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The Story so Far…

On the surface, Marston’s Pointe seems like an idyllic, beachside town, but in reality it’s home to a sprawling criminal enterprise overseen by the mysterious crime-lord Ace. Former bikini model turned Sheriff Felicia Fetters attempted to take down Ace’s organization, but she ended up a prisoner of her former mentor Gina Dollson, who wanted revenge for an attempted kidnapping masterminded by Felicia years prior.

Gina and her accomplices took over the Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department but ended up becoming prisoners of Shelly Arnold, a seductive woman out to take control of crime in Marston’s Pointe. Several sultry, mature female FBI agents were dispatched to locate Gina, Felicia, and the others and lead a botched rescue attempt which lead to Felicia becoming a prisoner of Ace’s second in command, the kinky dominatrix The Queen. The other girls, Deputies Caitlyn and Eva, and Felicia’s lover Janet, fell into the hands of a trafficker, and Shelly disappeared.

Gina swore to find the missing girls and forged an alliance with Brad, Shelly’s nephew and new Sheriff of Marston’s Pointe. Unknown to Gina or the FBI agents, Brad is working with Ace and now has Lisa, Shelly’s big-breasted hench-woman, as his prisoner, and intends to do the same with Gina and the FBI agents...

1.

Here comes Brad, looking like a snack as always. Trish smiled, leaned back in her beach chair, and started to adjust her bikini top to allow maximum cleavage. It wasn’t a difficult duty, seeing how her turquoise top was already quite small and skimpy, but she wanted Brad’s eyes to go straight to her boobs whenever he came by. She looked down and pushed her top to the side as much as possible without revealing a nipple. After all, she wanted to leave some to the imagination.

She wanted Brad to work for it.

“Here he comes.” Trish patted Tammy on the shoulder. The younger girl was tanning on her stomach next to Trish, clad in a tan thong bikini. Normally Tammy’s flesh colored bikini would almost blend with her skin tone, but both women’s skin had darkened from their time in the sun over the past few months.

Trish always had naturally dark skin. She was part Latina and part Italian, and her jet black hair and olive complexion made her a standout wherever she went, combined with her fit, lithe physique. A compliment Trish always received was how she had a better body than women half her age, and she knew it. Of course, she would laugh off these compliments and just say that the rigors of her job kept her in shape, but that was only partially true. It was a point of pride with her that she was in her early fifties and could still attract men half her age.

Of course, her giant breasts helped too. Most young men were helpless at the sight of a buxom, dark skinned milf with giant breasts. Trish’s breasts had always been naturally large, but she got some surgical enhancements that helped too.

Tammy grunted and rolled over.

“Really? Still after him?” She groaned. Trish glared at the younger woman.

Tammy obviously didn’t approve of Trish’s pursuit of Brad, but then again, in all of the years she knew Tammy, she had never seen her show interest in men.

Then there was that weird incident on the docks.

“Yes,” Trish sighed, “So be nice.”

Tammy just sighed and rolled onto her back. Her breasts were considerably smaller than Trish’s but her cleavage, glistening with sweat, still looked nice in the late afternoon sun. Tammy had straight dark hair like Trish and pointed features. Like Trish, she had a mixed heritage, and Trish knew that Tammy was at least part Arabic. The younger girl’s body was all lean muscle, and she was even more of a fitness nut than Trish was.

In fact, both women had met at the gym in the field office they were stationed at and became fast friends, with Tammy becoming something of a physical trainer to the older woman. The pair turned heads wherever they went, but Tammy never really gave men the time of day.

Once again, Trish thought of Tammy with her during the botched raid at the docks. Tammy had said that her nerves got the best of her and she wasn’t thinking clearly. Trish accepted that flimsy explanation and the two had an unspoken agreement to never speak of the incident again.

“You can do so much better than a putz like him.” Tammy said lazily.

“Like who?” Trish turned to watch Brad approaching.

As always, he was clad in his “police issue” swim trunks, and nothing more. His muscle bound body had developed a deep tan as well. He had let his once short cropped dark hair grow out a bit and had it combed straight back, and looked like something out of a police man’s calendar. Brad seemed like the type to start a “Beach Patrol” solely as an excuse to walk around on the beach shirtless, but Trish didn’t mind that.

“Oh I don’t know, someone smarter, driven, who knows how to treat a woman like you…” Tammy started to drone on, but Trish was too focused on Brad, hoping that he would catch her gazing at him.

He doesn’t have his shadow with him, good. She thought, noticing that Gina wasn’t around for once.

Brad had allowed Gina back onto the force six months ago, and they had been practically inseparable since. Word was that they were dating, but both denied it. Gina hung on Brad enough to keep fueling the rumors though. One good thing about Brad and Gina being an item was that it kept Gina from bugging Tammy and Trish about the case.

The case… Just thinking about it annoyed Trish. They had been stuck in Marston’s Pointe nine months now and had nothing to show for it, yet they still hadn’t been transferred. How much inactivity did the field office need before they realized they were wasting time and money keeping Trish and Tammy on this case?

Trish had panicked six months ago when Brad told her that he and Gina caught Lisa, Shelly’s accomplice, knowing full well that could lead to a break in the case and keep them in stuck in this town even longer. Thankfully Brad, the doll that he was, said he would take point on interrogating Lisa. According to him, Lisa didn’t know more than them. She had been told to deliver the girls to the old warehouse district at that time and drop them off with the buyers, and nothing else. Apparently, once Brad had finished with Lisa, he had her transferred to an all women’s facility while she awaited trial, which was fine in Trish’s book, and she didn’t press any further.

“Someone who will show you things you’ve never experienced…” Tammy droned and stroked Trish’s arm. Trish turned to stare at her partner and Tammy withdrew her hand.

“Plus, he has Gina.” Tammy added.

“Just wait, he only likes her for her boobs. I’ll show him what an experienced woman can do.” Trish turned back to Brad.

Trish preferred younger men. They were eager to please, and Brad was her type: young, fit, and with mommy issues. At least she assumed he had mommy issues. She knew that Shelly Arnold had been his step-mom, and in Brad’s own words, they didn’t have a good relationship, that had to mean that he had unresolved mommy issues, right?

Now who the hell is this? Trish glared. A group of young people had stopped Brad along the beach and were now chatting with him. It didn’t seem to be a police related matter because everyone was laughing and chuckling.

The leader of the group was a thin girl, maybe early 20s, with light brown hair, big, brown eyes, and a thick, curvy ass. Trish zeroed in on the girl’s large, jiggly buttocks in the thong bikini she wore. This girl had practically nothing in the boob department, but made up for it with her curvy, thick behind.

“Why does she look familiar?” Trish heard Tammy saying, and turned to see her partner gawking at the younger girl’s ass.

“I don’t know, but she’s annoying me.” Trish glowered.

“Man, your boy is in high demand.” Tammy patted Trish on the shoulder in a reassuring way.

Trish glared at the girl with the amazing ass. What was it about Brad and the women in this town?

She watched as the young girl laughed every time Brad opened his mouth. This girl was laying it on thick.

Just relax, he gets it all the time. Trish tried to calm herself. A police force with a uniform that consists of bikinis tends to draw attention. Gina and Brad both got equal attention from the opposite sex because of how they dressed.

Still, Brad was lingering by the girl too, laughing jovially at whatever she said too.

If only Gina could see this now… Trish smiled at that thought. Brad seemed like the kind of guy who could have any woman he wanted, why stop with just Gina?

“Oh that’s how I know her! That’s Autumn Beam!” Tammy said from behind her.

“Who?” Trish turned to her partner to see Tammy holding out her phone.

“She’s an “influencer”, a social media princess with over 30 million followers.” Tammy explained.

“What?” Trish sat up and ripped the phone from Tammy’s grasp.

Tammy had up Autumn’s Instagram page. It was true, this girl had over 30 million followers, and Tammy was one of them. Most of Autumn’s page seemed to be made up of pictures and videos of her in bikinis. The girl clearly knew that her ass was her best… asset… and loved displaying it. There were also quite a few videos that revolved around another woman.

Trish clicked on the most recent one. The video started in a kitchen, filming a woman from behind. The woman had dark reddish/brown hair, and was about Trish’s age. She obviously spent time in a gym, but her body, though fit, wasn’t as solid as Trish’s, but still, she looked great for a woman her age.

Then, Autumn came around to face the camera and put a finger to her lips, whoever the camera man was, probably a boy about Autumn’s age, snickered, and then Autumn crept forward, unnoticed by the older woman, who was in the midst of cooking.

Autumn grabbed either side of the sweat pants the woman was wearing and yanked them down, exposing the tight, black thong the woman was wearing and her firm, muscular ass cheeks.

“Oh my God, Autumn!” The woman cried, dropping down to recover her sweatpants, now around her ankles.

Autumn giggled maniacally and turned towards the camera.

“Hey guys, I’m Autumn and that was another episode of Pranking Mom!” Autumn continued to giggle as her mother struggled to pull up her pants.

Trish closed the video, disgusted, and handed the phone back to Tammy.

“Ugh, what a brat.”

“What? I think that her and her mom Shana are…” Tammy trailed off when she caught Trish glaring at her.

“Cute…” Tammy finished.

Trish stood up and motioned for Tammy to do the same.

“What are we doing?” Tammy asked, rising, and not looking too happy about it.

“We’re gonna go over there and show Brad what a real women is like.” Trish turned and stalked across the beach, with Tammy in tow.

It was time to show Brad that he deserved more than just a girl who likes to show her ass on the internet.

Trish put on her best strut as she strolled across the beach towards Brad, hoping to turn every head she could as she approached the young Sheriff. She held her head high and deliberately placed on foot in front of the other as she walked, being sure to subtly flex and sway her lithe body as she did. It was working, she could see men young and old alike turning to watch her go.

“Special Agent Patricia Blade and Agent Tamara Antar!” A voice called from across the beach.

Trish came to a halt and cringed. Someone was calling them by their official names. Worse off, she recognized the voice.

She and Tammy turned to face the dark haired, curvy woman strolling across the beach towards them.

“Marta…” Trish nodded at the woman.

Marta was a fellow agent with all the right curves in all the right places. Like Tammy and Trish, Marta was a unique ethnic blend, part Mexican and Italian. She had striking, wavy, black hair that flowed behind her as she walked, deep mocha skin, wide, brown eyes and deep red lips. Like the other two, Marta kept herself in shape at the gym, but was blessed with large, natural breasts and an even bigger, curvier ass. In this moment, Trish was thankful that Marta wasn’t in a bikini though or else she would really be turning heads, and instead was clad in a black pantsuit with the top few buttons of her blouse open to expose her bountiful cleavage.

Marta stopped in front of them and smiled. “I’m your new partner!”

Trish rolled her eyes and kept walking. She didn’t have time for this.

“We have things handled here.” She said as she continued her walk towards Brad.

“Well, the field office is worried about your lack of progress, especially since you’re a man down…” Marta kept in step with Trish as she spoke. Trish tried to tune her out and focus on Brad.

He had noticed her now, and looked up to smile before Autumn stepped in front of him again to say something.

Does the universe not want me to fuck this guy? Trish mentally grunted.

“Tell the office I’ll report when we have something to report.” Trish said to Marta dismissively.

“You’ve been on this case nine months, and so far you only have one botched raid to show for it. The director is asking for results.” Marta continued.

“Hey, we’re working on it.” Tammy barked, taking up her usual position as Trish’s bulldog.

“I’m here to ensure you do.” Marta continued.

“Well, always a pleasure to see you two.” Brad smiled at them. They had finally reached him, though Autumn and her crew of friends had formed a protective circle around him.

The young social media princess turned to glare at the trio of FBI agents when Brad addressed them.

“Excuse me.” Brad smiled at Autumn and broke through the circle of swimsuit clad young people to step over to Trish.

“Well, as I was saying, the party will be off the hook…” Autumn continued, following after Brad.

“Why hello Sheriff.” Trish smiled at Brad, trying to look casual and placed one hand on her hip while subtly cocking her chest out towards him.

“As I was saying…” Marta continued, buzzing in Tammy’s ear like a fly.

“How’s the beach treating you today?” Brad asked, as Autumn came up next to him.

“It’s going to be the event of the summer, your town will be talking about it for years…” Autumn went on.

“… I think we need to have a full debriefing of the case so far…” Marta droned in Trish’s ear.

Trish gritted her teeth, and was half ready to tell Tammy to make herself useful and get rid of the other two women.

“And who is this?” Brad turned to Marta, causing her to shut up. “Sheriff Brad Arnold.” He held out his hand and flashed her his winning smile.

“Oh… Marta… Agent Marta Vargas…” She smiled, taken aback by Brad’s smile and lack of a shirt.

Trish observed the moment that passed between them.

“Are you joining your fellow agents on this case?” Brad asked.

“Oh, well… yes. I just arrived in town today.” Marta giggled and straightened her hair.

“Well, as I told your lovely coworkers,” Brad motioned to Trish and Tammy, and Trish heard Tammy audibly groan. “You’ll have my full cooperation.”

“Is that so?” Marta arched an eyebrow.

“That and more.” Brad smiled.

“… I look forward to it. Tell me, Brad, does every officer in your police force dress like this?” Marta gestured to Brad’s chest and abs.

“More or... less.” He chuckled. Was it Trish’s imagination or was he emphasizing the less part?

“Well, anyway, Brad,” Trish stepped in front of Marta. “I feel that if we’re going to be working together that we should… get to know each other better… as colleagues.” Trish was tired of beating around the bush, and with Autumn and Marta in the picture, she decided to lay her cards on the table.

“You guys can come to my party tomorrow!” Autumn offered, stepping between Brad and Trish.

It took all of Trish’s self control not to glare at the young girl.

“Hey, yeah that’s a great idea,” Brad interjected. “We can all let off some steam and have a few drinks.”

“I don’t know if that’s a good-” Tammy started.

“We’d love to.” Trish smiled.

“Trish, maybe we shouldn’t-” Marta began.

“I hope to see you there too.” Brad smiled at Marta.

“… Oh... is that so?” Marta stammered.

“Hey, we’re all in this together, may as well have fun together, right?” Brad chuckled.

“Of course.” Trish said in a flat tone.

There was an unspoken challenge that seemed to pass between Autumn, Marta, and Trish in that moment. It was a sort of “winner take all” challenge for Brad.

What if Brad decided to bring Gina to the party?

Well, I’ll deal with that as it comes. Trish thought. If this party was happening, then there was only going to be one victor in the quest for Brad, and she was determined to be the one.

2.

Marta just about threw up in her mouth watching Trish shamelessly throw herself at the young, male Sheriff. Then again, shame was never something Trish had possessed. It was her lack of shame that made her wear small, tight skirts around the office, or to post skimpy bikini pictures all over the internet, like the skimpy turquoise thong bikini she had on now.

“Come on, feel that.” Trish smiled and flexed a lean bicep for Brad. He gave it a squeeze and chuckled.

“I mean, we all know you can give any perp a run for his money.” Brad said as he squeezed her arm.

Marta had to give it to Trish, Brad was cute, and well built. There was a mischievous glint in his eye, and his abs…

… oh those abs.

Marta shook her head and stepped forward just as Trish clasped her arms together in front of her. It appeared like she was flexing but in reality she was using them to push her giant breasts together and draw Brad’s eye to them.

“Look at those arms, think you can mess with me?” She said in joking tone.

“Oh no one can, that’s for sure.” Brad’s eyes went straight to Trish’s cleavage, as was her plan.

“Look, Sheriff Arnold,” Marta began, edging Trish out of his field of vision. “There are several things I need to debrief you about.”

“Hey, why don’t you come by the office one day and we can discuss-” Brad began, before Tammy, Trish’s attack dog, came up next to Marta.

“Do you really want to discuss the particulars of a case here, on the beach, now?” Tammy huffed.

Marta glared at the younger woman. Tammy and Trish were practically inseparable, but Tammy didn’t have the ravenous appetite for men that Trish had.

“Right, no,” Marta continued. “But I have a lot of questions, particularly about the apprehension of a person of interest in this case, one Lisa-”

“Hey,” Brad smiled and stepped over. “Give our office a call and I would love to sit down and have a talk with you.” His smile really was infectious as he met Marta’s eyes.

“Anyway, Marta, do you have anything else?” Trish raised both her eyebrows at the curvy woman.

Marta sighed. “No, but we all have to sit down and discuss this case.”

“I’d be happy to.” Brad offered.

“Of course.” Trish sighed.

“Well, I’ll be in touch.” Marta could tell this was going nowhere, and stalked away from the group of swimsuit clad law enforcement officials.

She could hear Trish immediately going back to flirt with Brad and it took all of her self control not to turn around and glare at her.

Marta was both relishing and dreading the idea of having to work with Trish and Tammy. She was looking forward to the opportunity to make them look like fools, but that meant that she would have to work with them on this “case”.

Both women had been on the Marston’s Pointe case for nine months now with nothing to show for it besides one incredibly botched raid. Originally there had been three agents dispatched to look into the disappearance of two Sheriff’s within as many months, and the connection to a woman named Shelly Arnold.

After the raid went bad, the other agent, Maria, requested a transfer, citing “trauma.” Something about a bomb up her ass?

That left Trish and Tammy, who seemed to be spending their days prancing around the beach. Marta suspected that their strategy was to just sit and wait until the office realized they were wasting time and money in Marston’s Pointe and called them back.

The Director of the field office was getting impatient too, which is why he dispatched Marta to take charge of the case. It occurred to her that she probably could start investigating on her own while Tammy and Trish played Baywatch, but then if the case was solved they would get the credit too. Plus why should Marta do all the work?

Her mind kept wandering to Brad, and the way Trish looked at him. Word around the office was that she had an appetite for younger men, but in Marta’s experience, it was just men in general. After all, Trish had slept with Marta’s husband.

It was at the office Christmas party a year ago. She still remembered the way her husband, now ex-husband, Mark, had gawked at Trish when she walked in wearing a skin tight, black skirt with a deep, plunging neck line accentuating her cleavage. All through the party, Mark kept finding ways to bring Trish over into any conversation they were having.

Then at some point both Trish and Mark disappeared. Marta had a suspicion about what was happening and remembered scouring every corner of the party for them. Even at that point she knew about Marta’s reputation. About half an hour later she found Mark, who said he was in the bathroom because something he ate hadn’t agreed with him. Trish turned up around that time too, saying she had to take an important call about a case.

Marta accepted that, but still had her suspicions. A few days later, she checked Mark’s phone while he was in the shower and saw the texts he had been exchanging with Trish. Their marriage ended then and there. She still had no idea if Trish knew that she knew about her and Mark, or if Trish even cared that she knew.

Which was why she was going to destroy Trish on this case. Marta always thought Trish was a poor agent, and word around the office was that Trish had only gotten to her position because of how she was with men. After Marta was done with Trish, she’ll be lucky if they let her work in the mail room.

I’ll let her play on the beach for a bit, she seems to like that. Trish and Tammy would still be able to lounge and tan to their hearts desire, with no idea that Marta would be documenting it and preparing it as part of her report to the field office. She would show the Director how Trish and Tammy were being paid to essentially vacation, and then they would be busted, suspended, and most likely demoted. Marta meanwhile would probably get a new team to work with her and the case would be hers to solve.

But, she kept thinking about Brad. He was cute, and built. She imagined him lifting her up with those muscled arms of his. It had been so long since she had some fun, it wouldn’t hurt to do so now?

Plus, the thought of stealing a man out from under Trish was too good to pass up. She would get to Brad before Trish could sink her claws into him.

She was out to solve this case and ruin Trish and Tammy, but that didn’t mean that she couldn’t have some fun while doing it too.

Luckily, she had brought her bikinis too.

***

Marta always knew that her mixed ethnicity gave her a unique look that stood out. Part Mexican, part Italian, and part Pacific Islander, she was blessed with naturally dark skin, black wavy hair, and big brown eyes.

And curves. Dangerous curves.

She kept a tight regimen in the gym, but that did little for her naturally large, round breasts and equally impressive ass. Normally she wouldn’t flaunt these features while working, but this time she had a score to settle.

Marta had a feeling that she would find Trish and Tammy around the same portion of the beach that they were at the previous day, and she was right. There they were, clad in bikinis as usual, and making a spectacle of themselves, as usual. Trish was clad in an orange thong bikini and Tammy in a red thong bikini. Tammy was back in her physical trainer mode, coaching the older agent as Trish did squats on the beach.

Marta sighed at the sight of them. There was really no reason for Trish to do squats on the beach except to show off her thick glute muscles around her tight thong. Tammy paced around Trish as she did the exercise, encouraging her on but always managing to stop and admire Trish’s ass as she squatted down and stuck her thonged backside out. As Marta watched Tammy practically salivate over Trish, she wondered if the older woman knew how much Tammy lusted after her. Knowing Trish, she probably was well aware of Tammy’s lust did but didn’t care. It probably fed Trish’s ego to have someone like Tammy around all the time to constantly lead on but never act on anything.

Marta waited, leaning back on her beach chair and adjusting her large sunglasses, and kept her curves disguised with a thin black robe. It wasn’t time yet to make her grand entrance.

Trish did a few more squats and then switched with Tammy. The younger girl started to do a round of squats, but she hovered a little long with her ass out, and seemed to stop for a moment to see if Trish was looking.

Trish wasn’t looking. Her attention kept shifting up and down the beach, she was looking, waiting…

There he was! Brad came casually strolling down the beach. He still had on his police issue swim trunks, but wore a tight, black muscle shirt with a Sheriff’s pin on his pectoral and a shoulder strap with his gun. Trish immediately smiled at him and started to stroll towards the young Sheriff. Tammy stopped mid-squat, her thonged ass sticking straight out, and glared at Brad.

It’s time! Marta thought, and stood up from her beach chair. She shed the black robe and stuffed it into her bag, and then slung the bag over her shoulder and started making her way across the beach towards Trish and Brad.

She could feel heads turning to watch her as she passed. Marta kept her head high and pretended not to notice as she walked.

Brad and Trish looked to be locked in more flirtatious banter with each other. Tammy was still squatting furiously behind them, hoping someone would notice.

Then Brad turned his head and caught sight of Marta and his jaw dropped.

Good!

She nodded at him, lowered her sunglasses, and winked.

Marta had looked over her bikini collection long and hard to find one that she thought would be appropriate, and by “appropriate”, she meant as skimpy as possible but still leaving Brad wanting more. In the end, she chose a little leopard-print number. Her ample, brown cleavage heaved in the tiny bikini top, and the bottoms tied off at a knot on either of her hips. The back of the bikini was a thong of leopard-print running between her large, juicy ass cheeks. As much as she loved how her cleavage looked in the top, she couldn’t wait for Brad’s reaction to her ass.

Trish turned to follow Brad’s gaze and her jaw dropped at the sight of Marta in the skimpy bikini.

“Hey everyone.” Marta smiled, stopping just in front of them.

Tammy had stopped again, mid-squat, and was gawking at Marta too.

“Marta…” Trish stammered.

“I saw how much fun you guys were having on the beach yesterday, and thought, well gosh, I want some of that sun and ocean too.” Marta smiled and pulled a beach towel from her bag.

She turned and bent over, sticking her thonged ass out towards Brad, and spread the towel out over the sand.

“Well you…” Brad stammered. “Certainly know how to fit in on our beaches.”

“Is that so?” Marta looked over her shoulder to see that Brad’s gaze was fixed directly on the strip of leopard-print fabric running between her ass cheeks.

“I just mean…” He went on. “You seem a natural here on the beach.”

“Well,” Marta giggled and went on all fours to smooth out her beach towel. “I’m a girl that knows how to relax.” She never broke off eye contact with Brad as she spoke, and he never took his eyes off her ass.

“So Marta,” Trish interrupted. “I thought you said you had some stuff to work on with the case.”

Marta finished smoothing out her towel and stood back up, retrieving a bottle of lotion from her bag as she did.

“Oh I did, and now it’s time to relax,” She grinned a toothy smile and squirted some lotion onto her palm. “I need Brad.” Marta continued.

“Oh?” He raised his eyebrows.

“Oh?” Trish planted both hands on her hips.

“Well, Brad brought in a person of interest with this case, Lisa Brons." I was hoping we could have a little chat with her.” Marta winked and started to rub lotion over her ample cleavage while looking directly at Brad.

Brad’s eyes went to her breasts, which were heaving and moving as Marta’s hands rubbed lotion over them.

“Sure… I mean, Lisa is in a secure facility right now.” It took all of Brad’s self control to look Marta in the eye.

“I’m sure you could arrange something.” Marta continued to lotion up her cleavage. “I want to question the suspect.

“I did. She didn’t know anything.” Brad’s tone said that this was a dead issue for him.

Marta squirted more lotion on her palm and started rubbing it along her abs. Her breasts now glistened from the lotion on them.

“I thought you and I could tackle interrogating her… together…” Marta purred.

“The suspect doesn’t know anything. It would be a waste of time.” Trish uttered, rolling her eyes.

“Shame, I was looking forward to working with the Sheriff.” Marta met Brad’s gaze and bent over to rub lotion over her thighs, giving him a view of her ample, oiled up cleavage.

“You know, come by the office, we can set something up.”

Marta’s eyes fell on Brad’s gun in the shoulder holster. “That’s quite the piece.” She met his gaze as she spoke.

“Is it?” He raised his eyebrows.

“Do you know how to use it?” Marta stood back up and slunk towards Brad.

“He knows how to do his job.” Trish rushed over, practically shoulder to shoulder with Brad.

Marta ignored her and rubbed her fingers along the edge of Brad’s weapon. He looked down, cracked a smile, and looked deep into her brown, doe-eyes.

“I’d say I’m pretty proficient. He smiled.

Marta pressed forward, brushing her cleavage against his pecs.

“I’d like to find out.” She never broke off her gaze.

Marta could feel Trish glaring at her.

“I don’t think the Sheriff needs to prove himself to you.” Trish interjected.

“I like to know who I’m working with.” Marta pouted.

“You know what, I can show you, tonight.” Brad smiled and wrapped a hand around Marta’s as she stroked his weapon.

“Hey Brad, tonight’s that party.” Trish whined.

Brad took a step back. “I can be there too.” He reassured.

“What did you have in mind?” Marta asked, stepping back.

“Meet me on the boardwalk. I have an idea on how to show you my… skills.” Brad raised his eyebrows as he spoke.

Marta smiled back at him.

“I can’t wait.” She cooed.

“And then,” Brad turned to Trish. “We can stop by the party.”

“… Great…” Trish grunted.

Marta squirted more lotion on her palms, dropped the bottle, and turned around and started massaging the lotion over her voluptuous ass cheeks.

“It’s gonna be an… informative… evening.” She smiled, bending slightly and sticking out her ass cheeks as she oiled them up.

Marta turned away so Brad and Trish couldn’t see her smile. It was perfect! She would hook up with Brad on the boardwalk, and then go to the party with him to rub it in Trish’s face.

This was proving to be a good day.

3.

As Vic focused his camera on Autumn Ray’s supple ass cheeks, he once again couldn’t believe that this was his job now.

Yeah Dad, tell me how film school was useless now! Sure, he wasn’t making shit like Scorsese or Tarantino, but he was being paid lots of money to follow Autumn and her hot ass Mom around all day.

“Don’t see you enough of it?” Autumn asked, looking at him over her shoulder as he brought her ass into focus through the camera.

“And I never get sick of it.” Vic winked at her. Autumn batted her big, brown eyes at him and flashed him her winning smile. The girl was clad in bikini top and “shorts” that barely fit the definition of shorts. Her bottoms were skin tight and only covered the top half of Autumn’s sizable ass cheeks.

Her exposed ass curved out from under the shorts quite nicely always had a slight jiggle that never failed to get Vic’s blood pumping. Autumn stood and gripped the handle of the door and waited for Vic’s signal as he worked with the camera to make sure her ass was in focus and front and center.

Technically, her ass already was in focus, but Vic wanted a few private moments admiring Autumn’s backside before sharing it with the world. Autumn’s ass was the money-maker, and the reason why she had millions of followers worldwide, but Vic played just as important a part. What would Autumn be without someone to help her show off her ass?

Vic was paid well for his efforts, by Autumn’s mother of all people. Shana, her mom, was very private about herself, but he knew that she was loaded, and spared no expense in getting her daughter’s name out there. Hell, the beach house they had here in Marston’s Pointe was more like a beach mansion. Apparently it used to belong to Autumn’s Dad but Shana got it in the divorce, along with a lot of his money.

Autumn’s “Pranking Mom” videos were just as popular as her other videos, probably because Shana was so damn hot. While Autumn had quite a body, she had inherited all of the ass genes from her Mom. Shana had the full package: a great ass, great boobs, and a killer body. Apparently in her younger days, Shana had made a lot of money producing and starring in fitness videos, and was now using that money to make her daughter a star, and likewise, Autumn was making her Mom a star all over again.

Circle of life. Vic shrugged, pressed the record button, and zoomed in tight on Autumn’s ass in the shorts. He gave her a thumbs up and she stood poised outside the door.

Then he zoomed out and backed up, revealing Autumn with her hand poised on the doorknob to her Mom’s bedroom.

“Hey guys, this is Autumn,” She whispered. “And this another episode of Pranking Mom.” With that she raised her other hand, revealing a fully loaded super soaker, and giggled.

Autumn opened the door and slunk in with Vic recording close behind her. Shana wrapped in blankets on her king size bed with her back towards them, sleeping soundly and peacefully.

Many thought that the “Pranking Mom” videos were staged but they weren’t. Autumn was just really good at catching Shana at her most vulnerable. People loved it. Something told Vic that Shana wasn’t a fan, but after seeing the hits on YouTube and Instagram, she put up with it.

Autumn crept across the room towards her sleeping Mom. Shana still didn’t stir, and Vic hung back, getting both the sleeping Shana and Autumn in the frame.

Autumn reached out, gripped the blanket, and gently pulled them back. Vic moved slightly to give the viewers a full look at Shana’s prone body. Her reddish brown hair fell around her shoulders, and she wore a thin, loose t-shirt and tight, black thong underwear. He had to steady his hands at the sight of the unsuspecting Shana sleeping in her underwear.

Christ, her ass! It wasn’t as round or juicy as Autumn’s, but it was thick and round. For a woman in her fifties, Shana had a tight, firm body.

Shana still didn’t move. She must have been in a deep sleep.

Autumn took a step back, aimed the water gun square at Shana’s thonged behind, and let it rip. A stream of pressurized water splashed against Shana’s beautiful ass cheeks, and the woman woke with a start and let out a scream of surprise as her ass was soaked.

Autumn giggled and continued the onslaught from the supersoaker as Shana struggled and squirmed on her bed.

“Autumn! Oh my God!” Shana screamed and rolled over, putting out her hands to block the steady blast of water.

Autumn continued to cackle maniacally and lifted the soaker, blasting Shana in the chest with a stream of cold water. In seconds, the older woman’s flimsy white t-shirt was soaked. The wet fabric seemed to mold perfectly around Shana’s large breasts, and the thin material became almost transparent when wet.

Vic could barely contain his excitement as he zoomed in on Shana’s wet breasts. This was perfect! Autumn had outdone herself!

Just then Autumn turned off the squirt gun, leaving Shana soaking wet on her bed. As her mother tossed her wet hair back from her head, Autumn turned to the camera.

“Hey guys, thanks for watching this episode of Pranking Mom! Don’t forget to like, subscribe, and comment! See you next time!” Autumn flashed a brilliant smile and waved her ass at the camera. Her cheeks jiggled magnificently for a few seconds and then Vic stopped recording.

“That was great!” He exclaimed. Autumn ran forward and hugged him.

“Great!” She cried and then stepped over to the bed and leaned out a hand for her Mom to high-five.

“That was great, thanks Mom!” Autumn exclaimed, and Shana high-fived her daughter.

“Yeah, great…” Shana pulled her soaked blanket up to cover her practically naked chest.

“You looked great in this video Shana!” Vic added.

“Really?” She asked.

“Oh yeah, it’s bound to be one of our most popular.” He boasted.

“That’s great…” Shana grunted. “Could someone hand me a towel?” She asked.

Autumn though was already heading out the door, motioning for Vic to follow.

“Hey Mom get dressed, we have to get the house ready for the party tonight!” Autumn called over her shoulder.

“Hey, see ya later Shana, thanks for the great video!” He called over his shoulder, not bothering to hear her reply.

Once they were out in the hall, Autumn closed the door to Shana’s bedroom and turned to Vic.

“Okay, so tonight I’m giving you and your boys an important job.” Autumn said to Vic in a low voice.

Vic beamed. He knew he could handle any job she gave him.

“Sure.” He perked up.

“I am fucking that hot Sheriff tonight,” Autumn began, and Vic deflated a bit. “I need you and your friends to help make that happen.

“… sure thing…” Vic agreed.

One thing about Autumn was that if she wanted something, she got it, and that included men, much to Vic’s chagrin. Given that most of his day was spent photographing Autumn while she was half naked, obviously an intimacy had formed between the two of them. In Vic’s mind, they were a power couple, a united force to be reckoned with.

Autumn saw things differently. Vic had no doubt that she appreciated him, but in her mind, they weren’t “exclusive”. In fact, she didn’t want to define their relationship at all, which was kinda cool in Vic’s mind because if Autumn could fuck any guy she wanted then Vic could fuck any lady he wanted to. More often than not though, Vic spent a lot of time being Autumn’s wing man.

“If those lady FBI agents show up, I need you and your boys to keep them out of Brad’s sight.” Autumn’s tone was hard, missing any of the sing-song playfulness that she usually spoke with.

“Yeah, but… how?” Vic scratched his head. Maybe just get this old bitches drunk and keep them in a different room?

“Anyway you can,” Autumn looked directly into his eyes when speaking. “I don’t want Brad even knowing that they’re here. Keep them out of the way and keep them quiet.”

“Yeah but…” Vic stammered. “They’re FBI agents. We shouldn’t mess with them.”

“Hey come on,” Autumn leaned forward and ran a finger along his arm.

Vic involuntarily shivered and felt his arm break out in goosebumps. “I know you can take care of this for me.”

“I… sure…” Vic sighed, trying not to shiver again from her electric touch.

“You don’t know much much I’ll appreciate this if you come through,” Autumn leaned in and batted her eyes at him. “I’ll owe you big time.”

“Sure thing Autumn.” Vic swallowed and nodded.

“Thanks!” She flashed him a brilliant smile and bounded away down the hallway. Vic’s eyes went immediately to her ass jiggling up and down as she did.

***

Shana peeled the soaked through t-shirt off and admired her glistening skin in the bathroom mirror. A thin sheen of water coated her large bare breasts and most of her upper torso. One thing that she was always proud of was how full and perky her breasts were despite her age.

And soon people all over the world will be seeing them in a wet t-shirt on the internet. She thought as she stood admiring her reflection some more. Vic was probably editing the video now and would upload it any minute, then the clicks, the favorites, and the comments would start.

Autumn and her Mom are so hot!

I would smash both Mother and Daughter!

Look at those milf boobs!

The comments were all about the same, but Shana knew that she would spend hours refreshing the video, reading every new comment that was posted.

She peeled off her wet panties and turned to admire her now naked ass in the mirror. Autumn’s ass got all the attention, and was her money-maker, but Shana’s ass was full and firm, a result of a lifetime of fitness regimes.

Shana’s family had always had money, and when she was in her twenties she was able to get her parents to fund a series of workout videos with her as the host and centerpiece. The videos sold well, which lead to Shana traveling the country on speaking tours, TV show appearances, magazine centerfolds, etc.

While a great many of her fans were women attempting to get into shape, even more were men who bought her videos just to ogle her body in her tight workout shorts and sports bras. She could see them all salivating over her whenever she was at a speaking engagement and the hungry look in their eye. Then she met Autumn’s dad, a successful personal trainer and gym owner. After a year of dating they were married, and a year after that, she was pregnant.

Then a year after that they were divorced. He wanted to run off with some new floozy that worked at one of his gyms, which was fine with Shana. The divorce got nasty, and she ended up getting half of everything he owned, including half of his gyms. She retired from the public eye after that, and focused on being a mom full time.

Shana slipped on a fresh pair of black thong panties and reached for a white bathrobe, thinking about the first time she had made an appearance on Autumn’s social media feed. It was on a vacation in the tropics, and Autumn posted a pic of her and Shana together on the beach, both in bikinis. Immediately the comments started flowing about how hot Shana was, and she saw her Instagram followers jump by millions. It was all young guys, ones who were too young to remember her from her fitness videos. Her old life had been forgotten and now she had this new one as Autumn’s “hot mom”.

Of course Autumn started capitalizing on that more, featuring Shana in more pics and videos. Once again Shana was being contacted to pose for magazines and photographers.

Then the Pranking Mom videos started, and Shana and Autumn’s popularity skyrocketed even more.

Shana pulled the bathrobe over her half naked body and tightened it around her waist, leaving plenty of cleavage exposed.

That’s the price of fame. She told herself, staring in the mirror.

Autumn was her daughter, she would do anything for her. When Autumn told her that she wanted to be a model like Shana was, Shana did everything in her power to make that happen. Now, Autumn was one of the most popular social media influencers, and Shana was close behind her.

And all it cost was a few videos of Autumn embarrassing her.

She told herself that like any fad, this would fade. People would tire of the videos and Autumn would move onto something else, or Autumn would find a guy and settle down like Shana did.

Just as long as it wasn’t that Vic guy. Vic served an important role, but Shana didn’t like the way he looked at Autumn, or how Autumn lead him on. He was a leech, someone riding Autumn’s coattails, but Autumn wasn’t stupid, and knew that Vic was a useful idiot. Shana only hoped that she got rid of him once he wore out his welcome.

Shana stepped out of her private bathroom and back into the bedroom, eyeing up her now soaked bed, and decided that she didn’t want to deal with it at the moment

I’ll get it later, besides it’s not like it’s going anywhere.

Instead, she made her way over to her closet and removed two swimsuits on hangers. Autumn was throwing a party tonight, and would no doubt want Shana to make an appearance, for social media’s sake. Shana had to look good, but not good enough to take the attention from Autumn. The two swimsuits she picked were conservative but sexy, one was a bright yellow one-piece that was high cut in the hips with a thong back and showed plenty of cleavage. The other was a dark red thong bikini, but Shana had a feeling that Autumn would pick the yellow one-piece.

She made her way out of the bedroom and down the long hall, lined on either side with magazine covers of Shana in her younger days. This beach house had belonged to her ex-husband and was where he would bring his side girl when he told Shana he was going on his “business trips”, so of course she made sure to take it in the divorce.

As she made her way down the winding spiral staircase to the first floor, the magazine covers gradually started to change from Shana in her younger days to covers of Autumn in various tiny bikinis. The staircase opened into the wide, expansive living room, which was perfect for entertaining, and Autumn was taking full advantage of that. It was hard to think that just moments ago, Shana was half naked in bed getting sprayed down by a squirt gun while all these people were milling about her living room. Delivery men were carrying cases and kegs of beer through the front door while caterers were setting up a table against a far well, and Autumn was directing a DJ as to where to set up his booth on the other side of the room.

Autumn turned away from the DJ when she saw her mom approaching with the swimsuits held in either hand.

“Mom-” She started, but Shana cut her off.

“Autumn, I wanted to talk about tonight.” Shana interrupted.

“Mom, I wanted to talk about tonight.” Autumn went on.

Shana stopped and lowered the swimsuits. Autumn wanting to talk about tonight meant that she probably already had an idea of what she wanted Shana to wear that night.

“Yes, so did I,” Shana held up the swimsuits. “I was thinking of wearing one of these for the party.”

Autumn didn’t even bother looking at the swimsuits.

“Mom, I was thinking of going… a different direction tonight.” Autumn went on.

“Oh…” Shana stopped. There was something about Autumn’s tone. It was serious and stern, as opposed to the usual sing-song tone she used.

“Yeah, look, maybe tonight you could… find another way of occupying yourself.” Autumn shrugged.

“What?” Shana furrowed her brow. Did Autumn not want her at the party?

“Yeah, I mean, maybe go out for a long walk on the beach or stay in the bedroom or something…” Autumn trailed off, not meeting her mother’s gaze.

“What… do you… not want me at the party?” Shana stood, deflated.

“Yeah, look there’s this guy coming… and he… I like him, but I think he likes older women so…” Autumn cringed.

Shana’s jaw dropped. She didn’t want her mother at the party because of a guy?

“Yeah, so if you could just not be there… that would be great…” Autumn was wringing her hands now.

Shana stammered for words. This was a first. Anytime Autumn did a big event she always wanted her mother at her side.

“...Sure…” Shana uttered.

“Oh thanks Mom!” Autumn beamed and tightly embraced her mother. “You have no idea how much this means!”

Shana only stood there limply as Autumn embraced her. What was she going to do now? Hide out in her bedroom like a recluse?

“Hey Autumn!” Vic called, causing Autumn to break off the embrace. He was talking to the DJ, who didn’t look happy with whatever Vic had to say.

Without saying anything more, Autumn hurried over towards Vic and the DJ to deal with whatever was going on with them, leaving Shana standing in the middle of the room, holding her two swimsuits. People continued to move around her, making preparations for the party that night.

She stood there for a moment longer until she heard a rough voice behind her.

“Excuse us, lady” Shana jumped out of the way to see two burly delivery men bringing in another keg of beer.

Taking that as a cue, she made her way out of the living room and towards the kitchen, pulling her bathrobe tight to hide her cleavage. If Autumn wanted her invisible, then invisible she would be. All of the men were too busy making preparations for the party that night anyway, though she did catch them sneaking an occasional look at Autumn’s ass in her tiny shorts.

The kitchen was just as much a flurry of activity, with several of the caterers assistants moving in and out. Shana brushed past them too and made her way to a door on the far side of the kitchen. The caterers and assistants in the kitchen seemed frazzled and stressed but Shana kept her head down, fearing that they would stop her with a list of questions that she couldn’t answer.

It was Autumn’s party, let her deal with them.

Shana grabbed a key from a hook on the wall, and didn’t slow or look up until she reached the door, unlocked it, pulled it open, and stepped on the basement stairs, pulling the door closed behind her and locking it. The last thing she needed was the partiers finding her sanctuary down here. It was a fully finished basement, with carpeting, a bathroom, game room, and gym. Autumn knew about it but also knew that the one rule was that it was off limits to her and her friends. It was fully understood that Shana gave Autumn full autonomy, in exchange she let Shana have this little sanctuary

Of course, Autumn only thought that Shana came down here to be alone, she didn’t suspect anything else.

As Shana’s bare feet padded down the stairs, she flipped on more and more lights, illuminating the large couch and even larger TV against the wall, and the mini-bar next to it. She threw her swimsuits down on an arm chair and didn’t give them a second glance. She seemed to physically transform as she moved, standing straighter, lifting her head, and her eyes got harder and colder.

Shana passed the couch, untied her robe, and cast it aside, now naked except for her thong panties. As she passed the couch, she hit a button on a remote and the giant TV came to life, and she hit another button and one of her old workout videos started playing.

“Okay girls, lets move!” A version of Shana that was twenty years younger shouted from the TV with a giant, brilliant smile. In the video, Shana wore a black sports bra showing plenty of cleavage, and matching black spandex, bikini like bottoms that were a little too small, showing off ample butt cheeks. A group of similarly dressed women stood behind her, mirroring her exercise moves.

Shana made her way over to the mini-bar and grabbed a set of keys that was hanging from a hook, and made her way over to a door next to the TV.

If Autumn wanted her out of the way, this is where she would be, down here with her dolls.

Shana unlocked the door next to the TV and let it drift open. Despite keeping her dolls gagged, she also soundproofed the entire room too as a precaution.

“Urrrmf!”

“Mmmm!”

“Ugggllmm mmm!” She heard her dolls calling as she stepped into the room and flicked on a light.

All three of them stood tethered in the center of the room. They’re hands were cuffed behind their backs and attached to leashes which ran to loops set in the concrete floor. All of them were gagged with thick, leather muzzles and all wore matching leather bras and thong underwear.

“Hello my babies, how are you today.” Shana smiled and made her way into the room.

“Umm hmm…” The brown skinned Latina batted her eyes at Shana and shifted ever slightly, allowing her a look at her plump rear in the leather thong.

The Latina, Eva, was Shana’s favorite, and she seemed to enjoy and relish every punishment and humiliation inflicted upon her. More so, Eva seemed to love watching it inflicted on the other two as well.

Shana made her way over to Eva and cupped a hand over one of Eva’s curvy ass cheeks. The Latina cooed into her gag.

“Ummmph… mmmmm…” She sighed, closing her eyes and shivering.

“And how about the other two?” Shana made her way over to the other one. This woman was older, with large, plump breasts, light brown hair, and glasses. Apparently her name was Janet.

“Urrrffmmm… mmmoo!” Janet moaned and shied away as Shana neared. Shana pressed her near naked body against Janet’s from behind and gripped both of her breasts in her hands.

“Oh now, that isn’t that bad, is it?” Shana whispered in Janet’s ear.

“Urrrff! Mmmpph!” Janet moaned, stiffening under her captor’s touch.

Then Shana moved toward her final doll, the dark haired, muscular one with big breasts, Caitlyn.

“Mmmoo!” Caitlyn protested and pulled away. Shana came up behind her and clasped either of her rock solid, muscular ass cheeks in either hand.

“Mmmmrrff!” Caitlyn moaned. Shana pressed her body against Caitlyn’s thong buttocks, feeling them clench under her, and then let go.

She had found all three of her dolls at an auction three months ago organized by a man named “Red”, no doubt named that due to his close cropped red hair. Shana had always had a “dominant” streak. It was another thing that he ex-husband didn’t like. He also didn’t like that Shana liked to play with women as much as she did men. In all of her years though, she had never had her own slaves, or “dolls” as she called them. There were ones that she would take home and play with, but they belonged to others, or ones that she would play with at dungeons and such.

She started feeling the urge to play more though when Autumn started the “Pranking Mom” videos, and the urge kept growing and growing. When they came to the summer house a few months back, Shana heard of a certain “underground” scene in Marston’s Pointe, and decided that it was time to have her own toys to play with because she was tired of borrowing others.

It took a lot of money and resources, but she finally made her to an auction and saw these three beautiful women were for sale. It was hard for Shana to choose whom she wanted more out of them, so she purchased them all as a set. According to Red, they were all local ladies too. It made Shana a little nervous because she thought that if they were local then people might be looking for them, but that was part of the thrill. Moving them too would be a logistical nightmare, but she had that partially figured out.

After her divorce, Shana found herself with an excess of money and time on her hands, and had tried to use them to the best of her ability. One of the things she had done was taking flying lessons, and now here she was, a pretty decent pilot herself. Once Autumn’s career started taking off she had even purchased a small private plane for them to easily travel, which was now waiting at a small airfield outside of town. Shana would simply tell Autumn that something had come up and she would have to leave the beach house a few days earlier in the private plane, which is when she would take her dolls to their mansion in Beverly Hills and stash them in the basement there. It would be hard to have them around the house with Autumn and her friends, but Autumn was in the midst of getting her own place so it would only be for a few months or so.

“Which doll should I play with today?” Shana stroked her chin while pacing around the three bound women.

“Ufffmm ggmm!”

“Mmmm! Gmmmph!”

“Ummm hmmmpph…” Eva batted her eyes at Shana as she came around to stand in front of her three toys.

Shana stood there for a moment, eying all three women up, and then went to a wall where several collars and leashes hung on hooks. She removed a collar and a leash and then took a step towards Caitlyn.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmph!” The big girl moaned, taking a step back.

“Ummmph! Mmm ggmm!” Janet joined in, pleading at Shana through her gag.

But their protests were music to Shana’s ears. With every muffled cry they made, she felt herself getting more excited. Her blood was pumping through her body, her skin flushing and raising into goosebumps, and her nipples were growing hard and erect as she got closer to the big breasted captive.

Caitlyn was stepping back and shaking her head at Shana.

“Mmmooo…pssfff… mmooo!” She moaned, the tether on her cuffs stopping her from retreating further.

Shana loved this moment, having a strong, tough women like Caitlyn under her control, scared of her…

… it was such a turn on.

Shana stepped forward and clasped the collar around Caitlyn’s neck as the big girl let out a long bellow into her muzzle.

“Urrrrmm!” She moaned as the tight black collar secured around her neck, then Shana attached the leash to the end of it.

“Mmmoo! Stttpp! Uffff!” Janet continued to moan through her muzzle.

“Ummm… mmm….” Eva cooed, watching with rapt attention. A fine sheen of sweat coated her brown skin and her chest was rapidly rising and falling.

“Oh don’t worry, you’ll all get your turn.” Shana winked at the other two women, prompting a wide eyed gaze from Janet and a coo of excitement from Eva.

Shana held Caitlyn’s leash in one hand and unclipped the tether around her cuffs with the other, and then gave a sharp tug on the leash.

“Mmeep!” Caitlyn moaned as Shana pulled her.

“Come on little dolly.” She ordered, dragging the big-breasted girl out of the room.

“Hrryyy! Mmooo! Mmmph!” Janet called after Shana as she stepped into the living room with Caitlyn in tow.

Caitlyn continued to mew and whine into her gag.

“Mmmm… ummm… grrrmm…” She moaned.

Shana lead her out to the middle of the room and used her foot to push aside the small table, revealing a middle ring protruding from the ground.

“Kneel.” Shana ordered, stepping behind Caitlyn.

“Ummmfff ggrrrmm!” Caitlyn protested.

“I said kneel!” Shana stepped forward, grabbing Caitlyn’s supple behind.

“Uffff!” Caitlyn moaned and kneeled obediently in front of her master.

And that’s what Shana was, Caitlyn’s master. She was master to all three of these women. Slowly, they were learning that.

Shana secured the other end of Caitlyn’s leash around the metal ring sticking out of the ground and headed back towards the store room for her next doll.

“Ummff! Mmm! Mmmph!” Caitlyn tugged on the leash and tried to stand. There wasn’t enough length, which meant that Caitlyn could only crouch slightly, prompting the half naked slave to kneel again and tug on her bound hands while protesting into her muzzle.

“Urrrgggmm! Mmm! Mmm!” She protested, tugging on her leash.

“You just stay there.” Shana winked at her and stepped back into the store room.

Eva and Janet were waiting, the curvaceous Latina swaying her body and moaning, ready for her master to take her, as opposed to Janet, who was protesting and tugging on her bonds.

“Mmmoo… mmmm….ugggmmm…” She moaned, pulling on her cuffed hands. Shana decided that she would save Janet for last and grabbed another leash from the hook and approached Eva.

The Latina sighed and leaned back her head, ready for the collar. Shana was proud of how good of a slave Eva was turning out to be and clasped the collar around the lamina's slender neck.

“Ummfff…” Eva sighed as the collar locked into place, and a shudder ran through her body. Shana secured the leash around the collar and then unhooked Eva’s cuffs from the tether. The entire time the Latina waited patiently, sighing into her gag.

“Ummm… mmfff… grrrmmm…” She continued to sway her body in pleasure.

Shana used the leash to lead Eva out into the living room, but in truth almost didn’t need it. Eva walked with her perfectly and obediently. Caitlyn perked up when she saw Shana leading Eva out with her.

“Urrrmmm mmfff! Mmmmph! Urrggm!” Caitlyn moaned to Eva through her gag. Shana always got the sense that these three women had some sort of relationship with each other before they were kidnapped, but she never left them ungagged long enough to find out.

Perhaps once she was more confident that Eva could be trusted, she would ask. Eva was proving to be a useful slave right now, but Shana still wanted to make sure she could trust her 100% before they did anything further.

Shana lead Eva over to the couch in front of Caitlyn.

“Sit.” She ordered, and Eva obeyed, sitting down straight and obediently and looking up at her master expectantly.

“Ummm mmm! Mmmmph!” Caitlyn turned and wagged her cuffed hands at Eva, who ignored her.

“Stay.” Shana ordered, and Eva nodded.

Shana turned made her way back to the store room, knowing that she could leave Eva untethered. She had been giving the Latina a little more autonomy, and little by little Eva was proving to be obedient. Now she just had to train the other two to be just as obedient as Eva. It would take time and effort, but Shana knew she would break them.

Shana stepped back into her store room and faced the only remaining doll in it, Janet. The buxom woman moaned and stepped away from her captor.

“Mmmooo…” Janet shook her head.

Shana ignored her pleas, grabbed another collar and leash from the hook, and turned to face the struggling woman.

“Ummmph!” Janet moaned and retreated from Shana, who approached with the leash outstretched.

Janet could only back away so much thanks to the tether attached to her handcuffs, and she stumbled as she reached the end of her line, giving Shana a moment to lean forward and lock the collar around Janet’s neck.

“Ummm! Mmmmo! Ummph!” She moaned, wriggling and struggling as the collar was secured.

Then Shana attached the leash to the loop at the end of the collar and unhooked the tether from Janet’s cuffs.

“Okay, let’s go.” Shana ordered, and gave a sharp tug on Janet’s leash, causing the woman to stumble after her.

“Urrrf!” Janet moaned, trudging after her master.

Shana lead Janet out into the living room, where Caitlyn was still secured to the floor and Eva waited patiently on the couch.

“Ummm hmm…” Eva cooed and leaned back on the oversized couch.

Shana gave a sharp tug on Janet’s leash and dragged her over to the couch.

“Ummmph!” Janet protested as she stumbled after her master.

Shana stood tall and held most of the slack of Janet’s collar wrapped in her first as she glared down at Caitlyn.

“Bend over.” Shana commanded. The muscle bound woman did her best to sit up straight and look defiant.

“I said bend!” Shana ordered, feeling her blood pumping now. It was moments like these that felt invigorating, that made her feel alive and in control. She planted a foot between Caitlyn’s shoulder blades and forced her over.

“Ummmph!” Caitlyn moaned, her nose touching the carpeted floor and her ass arched out behind her.

Once Caitlyn was kneeling, Shana reclined on the couch, pulling Janet down with her.

“Mmmph!” Janet moaned as Shana pulled her tight against her. Their bodies were up against each other now, Janet’s large breasts pushing against Shana’s. Shana could feel Janet’s bosoms heaving up and down and her heart pounding underneath them. It was invigorating.

Shana reclined, stretching out her legs and propping them up on Caitlyn’s plump ass.

“Mmmwwtt!” Caitlyn lifted her head and looked behind her.

“Don’t you move.” Shana ordered, keeping Janet held tight still, then she reached out with her free hand and opened a laptop resting on the table.

She cued up a video on the laptop, muted the sound on the TV, and leaned back on the large couch, using her free arm to pull Eva closer. Eva nuzzled her muzzled mouth up against Shana.

“Ummm… mmmm…” Eva cooed.

On the computer screen, the title “Felicia Fetish in Captured Cop Struggling” flashed across a black screen.

“Hmmmmph?” Janet perked up, furrowing her brow.

The black screen faded to a spacious, glamorous looking bed, and lying on the bed was a woman in a skimpy, police girl outfit that showed off plenty of cleavage, and ended in a small skirt that didn’t even cover her ample buttocks. It was Felicia Fetish, the hot new fetish star. She had become a favorite of Shana’s over the past few months. Apparently, Felicia had been a model who tried a career in law enforcement but couldn’t hack it, and then got into the fetish world. A good many of Felicia’s videos were police themed, obviously due to her history.

Oh what Shana would give to have some fun with Felicia Fetish. Apparently she had once been Sheriff of Marston’s Pointe too, and Shana was sad that she missed that.

“Mmmph! Mmmm! Hlllp! Hlllp mmff!” Felicia moaned. She was bound hand and foot and gagged with what looked like a thick white cloth tied over her mouth.

Felicia kicked her bound feet and tugged on the rope securing her hands while arching and struggling so seductively and helplessly on the bed. No one struggled like Felicia Fetish. She made it look so real.

“Mmmpph! Mmmm!” Janet moaned, her eyes widening and she pulled away from Shana. Shana pulled back on her leash, pulling Janet tight against her.

“Where are you going?” Shana demanded, but Janet’s eyes were locked on the screen, wide and filled with concern.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!” She moaned, pulling again but Shana kept her held tight against her.

“Hummf! Whtt!” Caitlyn turned her head to look at the computer screen, her eyes widening too.

Shana leaned forward to discipline her but then Eva pressed her body against Shana and nuzzled her again.

“Ummmp… mm… mmmm….” Eva sighed, rubbing against Shana’s bare breasts.

On the screen, a leather clad woman had joined the struggling Felicia, lifted the small skirt, and was now groping the struggling woman’s thong clad rear.

“Ummm! Mmmo! Stttp!” Felicia protested, flopping her bound body up and down.

Shana’s hand slipped under Janet’s leather bra and cupped one of her breasts.

“Urrrgg!” Janet moaned, but Shana pulled her tight and wrapped her palm around Janet’s breast. The woman’s chest was still heaving up and down.

Eva was pressing against Shana from the other side, rubbing her slender leg against Shana’s while still moaning. Shana sighed and leaned back, her body now coated in perspiration. Her other hand slid behind Eva and cupped one of her impressive ass cheeks.

“Ummm…” Eva moaned and slid on top of Shana.

“Urrrgggh! Mmmph!” Janet moaned, trying to slide away, but Shana kept a firm grip on her breast.

On the video, a muscular red-headed woman with tattoos had joined the fun, and was pulling down Felicia’s shirt to expose her breasts.

“Stttp! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned.

“Urrggg ggmph!” Janet shot forward, but Shana pulled her back.

I wonder what’s gotten into her? Shana wondered, looking over to see Janet still staring at the TV, wide-eyed. Her attention was fixed on Felicia.

Shana’s attention though was snapped away when Eva slid her body on top of Shana, pressing her impressive ass against Shana’s lap.

“Ummm…” Eva moaned and leaned her head back against Shana’s. Her captor raised her hand and clamped it over Eva’s gagged mouth.

“Urrgg… mmm…” Eva cooed, and her cuffed hands slid down, under Shana’s panties, and felt how wet Shana was between the legs.

Up until that point, Shana had been silent, except for her orders, but now, upon feeling the Latina’s fingers between her legs, she let out a sharp sigh.

Eva’s fingers worked magic between Shana’s legs, every movement sending a jolt pleasure through Shana’s already aroused body. In that moment, she forgot about the flurry of people above her, or the party that night, or the multiple humiliations she had suffered at the hands of her daughter. It all disappeared when Eva’s fingers started to stroke her ever so softly between the legs.

Suddenly, having to stay isolated down her during the party didn’t seem so bad.

4.

Once again, Marta could feel hungry male eyes on her and necks craning as she waited on the boardwalk for Brad, which was good. She wanted the attention, all the attention. If Brad saw other men’s hungry eyes on her then it might spur him into acting faster, and she wanted him to act fast. Nothing would make her happier than seeing Trish’s jaw drop as her and Brad walked into that party, arm in arm, their hair slightly tussled. Just the thought of it was turning Marta on, and she could feel her nipples going erect against the flimsy bikini top she had on.

Marta wanted Brad to get excited as soon as he saw her, barely able to contain himself, so she had chosen a strategic spot to wait. Right now she was seated at a picnic table by the entrance to the board walk, sipping on a smoothie with her thonged ass arched out behind her. Occasionally she would glance over her shoulder to see if Brad was coming and would catch men gawking at her large behind as they passed. She had changed into an even skimpier bikini than before, and was now wearing an extremely tiny, hot pink g-string. Just a small sliver of fabric ran between her her curvy ass cheeks, and despite it being night, she still wore her large, dark sunglasses.

I wonder if the party has started yet. She thought as she took another sip from her smoothie. Was Trish there, in a tiny bikini, growing more and more anxious over whether or not Brad would be coming? She hoped so. Was Trish wondering right now what they were doing? Were visions of Marta and Brad rubbing their naked bodies against each other running through Trish’s head? Marta smiled at the thought and felt her blood pulsating through her veins at the thought of her and Brad tearing each other’s clothes off in a dark corner somewhere. Not only that, but the thought of Trish knowing that was even more enticing.

Marta tried to think of something else, not wanting to get too excited at the thought. She didn’t want to come on too strong with Brad, after all, she had to make him work for it too.

She turned, scanning either side of the boardwalk. Marta tried to make it nonchalant, like she wasn’t waiting for anyone, didn’t need anyone, and didn’t have a care in the world, but then she saw Brad and her heart fluttered. He was making his way towards her, and like her wore sunglasses despite the darkness. Brad wore a skintight, black tank top that accentuate his built physique and matching, dark swim trunks.

Marta turned in his direction, lowered her sunglasses so that he could see her brown eyes looking right at him, and took a sip from her smoothie. Brad smiled and lowered his glasses at her too.

Then Marta raised her glasses, trying to hide her disappointment that Brad had brought friends. There was a guy with him, fairly average looking with brown hair, and he seemed to be older than Brad, and was considerably less in shape.

And who’s this bitch?

There was a woman with them. She had pale skin and was extremely muscular, her body looked one of those classic sculptures you would see in museums. Not only that, but her muscular body looked to be covered with dark tattoos that stood out against her pale skin. The woman also had bright, straight red hair and pale blue eyes.

Marta tried to keep her eyes on Brad and away from the schlubby guy and woman, but who were they? Who was she? Was she another cop? A friend?

No, no guy was “just a friend” with a woman that looked like that.

Marta tried to play it cool as she turned around on the bench to face the trio and then stood, finishing her smoothie as she did. She took a few steps towards them and dumped her empty drink cup in a garbage can as Brad and his crew stopped just in front of her.

“Hey! Glad you could make it!” Brad smiled, and opened his arms for a hug. Marta hesitated for a moment and then leaned in and returned the embrace.

“Hey Brad.” She nodded. Every instinct in her told her to find out what the others were doing here but she wanted to play it cool and seem like she was unaffected by the interlopers.

She knew that it was common practice for women to bring a friend or two to a casual hang out with a guy, especially if it was a guy she was unsure of, but men rarely, if ever, did something similar.

“I hope you don’t mind, I brought some friends.” Brad motioned to the man and woman standing on either side of him.

“Oh not at all.” Marta flashed a toothy smile at both of Brad’s companions. The woman didn’t react but the man smiled back at her and extended his hand.

“Hi, I’m Deputy James Randy, but everyone calls me Randy.” His eyes never came away from Marta’s cleavage as he spoke.

“Agent Marta Vargas, you can call me Marta.” Marta shook his hand. Randy still hadn’t stopped looking at her cleavage.

“This is Vera, she’s a… consultant for the Sheriff’s Department.” Brad motioned to the muscular red head, and Marta extended her hand.

“Just Vera?” Marta asked as Vera clasped her hand. It took all of Marta’s self control not to wince when the woman took her hand. Vera’s grip was like a vice!

“Just Vera.” She said in a flat tone.

“Vera works at the facility where Lisa is being held. She’s been keeping very close tabs on the prisoner.” Brad added.

Marta removed her glasses and arched an eyebrow.

“Is that so? How is the prisoner?” She asked.

“Feisty,” Vera’s tone never changed. “But we have ways of keeping her in line.”

“Well,” Marta rubbed her hand, sore now from Vera’s grasp. “I’m going to have quite a few questions for you later.”

“I look forward to spending some time with you.” Vera smiled for the first time. It was a flat, empty smile. Something about it made Marta uneasy.

“Well, let’s get to it.” Brad clapped his hands together.

“Yes Brad, what did you have in mind?” Marta asked. Brad started leading the group down the boardwalk.

“What do you think about laser tag?” He asked with a toothy smile.

“Laser tag?” Marta clipped her sunglasses to the front of her bikini top and felt them bouncing between her large breasts. Brad’s eyes went to the sunglasses dangling between her cleavage and then back up to her eyes.

“Laser tag, you wanted to see how good I was with a weapon.” He winked and practically bounded down the board walk.

Marta chuckled and shook her head. This night already was unfolding in a way she didn’t foresee. As she walked, she was aware of Vera keeping in step with her at her side.

Where’s Randy?

She turned to see Randy walking directly behind her, his eyes fixed on her thonged behind. As soon as he realized she was looking, his eyes snapped back up and he smiled at her. Marta sighed and shook her head.

This was not going the way she planned.

***

Damn these breasts of mine! Marta mentally cursed as she tried to fit the large laser tag vest over her considerable cleavage. She tried not to make a show of struggling to slip the vest on over her large cleavage because she was already the center of attention in the room because of how severely underdressed she was.

The laser tag place wasn’t far down the boardwalk, and after Brad insisted on paying for her (what a gentleman), they had been ushered into “The Armory” where they would choose their vests and teams. Marta was easily the oldest person in attendance, and the only one wearing a bikini. Everyone else was around Brad’s age or younger and clad in shorts or swim trunks and t-shirts or tank tops.

“Need help with that?” Brad offered, having clipped his vest into place.

“Oh, sure.” Marta smiled and batted her eyes. It would give Brad a good excuse to seem like he was coming to her rescue, and a good excuse for him to put his hands on her.

He grabbed the front of the vest and pulled it down, and clipped the buckles on the side.

“Don’t forget your headset.” Brad smiled and lifted the headset which was connected to the vest and placed it over her head. Marta gave him a grateful smile.

“Why thank you.”

That’s it, make him think you need a big strong man like him to help you.

Behind Brad, Vera was helping Randy with his vest.

“No, this goes here.” Her tone was exasperated as she helped the older man with the buckles. Unlike Marta, he seemed genuinely confused by the process.

“Here, let me know if this is too tight.” Brad moved behind her and secured more of the buckles on the side of the vest.

Marta felt him tighten the straps on the vest, and she tried to contain a sigh of excitement as the heavy piece of equipment pulled tight against her body.

“Too much?” Brad asked.

“Oh, no, they could be a little tighter.” She giggled. Marta scanned the other people in the armory and saw male eyes straying to her and looking away quickly. Her and Vera were the only women in this particular group

She heaved again as Brad tightened the vest a little more, and she looked down to see that her already large cleavage had been pushed up and in by the restricting garment.

“That okay?” Brad stepped around to face her.

“Oh, I think it’s fine.” She made a show of adjusting her vest around her chest and noticed Brad’s eyes stray to her breasts as they jiggled under the heavy vest.

“Don’t forget your weapon.” Brad motioned to her laser gun, clipped to the shoulder of her vest. Marta giggled and unclipped the flimsy toy.

An employee of the laser tag arena had given them the rundown earlier. Apparently the vests powered the guns and the headsets, and in the arena you aimed for your opponents headsets and vests, which would glow, but the main objective was to score as many points against your opponents base. Her, Brad, Randy, Vera, and a few random twenty-somethings were on a team against a group of other random twenty somethings. All of them practically salivated over Marta. She was sure that they had no idea they had would be playing laser tag with a half naked woman when they made these plans.

Vera had finished helping Randy with his vest. The muscular girl wore skin tight, black tights and a tight black tank top, and with the vest, gun, and headset she looked like a character out of a sci-fi film. Marta still couldn’t figure her out. At first she thought maybe Vera and Randy were an item but she seem generally annoyed by Randy. Maybe she was just a friend, but Marta still sensed that there was more with her.

The employee of the arena told them to line up and get ready. There were two doors out of the armory and into the arena, each door corresponding to a team. Both sides fell in line, and Marta made sure to stand in front of Brad and close to him, so that her almost bare ass was mere inches from his pelvis.

“You ready for this?” She turned and smiled and him and brushed a hand over her butt cheek.

“Sure… I mean, what?” Brad shook his head and looked up at Marta.

Good, she wanted the move to seem like she had done it unconsciously.

“You wanted to see how I handle a weapon.” She continued to smile at him.

“Yes I did.” Brad smiled back.

“How do we keep score?” She batted her eyes at him.

“Hmm, maybe whoever scores the most hits on an enemy and the base wins?” Brad shrugged.

“And what does the winner get?” She turned slightly, giving him a view of her cleavage under the vest.

“How about loser buys dinner?” Brad shrugged.

“How about this,” She began. “If I win, you let me interrogate Lisa.”

The light in Brad’s eyes went out, and he stammered for a moment before speaking.

“Hey now, I thought we weren’t talking about work.”

“Oh come on, if I win then you and your friend Vera there take me to see Lisa. If you win, then I drop it… until tomorrow.” She winked.

Brad opened his mouth to speak just as an alarm blared. It was time. The lights went low, a red light started flashing, and the doors opened to the arena. Both teams stormed out into the dark arena like soldiers storming the beaches of Normandy.

The arena was dimly light by black lights, filled with glowing neon colors. A series of walls and obstacles were arranged like a maze while also serving as way of separating both teams. Everyone scattered but Marta crouched low and brushed against Brad.

“I figure that if we’re gonna have a competition, then we should stay close.” She shouted over the blaring techno music.

Laser beams shimmered in the fog enshrouded arena, and Marta aimed at the solid green light of the headset of a member of the opposite team. The green lights shimmered, telling her it was a hit. Brad leveled his laser gun at another member of the opposite team and scored another hit.

“Down!” Brad shouted, and pulled her under a fake wall made of flimsy fabric. Laser lights shone over their heads.

“You kinda stick out like that.” Brad mentioned.

“Well I’m sorry no one else is playing in a bikini.” She sighed.

“No, look.” Brad motioned to her ass. Marta looked down and saw that her hot pink bikini practically glowed in the black light. It was especially stark against her dark skin.

“Oh dear.” She smiled.

“What are we going to do about that? You keep giving away our position.” Brad smirked and ran a hand along her leg.

Marta smiled, ducked out of cover and shot at some of green team, and shuffled behind another wall. She turned to look over the wall at their opponents while also giving Brad a perfect view of the day-glow thong cleaving her ass cheeks. He smiled and shot over his cover at the other team before returning his eyes to her backside. Then she darted out from cover again, firing at the other team and heard her headset emit a “CRASH” noise, indicating that she had been hit.

Marta pressed herself against a large, thin wall, and turned to see Brad pressing up against her.

“You’re a moving target in that thing.” He chuckled.

“I’m sorry, if I knew we were playing laser tag, I would have wore a black thong.” She smiled, her teeth glowing brilliantly in the black light, and turned to fire around the wall. Brad turned and fired out of the opposite direction and it gave Marta an idea.

She fired some more and backed up, pressing her ass against Brad’s. He fired and backed against her too. The two of them stood for a moment, back to back, and Marta wasn’t sure if they were breathing heavy from the exertion, arousal, or both. Marta pretended to adjust herself and in doing so wiggled her butt up against Brad and felt him stiffen.

Good! She thought, things were working out so far. Now she had to keep getting him excited. Granted, this was not what she had in mind when Brad asked her to meet up, but she assumed that when he meant meet on the boardwalk they would go for a walk and maybe find a dark corner somewhere on the beach for private time.

Then it occurred to her that they were in a room filled with dark corners. The only thing giving her away was the bright thong under the black lights, because her vest sufficiently covered her bikini top.

She bit her lip as she pressed herself against Brad. It was a risque move, but it could pay off. Part of her said to wait until later, after laser tag, and get Brad alone, but she didn’t know when that would be, and if they went to the party, there was a good chance that Trish would try and sink her claws into him.

Marta stood straight. It was now or never.

Plus, the idea she had was… turning her on. It was sexy and risky and dangerous, and she could feel her heart beating in excitement, nervousness, and arousal.

Marta peeked out from around the fake wall, laid down some covering laser fire, and scurried over to a half wall, getting hit again as she did. Once again, she crouched behind the half wall with her ass out towards Brad. Turning her head, she saw that he was once again staring at her glowing thong.

“I guess this is giving away my position.” She giggled. Brad smiled and nodded.

“Guess I’ll just have to do something about that.” She giggled again, and then clipped her gun to her vest, grabbed the waist band of her thong, and slid it down, exposing her full, bare ass to Brad. His jaw practically dropped to the floor.

She slid the thin garment down along her legs and to the floor, and lifted it and stuffed it into her vest, nestling her thong between her bosoms. Brad was still staring at her now naked ass in complete shock.

“There, that’s better.” She smiled, and then darted out from behind the half wall.

More laser beams glittered over head as she stayed crouched and streaked across the arena. There was something invigorating about this, about being almost completely naked in such a public place!

Marta dived behind a large, flat wall towards the back of the arena and looked towards Brad. He was still standing behind the wall, gawking at her.

Hmm, I’ll have to give him a hint.

Marta pressed herself flat against the wall and winked at him. Brad got that hint and scurried out from behind his cover, darting behind several walls before making his way to the large wall where she was.

“Well,” he began, catching his breath. “Your method of blending in is… unique.” He chuckled.

“Do you like it?” She batted her eyes and turned around, pressing her now naked ass up against his pelvis.

She could feel Brad throbbing under his shorts. He was rock hard.

Good.

She leaned back, pressing her body against Brad’s. Like her, he was slick with perspiration and breathing heavy. Red lights from lasers shimmered in the fog around them, and Marta shimmied her ass up against Brad’s throbbing cock, just to give him the right idea. She heard him clip his laser gun to his vest and run a hand along her thigh.

“I think they got us pinned down back here.” He said in her ear.

“Whatever will we do?” She sighed, raising a hand and running it through his hair. Brad’s other hand held her against him while his other ran from her thigh to her hip.

“I think we can wait them out.” He said.

“How long are the rounds?” Marta tossed her head back and clutched at his hip with her other hand.

“Twenty minutes.” Brad sighed.

“Long enough.” She agreed, eyes closed, as his hand clutched at one of her ass cheeks. He massaged her ass with his hand and used his other one to keep her clutched tight against his body. The whole time he, Marta continued to rub her ass over his waist.

Brad’s cock felt like it was going to burst through his shorts to get at her ass.

Good, that’s what I want. She wanted him to want her, and she wanted him to take her.

Her hands went behind her back and fumbled at his shorts.

Drawstring!

Oh well, it would just mean more time with Brad’s hands on her.

Then one of his hands came from behind and clamped over her mouth.

Hmm, not what I had in mind. Marta blinked for a moment. Kink wasn’t usually her thing but they were having public sex in a laser arena, so she could be into it.

“Umm…” She sighed into his sweat slick palm clamped over her mouth. Her hands had now finished undoing the drawstring around his shorts.

Brad’s other hand came from behind and slid down between her legs, prompting a short convulsion from her.

“Uuggg ggmm…” She moaned, feeling his finger tips caress her skin all the way down.

With Brad’s shorts untied, Marta pulled them down slightly and took his penis in her hands. It was absolutely engorged with blood, and begging for release. She took it and planted it upright between her luscious butt cheeks. Anal wasn’t her thing, but she knew how to get Brad off without having him inside her.

“Grrrmm mmfff…” She moaned, and started to rub her ass up and down over Brad’s cock, feeling it throb and tremble with every movement she made.

Then she felt his fingers hook up and slide inside of her.

“Urrrgg…” She moaned, her whole body convulsing with the movement. Brad was able to enter her with ease because of how wet she was, and now his fingers were sliding up and down with just as much ease.

“Ummmph… mmm… gggmmm…” She moaned with each movement Brad made, thrusting his fingers in and out of her.

Meanwhile she continued to gyrate her naked ass up and down on his cock. She wanted to drain him, to milk everything from him. Marta wanted him to be completely empty for Trish.

Just the thought of Trish trying to seduce Brad but finding that he had nothing left to give sent a fresh wave of arousal through Marta.

“Mmmm…” She sighed, convulsing again. She felt Brad shiver against her as well.

Brad’s fingers continued to slide up and down, in and out, every movement bringing a fresh new wave of pleasure with it. All the while, he kept his hand clamped hard over her mouth.

I don’t think I could call for help if I wanted to! She realized. It made her wonder what an extended trip in the bedroom with Brad would be like.

Between her ass cheeks, his cock was throbbing and pulsating even harder, begging for a release.

“Hmmm…ummm… bbmmm…” She moaned, wriggling with every movement Brad made. He was thrusting faster against her, and she knew he was close. Her instinct was to help him along, but what he was doing to her felt so good, she didn’t want that to end.

Then Brad stiffened and groaned, and he pulled her close and pressed his penis firmly between her butt cheeks, and she felt him finish against the small of her back. Brad groaned and shuttered some more, and held her firm there while his penis let out a few finishing convulsions. He had pulled his fingers out of her but kept them pressed against her crotch.

Well, that’s that. She shrugged. Maybe he would want another go at the party.

“Umm hmm…” She moaned and tried to step forward, but Brad kept his hand clamped over her mouth and his body pressed against hers.

Well okay… She shrugged. If he wanted after sex cuddles, this was not the place for it. Laser blasts were still going off all around them.

“Hummph!” She moaned and tried to pull away again, but he kept his hand clamped over her mouth. He moved his other hand so that it was wrapped around her waist now.

Okay now it was getting ridiculous. Brad was finished, and obviously wasn’t going to finish her off, so it was time to go. Plus she didn’t want the match to end and the lights to go on and show that she was running around with no bottoms on.

“Ummmph!” She moaned and pulled, but Brad kept his hand clamped tight over her mouth. His other hand moved and hiked up his shorts and she raised her hands to try and pry his away from her mouth.

Then another, strong pair of hands grabbed her hands and twisted them behind her back.

“Wufffm?” She moaned, eyes growing wide.

“What did we tell you about playing with your food?” A female voice, Vera, said.

“Hummph!” Marta moaned and tried to pull away.

“Just shut up and get her secured!” Brad ordered.

“Hrryy wummf?” Marta moaned. What were they talking about?

Then she felt something hard and metal slid over her wrist and click into place. A handcuff!

“Ummph!” She pulled again but Brad held her tight while Vera cuffed her other wrist.

What was going on here? A kidnapping? No, they couldn’t kidnap her like this, in public…

But her and Brad had also just fucked here in public…

“Grrrmmph!” She cried, trying to use all of her strength to pull away, but Brad’s hand was like a vice.

“Randy, get that gag on her.”

A gag!

“Mmmooh! Mmmph! Ummph!” She moaned, twisting and struggling. Brad kept his hand around her waist while Vera kept ahold of her cuffed hands.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Randy coming up with two cloths in his hands. The white cloths glowed brilliantly in the black light. Then Brad moved his hand from her mouth.

“No-ummmph!” Her cry was cut off by Randy wadding one of the cloths and shoving it into her mouth, then he place a bigger, wider, and thicker one over her mouth, which was stuffed with the other cloth.

“Ummm bbbmm! Mmmph!” Marta moaned, feeling as Vera grabbed the edges of the cloth from behind and tied it at the back of her neck.

“Ummmfff! Mmmfff!” Marta moaned as Vera finished tying the knot at the back of her neck. Was that all this was? A plan to lure her out alone and kidnap her? But why?

“Urggh!” She moaned, feeling Marta clasp her bicep with a vice like grip.

Brad came around from behind her to face her, with Randy at his side.

“Well, that was fun.” He smiled, and stroked her thigh.

“Mmmoo! Bfff!” She moaned and recoiled.

“Oh Marta, but we were having so much fun.” He laughed, stepped behind her, and clasped both of her butt cheeks with his bare hands.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!” She moaned and tried to pull away, but Vera kept her held tight.

“Randy, why don’t you see what she’s hiding under that vest of hers.” Brad said, keeping his hands clamped on her naked backside.

Randy stepped forward and pressed his body against hers. She could feel his hot breath against her gagged mouth, and the growing bulge between his legs.

That gave her an idea. If she could have smiled under her gag then she would have.

Marta brought her knee up and sent it right into Randy’s balls. The man cried out, his eyes crossed, and he stumbled back. Brad instinctively let go of Marta’s ass to shoot forward and see to Randy, and Vera did the same. At the same time that they both realized that they shouldn’t have taken their hands off of her, Marta took off running.

“Wait! Stop her!” Brad ordered.

“Mmmph! Grrmmmm!” Marta screamed into her gag as she tore though the smoke and haze of the laser arena. The beams from the laser guns still shone through the darkness around her, and she saw the glow from the headsets and the vests moving quickly in the shadows.

“Hlllp! Hmmmph! Hhrrry! Ummm ggmmph!” She cried into the gag, but the players from the other team were all too distracted flitting through the darkness around her.

Where were the people on her team? Surely they would be willing to help a helpless, naked woman?

“Hummph! Mmmm!” She looked around, but seemed completely alone on her side of the arena.

Marta took off running for the door that lead to the armory. Maybe she could find an employee or get out that way?

Why wasn’t anyone stopping to help her? She understood that she no longer stood out because she didn’t have the thong, but her white gag must have drawn attention?

Then she heard it in her headset, the loud “CLANG” noise, telling her that she was being shot at. The gag was drawing attention, just not the attention she wanted.

“Hrry! Sttpp! Mmmph!” She stopped and looked over the various half walls to see green lights shimmering in the darkness, followed by laser beams arching towards her.

She took a step towards them, thinking that maybe if she got closer they would see that she was tied up and gagged, but then a pair of powerful arms wrapped around her waist and lifted her off her feet.

“Ummfff! Mmmph! Grrrmm!” She cried as she was tucked under Vera’s arm like a child and carried kicking and moaning deep into the bowels of the laser arena. If the lights were brighter, the opposing team would have gotten a nice view of her bare ass and kicking feet as the powerful woman carried her off.

“Mmmrrrooh! Ufff ggmm! Mmm!” She cried, kicking and struggling as best as she could. Marta had always been strict about keeping in shape and going to the gym but this Vera was something else, she was like a machine.

Vera carried the struggling Marta tucked under her arm behind a series of large walls and then set her down in front of a waiting Randy and Brad.

“Ah, you found her.” Brad said with relief.

“It was hard, I think all of her weight is in her ass.” Vera said.

“Hrrummph!” Marta barked, and then looked at where they were. There was a small partition, and behind it was a series of barrels with a fake wall behind it, and perched on top of that wall was a glowing sensor, their team’s base. The only way for the other team to get a win was to score hits on it.

“Let’s get her back here.” Brad gestured to the base, and Vera started dragging Marta over.

“Ufffg! Urrgg mmmm! Mmmph!” Marta struggled and pushed back, but Vera was stronger, and younger.

Randy and Brad hopped over the partitions and gestured to Vera, who lifted the struggling Marta like she weighed nothing and planted her on the other side with them.

“Ummmff!” Marta tried to run, but Randy grabbed on of her arms and Brad the other, and they dragged her behind the wall where the base was positioned.

Vera caught up next to them and all three eyed their prisoner.

“Alright, let’s get her vest off.” Brad motioned to her.

“Mmmrroo!” Marta moaned and recoiled.

This time, Vera came from behind and clasped both of Marta’s biceps while Brad and Randy undid the buckles on her vest.

“I’m sorry that I made this so tight.” Brad whispered in her ear as he unclasped one of the buckles on the side.

“Urrmmm mmmph!” Marta spat.

Once the vest was unbuckled, they lifted it over Marta’s head and ripped off her headset. When the vest came off, her thong bikini bottoms fell free from where she had stuffed them in her cleavage.

“Ummph!” Her eyes went wide when she saw her bikini bottoms hit the floor.

“Oh,” Brad hurried forward. “Don’t want to forget these.” He smiled, picked up the bikini bottoms, and stuffed down the front of his shorts.

“Urrggh!” She cried, eyes filled with fury at him keeping her thong like it was a prize or something.

Brad stood for a moment and eyed his bottomless captive.

“Let’s get that top off her too.” He added.

“Ufff! Mmoo! Mmmrggh!” Marta cried, and felt Randy loosening the knot at the back of her neck that held up her bikini top.

“Ummph! Mmm! Mmmp!” She moaned, at the same time feeling Brad unhook the back of her bikini top.

Instead of ripping the top of her though, his hands slid up, under the bottom of her bikini top, and cupped both of her massive breasts.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!” Marta moaned, wriggling under Brad’s grasp.

“Big boobs and a big ass, just the way I like it.” He whispered in her ear.

“Urrrgg! Mmmpph mmmph!”

Then with a flourish he ripped her bikini top away, but kept his hands clasped over her now naked breasts.

“Mmmoo! Stttp!” She moaned as Brad kept his hands locked around her bosoms.

“Here, Randy, you have a turn.” Brad moved his hands, but no sooner had he then Randy locked his hands over her naked breasts.

“Ohhhm! Sttpp! Mmoo!” Marta moaned and squirmed, but Vera still kept her held tight.

Then she felt Brad’s hands clasp her ass cheeks again.

“Ugggg ggmmm!” She barked, doing her best to wriggle away.

Randy’s hands were digging and needing into her breasts in a greedy way, and he was slick with sweat.

“Alright Randy, step away.” Brad ordered from behind Marta.

“But-” Randy stammered.

“It’s Vera’s turn.” Brad was pressed against Marta from behind and still clutching her ass.

Vera?

No sooner had Randy stepped away then Vera’s hands came from behind Marta and clasped her breasts too. Vera’s grip on her breasts was cold, hard, and vice-like, and it caused Marta to cry out.

“Urgggh! Mmm!” She moaned as Vera’s hands locked around her naked chest.

“Hllp! Mmmph! Bmmmf!” Marta wriggled and moaned and Vera kept her hands clasped on her chest.

“Okay, lets get her secured.” Brad ordered.

Then Vera let go and they were dragging her over to the wall. The sensor for the base hung from a pole and a series of wires ran along the pole and ended in a long, cylindrical object near it’s base. There were also several barrels propped near the pole.

“Ummph!” Marta cried as they forced her to bend over.

Oh no, what now?
Then she felt the cold steel of the pole as she was pushed back against it, with the pole wedging firmly between her ass cheeks. There was something else too, the cylindrical object, she could feel it inserted perfectly between her legs.

Oh no…

Vera dragged over one of the barrels and Brad brought over a length of rope and started lashing her upper body to the barrel.

Where did they get this rope at?
Then she felt more rope being secured around her legs and turned her head to see Vera and Randy using rope to secure her legs to the pole.

“Ohhmm gggmmm…” She moaned and tried to wiggle away but the ropes kept her secured in place.

Once Brad had finished lashing her to the barrel, he stayed crouched so that he was at eye level with her.

“There, how’s that feel?” He patted her shoulder.

“Ummm gggmm!” She replied.

“You see, this here laser arena is one of our fronts, and we figured it would be a good place to keep you out of the way until later.” He smiled at her.

“Ummph? Mmmph?” She questioned. Why did he want her out of the way.

“And this little contraption will make sure that all the fight is out of you by the time we come back to get you, but until then, you’ll be kept plenty busy here while we go round up the others.” Brad smiled and stood.

The others? What others?

Marta didn’t have time to ponder this though, as the base emitted a loud CRASH sound, indicating a hit, and the cylindrical object between her legs shuddered and buzzed, sending an explosion of electric tingling up through her body.

A vibrator! They have me hooked up to a vibrator! She realized.

“Oh, looks like someone scored a hit on the base.” Brad chuckled, and Marta turned to glare at him as the base made another noise and she felt another sharp burst of sensation between her legs.

“URRGG!” She moaned, and wriggled, but she was tied tight.

“Well,” Brad said to Vera and Randy, who had joined him. “Let’s go get the others.”

A volley of shots hit the base, with each one sending a jolt through the vibrator tied between Marta’s legs.

“Ummm! Mmm! Urrgg mmmuugh!” She cried, moaning and wriggling with each shot.

“You have fun Marta, you’ll have company soon enough.” Brad smiled, and turned with the others and stalked out into the laser arena.

“Ummmf! Wfffft!” She cried. They couldn’t just leave her here, could they?

Another series of shots hit the base.

“Urgggh ggghh! Mmmumm! Ummmfff! Mmmpph!” Marta moaned, her body convulsing with each shot.

They couldn’t leave her, people would be asking. People would ask what happened to the lady in the thong!

But then Marta remembered how Brad said this was one of “their” businesses. Who were they?

“Urggh! Grrmm! Mmmph!” The vibrator continued to roar to life with every hit the base took, sending ripples through Marta’s body as it did.

Then suddenly it all hit her! Ace, the crime lord Part of the reason why the FBI was here in the first place! Brad must work for him!

That explained why Lisa had disappeared then.

“Mmmph! Mmmm! Ummmph!” She cried, the vibrator going between legs almost constantly now.

The other agents! They were Brad’s targets! He was going to seduce them at the party and spirit them off one by one like he did with her!

The machine wedged between Marta’s legs was vibrating constantly. Her naked body was drenched in sweat and she was moaning constantly into her gag. With all the noise, music, and fake laser noises, no one would hear her back here moaning.

“Ummm! Mmmfff! Mmmm! Ggrrrmmm!” She cried wriggling helplessly as the vibrator roared between her legs

“Urrrgmmm… mmmmmfff!” She cried.

Marta knew that she should try and escape and warn the others, or call for help, but she was tied tight, and by the time Brad and the other came for her, she would be too worn out to resist.

What did they have planned for her after that?

To be continued...
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