, and Lisa wasn't about to cross paths with that woman again.

She swerved again, hitting the SUV next to her. It started to careen and the driver slammed on the breaks. One of the SUVs behind saw this and attempted to swerve out of the way, but only succeeded in slamming into the other SUV.

Looking in her rearview, she watched as the final SUV, the one that had been ramming, screeched to a halt beside the other two. Her eyes drifted between the road ahead of her and the SUVs as they grew smaller in her rearview mirror.

Odd that he broke it off like that. Maybe the driver didn't think he could handle Lisa and the kidnapped women alone? She knew that she should feel relieved that the chase was over, but this felt... too easy. Most likely the last car was calling for reinforcements, which meant she had to get to the docks fast.

There was also Shelly to consider. If they knew where she was, then what about Shelly?

While still driving with one hand, she reached into her small hand bag sitting on the passenger seat and retrieved her phone. Lisa had Shelly on speed dial, and held the phone to her ear as she waited with baited breath for her boss to answer.

No answer. She dialed again. Once again, no answer.

Shit! Lisa knew that this wasn't time to panic. Shelly could easily not hear her phone, or have it on silent, or in another room.

Or worse, that she was unable to answer.

Lisa dialed again and once again got no answer. She tossed the phone on the seat next to her and continued to speed down the road, more determined than ever to get to the docks, unload the girls, and get back to the party to check on Shelly.

They couldn't have gotten to her at the party? It was a public place, kidnapping a woman would make a scene.

But Lisa knew better, and knew that Ace's men were capable of anything after she had worked with them for a bit as Shelly’s mole.

The rest of her journey was uneventful but felt like an eternity, and she allowed herself a small sigh of relief as she pulled onto the lonely street of the old warehouse district at the docks. There was a long, lonely dock at the end of the street where she was going to meet the traffickers, give them their prizes, and collect payment from them.

If all went according to plan.

As she steered the truck down the empty street surrounded by industrial buildings on both sides, she thought that maybe this would go off without a hitch, and she could see the dock waiting just at the end of the road.

As she drove closer to the dock, she could see the lights from a boat bobbing up and down on the waves of the ocean in the distance. No doubt they were the buyers, the men who take the helpless women and sell them to the highest bidders. Lisa started to slow, her eyes focusing on the sea, the usual pristine blue waves now oily black in the night. From the looks of things, it would take a few minutes for the boat to dock. The truck slowed to a stop and Lisa idled there, staring at the dark ocean ahead.

She realized that she was tapping her toe up and down against the truck floor, willing the boat in the distance to hurry up. Lisa wasn't surprised that she was antsy, after the high speed chase, Shelly not answering, and now this.

It's like watching paint dry! She gritted her teeth as the boat continued to bob and weave in the distance.

Maybe I should try Shelly again.

Lisa picked up her phone and dialed Shelly again, holding her breath as the phone rang. Once again, it went straight to voice mail.

“Damn...” She sighed and tossed her phone on the seat next to her. Where was she?

Lisa took a deep breath and realized her heart was pounding. She had to get ahold of herself.

Just unload the girls, get the money, and hurry back. She told herself. Once she saw Shelly at that party, completely fine, then she would relax.

That's it, just picture her at the party, smiling at you in her tight, black cocktail dress. She'll laugh and say that she left her phone in the bedroom. You'll laugh at how foolish you were being.

Lisa's eyes scanned the warehouse area around her. It was like a ghost town, even during the daylight hours. Still, she couldn't help but feel exposed, and no doubt that Ace's men were calling reinforcements. Maybe getting somewhere less in the open would help her feel less vulnerable and exposed.

She took her foot off the break and started to steer the truck towards a nearby side street, illuminated only by a few streetlights. Her eyes continued to scan the area all around her, anticipating an attack from somewhere.

Relax, you're alone!

Once on the side street, which was nestled between two decaying brick buildings, Lisa pulled the truck up onto the curb and killed the engine. Everything went silent, though she could hear the gentle roar of the waves in the distance.

Guess I better go greet them. She thought and opened the truck door, a warm breeze hitting her bare legs. Before stepping out, she grabbed her phone and handbag from the seat next to her. Opening up her phone, she brought up her text icon and sent two messages. First was to Shelly, quickly informing her about the chase, to be on her guard, and that she was about to make contact with the buyers and that she would message again to confirm when it was done. Her second message was to the buyers themselves, particularly her contact, someone named Red. In the message to Red, she said that she would be the large breasted woman standing on the docks in a red cocktail dress. Lisa could have given him a more in depth physical description, but honestly, most men didn't look past her boobs anyway.

Lisa waited a moment, hoping that Shelly would respond, but never received a message back. She opened up her messaging app and saw that Shelly hadn't even opened the message.

It's okay, she just doesn't have her phone on her! Just keep your head in the moment!

Lisa took another breath, clearing her head. Focus on unloading the girls, then back to Shelly. Once she had relaxed a bit, she stuck her phone back in the hand bag and stepped out of the truck cab, closing the door behind her.

No sooner had her heels touched the cobble stone road beneath her then she felt the cold, hard end of a gun pressed against the back of her head.

“Nice dress, but maybe a little too fancy for this end of town.” A stern, female voice said from behind. Lisa froze and gritted her teeth.

Who the hell is this?

She stood completely still and tightened her grip on her handbag. Whoever it was, they were good, somehow managing to sneak up on her like this.

They snuck up on you because you let your guard down! You were too worried about Shelly!

“You'd be surprised at the clubs around here, its quite the scene.” Lisa said in a tone as flat as possible.

“I think your clubbing days are over.” The woman said. Lisa couldn't place her voice, though she could easily be one of Ace's operatives.

Lisa felt someone pull her bag out from under her arm. Two hands were used, which told her that there were more than one person behind her.

“Okay, hands up and turn around.” The woman said. Lisa felt the gun pull away from her head but she knew that it was most likely still aimed directly at her. With no other option, Lisa raised both her hands above her head and slowly spun around to face her attacker.

She was a dark haired woman, with striking, angular features. Her skin was somewhat dark, and Lisa could see that her whole body was lithe, feminine muscle underneath black, form fitting clothing. The woman's eyes were deep, penetrating brown as well, and as she stepped back, her whole body rippled with cat like grace.

Next to the woman with the gun was a shorter woman, with blond hair, lighter skin, and full, pouty lips. Though the blond wasn't as thin as the darker haired woman, she curves to make up for it, including full, round breasts and no doubt a booty to go with them. The blond was rifling through Lisa's bag, and lifted out the gun with two gloved hands and gave Lisa a curt shake of the head.

“I think you may be trouble.” The blond chided, before dropping the gun in the bag and taking out Lisa's phone. Lisa did her best not to stiffen when she saw the blond start to scroll through it.

“A girl needs protection these days.” Lisa shrugged.

Another woman came out of the shadows behind the other two women. This one was older, mid-forties to early fifties by Lisa's guess, but she looked better than most women half her age. She had jet black hair, and extremely dark skin, either Latina or Italian by Lisa's guess, and stood several heads taller than the other women. Like the other two, she wore skin tight black clothing that accentuated her every curve, or in this case, her large breasts.

“What have you got here?” The older woman asked, motioning to the truck with her head.

“Dirty laundry.” Lisa deadpanned, her eyes shifting from each of the three women. Who were they? They didn't seem like Ace's people, in fact they way they talked they almost sounded...

… like cops.

The FBI! Lisa gasped when she realized that. Shelly had told her about three female FBI agents at the warehouse, though Shelly thought she had taken care of them. To be more specific, she had left them bound and gagged with their own bikinis with a bomb wedged between one's butt cheeks, and a stern warning to stay out of their way.

Judging from the stone cold looks all three women were giving Lisa, it was clear that these women didn't heed that warning, and were not happy about how they left.

“I guess you wouldn't mind if we took a look?” Asked the woman with the gun. Lisa glared at her. They already had her phone, if they looked in the back of the truck and found five bound and gagged women, it was all over.

Unless... unless she stalled them. Yes! That was it! The boat was close to docking, if the traffickers docked, they would be waiting for their merchandise, Lisa could call for help and bring the traffickers down on these women. Hell, if it worked out, the traffickers could take these FBI ladies as a bonus.

“That depends on if you got a warrant.” Lisa said in a cold tone, challenging the agent.

“Ah so you figured it out?” The woman with the gun smirked.

“I know a cop when I see one.” Lisa snapped back.

“Then you know how your employer left us.” Said the tall, older woman.

“You shouldn't have poked your nose in other people's business.” Lisa challenged. All three women glared at her.

“Oh we're gonna have fun with you, and after that, it's on to Shelly.” Said the woman with the gun.

“This is personal, we're gonna make you two look like even bigger fools than you made us look.” Said the older one.

“Now,” The younger woman leveled the gun. “Open the truck.”

Lisa opened her mouth, ready to let out another snappy come back when the blond woman cut her off.

“Guys, wait!” The blond cried, jumping up and down and flapping her hand while staring at Lisa's phone.

“Maria, not now.” Said the younger woman.

“No Tammy, listen! I think a human trafficking deal is about to go down!” Maria cried, louder this time. Tammy paused, eyes shifting between Lisa and the other FBI agent to her side.

“What...” Tammy murmured.

“I'm going through her messages, a deal is going down, at this dock, now. The buyers are probably here right now.” Maria looked up from the phone to Lisa.

“In the truck, are those the women that you, Shelly Arnold, and Tanya Donnelly kidnapped?” Asked Tammy.

“What women?” Lisa shrugged.

“Don't play stupid,” The older woman stepped forward. “We know that you abducted several police women and paraded them through town before they disappeared, and all this not a month after the previous Sheriff, Felicia Fetters, disappeared after last being seen with business owner Janet Rossi.”

Damn, they did their homework. Lisa only shrugged.

“I'm just here to get rid of my laundry.”

“What do we do?” The older woman asked the other two.

“We have her, but think, we could bust the buyers too! A whole trafficking ring, down!” Maria cried.

“We aren't here for that.” Tammy said through gritted teeth.

“Don't you want out of this backwater? Think of the promotions!” Maria was practically giddy.

Lisa only watched. Good, let them bicker. The more time they wasted, the closer the buyers would get to the dock. She listened, hoping to hear other voices in the distance that would tell her that Red and his men were waiting.

“Fine,” Tammy sighed. “Why don't we tie her up and pose as her to meet the buyers?”

This caused Lisa to perk up. No! They can't... shit!

All three of the FBI agents shared a glance.

“No good.” Maria shook her head, causing Lisa to sigh with relief.

“Why not?” Tammy shot back.

“She sent them a physical description, and I doubt she would cooperate if we sent her out.” Maria stared right at her as she spoke while also holding the phone out for Tammy and the older woman to read. Tammy kept her gun aimed at Lisa while looking at the phone.

“You know, she only says that she's wearing a red cocktail dress and has big boobs.” Tammy looked up, and Lisa could see the wheels turning in her head.

Damn!

After saying that, Tammy turned and looked at the older female agent with the large breasts. Being somewhat an authority on breasts enhancements, Lisa could tell that the older woman also had implants.

“Why me?” The older woman backed away. In response, both of her fellow agents leveled their gaze at her breasts.

“Fine...” The older woman sighed and turned to face Lisa. Tammy did as well.

“Okay then,” Tammy aimed the gun at Lisa with both hands. “Strip!”

***

“Grrrumm! Ummm! Mmmm!” Lisa, now almost completely naked, felt the cold handcuffs click into place around her wrists.

“Oh stop whining, once this is done we'll give you your dress back.” Tammy patted Lisa on her bare ass cheek and strolled around to face their prisoner, a smirk on her face while keeping her hand wrapped around Lisa's arm. Though she was smaller than the larger breasted woman, she had a tight grip.

“Mmmmlllrgggl! Umm!” Lisa spat.

“We'll definitely keep that gag on though.” Tammy looked over at Maria and the older woman, who's name turned out to be Trish, for confirmation. Both nodded.

“Grrrmmm...” Lisa grumbled. To say that this night had not gone as planned would be an understatement. The fact that she was standing here in a thong and pasties while handcuffed and gagged was a visual testament to that.

While holding her at gun point, the FBI agents had forced Lisa to strip out of her cocktail dress. The whole time she was undressing, Lisa couldn't help but notice Tammy's face as Lisa revealed more and more of her thickly muscled body. The look in Tammy's eyes was more than just one fitness girl admiring another, it was almost... lustful.

Because of the plunging, cleavage revealing neckline on her dress, Lisa wasn't wearing a bra, and the only thing that kept her from being completely topless was a pair of red pasties over her nipples. The only underwear she had on was a pair of red, lacy, tiny thong panties. They were Shelly's favorite to see her in.

Once she was out of her dress, she bent over to take off her heels but Tammy stopped her.

“Nah leave them on, I like them.” Tammy sighed. Lisa could only stand there, feeling ridiculous in her near nudity, and look at the now heavily breathing FBI agent. Then she noticed two small protrusions under the woman's skin tight black shirt and realized that Tammy's nipples had gone hard at the sight of Lisa's exquisite body.

“Time to make sure you don't spoil our plan” Maria, the blond said, and approached Lisa with a role of black duct tape. Lisa opened her mouth to object, but then saw Tammy with the gun leveled at her and chose not to. So she stood there, feeling as layer after layer of sticky tape was wrapped around the lower half of her face.

“Keep going, we don't want her to utter a sound.” Tammy's eyes were wide and intense.

“Mmffff...” Lisa sighed. Could be worse, at least she didn't have a butt plug shoved in her mouth this time.

Eventually, the tape stopped just below her nose, and covered everything below it down to her chin. Once that was over, Tammy stepped behind Lisa with the handcuffs.

“Hands behind your back.” She ordered. Lisa complied, and Tammy seized her hands by the wrists and crossed them.

“Umm!” Lisa cried out, and felt as Tammy pressed her entire body against Lisa's from behind as she fastened the cuffs.

And now here they were, Tammy's hand wrapped around Lisa's arm while Trish held Lisa's dress in her hands.

“I don't know if this will fit me.” Trish said, looking up at her partners.

“Only one way to find out.” Tammy shrugged. Trish looked at her and then Maria.

“Well, okay, Maria can you hold this?” Trish held out the dress. Maria obediently stepped forward and took the dress from the tall woman.

Lisa was literally a captive audience, with no other recourse but to watch, and she realized that under normal circumstances she would enjoy watching a woman with Trish's figure strip. Trish was wearing a thin leather jacket, and shrugged out of it to expose a skin tight, black tank top that hugged her breasts. As soon as the jacket was off, Tammy's grip tightened on Lisa's arm.

“Umm!” Lisa protested and turned to face her captor, but Tammy's eyes were focused on Trish like a laser.

“Umm hmm?” Lisa shifted her gaze from Tammy to Trish, but Tammy ignored her.

Once Trish was out of her jacket, she unbuckled a gun belt from around her waist. The belt had a holster with a gun, several spare magazines, an FBI shield, and handcuffs. She set the belt down on top of her jacket and turned to face Tammy.

“What about my gun? I'm not going out there unarmed.” She placed her hands on her hips as she asked.

“I have an idea, just str... I mean get ready.” Tammy stammered, eyes still wide and intense.

Trish sighed and gripped the waist band of her black tights and slid them down, exposing the top of what looked to be a very tiny pair of black panties. Tammy sighed and dug her hands into Lisa's bicep.

“MMMPH!” Lisa protested. Tammy flashed the prisoner a look of apology and loosened her grip. Trish looked up, tights around her knees and a curious look on her face.

“What's up?” She asked.

“Nothing, prisoner getting feisty.” As Tammy said this through gritted teeth, she gave Lisa's bicep a hard, painful squeeze.

“GGGLLUB!” Lisa cried and glared at her.

I swear, once I get out of this she is getting it! Lisa grumbled and turn back to Trish, who's pants were still around her knees. She kicked off her black boots and then finished slipping out of her pants, dumping them in the pile with her belt and jacket. Trish stood now in her black panties and tank top, and immediately lifted up her skintight top, exposing her dark, six pack abs.

Lisa had to give to the older woman, she had an amazing body for a woman her age. With her height and large breasts, her body reminded Lisa somewhat of Gina with how statuesque it was, but Trish had thicker muscles than Gina, sinewy muscles that ripped with every movement. Then Trish had the tank top off, exposing a black sports bra that contained her considerable breasts, and tossed the top in her pile of clothes next to her.

“You're gonna have to lose the bra too.” Tammy said, eliciting a look of annoyance from Trish.

“What?” The older woman sighed.

“It won't work with that dress, you have to lose it.”

“Seriously?” Trish had both hands on her hips now.

“Look, the buyers may be here already, we can't waste time.” Tammy shrugged. Trish sighed and started to lift the sports bra. A second later, she tossed the bra onto the clothes pile next to her and stood there completely topless. Her breasts were just as dark as the rest of her body, though lightened by small, pink nipples which were going hard in the cool night air. Immediately, Trish wrapped her arms around her bare breasts and stood there.

“Okay, what about my gun? I'm not going out there unarmed.”

“Maria,” Tammy began. “See if you can stick her gun down the front of her panties.”

“What?” Trish said in a cold, annoyed tone.

“It's the only place you can hide it!” Tammy defended.

“No, just give me the dress.” Trish held out one hand while keeping the other over her bare breasts. Maria gave a look of questioning to Tammy, then handed the cocktail dress to Trish, who sighed and slipped the dress on over her head.

Though Lisa was taller than Trish, she was bigger, and though Trish's breasts were immaculate, they weren't nearly as large as Lisa's, therefor the dress did not fit the FBI agent well. It barely came past her crotch, and one wrong step meant the dress could slide up and expose her black thong panties. The plunging neckline, which clung to Lisa's cleavage like a second skin, hung around Trish's chest loosely. With nothing to hold her breasts in place, it meant that if she stepped wrong a nipple or entire breast could pop out at any moment.

Trish looked over herself in the ill fitting dress, and at Tammy in annoyance.

“I look ridiculous.” she sighed.

“No, you look...” Tammy's lustful eyes took in Trish in the humiliating dress. “...sexy.”

“Sexy will get me killed, what about my gun?” Tammy held out her hand for the weapon.

“Here.” Maria held out Lisa's hand bag.

“Mmmph!” Lisa protested. It was bad enough they were taking her dress, but now her bag!

Trish nodded, and bent over to grab her gun from the holster. As she did, the too small dress slid up, exposing her thick, tanned and muscle bound butt cheeks. The dark fabric of her thong disappeared in the crack between her wonderful glutes.

Tammy sighed again and her grip tightened on Lisa's arm for a split second before relaxing again. Lisa still grumbled into her gag and stared at her captor.

Just because you're into your partner, don't make it my problem!

“Hmmm...” She mumbled.

Trish stood up, gun in hand, and placed it in the hand bag. As she did, Lisa couldn't help but notice that the dress kept shifting around her shoulders.

She better watch out, or that whole thing could slide off!

Now armed and ready, Trish stood in her ridiculous, ill fitting dress.

“Now what?” She gripped the bag with both hands as she spoke.

“Time to go out and greet the buyers.” Tammy said.

***

Trish couldn't help but feel ridiculous as she strolled down the empty street towards the dock in the world's worst fitting dress on her way to meet with human traffickers. On her free time, she had competed in body building and bikini competitions, and had no problem strutting around in tiny bikinis in rooms filled with men ogling her, but this wasn't a competition.

She had one hand around the hem of her dress, keeping it pulled down because she knew that if she didn't, it would slide up and expose her panties, all the while keeping her hand bag tucked under her other arm.

Ahead, she could see the dock and the boat tied to it. At a glance, the boat looked like a normal, private boat. It wasn't too big or too gaudy, so it wouldn't draw attention.

Perfect for transporting human cargo she supposed.

Dammit Tammy and her hair brained schemes. Despite all their bravado, they hadn't come here on a bust. Yes, they had been surveilling Lisa and Shelly and knew they set up this sale, but the reason the agents were here was purely personal. They wanted to get back at Shelly for humiliating them at the beach, particularly Trish wanted back at her for putting a bomb between her ass cheeks.

Just thinking about that made Trish's blood boil with rage. Once they had Shelly in custody, they were going to have so much fun with her!

But first, now she had to focus on the group of men that wanted to sell several law enforcement officers into slavery. Trish took a breath to focus and looked up, seeing that several men were getting off the boat and looking in her direction. She gritted her teeth and pressed forward.

***

“Mmm! Umm! Mmm!” Lisa protested as Maria wrapped several layers of duct tape around her crossed ankles.

Shit! How am I supposed to run now! She thought. Everything about this day seemed to be backfiring on her.

“Oh stop your whining.” Tammy whispered in Lisa's ear. The FBI agent was behind Lisa, her arms wrapped around Lisa and held her in a standing position while Maria secured Lisa's feet.

“Okay, she isn't going anywhere.” Maria ripped off the role of tape, looked over Lisa's bound feet, and stood up, smiling at their bound and gagged hostage.

“Mmmfff mmo!” Lisa spat, pulling against Tammy's grip. Tammy held her firm though, and in fact didn't even seem to be breaking a sweat.

She's strong! Lisa was almost impressed.

“Okay, you keep an eye on Trish while I stash our prisoner here somewhere out of the way.” Tammy ordered. Maria nodded, drew her pistol, and slunk to the end of the side street to peer around at her partner.

“Mmmo! Mmmmph! Umm!” Lisa tried to resist as Tammy dragged her deeper into the side street.

“This will be easier if you stop resisting” Tammy sighed in Lisa's ear.

“Mmmph! Mmooo!” Lisa stamped her bound feet in protest, but despite her struggles, Tammy dragged her down the street with ease. This woman looked smaller than Lisa, but she might be stronger, and clearly spent a lot of time in the gym.

Tammy dragged Lisa to the front of the truck, and stopped, pressing herself against Lisa from behind.

“You know, I think we got a few minutes to kill.” Tammy whispered. Lisa's eyes went wide.

“Ummm hmm!” Lisa shook her head. How could this woman still be turned on.

“Oh yes...” And with that, Tammy cupped both of her hands around Lisa's massive breasts.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo!” Lisa tried to twist away, but then Tammy tightened her grip, digging into Lisa's nipples and sending jolts of pain through her large, almost bare breasts.

“MMMMMPH!” Lisa cried, her whole body going stiff.

“You know, bondage isn't usually my thing but you wear it so well.” Tammy sighed, and her hands shifted down to Lisa's buttocks and dug into her butt cheeks.

“Ulllpp!” Lisa cried, feeling the woman's hands clasp around her backside.

“Solid! Nice! You do squats.” Tammy congratulated her and smacked her ass with both hands.

“UMMMMPH!” Lisa jumped.

“You know, I think I might have to do a cavity search, to see if you're hiding any hidden weapons.” Tammy backed away and Lisa's eyes went wide.

“Hmmmph!” No sooner had she asked this then she felt Tammy grab her arms and twist her towards the hood of the truck.

What! No!

What the hell is this? She can't be doing this while a bust is about to go down?

Right?

“Ummmph!” Lisa cried out as Tammy slammed her chest first onto the hood of the truck. Her breasts took most of the impact, but the shock still caused her to let out a cry of surprise.

Then Lisa felt Tammy grab the top of her panties and yank them down, exposing her bare backside.

“Sorry, busting bad guys like you just gets me so... hot...” Tammy wrapped her hands around Lisa's butt cheeks as she spoke.

A moment later, Lisa felt some cold and wet sliding down her ass crack. She didn't have to be an expert to know that it was Tammy's tongue.

“Urrmmm.... hmm...mmmm...” Lisa sighed as shivers ran through her body.

***

The buyers, three casually dressed men, strolled towards Trish. One of them, whom she took to be the leader, had a briefcase in one hand. His red hair was cropped short, military style, and Trish surmised that this must be Red, the contact that Lisa was going to meet.

Red stopped a few feet away from her, and immediately started eying her up from top to bottom. Trish watched his eyes, which kept straying to her chest. Feeling self conscious, she tightened her arm around her bosom.

“You must be Lisa.” Red narrowed his gaze at her as he spoke.

“That's me.” Trish held on hand on her hip in an attempt to look sassy, though it was mostly to keep her dress down.

Red's hungry eyes bore into her, and she swallowed and attempted not to look nervous. This man was a human trafficker, and if he decided that he wanted her, there was little she could do to stop him.

“Well, here's the money,” He held up the briefcase. “Where are the goods? Or are you it?” He leveled his gaze at her breasts with the last part.

“Oh the goods are down here.” She motioned behind her with her head, trying to move as little as possible.

“I want to see them first.” Red motioned for her to lead on.

Damn!

“Sure,” she flashed him a smile. “Follow me.”

***

“Urrrmm... mmmm... hhhm....” Lisa sighed, her whole body rocking with convulsions as Tammy's tongue worked the outside of her asshole.

Why does this feel so good?

Probably because of the adrenaline and fear? At least that's what she told herself, either way, once she got free, she would have to try this with Shelly.

“Hey, they're coming-” Maria came around to the front of the truck and froze, eyes wide.

“Hmmmph!” Lisa cried out, glaring at the blond FBI agent.

No! Lisa hated to admit how much she was turned on, or how close she was to orgasming.

Go away you blond bimbo!

But a split second later she felt Tammy's tongue come away from her backside.

“Uhhh...” Tammy stammered, stepping away from Lisa.

“Mmmoo! Mmmph!” Lisa shifted her gaze from the wide eyed, shocked Maria, to Tammy, who was also in wide-eyed shocked embarrassment.

“Ummm.... so...” Maria stammered.

“I was just... checking her cavities... for contraband...” Tammy avoided Maria's gaze as she spoke.

“Bbbbblll shhhhfff!” Lisa cried. She didn't care anymore, she was turned on and wanted to finish.

“Hey, shut up!” Tammy cried and smacked Lisa's ass.

“Ufff....” Lisa sighed in pleasure.

“Anyway... we should get ready.” Maria blurted and turned to walk to the back of the truck.

“Right away...” Tammy said quietly and started to follow the blond woman.

“Hhhyyy! Hllp! Hhhhy!” Lisa blubbered into her gag. They can't just leave her like this, turned on, heart pounding, bent over the hood of a truck with her panties down, can they?

***

Trish held her handbag in a death grip as she lead the men towards the waiting truck, hoping that Maria and Tammy were in place and ready to go. She was fully expecting things to go bad, and if that happened, they would all need to move fast.

“I certainly hope these women are as amazing as your boss described them. I already have several interested buyers.” Red chuckled from behind her.

Trish only bit her tongue. They hadn’t even checked on the women in the back of the truck, hopefully they were all right. If things went wrong, Trish would be a party to trafficking, and she wasn't sure if she could live with herself if that was the case.

Red was followed by the two other men that got off the boat with him, but a quick glance behind her showed Trish that several more had gotten off the boat and were approaching.

Damn! Her and the rest of the girls would be outnumbered. Presumably these men were armed, but Trish could only hope that the element of surprise would work in the agent's favor.

They turned the corner onto the side street and there was the truck, waiting, Tammy and Maria nowhere in sight. Trish came to a stop and motioned at the solitary vehicle.

“There it is.” She nodded. Red eyed the truck and then her.

“Well...” He shrugged.

She just stared back at him.

“The merchandise?” He shrugged again.

“Right there.” She motioned at the truck again, though she knew what he was really after. He wanted her to open it up, to inspect the “goods” so to say.

“Let's have a look. You didn't think I was just going to take your word for it?” Red's voice was getting sterner now. Trish looked him over and then at the two other men behind him, the looks on their faces told her that they all meant business. She could see the others from the boat approaching. After that, she turned and looked at the truck.

Come on girls! Where are you!

She could only stall for so long, and soon Red would start to suspect something was up.

“Sure.” She smiled, and started heading for the rear of the truck. Trish was hoping to avoid this, she didn't want the captives in play. Presumably, they were all bound and gagged in the back of the truck, but at least that meant that they were safe. If a bunch of helpless women ended up out in the open during a bust, well... it could get nasty.

But Trish had no other choice, so she had to play along until Maria and Tammy made their move.

Hurry up girls!

At the back of the truck, Trish set the hand bag down in front of the door and unzipped it, making a show of fumbling for keys.

“No funny stuff dearie.” Red chided from behind her. Trish gritted her teeth, her hand brushing against the butt of the gun in the bag, but she told herself it wasn't time yet. Her hand moved past the weapon and touched a set of keys. Slowly she drew the keys from the bag and dangled them for Red to see.

“Good, now open up.” He ordered. Trish didn't know what she dreaded more, opening the back of the truck to reveal the captives or having to bend over in this dress.

She gripped the lock to the rear door with one hand and the keys with the other, and then stooped to insert a key. As she did, she felt the left shoulder of the dress sag while the bottom rode up. Red and his men snickered.

“Maybe once this is done you can use the money to buy a dress that fits.” He chuckled.

Trish felt her face redden as she stooped more and inserted the key, feeling the dress slide up even more and expose the bottom of her ass cheeks to the men behind her.

The key didn't work. Damn. She tried another one.

“There a problem?” Red was getting impatient, and she knew that if she kept stalling that he would start to suspect something.

“No... sorry, it's a rental.” Involuntarily, she shrugged, and felt the dress slide up even more and expose more of her ass to the traffickers. Her face grew redder as she heard them giggling behind her. Trish could feel their hungry eyes on her backside. To make matters worse, her dress kept sagging in the shoulders, limiting her movement.

She tried another key, no success. Then another.

“Hey, we haven't got all night!” Red barked, causing Trish to jump – and drop the keys. She froze as they hit the concrete by her foot.

Damn. Behind her, she head some of Red's men start to whoop, knowing exactly what would come next. Slowly, she twisted her neck to face the men.

“Well, aren't you going to pick those up?” Red crossed his arms. His face was a combination of both amusement and annoyance.

Trish could only smile and nod.

Dammit girls, hurry up!

Slowly, she turned back around and started squatting down to grab the fallen keys, feeling as her dress continued to slide up along her bottom. Her hand brushed the keys, and she felt the dress slide up past her thong underwear, completely mooning the men behind her.

I hope they enjoy the view! She thought as she started to rise.

Then she felt something cold and hard press into her side. A gun! Red was behind her, pressing a gun into her side, and she could feel his hot breath on her face.

“That's enough there dearie, why don't you hand those keys over.” Red barked in her ear. Trish immediately felt herself break out in a cold sweat.

Tammy, Maria, now would be a good time!

With no other choice, she raised the hand with the keys and one of Red's men snatched it away.

“Now stand up.” Red ordered and backed up. Both hands raised, Trish stood to her full height. She looked at the truck to see one of the men trying the keys in the padlock while the other went through the hand bag. Immediately he withdrew the gun and held it up for Red to see.

“What have we here?” Red hissed at her.

“A girl's gotta have protection.” Trish shrugged.

“Okay, off with the dress.” Red ordered. Trish turned around to see him leveling the gun at her.

“What?” She asked.

“Everything about this is mighty suspicious, so off with the dress! I want to see if you're wearing a wire!” With that, Red pulled back the hammer on the gun.

Trish's eyes scanned the area around her, hoping for some hint of Maria or Tammy, but no luck. The warehouse district seemed completely deserted. She had no choice but to play along.

If I get out of this, I'm killing those two!

With a sigh, she grabbed the bottom of the dress, already around her waist, and lifted. The ill fitting garment came off easily, and when she finished lifting it over her head she could see the two men by the back of the truck gawking at her bare breasts.

Trish lifted the dress off and held it bunched in her hands over her head.

“Toss it aside.” Red ordered from behind. With a sigh, she dropped it.

“Now turn around, keep your hands up.” Trish gritted her teeth and spun to face the man.

This has to be the most humiliating experience of my life! Suddenly she couldn't wait to bust this perv and to see him rot in prison, but she also couldn't wait to chew out Tammy and Maria for sleeping on the job.

How could they let this happen to me?

Trish spun to face the man, hands held up, wearing nothing but a pair of skimpy thong panties. His eyes immediately fell to her large, bare breasts.

“Well, clearly you aren't wearing a wire.” Red chuckled. Trish glared at him and realized that she had to stay in character.

“Yes, now can I please get dressed?” She held her head high, trying not to let her humiliation show.

“Not yet.” Red motioned with the gun for her to step aside. As she did, she lowered her hands to cover her breasts.

Just then, she heard a click as the lock on the rear door was opened. Trish and Red both turned at the same time to see one of the men pull the padlock off and slide up the retractable door.

Inside, the truck was filled with large, white laundry bags. The bags looked to be filled with clothing or sheets of some kinds.

No, then Trish saw that some of the bags seemed to be moving, wiggling. As she focused more on the back of the truck she took a harder look at the moving bags. She could make out vague forms, female forms, struggling inside. Then she heard their moaning.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!”

“Hlllp! Hllllpp mmmmee!”

“Urrrgglle!”

Red smiled at his men, and then at Trish, clearly satisfied with what he saw.

“Can I get dressed now?” She asked.

“Not yet.” Red smiled, and gestured with his head at one of his men. The man hopped inside the back of the truck and grabbed the nearest, struggling bag. He undid the drawstring end, revealing two shapely feet, bound at the ankle and kicking desperately.

Red's man grabbed the rest of the bag and pulled it away, exposing the beautiful, bikini clad, large breasted hostage underneath.

“Ulllmmff!” The woman sighed, flashing the man a look of annoyance. She had on a light brown thong bikini, with a fringe around the breasts and hips. A white cloth covered her mouth, gagging her, and she long dark hair, and massive, obviously fake, breasts. Trish recognized her immediately: The last time she had seen this woman, it was in photos of her bound and gagged on a horse, being lead through town in a perverse, public shaming.

Gina Dollson.

Gina looked at the man, and then at her surroundings. Immediately her gaze fell on the near nude Trish and the gagged woman cocked her head in confusion.

“Hmmff?” She asked. All Trish could do was shrug.

The man in the truck moved to another struggling form and pulled the bag away. This woman was shorter than Gina, with brown hair, and a deep tan that was starting to fade. She wore a black bra and a pair of black thong panties. Like Gina, Trish recognized this woman as well: Felicia Fetters.

Felicia was Sheriff of Marston's Pointe, but had disappeared under unusual circumstances. Local gossip was that Felicia had run off with a local business owner named Janet Rossi, mostly because according to rumors, Felicia and Janet had last been seen streaking along the beach together in the nude. This was supported when Gina appeared as Sheriff, claiming that Felicia had appointed her Sheriff before stepping down.

The story had always seemed fishy, and part of the reason why Trish and the other girls were assigned this detail was to find out what happened. Trish looked at the other, struggling and moaning forms in the back of the truck, and she didn't have to be Sherlock Holmes or Nancy Drew to guess that one of them was Janet Rossi as well.

“Okay, move them out and get the others.” Red ordered. Trish had noticed that his other men had all clustered around the back of the truck. One of them grabbed Gina and pulled her out of the truck. Another man grabbed Felicia and did the same.

“Grrrr... Urmmm!” Felicia spat through her gag as she was stood next to Gina. Trish couldn't help but notice the look of venom that Felicia gave Gina.

Something's going on between them.

Then everything seemed to happen at once.

Something moved by the front of the truck. Trish's gaze immediately went in that direction and saw Lisa, still bound and gagged, but with her panties down around her ankles. The big breasted henchwoman was hopping towards them.

“Grrrmmm! Uruumm! Mmmm!” Lisa was grumbling. All of Red's men stopped and stared at her in confusion.

“What the-” One of them started, but then Maria and Tammy came out from behind them, guns drawn.

About Damn time! Tammy sighed.

“FBI, freeze!” Tammy barked in her authoritative, no-nonsense tone. All of the men froze in place. Red turned to glare at Trish.

“You!” His eyes filled with fire.

“Hmmmph?” Both Felicia and Gina mumbled into their gags and exchanged a look of confusion.

Taking advantage of the momentary lapse in action, Trish sprang forward, grabbing her gun from where the one man had set it down on the truck bed. She grabbed it and held it directly at Red's head.

“Don't move!” Trish ordered, feeling somewhat more confident, despite her near nudity.

Then in the distance they heard the squeal of tires.

Oh God, what now? Trish sighed to herself. In the street behind her fellow agents, several large, black SUVs screeched to a halt. For a moment, Trish almost thought that they were agency vehicles, that Tammy and Maria had called in back up.

But then she realized that there was no way back up could get here that fast. The three of them were the only agents for miles.

“UUMMMPH!” Someone moaned, and Trish turned to see Lisa turn around and start to hop down the street away from them.

What?

Trish's attention was called back to the street where several car doors started to open and close. She looked at the SUVs to see several large, armed men getting out, and she recognized the man at the head of it all. He was big, muscle bound, with his dark hair spiked straight up.

Jack. He was the man on the street for the crime lord known only as Ace. Trish and the other girls had nearly nabbed him earlier, but he had just slipped away.

“FFFFRRRF!” Somebody cried out, and Trish turned to see Felicia starring daggers into Jack.

Now he was approaching, holding a large machine gun and flanked on either side by men armed with shotguns and machine guns.

Tammy and Maria immediately spread out, waving their weapons between the traffickers and Jack's men. The Traffickers were doing something similar.

“What the hell is going on?” Red demanded, his gun waving between the newcomers and the agents.

Jack stopped, his gaze shifting from Red, Tammy and Maria, Gina and Felicia, and finally to Trish. Immediately, his eyes widened at the sight of a topless, gun wielding woman and he licked his lips.

“Well, this seems like a typical day in Marston's Pointe.” Jack chuckled.

“Who the fuck are you?” Red demanded.

“Hey, manners!” Jack stared at him, eyes turning icy cold. Then, almost immediately Jack flashed his trademark smile.

“Looks like we're at a bit of an impasse.” He said, continuing to move forward. Tammy leveled her gun at him.

“FBI don't move!” She ordered. Jack stopped and smiled at her.

“I'm sorry am I interrupting something?” He asked with a puckish smile.

“Yes!” Both Tammy and Red answered in unison, then both glared at each other.

“Well, I think I brought the bigger guns, so I get to make the orders now.” Jack shrugged.

“Bullshit,” Red spat. “This is my deal!”

“On MY turf.” Jack shot back.

“This is OUR bust,” Tammy waved her gun between the two of them. “You're both under arrest.”

Neither man paid her any heed.

“Those girls are mine,” Jack motioned to the bound and gagged Gina and Felicia. “Hand them over and we'll be on our way.”

“Mmmmoo!” Felicia spat.

Meanwhile, Lisa was still hopping away down the side road as fast as she could.

“It's my deal, I'm taking them!” Red's face was turning a similar shade to his hair.

“They aren't yours to take.” Jack shrugged.

“Hyyyy!” Gina shouted, clearly not enjoying being spoken about like she was property.

“Both of you be quiet! You are both under arrest!” Tammy screamed again.

“If you want my girls, come and get them!” Red challenged, raising his gun. All of Jack's men responded by lifting their weapons.

Then Tammy raised her gun in the air and fired, clearly in an attempt to get everyone's attention. It didn't work.

Immediately, everyone started firing.

***

The racket of gunfire was deafening, muzzle flashes lit up the dark warehouse district as Red's men fired on Jack's men while both sides simultaneously dived for cover. The three female FBI agents, woefully outmatched, also dived for cover from the barrage of bullets.

Trish dove for the far end of the alley, and saw the goons that were holding the bound and gagged Felicia and Gina turn and run, leaving the helpless women to wobble and catch their balance. The half naked FBI agent hurried towards them, knowing that the bound and gagged women were moving targets being left like that.

“Mmmmph... ummm...” Felicia wobbled, then lost her balance and tumbled into Gina.

“Ooofffmm!” Gina cried out, falling to the ground, Felicia on top of her.

“Ugglllm! Mufffm! Mmmooo!” Both women moaned into their gags as they rolled around on top of each other.

A moment later Trish was there, grabbing the bound Felicia and rolling her off of Gina.

“Mmmo! Grrrfff!” Felicia thrashed, her hair whipping around as she kicked back at Trish.

“Stop! Stop!” Trish grasped at Felicia's bound, kicking legs, attempting to hold them in place with one hand while keeping her gun up in the other.

“Hlllp! Hhlllp!” Felicia moaned, trying to wriggle away from the topless agent.

“Stop, I'm FBI!” Trish screamed, slapping Felicia across the face as she did.

“Urrrggh!” Felicia cried out and then froze, glaring at Trish. She was flashing Trish a look of suspicion and confusion, and honestly Trish couldn't blame her. Here she was, a topless, thong clad woman who just tried to sell her a few moments ago now claiming to be FBI. Still, Felicia ceased her struggling, but continued to stare daggers into Trish.

Gina however, had a look of curiosity, and... maybe hope? She sat and stared calmly at the agent.

“Now,” Trish began, her eyes shifting between the two bound women. “I'm going to untie you two, and as soon as I do I want you both to get as far away from here as you can, stay low, avoid the guns. Do you understand?”

Gina nodded in agreement, but Felicia continued to give her angry looks.

“Grrrmm...” The former Sheriff mumbled. Trish flashed her a look.

“I said, do you understand?” Trish said through gritted teeth.

Felicia continued to glare, and then nodded solemnly. Satisfied, Trish reached forward and pulled down the white cloth that gagged Felicia. Once the gag was off, Felicia spat out a white wad of cloth that was stuffed in her mouth with gusto.

“Gah, that feels good...” Felicia exclaimed, flexing her jaw. Trish went to work untying her feet.

“So what's your story?” Felicia asked as Trish hurriedly undid the knots around her ankles.

“Not now!” Trish shouted as a bullet whizzed past her head. Felicia immediately shut up.

“Hey!” Trish heard Tammy shout and immediately looked in her direction. It looked like Jack and his men were pinned down behind their vehicles as half of Red's men laid suppressing fire on them, but Trish saw Red, and a few of his men, slinking towards the open back of the truck.

They mean to sneak out with the girls!

Trish continued to scan to see Tammy and Maria pinned down behind one of Jack's vehicles, two henchmen lying next to them with bullet holes in their chests.

Damn! There was no way Tammy or Maria could stop Red's men from sneaking off with the remaining women, and if they opened fire, they were likely to hit on of the helpless women!

Trish gritted her teeth and pulled the rope away from Felicia's ankles, and then hurried behind the former sheriff and started to untie her hands.

“Okay, look, I have to go, but untie your friend here and run!” Trish ordered, pulling the rope off of Felicia's bound wrists. Felicia let out another gasp and started to rub her wrists, sighing in relief the whole time.

Trish didn't stay around to hear Felicia respond to her order, she just hurried off and opened fire on Red's encroaching men.

***

It feels good to be untied! Felicia thought, still flexing her jaw while rubbing at her sore wrists. She had spent the better part of the last month bound, gagged, and humiliated and demeaned in a prison cell.

Her prison cell. She was still Sheriff, and after this, she planned on filling those cells with everyone who had wronged her, but she had to focus on other things at the moment, and right now, that meant getting to safety. Felicia wanted to stand up, to stretch and flaunt her new found freedom, but right now, there was a massive firefight going on, and Felicia was in her lingerie.

Instead, she crouched low and turned to her former mentor, and former captor, Gina Dollson. Gina was still bound and gagged, like Felicia had been just a few seconds prior. The tall, well endowed woman gave Felicia a wide eyed, hopeful look.

“Ummm hmmm!” She motioned with her head for Felicia to come over to her. Felicia just sat, motionless.

“Hhhyyy! Cmmmm onnn!” Gina moaned, and then turned slightly to wave her bound hands at Felicia, who cracked a smile.

This is all her fault, we wouldn't be in this situation if not for her!

Gina had kidnapped Felicia, along side Janet, and kept them as prisoners while Gina declared herself Sheriff, but then Gina and her group of women had somehow gotten caught by Tanya Donnelly and Shelly Arnold, who hatched a scheme to sell them to human traffickers, which brought them to where they were now.

Janet! Felicia realized that her lover, the busty bar owner, must still be on the truck, probably in one of those bags like she was!

Felicia turned to see several armed men running up to the open back of the truck while the topless FBI agent that just freed them ran towards them, gun raised, and shouting something. As far as Felicia could tell, she was attempting to order them away from the truck, but it was hard to hear over the gunfire.

“Mmmph!” Gina moaned and kicked at Felicia. Felicia turned back to the big breasted woman and smiled.

“Oh, poor Gina, all bound and gagged. Doesn't this seem familiar?” Felicia giggled.

“Mmwwwt? Hllp!” Gina moaned, kicking her again.

“I think you deserve a little more quiet time.” Felicia smiled and patted Gina on the thigh.

“Mmmo! Hlllp!” Gina recoiled and flashed Felicia a pleading look.

Something came over Felicia in that moment, something carnal, something animal. This woman had held power over Felicia for so long, and now here she was, helpless and at Felicia's mercy. There was one other time Felicia felt like this...

That time was when she watched Gina in her dressing room through a hidden peephole, waiting for men to come in to bind and gag her.

Now, Felicia forgot about the ongoing gun fight, about how exposed she was, all she could think of was having Gina at her mercy, finally. It turned her on.

Felicia slunk over to Gina on all fours. Gina must have saw the look in Felicia's eye because she started to recoil.

“Mmmeey! Mmmoo! Mmmo!” Gina started to shake her head and slink back, but Felicia sprang like a cat, mounting the bound women and wrapping her hands around Gina's breasts.

“How does it feel? To be helpless at my mercy?” Felicia hissed, feeling her heart beat against her chest.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph!” Gina tried to pull back, but she had nowhere to go. Felicia dug her hands into Gina's bikini top and tore it away, exposing her large, bare breasts.

“Ullllm! Mmmph!” Gina kicked her feet and moaned into her gag. Felicia's breath came out in ragged gasps as she moved her hands down and grabbed the knots at either end of Gina's bikini bottoms.

“All mine now! I can't tell you all of the things that I dreamt of doing if I ever had you in this position...” Felicia hissed in Gina's ear.

“Mmmo! Mllleassse!” Gina begged.

Good! Felicia smiled, and with a flourish pulled at the knots holding up Gina's bikini bottoms. They came loose easily, and Felicia pulled and a moment later held up Gina's bikini bottoms in one hand with a smile.

Gina's eyes went wide and she stared at the bottoms dangling on Felicia's outstretched finger.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpph! Ummm!” Gina started shaking her head furiously.

Felicia smiled and started to bend over when a bullet ricocheted off the wall just a few feet away from her. Both her and Gina froze.

Shit!

She was getting carried away, now wasn't the time for this.

I have to get out of here! Then a smile spread across her face.

With Gina!

Yes, if she could make off with Gina, then she could have unlimited playtime with her! But how...

Then she saw it, an SUV sitting alone and isolated behind the others. Felicia scanned the area around her and saw that she had a clear line to the lone vehicle.

I can grab it, load Gina in, and drive off!

It was perfect! Now she just had to get to the SUV. She turned to Gina and patted her on her gagged mouth.

“Don't you go anywhere.” she smiled.

“Ffffff mooo!” Gina spat. Felicia just giggled and slunk off into the shadows.

***

Trish should have realized that a group of male human traffickers probably wouldn't take a topless, thong clad, gun wielding woman seriously, but she tried to be as authoritative as she could as she aimed her gun at Red and the group of men making their way to the back of the truck and ordered them to back away.

They all turned to face her, their eyes immediately falling to her bare breasts, and drew their weapons. Trish stayed her ground, aiming her weapon at them, but then realized that they stood in front of the open back of the truck, where there were still three more bound and gagged women.

Damn! Trish bit her lip. That was their play, they knew she wouldn't endanger the captives.

She stood there, frozen, gun aimed at the men who had their weapons aimed at her. Realizing that she had no real leverage, she raised her hands above her head, holding her weapon loosely in one hand. The men smiled, two of them turning to the truck while Red and one other approached her, guns outstretched.

“Well,” Red smiled. “Looks like we may have a little bonus treat.”

“I wouldn't be so sure.” She did her best to look defiant as Red's henchman grabbed her gun from her head and tossed it aside. Behind Red, his men closed the back of the truck.

“I think it's time we thought you some manners.” Red hissed through gritted teeth.

“I think it's about time we--- Hey!” Trish cried as Red's man grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back. A moment later, she heard the familiar sound of duct tape and felt the sticky substance being wrapped around her wrists.

“Hey, get off of me!” She screamed, kicking and fighting as her hands were taped together at the wrists.

Then she heard the engine of the truck roar to life and froze.

They're getting away.

Red took advantage of her being momentarily distracted and pressed himself against her, his hands groping at her panties.

“Hey! Get off!” She screamed, attempting to push back against him, but Red gave a powerful tug and her panties came off with a SNAP!

No!

“Oh you are paying for this! When I get you I'll-UMMMMPH!” Red shut her up by shoving her panties, her own underwear, that she had worn all day, had sweated in, and just wore while getting into a gun fight, in her mouth.

“Gummmmph!” She gagged and attempted to spit out the panties, but Red clamped his hand over her mouth. As he pressed his body against her, she could feel that he had a massive erection that was throbbing against her bare leg. Looking into his eyes, she saw that they were filled with the raw, animalistic gaze of lust.

“Gubbblll!” she tried to pull back, and a moment later Red withdrew his hand.

Then she heard the sound of duct tape, and a second later felt the sticky substance pressed over her mouth.

“Mmmooo!” Trish tried to recoil as a layer of duct tape was wrapped around her mouth.

No! She wouldn't allow herself to be made a captive like the other girls!

“Hold still, dearie!” Red cackled as he continued wrapping the tape around her mouth, effectively sealing her lips around her panties.

“Hey, back off creeps!” Someone cried.

“Hummph?” Trish turned towards the voice, Red and his men followed.

It was Tammy, charging, gun aimed square at Red. The trafficker's eyes widened and he pushed Trish back into the man behind her her.

“Ghhuuumph!” She cried, colliding into the goon as Red stumbled away. The man behind her caught her, wrapping his hands around her bare, heaving breasts. Trish looked down at his hands fondling her and elbowed him.

“Mmmph!” She cried, eyes alight with fury. The man cried out and let go of her.

Oh no! Her balance was off and Trish was falling straight back...

Then Tammy was there, wrapping her arms around Trish's waist and heaving...

What?

“Ummmph!” Trish gasped as Tammy heaved her up and over her shoulder, her strong, firm hand resting just under Trish bare ass cheeks.

“Hold on a minute, Trish.” Tammy said in a cold tone, and Trish turned her head to see Tammy aiming her gun at the fleeing Red and his man.

What? Not now Tammy! Trish bit down on the panties filling her mouth. Really, she was here, bound and gagged and naked, and Tammy was taking the time to try and shoot someone?

“Urrfff!” Trish kneed Tammy with impatience.

“Hey, what the-” Tammy started, but then they heard the roar of the truck's engine. Both Trish and Tammy turned to see the white truck backing out of the side street, heading straight for them!

“Mmmmmoo!” Trish cried. She didn't want to die bound, gagged, and naked.

Tammy though, reacted instantly, dropping her gun and holding Trish over her shoulder as she sprang out of the way of the vehicle.

They avoided it just in time as the speeding truck slammed into a parked SUV. The men driving it didn't miss a beat as they turned the vehicle and started heading for docks.

***

Felicia was digging through the glove compartment of the lone SUV, searching frantically for keys, and with no luck.

Come on! They couldn't have taken them? She imagined that these men, Ace's men, would want to make a quick getaway and leave the keys in the ignition, but it didn't seem like the case.

Outside, she heard a sickening crunch of metal and glass shattering. Looking up, Felicia saw the white truck backing into one of the empty SUVs and turning to drive down towards the dock.

Felicia froze and went pail.

Is Janet still in there? She thought, realizing that she had been so blinded by her rage and lust, that she had forgotten about Janet, who was most likely still bound and gagged in the back of that truck.

Felicia's jaw dropped and her heart quickened as she watched the tail lights of the truck get further and further away. She could have done something, could have saved Janet, but instead, she decided to be petty. In that moment, all of Felicia's self loathing and guilt that she had been feeling in the two years since she organized Gina's kidnapping flooded over her. This was all her fault, from the very beginning. She could blame Gina, and probably a dozen other people, but she had dug this grave herself.

And now Janet, a good woman, a woman Felicia had strong feelings for, was in that truck headed for god-knows-where.

Felicia gritted her teeth. No. She could still save Janet, still salvage this. She just had to find the keys to the car.

She checked one of the overhead visors when she heard engines starting. Felicia looked up to see men piling into the SUVs around her and starting them up.

They were retreating.

Outside the SUV was a flurry of activity. All of the vehicles, including hers, had tinted windows so none of them could see her inside.

Shit!

She had to escape, but she knew that if she got out of the vehicle now, one of the men, most likely armed, would see her. All she could do was pray that the SUV she was in belonged to one of the men who got shot.

Then she looked out the driver's side window and Jack, a sour look on his face, heading straight for the car.

***

“Oooofff...” Trish exhaled as Tammy set her down on the ground behind a dumpster and then immediately pressed herself flat on top of her.

“Stay low...” Tammy huffed into Trish's ear, her breathing heavy as she pressed her body against Trish's.

Could she at least untie me? Trish thought, and to send the hint, wiggled underneath the younger woman.

“Ummm!”

Tammy only tightened her grip on Trish, her warm, sweat covered body pressed against the nude Trish.

“Just lie still, I got you...” Tammy whispered, arms holding Trish flat to the ground.

“Mmmph!” Trish wiggled again, eager to spit her panties out and get dressed. Tammy though, kept her grip on Trish, her breathing heavy.

Trish sighed and turned her head. The dumpster was slightly elevated thanks to wheels on all four corners, allowing Trish a view of down the road.

The truck was idling on the dock, a line of armed men standing a few feet from it, shooting covering fire down the street.

From the back of the truck, Trish could see two burly men unloading a struggling, bagged form and carrying it towards the waiting boat.

“Hhhhmmph! Mmmph!” Trish started to wriggle again, motioning with her head towards the dock and the prisoners bound for a life of bondage.

“Shhh, just relax...” Tammy reassured.

“Mmmmo! Mmlllkkk!” Trish whined, then she felt Tammy's fingers brush her thigh.

What? Trish's eyes went wide. What the hell was she doing?

“It's okay, Trish...” Tammy whispered, her hand drifting up Trish's bare thigh. “I'll keep you safe.”

Then Trish felt Tammy's fingers tracing around the edges of her bare, waxed vagina, sending tiny vibrations of pleasure through her pelvis.

“Ummp!” Trish sighed, eyes widening at the surprising pleasure.

“That's right, just relax...” then Tammy moved in, fingers dancing inside of Trish.

“Ummfff... mffff...” Trish sighed again and turned. From under the dumpster, she saw men loading two more bagged forms onto the boat.

***

Trapped! Felicia was trapped.

Jack was moving closer to the car every moment. She had to think...

Men were still scrambling into their SUVs all around her.

I can't just sit here! She may as well gift wrap herself for Jack if she did that.

Then an idea hit her. Felicia smiled and scrambled over the passenger seat to the backseat. If this was Jack's car, then odds were that he was heading home, or to report back to Ace. If Felicia could hide, then she would be able to find out some valuable information, and then come back with several armed police officers and make some arrests.

What about Janet though? Felicia would have to cross that bridge later, right now she had to focus on her own survival.

Felicia didn't slow down once she was in the backseat and immediately scrambled over it and into the trunk of the SUV. The floor of the trunk was littered with all kinds of materials, but Felicia could fit back there comfortably with plenty of room.

As long as he doesn't look back here. She thought, crouching down on all fours and examining what she had at her disposal: rope, cloth, duct tape, and various other items. Felicia wasn't surprised at the rope, cloth, and tape. Jack seemed like a guy that liked to tie up his ladies, so figured that he would travel with these items.

Still on all fours, she looked out the window to see Jack's progress.

He was right outside. Felicia lowered herself down, bracing for when he opened the driver's side door.

He didn't. Instead, Jack kept moving down...

Towards the trunk.

Shit! Felicia's heart started pounding and she broke out in a cold sweat. Why is he heading back here?

Then she saw the large gun in his hands. He was going to hide it back here. Dammit, she should have thought of that.

Think, Felicia, think!

An armed Jack opening his trunk to find an underwear clad Felicia in the back would be like him finding her gift wrapped.

Felicia started to back away from the rear hatch of the SUV when he hand brushed something cold and metal. She looked down to see that it was a small, silver, pocket knife. As she inspected it, she saw the tape, rope, and cloth next to it and an idea formed.

What if she just gift-wrapped herself?

Some part of Felicia loathed the idea of tying herself up, but she didn't have a choice, a better plan, or time to waste.

Felicia grabbed the small knife, knowing she would need it, sadly, she had only a few spots to hide it.

Realizing what she had to do, she grabbed one of the black clothes lying on the floor and pulled it tight between her teeth and knotted it at the back of her neck. Once she was gagged, Felicia picked back up the knife and pulled down the back of her underwear.

Here we go...

Biting down on her gag, Felicia pressed the folded knife between her round, firm butt cheeks.

“Ooofff, mmm...” Felicia grunted, the metal was cold and hard between her cheeks. Then still biting down on her gag, she pulled her underwear up.

Not wasting a second, Felicia grabbed the roll of duct tape, pressed her ankles together, and wrapped several layers round them.

Now the tricky part – Her hands. Felicia dropped the roll of tape and grabbed a length of rope. She wasn't good with knots at all, but she was confident that she could fasten something that looked convincing. Taking the rope, she looped it at both hands and twisted the middle around several times until it looked vaguely like a knot. Once she was satisfied, she slipped her wrist through one loop and pulled her arms behind her back. Her hands now behind her, she slipped her free arm through the other loop and pulled.

“Mmmfff...” Felicia grunted, feeling the rope tighten around her wrists.

Jack was now at the rear hatch of the SUV, still unable to see her through the tinted windows. She heard his key insert in the lock and immediately set herself on her side and widened her eyes, doing her best to look fearful, which wasn't hard, considering that she was still terrified.

The lock clicked, and a second later the rear hatch lifted. As soon as it went up, Felicia kicked her bound feet and moaned into her gag.

“Mmmph! Ummmmph!” Felicia moaned as a stunned Jack stared down at the lingerie clad hostage.

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” Felicia chewed on her gag and recoiled against the backseat. Jack only stared at her dumbfounded while holding his machine gun limply in both hands.

“Well... this is unexpected.” His jaw hung slack as he stared at her.

“Mmmmoo! Hlllp! Hllllp!” Felicia kicked her taped feet again.

Jack looked around, and then down at her again.

“How did you end up here, Ms. Fetters?” He chuckled.

“Mmm ummm mmoo!” She shook her head.

“Well,” Jack lowered his weapon and eyed her up. “Looks like tonight wasn't a total waste after all.”

Felicia froze and stared at him, wide eyed.

“We're going for a little ride.” He smiled, and with that closed the rear hatch. Felicia let out a sigh of relief, and then watched through the windows as Jack made his way back to the driver's side.

So far, it seemed that her plan was working.

So far...

The driver's side door opened and she turned to watch as Jack hopped in and set his gun down on the passenger seat. He turned and smiled at her.

“I must warn you, it may get a bit bumpy back there.” With that, he put his key in the ignition and started the vehicle.

“Mmooo! Hlllp!”

“I am curious as to how you ended up back there, but we'll have plenty of time to catch up later.” Jack said as he started to drive off.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmm!” Felicia moaned and started to struggle, hoping Jack bought the act.

“How about some tunes?” Almost immediately, loud rock music blasted from speakers on either side of Felicia. She had failed to notice them earlier.

“MMMMMPH!” This time, she was not acting. The music was excruciating. The floor below her started to vibrate from subwoofers that she had also, failed to notice.

Jack laughed from the front seat. Part of her had give him credit, the loud music and subs would drown out her struggles so that any passing car probably wouldn't notice her. Though, she was less concerned about that and more concerned about the knife, concealed between her butt cheeks and held in place by her thong, which was starting to fall free.

Damn! She hadn't counted on the movement.

“Grrrmmm...” Felicia bit down on her gag and clenched her butt cheeks while also using her bound hands to keep the knife in place.

She hoped this wasn't a long car ride.

***

“Offff....” Trish sighed into her gag as Tammy hooked her fingers up inside her. Her whole body quaked and convulsed with pleasure.

“That's right, how does it feel?” Tammy whispered in her ear.

“Ooohhh..mmmm...” Trish sighed.

“You're all-” Tammy started.

“What's going on here?” A female voice called. Both women froze, and a moment later Trish felt Tammy's fingers slide out from inside her.

“Mmmmwwwtt? Mmooo!” Trish protested.

“Oh, I was just... making sure Trish was alright.” Tammy's face was beat red as she stood up and turned to face Maria, who stared at them in slack jawed confusion.

Maria, who still had her gun drawn, did not look convinced or amused. Her eyes went from Tammy to the bound, gagged, and naked Trish.

“What happened to you?” Maria cocked her head.

“Mmmmp ummmph mmm! Gllummm mmmm mmm!” Trish blubbered into her gag.

“The trafficker and his men attempted to abduct her.” Tammy stood, arms behind her back, head down. Now that they were all here, Trish noticed how quiet things were.

“Well, they all got away.” Maria huffed. Tammy's eyes went wide.

“What about the truck?”

Trish remembered the men unloading the struggling forms and knew the answer that one. They were gone, the traffickers were gone.

Maria only stared at Trish in annoyance.

“Get her untied, and find her clothes.” Maria sighed and turned around.

“Hlllp! Hllllp!” A muffled voice cried in the distance. Trish sat up and looking past Tammy and Maria, saw Gina Dollson sitting alone on the concrete of the side street. Gina's bikini top had been pulled down to expose her bare breasts, and it looked like she had lost her bikini bottoms as well.

Trish had told Felicia Fetters to untie Gina and get to safety. If Gina was still here, then where was Felicia?

TO BE CONTINUED...
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