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The Story so far…

Gina Dollson came to Marston’s Pointe for one thing… revenge! After having her modeling career destroyed by her former protege, Felicia Fetters, Gina discovers that Felicia is now Sheriff of the small beach community and heads to town to get back at the woman who ruined her…

Except when Gina arrives in Marston’s Pointe, she discovers that Felicia has gone missing. Posing as the new Sheriff, Gina attempts to discover what happened to Felicia and instead finds that the seemingly idyllic beach town is home to a criminal underbelly overseen by the mysterious crime lord, Ace.

As she investigates, Gina meets many new faces along the way, including Lotus, owner of a mysterious massage parlor; Rossi, an interpol agent investigating Lotus; Tanya, a writer for the local paper; and Shelly, a femme fatale out to control crime in Marston’s Pointe.

Soon Gina finds herself a prisoner of Lotus, who finds herself taken with the buxom new Sheriff, but then she falls into the hands of Lisa, Shelly’s loyal henchwoman, who soon makes a deal with Gina when Shelly is kidnapped by Ace. A daring rescue is undertaken, but Gina and Lisa become prisoners of Ace as well, while Rossi and Lotus soon find themselves captives of a sinister group of fraternity boys...

1.

For Brad, the sight of Gina and Shelly bound and gagged back to back should have been an appealing sight. Despite all that had gone wrong, he found that he couldn’t take his eyes off of the two naked women struggling against each other, mumbling into the large, red ball gags in their mouth. As he watched their naked bodies rubbing up against each other, he wished that he could truly savor this moment, but the trouble they had caused was overshadowing how appealing the sight of their helplessness was. Not only that, but the spout hanging over their heads was an ominous sign as well.

It would be a shame to waste such fine women. He thought as he reached out to Tanya, who was seated next to him, and ran his hand along her thigh. She jumped, clearly tense over what had just transpired, and offered him a weak smile. Brad tried to give her a reassuring look, but in reality he had no idea what was going to happen either. For all he knew, in a moment The Queen would walk in, flick a switch, and that spout would open up and cover both Gina and Shelly in cement before they were dumped in the lake.

Brad was determined not to let that happen.

“Ummm mmph!” Gina grunted, pulling on her bonds.

“Mmmmm! Mmmmfff!” Shelly retorted.

Brad found his gaze falling on both women’s bare asses, pressed tight together, their buttocks rubbing as they struggled, and he tightened his grip on Tanya’s thigh.

Both Shelly and Gina were seated in the middle of the room, legs manacled together and their arms manacled behind their backs. Their gazes kept shifting to the yawning spout above them, and then over their shoulders to each other as they struggled.

“Mmmm gggmm bbbmm!”

“Mmmph!”

As he watched them struggle, he couldn’t help but hope that The Queen would be merciful.

Maybe she got it all of her system with Lisa? He wondered. It would be a waste to get rid of Lisa too, but Lisa was always just a pawn, and sometimes pawns needed to be sacrificed.

Part of him didn’t even know Lisa had it in her, but apparently her loyalty to Shelly knew no bounds. What was even crazier was that Gina and Lisa’s plan almost worked, and by doing so, had almost ruined Brad and Tanya’s plan.

It hadn’t taken as much convincing as Brad thought, getting Tanya to go along with it. As it turns out, Tanya was quite pliable after orgasming. That night after he had picked her up walking along the road, boudn and gagged, Brad had laid out his plan. He had told Tanya that she could keep trying to chip away at Ace’s organization from the outside on the remote chance she might get lucky, but she wouldn’t be able to do it alone, or worse, Ace would finally get rid of her. Brad explained to her that the best way to beat them was to join them, to seemingly make amends with Ace’s people and convince them she was a friend, while she would be secretly gathering intel to bust them.

At least that was what he had told her, he didn’t really care if she busted them or not, but he did have plans for Tanya. If he was to move up in Ace’s organization, he needed people on his side, and Tanya could be useful thanks to how easily manipulated she was. It didn’t take the buxom red head long to think over his plan, and Tanya decided to go along with it, telling him it was all to bring down Ace, and Brad would let her believe that, for a time. After tintially getting Tanya on board, he just had to convince her that that selling out Shelly to Ace would her first step to gaining his favor since Shelly was a rival. Once again, Tanya bought that with very little convincing, in fact, she relished the idea of kidnapping Shelly.

Brad and Tanya had been sitting in the theater, enjoying the auction, when suddenly they heard a commotion outside. No sooner had that happened then several barely dressed women came running out from behind the stage. The word spread quickly that there had been a jailbreak. Of course the clientele started fleeing, not wanting to be implicated in the shitshow that was about to go down. Both he and Tanya had been in the middle of getting out when they spotted Gina and Shelly.

Brad knew that he had to stop them, not only to make him and Tanya look better to Queen and Ace’s people, but also because if Shelly got free she could destroy them. Thankfully, The Queen and Vera were nearby, and when they caught Gina and Shelly, it looked like they were about to free Lisa as well.

Brad wasn’t sure were Lisa was now. If she wasn’t at the bottom of the lake, she would be soon. Either way, it was too late for Lisa, but maybe Brad could convince The Queen to keep Gina and Shelly around.

It was also concerning that they had he and Tanya waiting in the room alone with the two captured women. Occasionally both women would cease their struggling to glare at them, before going back to trying to wriggle free of their bonds.

Does the Queen blame us for this? He wondered.

Granted, it was sort of indirectly their fault for bringing Shelly to the auction house, but it wasn’t like he knew that Lisa and Gina would team up to rescue her. Brad looked over at Tanya as he pondered this and saw the look of worry on her face. He cracked a smile and patted her thigh in an attempt to let her know it would be alright, but even he didn’t know if that was true or not.

“Ummm sttpph!”

“Urrggh cmmmn mnn!”

He turned his attention back to the struggling women in the center of the room and once again felt himself getting hard, both from the sight of them and at his own nervousness.

If they take any longer then things might get a little hot in here. He smiled, his hand sliding further up Tanya’s thigh, pushing her skirt up…

Just then the door open, and The Queen, Vera, and Jack all came marching in, single file like a funeral procession. Naturally, The Queen lead the group, with Jack following, and the concubine Vera taking the rear. Brad stood and patted Tanya on the shoulder to signal that she should do the same.

“My Queen.” He bowed his head, and turned to see Tanya following.

“Mmmmff!” Shelly cried, glaring at him.

The Queen eyed him and Tanya up, and then turned to Shelly and Gina.

“Well, you made a fine mess of things.” The Queen strolled, glaring at Gina as she spoke.

Gina glared up at her defiantly. Brad had to give her credit, she had spirit.

“Not only have you freed most of our prisoners, but now we have to abandon this location. Most of our clients will sever ties with us. We’ll have to rebuild a new customer base or regain their trust.”

The Queen leaned over and grabbed Gina by the jaw.

“Urrrggh!” Gina cried, glaring at her.

“Never have I been humiliated, like I have been this night.” The Queen sneered at Gina, let go of her, and stood back up.

“You might almost have gotten away with it too, but thankfully, Deputy Frank is a loyal soldier and warned us about your plan.” The Queen paced around the naked captives again.

“Wummmf!” Gina cried and perked up.

Frank! So there was a mole at the Sheriff’s station. Brad didn’t know that. It made him wonder what else he didn’t know.

“It would almost be impressive if I wasn’t so angry,” The Queen stopped, glaring at both of them. “As we speak, Lisa, the other one, is being carried out to the lake with a new set of cement shoes. A similar fate will await you two for such insolence.”

“Mmmmphh mmnno!”

“Urrggh gghmm!”

“My Queen!” Brad found himself stepping forward.

The dominatrix turned to glare at him. Her look, so full of venom and anger, almost made him feel like he wanted to shrivel back up.

“Ah Brad, our hero of the hour who caught these two.” The Queen stepped towards him.

“Offff ffrrr ggds ssfffkkk…” Shelly mumbled.

“You need to learn not to speak out of turn.” She stood directly in front of him, and he suddenly felt like he was alone, face to face with a bear, armed with nothing but his wits and bare hands.

“Well, I… If I could make a suggestion.” Brad fumbled, suddenly hating himself. He had never been this nervous around a woman before.

“A suggestion?” The Queen hissed.

“Yes…” Brad mumbled.

“You know, I was told that you were proving useful, but that you liked playing with your food.” The Queen’s tone was icy now, controlled. It scared him.

“Yes, my Queen.” Brad muttered.

“What?” She barked.

“I said yes.” He looked up, meeting her in the eye.

The Queen turned, her gaze falling on Tanya.

“What if I had a little taste of your food Brad?” She asked, stepping around Tanya, appraising her.

“I…” He fumbled.

“Well?” The Queen gripped Tanya’s arm, and Brad saw the red-head stiffen and squeeze her eyes shut.

“She’ll… she’ll be useful. That’s why I kept her around.” He met The Queen’s gaze as he spoke.

“Really? I fail to see how, other than being your little hole.” The Queen stepped behind Tanya and leered over her shoulder at her cleavage. Tanya kept her eyes closed but Brad saw her shiver.

“She’s part of the local press, she’s plugged in. She can help throw people off our trail.”

“But she was a problem just a few months ago.” The Queen circled behind Brad.

“Well,” Brad fumbled. “You’d be surprised how much a woman will compromise her beliefs in exchange for a good lay.”

Tanya gasped and glared him. Brad caught Jack crack a smile, and The Queen stepped around and glared at him.

“Are you saying you can control her with your amazing penis?” The Queen hissed in his ear.

“Yes my Queen.” He answered.

“And if she’s a problem, you’ll be responsible.” The Queen stepped in front of him now, eyes boring holes into his soul.

“Yes my Queen.” Brad held his head high as he answered.

“And what was your suggestion? That you could do the same with these two?” The Queen stepped back and motioned to Shelly and Gina.

Brad fumbled for words. It would be hard to make a case for Shelly, but Gina, maybe…

“The Sheriff could be useful too.”

“Ummmff!” Gina cried.

“Hrryy!” Shelly chimed in.

“Oh could she?” The Queen stood next to Gina, leering down at her heaving breasts.

“If I may, my Queen.” Jack stepped forward, head bowed obediently.

“Yes, Jack?” The Queen nodded at him.

“I agree with Brad,” Jack began, and Brad noticed The Queen tense with shock. “If we get rid of Gina, it would be the third Sheriff to go missing. It might bring some… unwanted attention.”

“Then what would you suggest, that she can be controlled?” The Queen sighed.

Brad turned to Jack, clearly curious to his plan. One thing he didn’t anticipate was Jack having his side in this.

“Ummmm mnnnno! Mmmmnnoph!” Gina protested, clearly not enjoying where this conversation was going.

“Actually, yes.” Jack turned towards the door and snapped his finger.

On cue, two of the leather clad concubines came in, dragging a bound and gagged Jessica between them.

“Mmmmph! Ummm mmph!” She cried, twisting and struggling in their grasp.

“Mmmmmph! Mmm gggmm!” Gina cried, increasing her struggles when she saw Jessica.

“You see, someone had purchased Jessica here earlier tonight.” Jack stepped towards the bound fitness model and squeezed her cheek.

“Urrggg ghmm!” She cried, pulling away.

“But when things got ugly, they abandoned their property before paying, so technically, Jessica is still ours.” Jack turned to The Queen.

“Ummm mmmmph!” Jessica pleaded.

“And if Gina wants to make sure that no harm befalls Jessica,” Jack looked down at the bound Sheriff. “She’ll agree to play ball with us.”

“Wrry mnnoo ddrrtyy mmmff!” Gina grunted through her gag.

The Queen paced, rubbing her chin, eying both Jessica and Gina. Brad turned and met Jack’s gaze, seeing that it was obvious that Jack too was nervous about The Queen’s answer. He thought about chiming in again but decided not to, knowing that The Queen would only tolerate so many outbursts.

“I guess it would be useful to have the Sheriff in our pocket.” She rubbed her chin.

Jack perked up, so did Brad.

“Fine, take Jessica away, put her someplace secure.” The Queen gestured to the concubines, who turned, dragging Jessica with them.

“Mmmmo! Mmm gggm!” Jessica cried, looking over her shoulder as she was dragged out of the room.

“Her too,” The Queen gestured to Gina. “Take her somewhere where we can explain to her the finer points of her new position.”

“Wummff! Mnnoo!” Gina cried, but already Jack and Vera were on her.

Both of them unhooked her manacles from Shelly, then pulled Gina to her feet and dragged her towards the door, her manacled feet kicking and stamping the entire time.

“Mmmnno! Ummm ggmmm mmnph!” Gina grunted, but soon was carried out the door.

That left Brad, Tanya, The Queen, and the bound and gagged Shelly.

“Umm hmmph…” Shelly went back to struggling.

“Well, Brad, is there anything else?” The Queen asked, eying both him and Tanya up.

“Shelly, will she be…” Brad stammered.

“Oh yes.” The Queen said, almost like an afterthought, and walked over to the wall and flicked a switch.

“Mmmmmeeep!” Shelly cried and looked up.

The chute above her opened, and several pounds of wet concrete came spilling out, pouring over Shelly’s head. Her muffled cries were cut off in seconds as the wet, sludge-like substance poured over her. Brad and Tanya stood frozen, their jaws slack as Shelly was completely covered in wet cement. After a few seconds, The Queen flicked the switch again and the stream of cement stopped.

It was hard to even tell that there was a woman under the layers of gray, dripping concrete. It was just a lump of cement in the vague shape of a bound person.

“Well, let’s leave that to dry, and then she can join her friend Lisa at the bottom of the lake.” The Queen stepped towards them and motioned to the door.

“I trust that you will behave yourself.” She looked directly at Tanya as she spoke.

Tanya swallowed and nodded as Brad took her hand in his.

“Good, after you.” The Queen gestured towards the door.

Brad bowed his head, took a final look at the mound of cement that Shelly was buried under, and lead Tanya towards the door, The Queen following. He was glad that the dominatrix was behind him so that she didn’t see that dark, glowering look on his face.

Soon though, soon she would regret humiliating him like that in front of Tanya. It would take some time for him to calm Tanya, to tell her that he didn’t mean what he said, that he was just doing it to save her. He would have to reassure her that this was still the best way to take down Ace’s organization, from within.

They would both have to play ball a bit, to earn their trust. Earning The Queen’s trust would be hardest of all, but Brad could do it. It would just take a little bit of effort. Tonight was just the first, small step out of many.

Then, once The Queen’s guard was down, she would be next.

***

For Lisa, the only thing prolonging her fate was also the thing that would be her undoing: her cement boots, which were right now proving to be an added strain on the two women dragging her towards the dock leading out to the lake.

“Mmmp! Ummm mnnoo!” Lisa kicked and strained, doing her part to make their jobs twice as hard.

“Come on, can’t you go any faster?” The blond holding Lisa under the armpits whined.

“You know, why don’t you come over here and lift these damn things?” The younger woman with bright, dyed purple hair sighed, and to accentuate, dropped Lisa’s cement trapped feet.

“Ummmff!” Lisa grunted, feeling herself pulled down by the weight.

Everything from Lisa’s ankles down was trapped in rock hard cement that had taken a circular form after the bucket it had been poured in. Despite her impressive strength, Lisa couldn’t move her legs at all but could feel the hard, solid cement wrapped around her skin and between her toes. Her legs burned from the effort of straining against her bonds and the sheer weight of the hardened concrete designed to pull her to the bottom of the lake.

Right now though, the cement boots that had been designed to weigh her down was doing so in a different way, by weighing down her two would be executioners.

“Dammit, why do we keep all those big guards around if they aren’t doing the heavy lifting” The blond grunted and resumed dragging Lisa across the dock.

“Urrrgg ghmmm!” Lisa cried, resuming her struggles.

“They’re all out trying to round up the girls who escaped.” The Purple-haired woman sighed and lifted Lisa’s cement trapped feet again.

“Ummm mnno! Cmmmn oonnmm! Pssff!” Lisa pleaded and struggled. She didn’t have a plan beyond delay the inevitable and wear out the two concubines, which was somewhat working. Both women were huffing and puffing and sweating profusely from their journey to the lake.

After a few agonizing moments of carrying Lisa across the lawn, they reached the dock and the purple-haired girl stopped and set down Lisa’s weighted feet again.

“Hey, wait… let’s… I need a breather again.” She gasped, leaning over to catch her breath.

“Ummm hmmm…” Lisa nodded in agreement as the other one continued to hold her under the armpits.

“Come on, we’re almost there.” The blond gestured with her chin towards the end of the dock.

It actually seemed like quite a long stretch to the end of the dock, which lead out to the middle of the lake where it was at its deepest.

“Why don’t we just dump her here.” Purple-Hair stood and stretched.

“Mmmnnoo!” Lisa shook her head.

“Because it’s not deep enough. The bosses will come out tomorrow morning and have to look at Tits McGee here floating a few feet under the surface until the fish finally finish dining on her.”

“Hrrrummph!” Lisa shuddered at the image.

“These tits of her might just help her stay buoyant.” Purple-Hair smiled, leaned over, and rubbed Lisa’s breasts.

“Mmmmmpph!” She cried. Even in her final moments, she wasn’t allowed any dignity.

“Come on, let’s just get her to the edge and dump her.” The blond urged.

“How do the other guys do this? There has to be an easier way.” Purple-Hair stood and wiped sweat from her brow.

“I think they have a cart or something.” Blondie shrugged, obviously impatient with Lisa, and started dragging her across the dock, her cement encased feet thudding over the wooden slabs of the dock.

“Wait, a cart?” Purple-Hair cried out.

“Yeah, they just wheel the girl down and…” The Blond tipped Lisa to simulate dumping her.

“Mmmnno!” Lisa protested.

“Why aren’t we doing that?” There was genuine annoyance in Purple-Hair’s voice.

“I don’t know… The Queen and Jack seemed really angry, I didn’t want to ask where-”

“I am not lugging this hunk of cement any farther! Go get that cart and we’ll use that for the rest of the dock!” Purple-Hair kicked at the cement around Lisa’s feet for emphasis.

“We’re almost there, let’s just-” The Blond pleaded

“Get the cart! Ask!” Purple-Hair was screaming and pointing at the house.

“Fine, come here and hold her.” The Blond gestured with her chin at Lisa.

“She’s not going anywhere, set her down!” Purple-Hair wasn’t bothering to hide her annoyance now.

“Fine!” The Blond shouted and set Lisa down on the dock.

“Urrggh!” she grunted as she hit the solid wood below her. Normally, she would see this as an opportunity to possibly escape, but the cement on her feet kept her rooted in place. All she could do was lie there and wait for the Blond to return with the cart which would speed along Lisa’s journey to the bottom of the lake.

The Blond stepped off the dock, followed by the Purple-Haired one.

“Hey, wait with her!” The blond gestured to Lisa.

“Why? She isn’t going anywhere?” Purple-Hair sighed and motioned for The Blond to follow.

“I… fine…” The Blond looked at the bound and gagged Lisa, and then turned to follow Purple-Hair towards the mansion.

Lisa had no choice but to lay there and listen to them bicker as they moved further and further away in the night. Soon, she was alone, with the sounds of the lake lapping against the dock as a reminder of what to come.

“Uff…” She wriggled and tested her bonds again but they were manacled tight. Even then if she did get free, there was still the matter of her cement shoes to think of.

“Murrrgggh!” She screamed and whipped her head around in frustration. All she could do was wait here.

Lisa wasn’t sure how much time passed as she lay there looking up at the night sky, waiting for the two women to return, but at some point she heard the rustle of grass that told her someone was walking nearby.

“Ummmphh mmmph! Mmmnoo!” She lamented and lifted her head, expecting to see the two women returning with the cart.

Instead she saw a silhouette of a man stalking by the edge of the lake, gun in hand. It took Lisa a moment to recognize him, but when he stepped forward, she got a closer look at his face in the light from the mansion.

It was Randy! The cop that had come with them and couldn’t stop staring at her cleavage.

“Mmmmmmphh! Mmmm ggmmm!” Lisa cried and sat up, wishing she could stamp her feet to get his attention.

Randy seemed to tilt his head, as if listening, and turned towards the house.

“Mmmno! Hlllpp! Hfffff mmmee!” Lisa cried, hoping he could hear her muffled cries.

Randy turned and looked out towards the lake, his eyes widening of the sight of the bare-breasted Lisa bound and gagged on the dock.

“Hhrrrrpp! Hhffff mmmee!” She pleaded through the gag.

Randy stared at her for what felt like eons, his eyes never moving from her naked breasts.

“Hrrryy! Hllpp!” Lisa pleaded.

Randy shook his head and ran forward, stopping to kneel next to her.

“Oh my god, are you okay?” What happened?” He asked, now noticing the cement block around her legs.

“Urrggg ggmmm hmmmph! Mmmmurrggh!” Lisa cried and shifted her legs to accentuate her predicament.

“Where’s Gina? Do you know where they took her?” He asked.

“Wufff? Ummm ddnnntt mnnnow!” She barked, hoping her annoyance came through.

“I… uh… well I gotta figure out how to get you out of this,” He looked at her cement shoes and then up at her. “Hang on, I’m going to see if I can find a hammer or-”

“Hey, who are you?” A woman called from behind, and Lisa looked over Randy’s shoulder to see the two women returning, pushing a small cart between them.

Randy turned, stared at them for a moment, and then once he put two and two together, drew his gun.

“Freeze! Hands up!” He shouted.

“Oh my god, security!” The Blond screamed, throwing her hands up.

“Hey, quiet!” Randy warned.

“Intruder!” The Blond shouted.

“Ummm mnno!” Lisa rolled her eyes.

This is some rescue.

Randy’s eyes shifted from the women to Lisa, and they both took that opportunity to run off towards the house.

“Help!”

“Intruder!”

They both shouted as they fled, and Randy stood, looked at the house and down at Lisa. He kicked at the cement encasing her feet and realized how solid it was, and then at the gun in his hand.

“I… uh… you might want to brace yourself.”

Lisa grimaced, as much as she didn’t want this man opening fire on her feet, there was no other choice.

“Ummm hmmm…” She nodded and closed her eyes.

There was a series of deafening bangs from the gun, with each one she felt the cement loosen, and finally split open like an eggshell. Her ears were ringing from the gunfire, and she opened her eyes to see that her legs were free, though coated with grey dust. There was a trickle of blood from one of her upper calves, like a bullet or bit of cement had ricocheted and cut her.

“Come on, let’s go.” Randy grabbed her by the bicep and pulled.

Lisa’s legs cried out, sore from their cement prison, but she pushed past it and stood. There was a chorus of voices, and looking ahead at the house she saw several people rushing out.

“Hummmph!” She cried.

“Come on!” Randy pulled and they were both running off of the dock.

“This way!” He lead her around the lake and towards the dark woods behind the house.

Lisa looked over her shoulder to see a mix of suit clad security guards and leather clad concubines rushing after them.

“Mmmurrrm!” She cried, and both of them increased their speed.

Part of Lisa worried about Shelly and Gina, what would happen to them? Were they still prisoner in the house? But she knew that she wouldn’t do Shelly any good if she got captured again, most likely they would drop both her and Randy to the bottom of the lake.

Lisa’s chest burned as they ran along the well manicured lawn towards the woods beyond, and her breath came out in ragged gasps through the gag. She could hear Randy starting to pant as well next to her. Behind them, the voices of the concubines and security guards were getting louder, and they could hear their boots slapping against the soft ground, gaining on them. The dark border of trees at the edge of the property was inching closer, but not fast enough. Even then, Lisa knew that the woods would only provide a small measure of safety, just cover for them to hopefully sneak to the waiting van.

Randy looked over his shoulder, let out a cry, and pushed on, wheezing as he did. Lisa too felt herself tiring and wishing that Randy would have at least taken off her gag, at least then it would be easier to breath.

The woods still seemed impossibly far away, and their pursuers were gaining on them like a pack of hounds chasing down a fox.

Then Randy pulled his sidearm, turned, and fired blindly over his shoulder. Evidently none of their pursuers were armed, apparently just hoping that they could gang up on Randy and Lisa and overpower them, because after the Deputy let off a few shots, Lisa heard several shouts of surprise and fear come from behind them. She risked a look over her shoulder and saw a few of the concubines scatter, several of them running back to the house. The security guards all ducked, their eyes wild and panicked.

Randy and Lisa slowed down slightly but kept moving at a brisk pace. She attempted to catch her breath through the gag, which was proving difficult, and Randy fired a few more shots in the air. There were more cries from their pursuers, who further fell back, giving the fleeing Deputy and topless woman even more of a lead.

Finally, Randy lead her off of the well maintained lawn and into the cover of the woods. There were shouts in the distance as their pursuers attempted to regroup and follow them. The Deputy kept his grip on her upper arm and continued to lead her through the darkened forest.

“Urrrmm!” Lisa cried as she stepped through the brush. Running along the mansion lawn on bare feet wasn’t bad, but it was proving to be quite painful here in the woods.

Plus she still wished he would take off her gag.

“Ummmm mmp! Mmmph!” She cried and nudged Randy, hoping he would get the hint.

He kept pressing forward.

“Offffmm!” She cried, stepping on a twig or something sharp.

“What?” Randy huffed, and looked to see her lifting her foot.

“Mmmmm gggm!” She gestured down and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, here.” He said, bent over, and lifted her over his shoulder.

“Wummmm! Wmmmttt?” Her eyes went wide as Randy slung her over his shoulder and continued forward.

“Mmmmnoo! Stttp! Pfffttt nneee mmnnwwwn!” She protested and kicked her feet as he carried her through the woods.

“Oh calm down, we should almost be there.” Randy grunted and adjusted one of his hands to grip her just below her buttocks.

“Hrrryy!” She protested and swatted at him.

“Ugh, I can tell you work out.” He huffed.

“Offff fffrrr…” She rolled her eyes and grumbled.

It’s very obvious that you don’t!

Randy carried her deeper and deeper into the woods, and the sounds of their pursuers dwindled in the distance. Lisa didn’t feel any more relaxed though as they continued on, as Randy’s breathing grew more and more labored under the strain of carrying her, and she began to wonder if he had gotten lost. Worse off, both of Randy’s hands were now clamped on either of her ass cheeks.

“Mmmurfg sttpp!” She grunted and swatted at his hands.

“Hey, please stop or I’ll drop you.” Randy wheezed.

“Urrmmm!” She grumbled.

Lisa was losing faith in getting safety with each passing moment. She hadn’t ruled out that they may be going in a big circle and that Randy would accidentally wander back onto the mansion grounds.

The trees began to thin out though, and Lisa looked over her shoulder to see the lonely backroad, and the white van waiting. She was surprised that Ace’s people hadn’t figured out that was where they were heading and would have goons waiting for them.

Don’t let you guard down yet. She thought, knowing that plenty could still go wrong.

“Pffft mmmee ddnnmm!” She grunted, wiggling over Randy’s shoulder.

“Hey, calm down, we’re almost there!” He protested.

“cccmmn mmnn pffft mmfff dddmmnn!”

Just then Randy started stumbling down a small slope leading towards the road, and both of his hands dug into her ass cheeks as he did.

“Mmmmmph!” She cried, now afraid he would drop her.

But Randy kept his footing, stumbled down the slope and to the back of the van.

“Mmmmmph! Ummm mmmpph! Glllmm!” Lisa kicked and protested, but Randy still didn’t put her down.

Instead, he walked up to the back of the van, opened both doors, and deposited the bound and gagged Lisa on the floor inside.

“Hrrrry! Wummttt! Ummmph!” She grunted and kicked at him as he set her down and then closed both doors again.

Is this fucking perv kidnapping me now?
She sighed into her gag, not sure if Randy was abducting her or just an idiot.

A moment later he got into the front seat, started the van, and drove off. Still in the back, Lisa sat up and glared at the driver’s seat.

“Hrrry! Hurrrmmph mmmff!”

“Hey look, I’ll untie you in a minute, I just want to get as far away from that place as we can first.”

“Uffff ggmmmpph!” She sighed and sat against the wall.

Randy was driving like a madman though, clearly in a hurry to put as much distance between him and the mansion as possible, and with every curve and turn he made, Lisa found herself sliding back and forth in the rear of the van.

“Hrrrmmmph!”

“Mmmph!”

“Ggggmmff!”

This is the longest night of my life!

Finally, Randy seemed satisfied that the mansion was safely behind them, and slowed to driving at regular speeds. Lisa decided to use this opportunity to remind him that she was still bound and gagged.

“Hrrry! Sttpp! Ummm ggmm!” She cried and kicked the side of the van.

“Oh, right.” Randy turned to look at her, and then turned back to the road. A moment later, he slowed, pulled to the side of the road, and parked.

“Ummm gdddd ccmmm mmnnn!” Lisa beckoned.

Randy got out of the driver’s seat and stepped to the back, stopping to leer at her. Lisa felt his eyes lock onto her heaving breasts and she wished for a moment that she could stop breathing for a moment so that her chest wouldnt have the hypnotic effect it had on him, but she was too angry and her breathing was already labored through the gag.

Lisa got all the more angry when she noticed something stirring in Randy’s pants.

“Mmmph! Ummm gggmm!” She barked at him.

“Right, sorry.” Randy bowed his head and shuffled forward.

“Umm hmmm mmm mmnn!” Lisa leaned her forward, indicating he should take off her gag.

She immediately regretted it. Randy reached out, grabbed a corner of the micro-foam, and pulled. The sticky substance ripped away from her lips and felt like it took most of her skin with it.

“Ow! Careful you idiot!” She screamed, the area around her mouth felt like it was on fire.

“Sorry…” Randy bowed his head and shuffled behind her to untie her hands.

“Jesus, this is some rescue. What about the others?” She asked.

“Gina’s earpiece went dead, but it sounded like they caught her.” Randy answered as he finished untying her hands.

“Great, what a mess.” Lisa stood up as she felt the rope fall away from her wrists and rubbed them, grateful to be free.

Randy stepped around to in front of her, putting his hands in his pockets.

“So uhh… what now…” He stammered, trying and failing not to look at her breasts.

“Can you stop staring for five seconds?” Lisa sighed and crossed her arms over her chest.

“Right, sorry.” He tried to look away, but she kept catching his eyes flicking to her chest.

“Oh my god, you fucking perv!” She shouted.

Lisa couldn’t believe that of all the people to rescue her, it was the horniest guy on the police force.

“Hey I’m sorry, they’re just…” He shrugged.

“Just what?” Lisa placed her hands on her hips, daring him to finish.

Randy didn’t, but his eyes said it all.

“Just what?” She pushed.

“They’re just so… big.” He blurted.

That did it. Lisa’s eyes became balls of flame and she started slapping him on the shoulder.

“You fucking pervert! I could have died back there and you’re here eye-fucking me you little fucking pig!”

“Ow! Stop! Hey!” Randy protested, weakly swatting at her to protect himself.

“Then stop staring at my tits!” She cried through gritted teeth.

“What am I supposed to do, you’re naked!” His tone was petulant.

“WHAT!” If she was a dragon, she could have breathed fire then, and started hitting him harder.

“Ow! Ow! Stop you crazy bitch!” Randy shouted, his hurt turning to anger.

Lisa stopped, glaring at him, every vein in her impressive body bulging.

“That’s it you little fucking worm, give me your shirt!” She balled her fists for emphasis.

“… what…” Randy stammered, regretting his recent outburst.

“Your shirt, now!” Lisa screamed and started forward.

Randy jumped, threw up his hands in a defensive gesture, and started unbuttoning his uniform shirt. Lisa watched, fists balled and her jaw tight. In a few seconds he had his uniform shirt off, wearing just a white t-shirt underneath it. He held out theshirt to Lisa, who snatched it from his hands, pulled it over herself, and buttoned it up halfway, leaving plenty of her cleavage exposed.

Once she had the shirt on, Randy lowered his hands. Lisa turned and marched to the rear of the van.

“Hey, where are you going?” Randy hurried after her.

“Home.” Lisa didn’t bother to look over her shoulder as she addressed him.

“But… but…” Randy kept a few steps behind her.

“Don’t follow me.” She opened the rear doors of the van and stepped out into the warm summers night, slamming them behind her without a second look.

Barefoot and clad in nothing but an oversized shirt and thong, Lisa began marching along the road back towards Shelly’s house. She considered maybe holding out her thumb to hitchhike, figuring passing motorists would be eager to give a half naked woman a ride, but she decided not to. After all that had happened that night, she wanted to maintain what was left of her dignity.

As she walked, she tried to think of her next move. They had Shelly and Gina, and Lisa had no idea what their plans were for them, more so, now her own cover was blown. She had no one to turn to, no allies in this fight. The safe bet would be to get out of town and go far, far away from Marston’s Pointe.

But what about Shelly? She couldn’t just leave her to Ace?

By now they knew that Lisa had escaped though, and would probably anticipate another rescue attempt, or were fanning out looking for her. She knew that going back to Shelly’s was a risky move, but Lisa didn’t know where else to go. Plus she had some things there, stuff she needed if she was going to skip town.

I’ll scope out the place. If they’re watching, I’ll get out of there.

Walking half-naked along the side of the road would probably also draw undo attention to her, but Lisa didn’t care. The only thing she knew was that she didn’t want to be in that van with that perv Randy.

She fumed thinking of the way he looked at her, even when she was bound and helpless. Lisa lingered on that anger, not only at him, but at Ace, Brad, Tanya, and The Queen. Focusing on her anger and frustration distracted her from her feet, still sore from the cement.

The growing pain in her feet only got worse the more she walked, and as she got closer to Shelly’s house, the thought of relaxing her sore muscles in the hot tub became enticing. Lisa tried to shake that thought from her mind, knowing that taking a nice dip in the tub would lower her guard while people were out looking for her.

Still, after the night she had, she deserved some time in the jacuzzi.

Maybe if the house looks safe. She promised herself, but even, she knew that she couldn’t let her guard down, not until she was safely out of Marston’s Pointe.

When she got closer to Shelly’s house she turned off the road and took a trail down to the beach, planning to come up through Felicia Fetters’ property. The former Sheriff’s home had been empty since she disappeared, and Lisa figured that the yard would be a safe vantage point to watch Shelly’s house for Ace’s people.

The moon shining overhead and the light from the neighborhood lit Lisa’s way as she made her way along the beach. She stiffened as she passed Tanya’s place, half expecting Brad and the buxom red-head to be waiting in the back for her, but the house was completely dark. Perhaps those two were still dealing with Ace’s people. Lisa thought briefly of breaking in and waiting for those two to come home, but she wasn’t in any shape to ambush two people.

Next to Tanya’s place was Felicia’s house, still darkened, the yard getting overgrown. Lisa stepped gently off the beach, quietly opened the back gate, and into the yard. So far, the only sound was the ocean lapping at the beach behind her. She stayed low as she snuck across the yard and kept her head on a swivel, constantly looking back, forth, and over her shoulder, but she seemed alone.

Lisa pressed against the side of the house facing a grove of trees, the shadows giving her plenty of cover, and slunk forward, still staying low. Once she reached the edge of the darkened house she peeked around the corner at Shelly’s house directly across the street.

The entire street was dark and quiet, with a few parked cars that Lisa recognized as belonging to various homeowners. There was a light on in Shelly’s house, but Lisa couldn’t be sure if it had already been on when Shelly was abducted. She focused on the outside of the house, looking for any movement or signs of someone lurking, waiting.

Lisa watched for several moments but no one moved, and there wasn’t a sound. There was no movement inside either, but that wasn’t an indicator that the house was safe. For all she knew, Brad could be waiting inside.

Lisa angled her head to take in the neighborhood, not seeing anyone waiting in a car or goons watching the house, but then she caught a familiar sight…

A white van, parked a ways down the road. Lisa almost didn’t notice it at first. The van was very familiar…

Is that… She wondered, and then heard a footstep behind her.

A shadow fell over her, and before Lisa could react, she felt a gloved hand clamp over her mouth and the cold tip of a pistol press against the small of her back.

***

There were three things that Randy became aware of when he snapped awake: one, he was drenched in sweat; two, he was rock hard; and three: he wished more than anything that the dream he had the previous night was real.

He sat up in bed, the light from the early morning sun cutting through his window, and looked down at his erect, throbbing penis. It was so close, he felt like he could come any second.

That dream… that dream.

He laid back down and focused on the dream, trying to savor every moment of it before it slipped away. It had seemed so real, so vivid, and apparently his cock thought so too. The dream had given him a pleasant alternative to how things had actually turned out the night before.

He had rescued Lisa, that uptight, big-breasted bitch, and she had re-payed him by slapping him, taking his shirt, and storming off in the night. Randy remembered fuming there in the van watching her strut off down the road wearing his uniform shirt, the bottom half of her tanned ass cheeks sticking out from under the flaps of his tan button down. There was an urge within him to chase her down, to tell her that he was a cop and she was a criminal and she just didn’t treat him like that, but instead he just sat in the van, pouting about it. How could she treat him like that after he risked life and limb to save her? After all, if not for him then she would be at the bottom of that lake, forgotten.

Instead Randy had driven home and nursed his bruised ego with a drink, maybe two. He must have had a lot because he didn’t remember going to bed, but now that he thought of it, he didn’t feel hungover either.

But the dream, it still stuck with him.

In the dream, he hadn’t gone home. Instead he had followed Lisa, staying a good distance back so she didn’t notice, keeping the van lights off too. He was smart like that. Once he realized that she was going to Shelly’s place, he parked the van on the street and followed her on foot, staying to the shadows. Lisa must have thought that someone would be staking out Shelly’s place, because she crept along the beach and up through the yard of the abandoned Fetters’ place.

He watched from the shadows as she crouched down along the house, his stolen shirt riding up to expose her round, beautiful buttocks. She had a great ass, not as amazing as those giant tits of hers, but still great. When he saw her ass he couldn’t contain himself anymore and made his move. Randy snuck up behind her, placed a hand over her mouth and pressed his gun to her back.

He knew that she was strong enough to overpower him, so he used the gun to keep her under control. With his hand over her mouth, he dragged her inside of Felicia’s empty house, and keeping his gun on her, made her strip completely naked. Then he handcuffed her to a pipe in the basement and shoved those tiny thong panties into her mouth. After that he torn his uniform shirt into strips and wrapped them around her mouth to keep the panties in.

Then he went to town on her, grabbing and feeling up those giant, perfectly round breasts of hers, listening to her struggle and moan, feeling her sweat soaked skin. It felt like he had been at it for hours. He could still feel how soft her skin was, of those nipples cupped in the palm of his hand. Once he had finished he left there like that, naked, helpless, and gagged, promising that he would be back the next night for more fun.

But it was all a dream.

Yet the detail was so stark and vivid. Part of him was tempted to go back to the old Fetters’ place to see if she was still there, bound and gagged in the basement, but he knew better, he knew it was just a dream. That’s all it was.

Just a dream...

2.

Naomi didn’t know how long she had been running, and she didn’t care. She didn’t care about the ache in her bare feet from running along pavement for hours, nor for how her lungs burned from the exhaustion, and she certainly didn’t care that she was running along the side of the road in a skimpy red thong and bra. None of these things occurred to her as she pushed herself along, her only goal was to put as much distance between her and that house.

Once she and the other girls got out, they all scattered in every direction, the uniformed security guards and the leather clad concubines scattering after them. Naomi didn’t look over her shoulder to see if any of the escapees were re-captured, she just sprinted forward, running as fast as she could and determined to get as far as she could.

It felt like she had been running for hours, and she had no way of knowing. It very well could have been the case, but once she noticed the darkness starting to lift around her, Naomi finally stopped. Only then did it hit her, the protesting in her muscles, the deep burning in her chest, all of it came rushing at her at once. She bent over to catch her breath, and realized this would probably be a good opportunity to get her bearings.

Dawn was coming, the once pitch darkness around her was getting lighter, like a veil was being slowly, slowly lifted. Had she really run all the way until sun-up? Once again, she realized that she had no way of knowing. Naomi had no sense of time while she was a prisoner.

What about Gina? She suddenly realized. Had Gina gotten out? Naomi felt a sudden pang of guilt if Gina had gone through all that trouble to save her but then gotten caught herself. Briefly, the thought occurred to her that she should look, but that would mean going back to the house, which Naomi had no intentions of doing. Plus, she had been in such a daze when she was running that she doubted that she could even find her way back if she wanted to.

After a few more moments catching her breath, Naomi stood up and took in her surroundings. She was on a residential street somewhere, all of the houses still dark in the early morning. The sound of waves in the distance told her the beach was near. Then again in Marston’s Pointe one was never far from a beach.

Still, as a lifeguard, Naomi knew the beaches pretty well. She figured that if she could make it to the beach, she could figure out where exactly she was in town, and then…

Then what…

She realized that she had no idea what her next step was. Go home? Was home even still there? And if so, Ace would certainly have people watching it, at least she thought.

As Naomi considered this, and took in the growing brightness of the sky, it also occurred to her that she was still clad in red lingerie and that very soon people would be waking up to go about their day. At the very least, she had to get away from the public and find something to cover up with. In the movies, when characters were in situations like hers, they would always find clothes hanging in people’s backyards that they would steal, but she didn’t think that people really dried their clothes like that anymore.

She moved down the street, crossing her arms over her chest, which did nothing to help her feeling of being exposed, and started eying up the houses as she passed, in case someone did have something lying out that she could steal.

Maybe once I get to the beach I can grab a towel or bag from someone who isn’t looking. She thought, realizing that there were many people who went for early morning swims.

Naomi increased her pace as she made her way towards the end of the street and the beach beyond, realizing a girl in a thong would be a less jarring sight there. Maybe she could relax even, lay down and plan her next move. She tried to tell herself that she was out of immediate danger for the moment, that even if Ace’s people were looking for her, they probably were sticking close to the mansion she had fled from.

You’re fine, you’re safe. There’s no one else to chase you.

Naomi ate those words though as she reached the end of the street. There was a small walkway leading to the beach, and just as she turned to go down it, a door opened on a large, two story beach home and a group of several young men, lead by one with a familiar shaggy mop of blond hair stepped out.

“Yo that Asian with the tits? Man I can’t wait to play with them again!” Blondie was exclaiming to his friends as he turned to look down the porch.

His jaw dropped when he saw Naomi. She froze like a deer in headlights, watching as all of the frat boys followed their leader’s gaze and saw her.

No… no… no…

Blondie narrowed his eyes at her, and then they went wide with recognition.

“Well, well, well. If it isn’t our old friend.” Blondie smiled and started to descend the porch stairs.

Naomi’s heart was pounding, but there was something else in her too: a weariness. She was tired of running, tired of being tied up. All she wanted was to relax.

The beach! She could still run for the beach, make it there and then…

Then what? It was open on the beach, there would be nowhere to hide.

Naomi backed away from the advancing group of college boys, noticing that some were already moving to block the path to the beach. Much like how they had on that day at the beach that felt like eons ago, they were surrounding her.

“You know, you slipped away last time,” Blondie salivated at her. “That massage parlor that helped you guys out last time under new management now. I think you’ll fit in nicely.”

Naomi broke out in a cold sweat and continued backing away, opening her mouth to scream for help.

Someone has to be up right? Where are all of the people living on this street?

She looked around but the houses were all still dark, and if anyone saw, they weren’t coming to her aid.

And the pack of rabid wolves were fanning out, closing in on the kill. She spun around, noticing the frat boys moving in as one. Turning back ahead, she saw Blondie sauntering over, his jaw slack, eyes filled with anger, contempt, and lust. Naomi drew in a breath, prepared to scream. There was no way she was escaping captivity just to fall into the hands of these jackals, she had come too far. If it came down to it, she would fight tooth and nail against her attackers.

Then there was the sound of an engine approaching. Naomi saw the eyes of several of the frat boys go wide and Blondie lunged, several of his boys following his lead, clearly hoping to subdue her before she could call for help.

“No wait!” One of the boys called, and several other joined in, some grabbing to stop Blondie, who gripped Naomi by the wrists.

“No! Get off of me!” She screamed and kicked as he pressed against her.

Then there was the sounds of tires screeching to a halt, and a WHOOP of a police siren, and then the pale darkness of early morning was lit up by red and blue flashing lights.

“Oh shit!” Some of the boys yelled, and took off.

Blondie stopped but kept his grip on Naomi, looking towards the source of the lights. Naomi too ceased her struggles and looked towards her savior.

A slender leg clad in black, skin-tight pants stepped out of a parked police car, followed by another, and then a moment later Gina, clad in her sheriff’s uniform, emerged from the cruiser, starring daggers at Blondie. The frat boy eyed her in defiance and turned to look at his backup. Most of the frat boys had run off, but a loyal few remained to back up their leader.

“Where are you going you cowards! We’ve taken this chick before!” Blondie cried at his fleeing comrades, and then turned to face Gina.

“Oh, did you miss us huh? We already got your Asian friend plus that muscular bitch with the big tits, now let’s add you to the collection.” He sneered and let go of Naomi.

None of the other frat boys made a move to grab the free girl, all too focused on Blondie and Gina. The addition of her uniform seemed to scare them, as they probably didn’t know she was a cop before. Blondie seemingly didn’t care though, and stormed towards Gina, fire in his eyes.

“Just wait until I get my hands on those-” He began before being cut off by Gina drawing a can of something from a pouch on her belt, holding it out, and sending a jet of something directly into Blondie’s eyes.

Pepper spray!

Immediately, Blondie screamed in agony, clutched his eyes, and collapsed, crying out and clutching at his face, which was turning beat red. Gina stood tall, looking down at the frat boy who was curled up in a fetal position. It sounded like he was trying to say something but it was coming out as unintelligible screams.

Every one of the remaining frat boys stood frozen, their eyes shifting to one another for some sign of what to do next. Gina kept the can of pepper spray in her hand as she stepped forward to speak.

“This is your only warning,” She stepped over Blondie as she addressed them. “Pack up and leave Marston’s Pointe now, this minute, or else.”

She turned as she spoke, glaring at each of the frat boys, who avoided eye contact with her as she did.

“And pick that up.” She motioned to Blondie with her boot.

Suddenly it was a flurry of activity. Some of the frat boys scattered, all heading off in different directions, while a few remaining ones picked up the still blubbering blondie and carried him into the house. He may have been uttering threats or curses at Gina, but it still sounded like gibberish between his cries of pain. As Blondie was carried off, Naomi noticed how his face was still bright red, especially concentrated around his eyes.

Naomi and Gina stood, watching the frat boys fade away, and once they were sure they were finally alone, Naomi turned to her savior with a smile.

I knew Gina got out!

“Oh my god, I’m so glad to see that you-” Naomi started, before something she didn’t anticipate happened.

Gina took a step back and in a quick, fluid motion, drew her gun, leveling it at Naomi.

“Hands up!” Gina barked.

Naomi gasped and froze, her heart leaping in her chest.

“Gina it’s-” She stepped forward, but Gina drew back.

“I said hands up, now!” Gina ordered, suddenly her eyes blazing.

“Gina I don’t understand?” Naomi stammered, breaking out into a sweat.

What was going on here?

“Last warning, hands up!” Gina spat again.

With no other recourse, Naomi threw up her hands.

“Gina, what is this?”

“Step over to the car!” Gina motioned to her cruiser with her gun.

“Gina, it’s me!” Naomi pleaded, not sure what else to say or do.

“Car, hands on the hood, now!” Gina ordered, her eyes were filled with fire and fury.

Naomi nodded and stepped over to the police car.

A moment later Gina came up behind her, grabbed one of her arms, and twisted it behind her back.

“I’m arresting you.” Gina grunted, twisting Naomi’s other arm behind her back.

“Arresting me, what for?” Naomi asked, her shock and confusion rising.

“Public indecency.” Gina uttered, and Naomi felt the cold metal of handcuffs tighten around one wrist, and then the other.

“Indecency?” Naomi gasped.

“You’re here running around in your little underwear. This is a nice little beach town, we can’t have that.”

“Gina, I don’t know what’s gotten into you but I-ULLLUMM!” Naomi was cut off by a large red ball-gag being shoved into her mouth by Gina from behind.

“Ummm! Mmmmph!” Naomi protested, feeling the ball-gag tighten at the back of her neck.

“You have the right to remain silent.” Gina spat, finishing securing the ball-gag.

“Ulllummm hmmm mmmph! Ummm mmmno!” Naomi protested, trying to work her lips around the large red gag filling her mouth.

“Let’s get you back to the station.” Gina pulled Naomi away from the hood of the car and towards the back.

“Nnnmmoo! Hlllpp! Hhhhummp!” Naomi cried as she was pushed towards the rear of the police car.

“Come on, stop struggling.” Gina grunted, pushing Naomi forward.

“Ohmm cmmnn umm! Nmmnno!” Naomi protested into the ball filling her mouth.

Gina opened the rear passenger door of the cruiser and shoved Naomi in.

“Come on, in you go.” Gina grunted, giving Naomi a final heave in before slamming the door shut.

“Ummm mmpph! Ummm mmnn gggmmdd!” Naomi kicked at the door but it was securely shut.

Then a moment later Gina got in the front seat.

“Mmmph! Ummm mmmph!” Naomi protested, pressing close against the black caging separating her and Gina.

But Gina didn’t turn to give Naomi another look as she started the car up, turned around, and drove with the bound and gagged lingerie clad girl in the backseat.

“Hrrryy! Grrrummph! Mmmmph!” Naomi kicked at the cage, but still Gina never turned to face her.

As the police cruiser pulled out of the residential street, Gina put on the siren and lights and sped down the road, blowing through stop signs and lights. Naomi kept her eye out the window for possible aid. Occasionally they would pass other vehicles or people walking and Naomi would try and get their attention but Gina was speeding by too fast for them to notice the bound and gagged girl in the back.

“Hrrrmmph! Hlllpp!” Naomi was screaming out the window.

Part of her didn’t believe that she was here, calling for help from Gina, a person that she had trusted, that had saved her. What had happened? Somehow she had a feeling that she would find out soon.

The drive was short, but felt like ages to Naomi, and after a few minutes, Gina pulled into the Sheriff’s station parking lot and parked the cruiser in front of the building. For a moment, Naomi wondered if the woman had suffered some sort of mental break, or was maybe punishing Naomi for the trouble she caused.

“Wummffff ifff thss? Hrrry!” Naomi muttered as Gina got out, opened the rear passenger door, and pulled Naomi out.

“Hrrry ccmmn mmmn!” She protested as Gina pulled her towards the building.

The sheriff opened the door with one hand while keeping other locked around Naomi’s arm. Despite all of her struggling, it seemed that Gina wasn’t breaking a sweat dragging the lingerie clad captive around, and quickly pulled Naomi through one set of doors and then another. Once inside, Gina turned and locked the doors behind her, keeping one arm still on Naomi.

“Mmmmphh mmmm.” Naomi grumbled, and then turned her head. She had expected to find the Sheriff’s office empty, instead, what she saw caused her blood to run cold and her skin to raise in goose bumps.

Jack was waiting, along with a heavyset Deputy with a mustache, and the woman who had been her jailor at the auction house, Dawn. The was a black, reclining chair of some sort waiting in the middle of the room, and Naomi recognized the chair. Though she had never been tattooed herself, she had gone along with a friend once for moral support while her friend had ink done. The chair was the type of chair someone sat in while getting a tattoo. As she took in the sight, Naomi noticed a tattoo gun and ink sitting on a nearby desk.

“Mmmm mnooo…” She mumbled.

Dawn was slipping on a pair of black latex gloves as Jack got up and approached.

“Ah, good work Gina. You found one of our escapees.” He said as he approached.

“Mmmmph!” Naomi tried to pull away and turned to look at Gina, who refused to look at her.

“Gmmmff mmmff!” Naomi protested as Jack took a hold of her and dragged her towards the waiting chair.

Gina followed a few steps behind, and Naomi turned briefly to see that the sheriff had a different expression on her face.

It looked like shame.

“Alright, get her ready.” Dawn motioned to the seat and stepped back.

“Ummmph! Mmmph ggmm!” Naomi cried and tried to pull away, but Frank stepped up and helped Jack with pulling Naomi towards the waiting chair.

“Jack, is this really necessary?” Gina asked, speaking for the first time since she had abducted Naomi.

“Gina, don’t speak unless spoken to.” Jack responded, and much to Naomi’s surprise, Gina nodded and bowed her head.

“In fact, why don’t you make yourself more presentable while we take care of this.” Jack ordered.

To Naomi’s surprise, Gina kept her head bowed and started to undo the buttons on her uniform shirt. As Gina undressed, Naomi was shoved forward onto the chair, her chest pressed against the back of it.

“Uffff!” She cried and felt the cuffs removed from her wrists.

A moment later her wrists were pulled forward and cuffed to the front of the chair. She felt restraints around the bottom of the chair secured to her ankles.

“Urrrggg ggmmm mmmff!” Naomi grunted, trying to struggle against the restraints but they held firm. She was secured to the chair with her ass facing out and back.

“Okay honey, you may not want to struggle all that much or this could get messy.” She heard Dawn say, and a moment later felt her thong panties being pulled down.

“Mmmmmph!” Naomi turned to look over her shoulder and saw Dawn getting the tattoo gun ready.

There was movement next to her and she saw Gina stepping forward, now completely naked except for a small g-string. She had a far away look in her eye. As Naomi watched, Gina stepped towards Jack, who immediately leered at her large breasts, and then she turned and put her hands behind her back. Jack secured manacles around her wrists as Frank stepped forward with a large red ball-gag like the one in Naomi’s mouth. Gina obediently opened her mouth for the gag and offered no resistance as Frank secured it at the back of her neck.

“Umm hmmph?” Naomi asked, putting the pieces together as she watched.

Behind her there was a click and then the loud, insect like buzzing of the tattoo gun.

Jack noticed Naomi watching and turned to her with amusement.

“Isn’t it great? Gina has become our little pet.” He gestured to the bound and gagged half naked woman with pride.

Gina sat down in a chair and Frank leered over her, practically salivating. Jack watched for a moment and then snapped his fingers. Like a dog receiving a command, Frank pounced, stepping behind the seated Gina and clutching at her breasts with his fat, clammy hands.

“Ummm ggmm…” Gina moaned and closed her eyes as Frank groped her.

At the same time, Naomi felt the sting of the tattoo gun hit her flesh.

“Mmmmuurrgh!” She cried and squeezed her eyes shut. It felt like a wasp was crawling along her skin, stinging her thousands of times in the same spot.

She tried to wriggle but Dawn put a hand on her back.

“Hold still, or this will be much worse.” She said, and then resumed tattooing.

“Ummmrrrr…” Naomi muttered, biting down on her ball-gag.

“You see,” Jack stepped over to Gina and extended a hand. Frank moved one of his paws and Jack reached out and grabbed on of Gina’s breasts. “Gina here is working off a debt to us.”

“Ummm…” Gina moaned and stiffened as Jack touched one of her breasts and Frank the other.

“The noble Sheriff here got herself caught during her daring rescue. That said, instead of punishing her, we’re giving her the chance to pay back for all of the money she cost us. You’re the first of the escaped merchandise that she’s recaptured, but Gina here will track all of our former girls down and bring them in.”

Jack bent over and cupped a hand under Gina’s jaw. She tried to turn away as he did.

“Isn’t that right?” He pinched her cheek but Gina still refused to look at him.

“Here…” Jack motioned to Frank, who pulled Gina up as Jack sat in the seat once occupied by her.

“Urrrgg ggmm…” Naomi grunted, trying to block out the pain from the tattoo gun.

So that’s it? They have some sort of leverage over Gina and they’re using that to keep her under their thumbs?

As she tried to bear the discomfort of the tattoo gun, Naomi realized that was why Gina wasn’t talking or making eye contact. She was being forced to do this under Jack.

As Jack sat, grabbed Gina from Frank, and bent her over his lap.

“Mmmph!” Gina grunted as Jack cupped a hand over one of her ass cheeks.

“After a good day of hunting down our escaped damsels, Gina here gets to be our little toy at night.”

“Ummmff!” Gina moaned as Jack’s fingers dug into her buttocks.

As Gina squirmed under his grasp, Naomi saw something on the woman’s lower back.

A tattoo.

The ink was fresh, at least a few hours old, and it was under adhesive plastic to help it heal, her skin still red and inflamed around it. Naomi suspected that it was the same tattoo being etched onto her lower back at that very moment.

It was a brand, the words PROPERTY OF ACE in bold letters inside of a rectangle.

3.

Rossi had been subjected to countless humiliations and violations during her captivity at the massage parlor. Her bare breasts had been groped and felt up by horny frat boys more times than she could count while she felt their rock hard penises pressing against her firm buttocks. Of all the indignities she had suffered though, none of them measured to having to spend the night bound, gagged and naked face to face with Lotus, the woman she had dedicated her career to hunting down, and the woman responsible for her current captivity.

Judging from Lotus’s muffled protests, she also was not thrilled about being tied to Rossi, and had spent most of the night struggling just as much as Rossi had.

“Urrrggh gmmmm.” Lotus moaned, once again trying to wriggle off of Rossi.

“Ulll gggllubbb!” Rossi replied, trying to wriggle out from under Lotus. Unfortunately, the way both women were tied left them little room for escape.

Rossi was lying flat on a bed, her hands and feet cuffed together. A length of thin rope had been pulled tightly between her lips and then down her back and to the cuffs, forcing her neck backward. Likewise, Lotus was secured the same, but with a rope also running from her wrists and ankles to rings on the ceiling. Several lengths of rope had also been wrapped around both women, securing them to each other.

Thus both women had spent the evening, their nude, sweat soaked bodies wriggling against each other as they tried to struggle to freedom, or at least away from each other, but unfortunately their bonds had made it so that they were literally stuck that way. At some point Rossi had fallen asleep briefly, and so had Lotus, but now both women were up and struggling again.

“Ummmm ffmmm hmmmph!” Lotus whined and wriggled, her bare breast rubbing against Rossi’s as she did.

“Umm!” Rossi shuttered, hating the feeling of Lotus’ bare flesh against hers. She tried to wriggle to the side, feeling her nipple brush Lotus’, which sent another shiver through her.

“Ummm!” She bit into the rope gagging her.

Rossi hated this, hated Lotus, and hated her captivity. She hoped that an opportunity for escape presented itself soon. For so long she had dreamed of bringing this woman into custody, but now the thought of her escaping and leaving Lotus to her fate as a prisoner of these frat boys was an enticing one.

“Ullugg gggghh…” Lotus replied, also shifting.

“Mmmm gggmmph!” Rossi protested again.

Neither woman had no idea what time it was, none of the rooms in the parlor had windows nor clocks. They told time by when the frat boys showed up to enact their daily torments on their prisoners, which seemed to last hours, and then when the frat boys left. Melanie and Delilah, the other two women who had usurped Lotus’ power, were also prisoners, and had been carted, bound and gagged, before Rossi and Lotus as well. Rossi surmised that both of those women were bound and gagged in another room, awaiting their captors as well.

Maybe today will be the day. Rossi found herself thinking. Maybe today would be the day that one of the frat boys made a mistake, some sort of oversight that she could use to slip away. At this point she didn’t care about taking Lotus in or helping Gina like she had promised, she just wanted to escape, leave Marston’s Pointe forever and forget about this town.

That was the hope that Rossi carried every day, that this would be day she got free.

But time wore on, and she and Lotus continued their struggles against each other. As the other woman’s nude form rubbed against hers, Rossi couldn’t help but think that the frat boys were running late this time. Of course she had no way of knowing, just her own internal clock, but typically she woke up, struggled for a bit against Lotus, and then the frat boys showed up, horny and looking for a good time.

It had seemed like hours now with her and Lotus struggling, and she knew from listening to the frat boys’ conversations that they didn’t want to leave their prisoners alone for long. After all, not only did they have Rossi, Lotus, Melanie, and Delilah tied up in her, but presumably all of the other women who worked for Lotus as well.

Maybe they’re hungover? Rossi wondered. It was possible they had all partied too hard the previous night and were now sleeping it off. If so, then perhaps this was the opportunity she had been waiting for to escape?

“Ullrrggh gggmm…” She bit into the rope gagging her and tested her bonds. She was tied securely, and with every struggle, could feel the rope digging into her flesh, not enough to cut off circulation, but enough to be uncomfortable.

“Mmmm ggmmff!” Lotus replied, also unsuccessfully testing her own bonds. Rossi couldn’t help but notice how Lotus’ eyes kept shifting towards the door, perhaps she too was sensing a possible opportunity here.

“Mmmph!” Rossi pressed up against the suspended woman and increased her struggles. There was no way she was letting Lotus escape and leave her to be a prisoner.

“Gmmmf!” Lotus spat, and wriggled on top of her, twisting and writhing impudently against the ropes.

Both women were in a race now, a desperate contest to somehow get free of their bonds and leave the other behind in a life of captivity. Even here, naked, helpless, and humiliated, they were bitter enemies.

But despite their struggles and wriggling, neither woman was no closer to getting free, all they did was succeed in getting the rope to bit deeper into their flesh.

Then they heard a door open somewhere in the parlor.

“Mmm?” Lotus froze.

“Ggmm…” Rossi too ceased her struggling, listening. Usually there was a chorus of yelling and laughter as their college age captors returned.

Instead there was silence.

Both women turned to look at each other, and Rossi saw concern in Lotus’ eyes. Rossi’s bare skin broke out into goosebumps and she felt Lotus’ bare body shutter against hers. There was something unnerving about the silence.

Then they heard footsteps, the steady march of multiple sets of feet setting out through the parlor. It almost sounded like…

Heels… Lotus realized. Dozens of heels moving through the parlor.

“Ummm ggmmm…” Lotus looked at the door, and Rossi’s gaze followed.

There was the sound of doors opening and closing as the heels clacked up and down the hallway.

“Mmm…” Rossi shuttered. The footsteps were moving closer.

Both women kept their eyes on the door, suddenly dreading what was to come. This was something new, and the way these past few weeks had been going, new wasn’t good.

Now the footsteps were directly outside. Rossi stiffened, and felt Lotus stiffen as well. Neither woman took their eyes from the door. They watched as the knob twisted and turned, and then the door drifted open, pushed by a pale, muscular hand.

A woman stood in the doorway, striking, beautiful, and intimidating. She was thickly muscled, with pale skin and black tattoos, her eyes a pale blue and hair a stark red. She was clad in a leather corset, thong, and thigh high boots. Behind her, similarly attired women were opening and closing doors to the other room.

“Ummm mmph! Mmmph!” Lotus cried, motioning for the women to come over, but she just eyed up both captives.

Rossi’s eyes moved from the woman to the room across the hall from them. One of the other women had opened the door, and inside were Melanie and Delilah, clad in a bras and thongs, their hands tied together and suspended above them and mouths gagged with white cloths. Both of them looked across the hall at Lotus and Rossi and then at each other.

“Cmmmn hmmn! Hlllp!” Lotus implored, but the red-haired woman just stared blankly and then backed away.

A moment later a man appeared in the doorway, a man that Rossi recognized.

The King.

“Ulllpm…” Rossi swallowed, tensing as the man leaned against the doorway and smiled at the bound women.

“Well, look who it is.” He grinned.

“Ulllmm mmnoo!” Lotus whined.

“The woman who robbed me and the woman who broke my wrist, together all wrapped up in a package.” The King stepped into the room, cocking his head to admire the bound pair.

“Ummmm mmo!” Rossi moaned, thrashing against her bonds.

“Surprised to see me?” The King paced, never taking his eyes off of them.

“Gglllmm gggff!” Lotus responded.

“You see,” The King stopped and lifted Lotus’ chin with his finger. “You made a lot of mistakes.”

“Ummmf!” Lotus pulled her head away, prompting a laugh from The King.

“Obviously, your first mistake was stealing from me,” The King went back to pacing. “But your biggest mistake was opening an operation like this on Ace’s turf.”

He clasped a hand on Lotus’ buttocks, causing a fresh struggle from her.

“Ummmm gggm!” She twisted, but was helpless to go anywhere in her suspended state.

“You see, Ace doesn’t like competition.” King patted Lotus bare ass and then lowered his gaze to Rossi.

“And you, attacking me like that.”

“Urrrmmm ggmmm…” Rossi bit her gag and glared at him.

“But, luckily this establishment is under new management.” King stepped back and smiled.

“Hhmmmph?” Lotus furrowed her brow.

“Due to recent circumstances, we find ourselves in need of a new facility. This parlor is small, but will do fine until we can find a bigger spot.”

King bent over and grabbed a fistful of Rossi’s bare breast.

“Mmmph mmmo!” She cried, trying unsuccessfully to wriggle away.

King laughed and stood back up.

“And what do you know, it even comes with it’s own stock.” King smiled, looking down at both women.

“Mmmoh! Ummm ggmm!” Lotus twisted again, swinging in the air above Rossi.

“Both of you women are now property of Ace, along with every other women in this parlor.

“Mmmmph!” Rossi felt herself go cold and tried to struggle, but the ropes didn’t give. She was bound securely.

She had jumped from being a prisoner of Lotus to a prisoner of the frat boys to now a prisoner of Ace. Of all of them, Ace scared her the most.

“Welcome to your new life.” King smiled, looking down at the helpless, bound Asian women.

Both Lotus and Rossi shared a look of fear and concern.

“Mmmmph!”

“Ummmm mmmooo!”

A future in captivity. A life as prisoners. That was all they had to look forward to now. Both women were helpless now, just property to be used and sold.

Not for the first time, Rossi found herself wishing that she had never come to Marston’s Pointe. Her pursuit of Lotus had been her undoing, and this town was now her prison, as it had become to so many other women before her, and like those women, her future involved nothing but bondage and helplessness.

Epilogue

Two years later…

“Ullummph mmmph!” Rossi mumbled, her lips locked around Lotus’.

“Bmmmm bmmmff!” Her rival countered, no more pleased about the forced embrace than Rossi was.

The former INTERPOL agent had lost all sense of time during her captivity under Ace. She couldn’t be sure how long she had been a captive of the criminal organization, but she had to presume it had been over a year, maybe more. During that time, she also guessed that she had spent a good 8-10 hours each day bound to Lotus in some sort of humiliating fashion, but after all of that, her feelings towards the former international criminal had not softened in the slightest. In fact, during her prolonged captivity, Rossi had only come to detest Lotus even more, and she was sure that the feeling was mutual with Lotus.

“Ummm hmmph!” Rossi grumbled, her lips moving against Lotus’ as she struggled.

Just feeling the other woman’s lips move against hers caused a shiver to run down the former agent’s spine. Being bound, gagged, and having her half naked body pressed against Lotus was a situation that never ceased to disgust Rossi, but despite her struggles, there was nothing she could do to cease this torment. She was at the mercy of her captors, or in this case, the crowd of cheering onlookers.

“Mmm hmmph!” Lotus sighed and moved her eyes to look beyond Rossi. Both women were unable to move their heads and could only shift their eyes to take in the scene around them.

They were pressed together on a mattress in what could only be best described as a small arena. Salivating and cheering men stood in the stands cheering excitedly as the two women struggled against their bonds. Though to be fair, Rossi had spotted her fair share of women watching as well.

“Oh come on girls, you can do better than that!” A voice called over a microphone.

“Hmmmph!”

“Mmmphh!”

Both women turned their heads, a difficult maneuver, given their situation, and looked at the man pacing around their bed. He was overweight, unshaven, and balding, wearing jeans and open flannel shirt with a t-shirt underneath. This man seemed to be the ringmaster for the events going on in the arena, of which Rossi presumed that her and Lotus were only one show of many.

During her captivity, Rossi had learned a lot about Ace’s organization, to the point where if she ever got free then she would be in the perfect position to take it down. From what she had seen, this organization was small but possessed countless resources and influence, which was why she presumed that no one had found her yet. A missing INTERPOL agent would be something that drew attention, but during this time, to her knowledge, no rescue attempt had been made. She could only guess that Ace’s people had concocted quite a cover story for her disappearance, or were hiding her well.

Another thing she learned was that her captives were quite ingenious, of which her current predicament was proof. Both her and Lotus was gagged with large, ring-gags that propped their mouths open. When Rossi saw her captives approaching with the circular muzzles, she had feared the worst, knowing that ring-gags were meant to keep a captive’s mouth propped open while also keeping them silent.

But in this case, the rings that made up the gag were magnetized, which meant that Lotus and Rossi’s mouths were literally stuck together, the magnets keeping their lips pressed against each other’s. It was devious, and the crowd watching seemed to be eating it up.

Come on you two, turn lesbian for our paying customers!” The Ringmaster shouted, prompting an excited cheer from the crowd.

“Mmmph mmmoo!”

“Ggmmm!”

Both Lotus and Rossi’s hands were tied behind their backs and their legs together at the thigh, shins, and ankles. Add in the magnetized ring gags and all they could do was struggle and rub their half naked bodies against each other.

“What do you guys think, should we give them a little push?” The Ringmaster addressed the crowd.

“Mmmpph!”

“Mnnooo!”

There was a roar from the crowd, and both women stiffened, knowing what was coming next. A moment later there was a vibrating between Rossi’s legs that sent a warm tingle of arousal through her body.

“Urrff!”

“Murrrggh!” Lotus grunted.

Both women vibrated against each other, moaning into their gags as the vibrators that were tied between their legs roared to life. The crowd watching also roared with approval.

Both women were clad in only small thong panties, Rossy wearing white and Lotus black, with large wand vibrators tied firmly between their legs.

“Urrrff mmmm!”

“Mmmmph!”

After a moment the vibrating ceased, but Rossi felt the growing wetness between her legs. Despite her best efforts, she found herself aroused.

“There, how did you ladies like that?” The Ringmaster cackled.

The crowd roared their approval, but Rossi tried to tune them out while also ignoring the yearning between her legs.

“Urrgg gmmmmph!” She cried, trying to wriggle away from Lotus. Lotus too tried to pull back, but the magnetized gags kept their mouths pressed against each others.

“Let’s give them a little more.” The Ringmaster laughed, prompting yet another roar from the crowd.

“Urrrgg!” Rossi cried, feeling another rush of vibration between her legs.

“Mmmmm ggmmff!” Lotus joined in.

Both women writhed against each other, feeling the arousal building between their legs. Rossi could feel her lower body trembling from the large vibrator.

Resist… resist… She told herself that she would not give her onlookers what they wanted, that she would not “turn Lesbian.”

But then Lotus pressed her body against Rossi’s, and the agent felt the other woman’s erect nipple pressing against her breast. Lotus’ lips moved against her own, and a moment later she felt the former wanted criminal’s tongue press through the ring of her gag and into Rossi’s mouth.

“Ummm hmmm…” Lotus sighed, pressing her body against Rossi’s. Her moans were no longer moans of pleasure those of desire and lust.

Rossi kept her eyes pressed shut, trying to ignore how wet she was, of how she wanted that release that only an orgasm could bring.

Lotus’ tongue pressed into her mouth, probing, exploring while simultaneously her body arched against Rossi’s, her slender, bound legs rubbing against the helpless agent’s.

Rossi gave in, returning the gagged kiss in full, pressing her tongue against Lotus’ while arching her ass out.

The crowd roared in approval.

***

From her “Luxury box,” Gina tried to look away from the scene unfolding below her, of the agent who had once saved her life being forced to humiliate herself along with the woman who had kidnapped her, but that would mean Gina’s focus would be on the man who was currently pressed up her from behind squeezing both of her breasts.

“Hmmmfff…” She muttered into the micro-foam tape sealing her lips.

“Oh yeah, you like that, don’t you.” She heard him gasp, his hands groping under her shirt and tracing the curve of her breasts.

“Don’t get too carried away dear Senator, you’ll miss the show.” The Queen smirked from the seat next to them.

Gina turned and glared at The Queen, who only winked at the bound Sheriff. After two years, Gina was used to this treatment, though that didn’t mean she liked it.

They were in an enclosed viewing area which had an excellent view of the arena below, and the thong clad Asian women currently writhing against each other. As always, The Queen’s stalwart concubine Vera stood at attention next to her, while Gina was strapped to a chair at The Queen’s right hand. She was still clad in her Sheriff’s uniform though, but her shirt had been unbuttoned and bra pushed down to expose her large breasts which were currently being fondled by a major senator.

“What a magnificent piece this one is. Honestly she should be the one performing.” The Senator nuzzled Gina’s neck.

“Urrgmmm!” Gina grunted and pulled her head away.

The Senator only chuckled and continued to feel up Gina’s breasts.

“Oh Gina? She’s too valuable. She proved herself by rounding up all of our escaped assets a few years ago. After that we decided to keep her in our employ. As Sheriff, she’s very good at throwing people off our trail or bringing valuable ladies.”

Gina glared at The Queen, who beamed at her with pride. This had been her life for the past two years, serve as Ace’s henchwoman by day, and be a prisoner by night. In all that time, Gina had never seen the enigmatic crime-lord, instead dealing mostly with The Queen, King, or Jack. They made her their plaything at night, and Gina had to play along, knowing they would hurt Jessica or Caitlyn if she didn’t. At first they allowed Frank, the other deputy who was in Ace’s employ, to play with Gina as well, but a few weeks after Gina was caught Frank suffered a coronary. She couldn’t say that she was surprised or sad, in Gina’s mind, that was one less person to grope and spank her at night.

“Of course Senator, if you were to make sure our little operation in this town continues to go unnoticed, we could arrange for you to have even more private time with our Sheriff here.” The Queen smiled.

“Mmmmph! Mmmno!” Gina glared at the dominatrix and pulled on her restraints, but they held firm.

“Oh, I think that could be arranged.” The Senator huffed and squeezed Gina’s breasts again.

“Urrrrggh!” She turned and glared up him, but his eyes were distant and lust filled.

“I’m glad we could work something out. Not many get to play with Gina here, she’s reserved only for VIPs.” The Queen never took her eyes off of Gina as she spoke.

The helpless and gagged Sheriff only glared at the woman, determined to one day slip out from under The Queen’s control and make her regret all of the humiliations Gina had endured at her hands.

The crowd roared, and every eye in the box turned towards the arena below.

Rossi’s entire body was quaking and she was moaning into her gag, apparently in the throes of a powerful orgasm. Her ass cheeks were mesmerizing as they shook up and down.

“It’s a shame Jack couldn’t be here to see, what a show it’s turning out to be.” The Queen smiled and sat back.

***

If there was one thing Jack never tired of, it was sunsets on the beach.

This is the spot where it all started. He smiled, looking at the brilliant golden sun hanging low over the ocean.

In the past two years, the abandoned warehouse area where he had first encountered Felicia Fetters had fallen into further disrepair, the salty sea air and ocean spray were slowly destroying most of the buildings around them. They no longer conducted business at this dock due to its poor structural integrity, but Jack figured that this dock that held so many memories for him could handle on small, intimate event.

“Mmmmph mmmph! Hlllp! Ummm gmmff!” Felicia’s muffled cries brought Jack out of his reverie and he turned around to face a large wooden crate that was shaking back and forth.

“Ummmm ggmmmph!” The bound and gagged woman inside cried.

Two years and Felicia hadn’t lost any of her feistiness. Jack liked that.

He turned back to the small table he had set in the middle of the dock, which was covered with a white cloth and matching white plates. There were glasses set out complete with a bottle of champagne at the ready, along with tupper ware boxes containing food waiting to be handed out.

It was, after all, their anniversary. They had to celebrate in style.

“Hlllpp mfff! Ummmph!” Felicia cried from the crate.

“I’m coming honey.” Jack smiled and picked up a crowbar.

Two years ago, he had sealed Felicia in such a crate, telling her that he was going to place her on a boat out of Marston’s Pointe, and that she should stay wherever she would end up being transported to. At the time, he saw that as mercy. Now, he was glad that Felicia came back for him, and the two years of kinky bliss that had resulted from it.

Though, he couldn’t resist sealing her inside of a box and transporting her again, this time though to a much closer destination.

Jack walked up to the shaking box, wedged the crowbar under the lid, and pried. In a few minutes, he tossed the top aside and smiled down at the bound and gagged woman in side.

“Ummm hmmph!” Felicia glared up at him.

She was clad in a white bra and panties, her mouth sealed with white tape and her arms and legs secured with it as well. Jack smiled down at his captive bondage bride, and then in a moment leaned down to lift her from the crate.

“Come on, let’s go.” He grunted.

“Mmmn! Hrry! Umm ggmmph! Hllp!” Felicia kicked and struggled as Jack hoisted her over his shoulder and carried her towards the waiting table.

He cupped a hand over her thonged ass as he carried her. After all of this time, he never got tired of feeling up Felicia’s firm ass as she wriggled under him.

“Ummgggg gggmmph! Whrry mmnno ufff mm!” She grunted into her gag.

Her chair had already been pulled out, and Jack set the bound and gagged woman down, and before she could struggle or hop away, he grabbed a length of white tape and used it to secure her to the chair.

“Ummmfff! Mmmph!” She grunted, trying to pull away, but the tape kept her held in place.

Once Felicia was taped to the chair, Jack stepped away and smiled at the helpless woman.

“Remember this place? This is where it started.” Jack gestured to the dock around them.

Felicia turned and took it all in, her eyes going wide with recognition.

Jack stepped over to his side of the table and poured himself a glass of champagne.

“Our lives changed that night. Happy two year anniversary babe!” He smiled and lifted his glass.

“Mmmmooo!” Felicia cried, her eyes going wide at the realization. Jack laughed, downed his champagne, and poured another.

“To many more years together!” He toasted and downed the second glass.

***

Damn, look at all of these ladies. Brad pulled up outside the main campus of the university, his eyes immediately locking on a young woman in a pair of extremely short, extremely tight, shorts.

Maybe I missed out on the college experience. He smiled, watching as the students milled about.

Many were carrying luggage bags, no doubt moving in for the semester, while others were milling about, either heading to class or hanging with friends.

The women! Brad couldn’t take his eyes off of them. There were too many young, attractive women to count. Every time he thought they couldn’t get any hotter, he saw another insanely attractive woman.

“Everything okay, Brad?” Ian asked from the passenger seat.

Brad turned to face Tanya’s son, now 18 and about to be a freshman in college. The kid was bright eyed and had his entire future ahead of him.

And if Brad had taught him right, was about to have some of the best sexual experiences of his life.

“Everything’s good buddy, how about you?” He smiled and placed a hand on Ian’s shoulder.

“Yeah, I’m a bit nervous.” He bit his lip and stared out the window.

“Listen, look at me.” Brad rubbed Ian’s shoulder, and the boy turned to look up at him. “Just remember what I taught you and you’ll be fine.”

Over these past two years, Brad had positioned himself as something of an older brother figure to Ian. He figured it would help soften things since Brad was still banging the kid’s mom. At first Ian had been resistant, but eventually warmed up to Brad.

Which was good, Brad had big plans for the kid, almost as big as the plans he had for his mom. It was amazing how pliable the two were.

Being easily manipulated must run in the family. Brad smiled.

“Now, do you need help with your bags?” He motioned with his head to the luggage in the backseat.

“I think I’m good, but thanks!” Ian smiled.

“Good, knock ‘em dead!” Brad laughed and patted Ian’s shoulder.

Ian smiled again, stepped out of the passenger seat, and a moment later retrieved his bags from the backseat.

All the while he did, Brad watched the female college students mill about, sheep completely unaware of the wolf in their midst. He would have to find out the sorority party situation here as soon as he could.

Marston’s Pointe had proven to be a fertile hunting ground, but he worried that if women kept disappearing there then it would raise some eyebrows. It had taken some convincing, but Brad had eventually convinced the right people in Ace’s organization that they needed to expand.

Colleges. With a steady stream of new women every few months, colleges were the perfect spot to hunt new prey, and with Ian a freshman, Brad now had a man on the inside. He took a final look at the women milling about the campus, and at Ian carrying his luggage towards the dorms, and then started the engine and drove off, his mind flowing with possibilities.

The End...
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