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The Story so far…

You all know the story of Damsels Anonymus and how former bikini model turned Sheriff came to the town of Marston’s Pointe and soon got caught up in a series of misadventures that usually resulted in her getting bound and gagged.

But what if things had gone a little differently…

In this alternate tale, Jack, henchman of mysterious crime-lord Ace, decides to keep Felicia as his own personal prisoner after catching her snooping. Meanwhile, Gina Dollson, Felicia’s former mentor turned rival arrives in Marston’s Pointe to enact revenge on Felicia for ruining her modeling career. Not knowing that Felicia has been kidnapped, Gina spends her time languishing on the beaches of Marston’s Pointe where she meets a beautiful young lifeguard named Naomi and a mysterious massage parlor owner named Lotus. Lotus seemingly has sinister designs on Gina and the entire town of Marston’s Pointe, and kidnaps Gina’s friend Caitlyn.

Eventually losing patience, Gina goes to the Sheriff’s office to confront Felicia where she is mistaken as the new Sheriff in town. Gina decides to go with the deception in order to find out what really happened to her predecessor, Felicia, and finally get her revenge…

1.

When Gina had encountered the brothel run by the thong clad Asian woman dressed like a magician earlier that day, she had thought that it was a small blight on an otherwise seemingly perfect small town. Then she had sat in the Sheriff’s office – now her office – and listened to what Randy had to say about the real Marston’s Pointe. As the deputy went on and told her about the circumstances around Felicia Fetter’s brief run as Sheriff, Gina felt her jaw drop. Suddenly she didn’t care that Randy kept staring at her cleavage, or that Frank, the other deputy, kept giving her side glances through the window.

There was one name that Randy kept repeating.

Ace.

Gina ran over the events of the day as she drove her new police cruiser to Felicia’s presumably former residence. As she drove, she noticed pedestrians craning their necks to stare at the new Sheriff behind the wheel.

I’m going to have to find a uniform that fits. Gina thought as she sat at a red light and looked down at the badge pinned to the strap of her tank top. That was all that consisted of her uniform besides the gun-belt with her standard issue weapon, as well as extra clips, handcuffs, and pepper spray. She felt somewhat absurd driving a police car in shorts and a tank top, but it will have to do for now since the uniform at the station wasn’t made for a woman as busty as her.

The light changed and Gina drove on, still thinking about what she had learned from her conversation with Randy. Apparently Marston’s Pointe was home to a major criminal underworld overseen by a mysterious crime lord known only as Ace, who had driven Felicia’s predecessor out of town. Upon hearing this, Felicia made it her mission to take down Ace and his organization. Her first attempt at stopping Ace’s men was at the arms deal at the dock, which lead to her being bound and gagged in her underwear as a sort of warning.

Then she disappeared soon after.

Gina bit her lip as she made the final turn onto Felicia’s street. Had Felicia gotten scared and left town, realizing she was in over her head? Or had she pressed her luck and crossed Ace again?

The second option sounded like something Felicia would do.

Gina shuddered. As much as she wanted back at Felicia, all she wanted to do was scare her, but if Felicia had crossed the wrong people, then she may have suffered a grisly end, or a fate worse than death.

Randy had told her how Ace controlled most of the crime in Marston’s Pointe, had that brothel in the mini-china town been associated with them? If so, could Caitlyn be in trouble?

Gina had sent Caitlyn a few texts but hadn’t had a reply yet. Normally she wouldn’t worry, since Caitlyn had never been great about replying to people, but after all she had learned, she had cause for concern.

Maybe after I scope out Felicia’s place I’ll swing by that brothel and ask some questions. Gina thought as she parked in front of Felicia’s old house. It was on a quiet, residential cul-de-sac, and Felicia’s house looked to have a beautiful view of the beach and ocean beyond. As she looked at the house, Gina couldn’t help but smile, leave it to Felicia to get a place with easy access to the beach.

Though things didn’t look encouraging as Gina studied the house further. The grass in the front yard was incredibly high, and the yard was being choked with weeds. Everything about the house said that someone had not been there for a long time. Gina found herself questioning why she was even there.

Clues? Isn’t that what cops do, check out the person’s home for something, anything, that could be a lead.

Gina decided that she would check out the house and then maybe ask a few of Felicia’s neighbors if they knew anything. It wasn’t much, but it was a start.

She turned off the engine, stepped out of her cruiser, and made her way down the walk towards the house. Weeds and tufts of grass were growing between the cracks in the pavement along the walkway to Felicia’s house as well. Then she was at the front door, and instinctively raised a hand to knock before hesitating.

What’s the point? She questioned, clearly no one was home. Still, she shrugged and tapped on the door, listening for any sound of movement inside.

Nothing. She knocked again, louder and harder this time. Still no sound from within.

“Sheriff’s Department.” Gina said in her most authoritative voice and pounded on the door. Only silence greeted her.

She tested the door and unsurprisingly found it locked, and then stepped to the side to peer through the front window. Inside of the house was dim, lit only from light coming from the windows and from large sliding doors at the back of the dining room. Boxes were piled on the table on the floor throughout the living room.

Moving boxes.

Gina bit her lip, knowing that Felicia had only been in Marston’s Pointe a few days before she disappeared, and from the looks of it, she hadn’t even finished unpacking yet. If she left town, why leave everything behind?

Unless she was in a big hurry.

Or she never had time to unpack.

Gina stepped away from the door and tested the front window, but it was locked.

Hmm, what would a cop do?

She had no idea if Felicia rented or owned this place. If she rented then Gina could probably get the landlord to let her in. Gina knew enough about being a cop to know that she couldn’t force her way into the house without cause.

I’ll check the back. She decided. Maybe there was a way in, or something that would serve as an excuse to break a window and force her way in.

Gina felt the overgrown grass slapping her bare legs as she made her way along the side of the house towards the back, and was regretting not wearing pants. Then again, it wasn’t like she was planning on becoming Sheriff when she headed to the beach that morning.

She was about halfway down the walkway between Felicia’s house and the house next door when she stopped, thinking that she thought she heard a sound. Gina froze, listening, hearing the sound of the waves crashing on the beach in the distance, and then heard it again…

Yes, there it was! It sounded like…

“Mmmph!”

A woman, someone who was trying to call out but her voice was muffled! Gina crouched low and listened, feeling her skin raise and her heart quicken.

“Mmmmm offff!” It was close, but not coming from Felicia’s empty house.

Gina strayed forward, straining to listen.

“Ummmfff…” It was coming from next door!

Gina stayed low and scurried to the house next door, her hand resting on her gun. There was a chainlink fence that was about waist high and a row of overgrown bushes in front of it, blocking her view of the neighbor’s yard.

A thousand scenarios ran through Gina’s mind at once of what could be happening on the other side of those bushes. It couldn’t be a coincidence that she showed up at Felicia’s house looking for a missing woman and heard what sounded like a gagged woman coming from the next yard over. Was Felicia being held by her neighbor? But why?

Gina gritted her teeth, guessing that she would know the answer soon enough, and used one hand to part the bushes blocking her view while keeping the other on her sidearm. She had to restrain from gasping when she saw was what was happening on the other side of the fence.

The neighboring house had a beautiful back patio with a large in ground pool, but it wasn’t the pool that was drawing Gina’s eye, it was the woman under attack. She was about middle-aged, with striking red hair and large, curvaceous breasts and an equally impressive ass. The woman wore a white, thong bikini but the bottoms were pulled low on her waist, exposing her smooth pelvic region. Her attacker looked to be a male in his early twenties with thick, dark hair combed straight back and a ripped, muscular physique. He was shirtless, and his board shorts were dangling precariously around his thighs, and he had one strong hand clamped over the woman’s mouth while the other had pulled down her bikini top and was groping her bare breast.

“Mmmmfff… ummphhh… ggmmm..” She moaned and struggled, her hands grasping at him while he roughly massaged her breast and nuzzled her neck.

Gina didn’t waist anymore time, and hopped the fence, landing deftly on her bare legs while drawing her gun. Both the woman’s and man’s eyes grew wide and alarmed at the big-breasted woman with the badge that just landed in the yard.

“Sheriff’s Department, hands where I can see them!” Gina barked aiming her weapon at the man.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” He let go of the woman and backed away, his shorts now falling completely down. The man looked to be wearing extremely small, extremely tight briefs, and was well endowed, judging from the giant tent his erect penis had pitched with his underwear.

The woman cried out and covered her exposed breasts with her hands while the man stepped away.

“Hey, listen-” The man started before Gina cut him off.

“Shut up and keep your hands up!” She ordered, keeping her gun trained on him. The woman was chattering away but Gina ignored her, keeping her eyes on the young man with the raging hard on.

“I can explain-” He went on.

“I said shut up!” Gina ordered.

“Officer, it’s alright!” The woman stepped forward, putting her breast back in the bikini top but ignoring how dangerously low her bikini bottoms were.

“Ma’am, are you alright?” Gina asked, her eyes straying from the young man in the briefs to the red-head.

“Yes, officer, now if you’ll listen-” The red-head went on.

“What we were doing was consensual.” The young man interjected, his cock, once rock hard, was slowly deflating.

“Oh, is that so?” Gina raised an eyebrow.

“Yes,” The red-head jumped in front of the young man and pressed her thonged ass against his pelvis. “You see, we’re…”

“Friends with-” The young man interjected.

“Well, we’re sort of…” The woman went on.

“We were doing a role-play.” The young man finished.

“Yes!” The woman cried, pressing herself further against the young man.

“...what?” Gina asked, lowering her weapon a little but still keeping it at the ready.

“It’s a thing, a ravishment role-play.” The young man answered.

“Yes, he pretends to be a prowler, and I’m an unsuspecting sunbather-” The woman sighed as she spoke.

“Ma’am,” Gina met the woman’s eyes. “If you are in danger, please tell me. I can help you.” She was fairly certain they were telling the truth, but Gina had to be sure.

“No, no I’m fine, we’re just-” The woman began.

“It’s a thing we do.” The man interrupted.

“I was asking her.” Gina shot him a stern look, and he clammed up.

“We’re fine, officer. I’m far from in danger.” The woman sighed and stroked the man’s chin.

“Fine.” Gina holstered her weapon, satisfied.

Jesus Gina, jumpy much. She thought. The events of the day still had her on edge, and here she was interrupting what was clearly two consenting adults.

They were adults right? Gina studied the young man. He definitely looked to be in his early twenties. Maybe he liked his women older, or she liked her men younger. As Gina studied the couple, he realized the young man was looking at her too, namely, at her cleavage.

“Can you please pull up your pants.” Gina nodded at his semi-erect penis under the small briefs. The man giggled and bent to pick up his shorts, though he kept his eyes on Gina.

He’s looking to see if I’m looking! She fumed, and used all of her self control to keep from rolling her eyes.

“Well, officer, as you can see there’s nothing happening here,” The red-head huffed. “Wait, are you… the new Sheriff?” She eyed Gina skeptically.

“I am, Gina Dollson.” Gina stepped forward and held out her hand.

“Tanya, Tanya Donnelly.” The woman took Gina’s hand.

“I’m Brad.” The young man came forward and offered his hand, flashing her a crooked smile while holding his shorts up with one hand.

“Gina.” She nodded curtly at him.

“Well, officer, thank you for your concern but we were in the middle of-” Tanya started.

“Actually, I had some questions for you.” Gina cocked a smile at Tanya’s look of annoyance, no doubt wanting to get back to letting her young boy toy ravish her.

Gina found that she was curious about this couple. Was Brad her “pool boy”? Or was there something else here?

“Mom?” A voice called from inside the house, and Gina could practically see Tanya and Brad’s blood freeze in their veins.

“Shit, it’s Ian.” Tanya gasped.

Brad hiked up his pants as Tanya handed him his discarded shirt. A few moments later the basement door opened and a young boy somewhere around 16 stepped out. Both Brad and Tanya stared at him like deer in headlights.

“Oh… hey Brad” Ian gawked at the older boy.

“Hey bud, I was just-”

“Right Brad,” Tanya stepped away from him. “So next week?”

“Right,” Brad caught on. “I’ll be by to take care of the lawn next week.”

“Mom, your bikini.” Ian blushed, noticing his mom’s dangerously low thong. She quickly hiked the garment up.

“Yes, Brad will be doing our yard work from now on.” Tanya explained.

“Oh cool,” Ian smiled, and then turned to Gina. “Who are you?”

“Gina is the new Sheriff.” Tanya spoke before Gina could open her mouth. “She came by to say hello, though she has to be on her way.” Tanya flashed Gina a warning glare.

“Actually, I’m going to stick around a bit. I still have some questions.” Gina smiled.

“Hey bud, why don’t you show me that video game you were telling me about?” Brad said to Ian, no doubt sensing the tension and looking for an escape.

“Sure!” Ian exclaimed and stepped back in the house, followed closely by Brad.

Gina was left alone in the back with Tanya, and in the moment Gina remembered where she had heard that name before.

The newspaper!

Tanya was the one who wrote the article about Felicia on the docks, complete with the picture.

This was about to be interesting.

“Well Sheriff,” Tanya sighed. “How can I help you?”

“I’m looking into the disappearance of my predecessor, Felicia Fetters,” Gina strolled towards Tanya as she spoke. “Since you’re her neighbor, I was wondering if you could tell me when was the last time you saw her.”

“Are they going to keep staffing our Sheriff’s Department with supermodels?” Tanya raised an eyebrow at Gina.

“My appearance has nothing to do with my skills as a police officer.” Gina smiled.

“Well, tell that to Felicia, going and getting herself tied up on her first day.” Tanya spat.

“And I couldn’t help but recognize your name. That photo did significant damage to Officer Fetters’ reputation, and then she promptly disappeared.” Gina stood directly in front of Tanya.

Of course she didn’t actually believe that Tanya had anything to do with Felicia’s disappearance, but she just wanted to mess with the woman.

“Well I, are you insinuating that I had something to do with it?” Tanya gasped.

“Should I be?” Gina raised an eyebrow.

“If there’s anyone you should be looking into, it’s that woman across the street!” Tanya pointed at the front and then headed towards a gate at the back of the yard, Gina following.

Tanya lead Gina up the side and to the front where she gestured at a house on the opposite end of the street.

“Shelly Arnold, you should be talking to her!” Tanya gestured wildly at the house.

Gina sighed, not in the mood to get involved in a fight between feuding neighbors.

“Ms. Donnelly, I really don’t have time for-”

“Shelly was the last person to see Felicia Fetters.” Tanya cut her off.

“What?” Gina stammered.

“I saw Felicia go over to Shelly’s house. She was there for about an hour or so, and then left, got in her car, drove off, and I haven’t seen her since.” Tanya explained.

“What… who is Shelly?” Gina asked, now eying the house across the street.

“A conniving bitch!” Tanya spat. “Her husband was a small time drug dealer who tried going up against Ace, so Ace set him up. Shelly divorced him after he got sent to jail and has been trying to pick up where he left off ever since.”

Gina bit her lip. Was this whole town filled with criminals?

“And Felicia never came back after that night?” Gina asked.

“Nope,” Tanya crossed her arms over her massive breasts. “Shelly’s planning something big. She had a young son that lived with her but she sent him away to stay with relatives a few weeks back. I think Felicia was a threat to her plans and she got rid of her.”

Gina frowned. Though all she had was speculation, it was a solid lead. If Shelly was the last person to see Felicia, then that meant she was the next person that she had to talk to.

“Thank you for your time.” Gina turned and walked towards Shelly’s house, not giving Tanya a second look.

“What, what are you doing?” Tanya called after her, but Gina ignored her as she crossed the street and made her way up the front steps to the neighboring house.

Gina had so many questions, most of which were about Tanya’s personal life, namely why she was fucking someone who was much younger than her, but that would have to wait. She wanted to question that Brad too, though she suspected it would be a waste of time, but it didn’t hurt to be thorough.

She reached the door and knocked, firmly but not urgently, and waited. Gina felt butterflies in her stomach at this being the first viable lead in the case, though she didn’t want to get her hopes up. It was possible Tanya set her on a wild goose chase.

After waiting a moment, a striking, blond haired woman answered. She was about Tanya’s age, with her golden hair tied back in a ponytail, and had a lithe, dancers body. She wore a short robe that ran to her thighs, though it was loosely tied, showing her cleavage in a black bikini top.

“Oh, can I help you,” The woman focused on Gina’s badge. “Officer?” Shelly sneered at the last word.

“Sheriff actually,” Gina smiled and extended her hand. “Sheriff Gina Dollson.”

“Oh Sheriff,” Shelly cooed. “I’m Shelly Arnold, and what can I help you with today?” She smiled.

“Well Shelly, I’m investigating the disappearance of my predecessor, Felicia Fetters…” Gina began.

“Oh dear.” Shelly sighed and placed a hand on her chest.

“Yes, well as I said, I’m investigating, and according to your neighbor there,” Gina turned and motioned to Tanya’s house. “You were the last person to see Felicia before she vanished.”

“I was?” Shelly gasped. It was clear she was putting on a show for Gina’s benefit.

“That’s what I’m hear to find out. Tanya said she saw Felicia go over to your house, stay for about an hour, and then get in her car and drive off and hasn’t been seen since.”

“Oh no,” Shelly gasped again. “Here, I was just about to step out back, if you’ll follow me, I’ll be happy to answer any questions you may have.”

Gina eyed her, first she invites Felicia in, and then Felicia disappears, and now inviting her in? After considering it, Gina decided to play along and see where this went. She stepped inside and Shelly closed the front door behind her and made her way across the living room to the dining room, with Gina following.

“Nice place,” Gina complemented the neatly kept house. “You live by yourself?”

“My son was living with me, but he’s staying with his aunt and uncle for a bit.” Shelly answered, confirming what Tanya had told Gina.

Maybe there is something to what Tanya was saying then. Gina thought, suddenly on guard.

“Recently a… distant family member has been staying with me though, it’s only a temporary arrangement though.” Shelly continued, opened the back sliding door, and stepped out.

Gina followed her out to see several beach chairs arranged on a back patio.

“I always love a good afternoon in the sun,” Shelly turned her back to Gina and undid her already flimsily tied robe. “A real tan always looks so much better than those fake ones that people pay through the nose for.” With that, Shelly threw off her robe, exposing her round, firm buttocks in a black thong bikini.

“You look like someone who would agree.” She turned to Gina and smiled.

“Well, I’m not here to tan.” Gina stepped forward.

“I can let you borrow a suit, or you can just strip down to your underwear.” Shelly smiled.

Gina continued to step forward.

“I want to know what you and Felicia were doing here on the night she disappeared.” Gina pressed.

Shelly sighed, sat on one of the beach chairs, and retrieved a bottle of tanning lotion.

“Poor Felicia was quite distressed after Tanya over there published a not so flattering article with an even more embarrassing picture.” Shelly explained.

“I’m well aware.” Gina nodded, still standing despite Shelly’s sitting.

“So I did the neighborly thing and invited her over, we had a relaxing time in my jacuzzi.” Shelly leaned back, still holding the bottle.

“That’s all you did?” Gina raised an eyebrow.

“Oh yes,” Shelly raised her eyebrow. “It was quite… fulfilling for both of us.”

“And then she drove off and never came back?” Gina questioned.

“Would you mind getting my back? I always have such trouble.” Shelly rolled over onto the beach chair, baring her thonged ass to Gina, and held up the bottle of lotion.

“I might know a pool boy that would be able to do that for you.” Gina added, thinking of Brad.

“You look like you could use some relaxing in my jacuzzi as well.” Shelly smiled at Gina.

Gina glared back at her. This woman was definitely hiding something, and more so, seemed that she was trying to distract Gina by… seducing her? At least that’s how it felt. For a moment, she wondered if perhaps Shelly had seduced, or attempted to seduce, Felicia into doing something for her, which seemed possible right now.

Another possibility was that Shelly and Felicia had been intimate together and Shelly didn’t feel comfortable sharing that? Gina mulled it over, but didn’t think Felicia was into women, or was she? In that moment she remembered the times they had gone out together, and the men that flocked to them, suddenly realizing that Felicia had never ever worked for male attention, nor seemed interested when she received it.

Either way, Shelly was hiding something, and Gina had to find out what.

“Come on, get some son, or we can go downstairs to my jacuzzi. I can show you how Sheriff Fetters and I “relaxed.”” Shelly smiled at Gina and wiggled her buttocks at her.

Gina gritted her teeth, debating on if she had grounds to bring Shelly into the station for questioning. Just as she opened her mouth to press further, there was the sound of footsteps, and both Gina and Shelly looked to see Brad coming around the corner of the house. He froze when he saw both of them, and Shelly quickly sat up from the beach chair and flashed him an icy look.

Gina furrowed her brow, the plot was thickening.

“Hey Mom.” Brad flashed Shelly a mischievous smile.

Shelly stood up and sighed.

Mom! Gina raised her eyebrows.

“Bradley, stop calling me that.” Shelly stood, her entire, relaxed demeanor vanishing.

“Well, good to see you again.” Brad smiled at Gina.

“Likewise.” Gina raised an eyebrow at him.

“Oh, you two have met?” Shelly flashed Gina a look. “You do get around, don’t you?”

“We met earlier, looks like Brad and your neighbor have a “ business arrangement”” Gina smiled at Brad, and saw his face darken.

Shelly turned to Brad with an accusatory look.

“I do yard work for her.” Brad shrugged.

“I’m sure.” Shelly glared.

“So, you two related?” Gina asked.

“Yes.” Brad answered.

“No.” Shelly replied at the same time.

Gina’s gaze shifted between the both of them.

“Well Brad, if you love doing yard work, the lawn needs mowed.” Shelly eyed him.

“Maybe tomorrow. Taking care of Ms. Donnelly’s yard wiped me out.” He waved over his shoulder as he moved towards the house.

“If you want to keep staying with me, you’ll do it now.” Shelly said through gritted teeth.

“Maybe you should listen to your Mother, Brad.” Gina added, watching as Shelly stared daggers at her. Even Brad jerked to a stop and gawked at Gina.

After a moment, Brad cocked a smile at Gina.

“Fine, I’ll do the lawn.” He said and disappeared around the side of the house.

“Well Sheriff,” Shelly turned back to Gina, trying to maintain her affable facade that had shattered when Brad came around. “If you aren’t interested in my jacuzzi, I would ask that you please leave.”

Gina chewed her lip. There was clearly something going on here that Shelly didn’t want Gina to know. More so, Shelly’s relationship with Brad seemed… complicated at best.

“Very well,” Gina smiled at Shelly, seemingly taking the woman off guard. Shelly clearly expected more resistance from Gina. “Thank you for your time.”

With that, Gina stepped around the side of the house, leaving the bikini clad Shelly in the back. Gina had sufficiently rattled Shelly, that much was clear, but Shelly was still guarding something.

Gina had a plan though.

Stepping around the front, Gina made her way off the lawn and towards her car parked across the street when she saw Brad rolling a lawnmower out of the garage. As she stepped across the road, Brad stopped, smiled at her, and then slowly started to lift his tight t-shirt, revealing his perfect, six-pack abs as he did. Gina was well aware of what he was doing, she had seen many, many men try it before: he was peacocking, trying to get her attention.

She decided to play along, watching as his shirt lifted higher, showing his thick pectoral muscles, and then he tossed it aside and wheeled the mower out onto the lawn. Gina raised an eyebrow at Brad and stepped towards him. The young man could barely contain his excitement as she strolled across the lawn towards him.

“You seem overdressed.” Brad smiled at her.

“I’m on duty.” She responded, watching as his eyes strayed to her cleavage.

“Why don’t you come by sometime when you aren’t?” He added.

“You going to try and lure me into the jacuzzi like your “mom?”” She stepped towards him, hoping the jab about Shelly landed.

It did, and Brad took a step towards her.

“Step-Mom – ex Step-Mom - and don’t worry, I’ll show you a real good time.” He raised his eyebrows at her.

Gina leaned on the mower and stroked his forearm, watching as his skin raised under the thin brown hairs.

“I don’t know, where would we have any privacy?” She met his gaze and knew she had him.

“She’ll be out tonight, a pool party at the casino,” Brad stepped towards her and rubbed her shoulder. “We can have the whole house to ourselves.”

His hand strayed down her arm and she stepped back, winking at him.

“Fine then. I’m not a cheap date so you better have quite a night planned.” She backed towards the car.

Brad flashed her a smile and watched her go.

“Oh, it will be one you won’t forget.” He grinned.

Gina gave him a long look and then turned towards her cruiser. As she did, she saw a flash of red hair in Tanya’s back yard as the woman ducked behind her house. Had she been listening?

A jealous lover? Gina wondered. It seemed to fit her, for sure.

Tanya didn’t have to worry. Gina had no intention of meeting Brad that night. He had given her what she wanted to know, and she already had a contact at the casino.

2.

Gina watched Randy’s jaw drop at the sigh of the thong clad Shelly exiting her car. Even she had to give Shelly credit, a woman of her age just showing up to a casino in a thong, no cover-up or anything, but then again there had been an endless parade of swimsuit clad women heading into the casino all night. From their vantage point in the surveillance van, Randy’s head was on a swivel, shifting from one beautiful bikini clad form to another. The deputy could barely contain his excitement when she told him they would be staking out a pool party at the Lady Luck Casino. According to Randy, the pool parties at the casino were legendary, and exclusive. Only the select got invites, and security was tight.

And he’s barely containing his “excitement” now. Gina thought, watching from the back of the van as Randy shifted in his seat and adjusted his pants.

She was somewhat thankful for Shelly distracting him, as she was in the back of the van, lifting up her shirt so she could tape a wire to her midsection. If he turned around, her would be rewarded with the sight of her shirt pulled up to reveal her large breasts under her plain black bra. Hopefully Shelly would dilly dally for a bit.

From their vantage point parked across the street from the casino, they had an excellent view of Shelly in her thong bikini exiting her car and handing the keys to a young valet, who could barely hide that he was drooling over the scantily clad woman as well. Then the young valet turned to gawk at her as she strolled towards the front entrance. Several other heads turned to watch her go as well, but Shelly kept her head up high, pretending that she didn’t notice. Gina had to give Shelly credit, she knew what she was doing with the way she walking and swinging her hips so that her chiseled butt cheeks swung up and down. This was a woman who wanted to turn heads.

As Gina watched, she wrapped gauze around her waist, securing the wire’s battery pack in place just above her navel. She didn’t expect much to happen in there, but still wanted Randy listening in just in case something slipped. Once the battery pack was in place, Gina placed the small lav mic from the wire directly between her breasts, knowing her cleavage would hide it, and applied a small strip of tape to the mic to hold it in place.

Shelly disappeared through the main entrance of the casino, and Randy turned around just in time to see Gina lowering her black t-shirt, loose fitting to hide the wire. She saw the visible disappointment in his eyes.

“Are you uh, sure you don’t need me in there with you?” Randy asked.

Gina eyed him. He had asked several times to accompany her inside, no doubt hoping to get an up close view at the women in their small bikinis, but Gina had insisted he remain in the van.

“No, you just wait here and listen. I shouldn’t run into any trouble, but if I do, I’m going to need you to come running.”

Randy sulked, and Gina held back a sigh, realizing that she would have to sooth his ego to get him to go along with this.

“Look,” She stepped over to him and bent over. “I’m gonna need you if I get in trouble. You’ll be my knight in shining armor.” She smiled and batted her eyes at him.

“Really?” He asked.

“Yep, I’m relying on you.” She smiled again and stood.

Randy got out of the passenger seat and stepped to the rear of the van where the monitors and equipment were, though she caught him flashing looks out the front window to the main entrance, no doubt looking for any more bikini clad women that would be filtering in. She was fine if he looked, just as long as he was there when she needed him.

“Ready?” Gina asked, stepping over to the side door of the van and switching on her wire.

“Ready.” Randy switched on the equipment, slipped a pair of headphones over his head, and gave her the thumbs up.

Gina smiled, nodded, slid open the side door and hopped out, closing it behind her and strolled casually away from the van. She had tried to dress nondescript, her loose black tee and jeans, hoping that she could blend into the background of the party and keep an eye on Shelly. If there was one thing Gina knew about herself, it was that she attracted attention anytime she was in a bikini.

Gina stayed on the opposite side of the road from the casino, walking around to the side of the building instead of the front. As she walked, she glanced at the front entrance, watching as more vehicles pulled up and more people packed in past the burly security guards at the front. She couldn’t help but shake the feeling that she was being watched, and turned her head from the front of the casino to behind her. Though the area in front of the casino was crowded, all of their eyes were on the main entrance to the building.

The sound of laughter and music drifted through the night, and Gina looked up. Packed on top of the casino was a large crowd of people, the rooftop pool party. Though Gina couldn’t see them because of the high walls around the pool, she heard them, and towering in the sky above them was the hotel portion of the casino. She focused her gaze on the dark windows of the hotel overlooking the pool, wondering if maybe someone was looking down at her.

Relax Gina, it’s a casino. Someone is always watching.

Surveillance cameras were everywhere, and if the casino really was a front for Ace’s operation like Randy suspected, then no doubt the cameras would be watched even closer. Gina knew they had outside cameras, but didn’t know how good their angles were. She also knew that she was taking a risk with what she was doing tonight, but she was betting that since it was a busy night, surveillance would be worrying about other things.

Plus, not to mention that I’m wearing a wire. Gina realized, knowing that Randy could hear everything she would say or do that night. No doubt that was adding to her feeling of uneasiness.

But as she walked along the sidewalk, she still couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched, and continually looked over her shoulder. The side of the street opposite the casino was dimly lit, with only a few cars parked behind her where the van was, and thick greenery on her right.

Did I just hear something move? She thought, thinking that she thought she heard a twig snap. Gina stopped and listened for a moment, but it was hard to tell with the sounds of the party over head.

She continued along her way, trying to look casual. After all, she was just a pedestrian out for a stroll.

There’s something in the woods! Gina strained to hear, but it sounded like something, or someone, was moving through the dark forest next to her. She tried telling herself it was her imagination, that she was just psyching herself out.

It still hard to hear over the sounds of the casino, but just above all noise, it sounded like someone walking. Gina stopped, pretending to dig through her pockets, and listened.

There was nothing, just the party noises echoing through the night.

She continued on her way, strolling confidently along the sidewalk. Nothing to worry about at all.

Once again though she thought she heard it, someone following, watching from the shadows of the trees. Gina stopped again, but heard nothing.

Unless they’re stopping too. She realized.

Gina found herself quickening her pace, speed walking along the road. She was close to the back of the casino now, and could see the brightly lit rear loading dock where she was supposed to meet Naomi.

Now she heard it, someone trampling through the woods, right next to her, trying to keep pace…

Gina made a snap decision, and moved like she was going to step off the sidewalk into the street, but instead spun and stepped into the woods. She heard a cry of surprise and then a crash of twigs and branches. It sounded like someone was trying to run but stumbled.

Gina took out her phone, turned on the flashlight, and shined it through the darkness towards the noise.

“Sheriff’s Department, freeze!” Gina barked, storming forward.

Her light revealed Tanya Donnelly, flat on her ass on the dirty Earth. She was dressed similarly to Gina, in black tights and a black t-shirt. Tanya raised her hand to shield her eyes.

“Hey, whoa!” Tanya cried as Gina shined the light directly in her face.

“Gina, everything okay?” Gina heard Randy say in the small, wireless earpiece she wore. It was flesh colored so no one would notice it.

“Yeah,” Gina angled her head down to speak into the microphone nestled in her bosom. “I’m fine.” She glared at Tanya.

“Hey come on, don’t shine that thing in my face.” Tanya whined.

Gina continued to glare, but Tanya had somewhat of a point. The light would draw attention, so Gina switched it off, stepped forward, and offered a hand.

“Come on, get up.” Gina muttered.

Tanya took her hand and got up, then brushed herself off.

“I don’t need to ask why you’re following me. You heard every word Brad said to me, didn’t you?” Gina asked, unable to see Tanya glare back at her in the darkness.

“Look, you don’t know how dangerous these people are. I do!” Tanya pleaded.

“Go home Tanya. This is just a stake out, nothing more.” Gina turned and made her way back to the sidewalk, Tanya following.

“Look, Shelly must have connections to get into this party. Only the select few are invited!” Tanya hurried after the police woman.

“Keep your voice down!” Gina barked, emerging back onto the sidewalk. Tanya hurried to Gina’s side.

“I have spent my life trying to clean up crime in this town. Shelly and Ace, they’re scum! I can help you, we can trade notes!” Tanya was like that annoying fly that couldn’t be swatted, and buzzed around Gina as she tried to calmly walk along the sidewalk.

“Like you helped Felicia?” Gina turned and glared at Tanya.

“Look, she blew it for herself, diving into a major arms deal by herself, outnumbered…”

“And you just had to print that photo in the paper?” Gina kept walking.

“I… well.. the people have a right to know.”

“For the last time Tanya, go home!” Gina sighed.

But Tanya kept pace, which was impressive, given Gina’s long legs.

“I’ve lived across the street from Shelly for years, I can be your informant. I know all these people! I grew up in this town…”

Gina crossed, heading towards the rear loading dock, and sighed again. She knew Tanya wasn’t going to go away. Even if Gina forced her to, Tanya would just find another way to try and sneak into the party, and would probably get herself in trouble.

Gina stopped and turned, both of them bathed in the bright lights from the dock. She had to be quick because they were exposed out here.

“Fine, you stick with me, tonight, but you follow my lead and do as I tell you! You don’t make a move without my go ahead, go it?” Gina accentuated by jabbing a finger at Tanya.

“But, what if-” Tanya began before Gina cut her off.

“No buts! Randy is listening as we speak, if you refuse, I’ll have him cuff you and you’ll spend a week in lock up!” Gina jabbed Tanya again.

“Fine, fine…” Tanya sighed and threw up her hands.

“Okay, now come on.” Gina made her way up a ramp onto the dock.

“Are we, are you breaking in?” Tanya hurried after her.

“No, I have an in.” Gina said, not turning around.

Gina made her way to a metal door near the large bay doors and lightly tapped, hoping that Naomi was true to her word.

She was, and Gina breathed a sigh of relief as the door opened and the young girl stepped out. Gina’s jaw dropped at the sight of her. Though she wore a lifeguard’s uniform, it was much skimpier than her usual one, displaying plenty of cleavage, and the back looked thin. Though Gina couldn’t be sure from this perspective, it looked it was a thong.

“I… uh yeah, this is my work uniform.” Naomi sighed, noticing how Gina was gawking.

Gina shifted her gaze from the skimpy outfit. What kind of a workplace made its employees dress so scantily?

“Who’s this? I thought it was just you?” Naomi looked at Tanya and then to Gina.

“Yeah, she’s with me.” Gina sighed.

“Look, I’m putting my neck on the line for you. Do you know what they’ll do if they find out I let a cop in?” Naomi protested, eyes wide.

“I know, just… I had no choice.” Gina apologized.

“Fine, just hurry.” Naomi ushered them inside.

Once both women were inside, Naomi closed the door and motioned for them to follow her. They were in a brightly lit warehouse area, but seemed to be the only ones. Gina and Tanya followed, and since she was behind her, Gina could now see that Naomi’s swimsuit was a thong one-piece, the red fabric a stark contrast to the girl’s chestnut buttocks.

“So I found a cover for you. You should be able to mingle around the party and not be noticed.” Naomi said over her shoulder.

“Good, thank you.”

“There’s a… a catch…” Naomi stuttered.

They made their way into a hallway. Servers in skimpy short skirts and cleavage baring tops flitted back and forth, as well as dealers in white shirts and black pants and other employees. None of them paid the three women any mind.

“What’s the catch?” Gina asked.

“You have to pose as a waitress,” Naomi muttered and gave Tanya a look. “I should be able to find a second uniform for your friend here.”

“Well that doesn’t sound that bad.” Gina added. She had worked as a cocktail server in college.

“Wait until you see the uniform.” Naomi sighed.

***

It’s good to be the King. Joseph “The King” Kingston thought as he looked over his domain. The Lady Luck Casino was his palace, and the pool was where he held court.

Everywhere he looked, there were beautiful, half naked women. Some of them emerged from the pool, water dripping down their bikini clad bodies. Others crowded the bars, and still more gathered by the DJ booth, losing themselves to the beat of the music. Equally well built men followed the women everywhere they went, hoping to join them in their evening frivolities.

Let Jack keep the streets, this was where the real business was done. Deals were made, enemies bought off, and cash flowed. The casino was the beating heart of Ace’s empire, and without, the entire house of cards would come crumbling down. Not only was it a source of legitimate revenue and jobs for the town, but it allowed them a place to carry out operations in plain sight, like the pool parties, which had become legend. Everyone who was anyone wanted an invite, and to do that, they had to get through King.

King stood in a corner where he had a vantage point to oversee the festivities. Among the sea of half naked, toned bodies, he stood out in a full three piece suit and his dark gray hair combed straight back. As he watched, he noticed occasional glimpses in his direction, some no doubt wondering who the guy in the suit was, and others knowing him and what power he held. He turned his gaze towards the bar, focusing on the pretty Asian woman with the stark grey eyes who kept flitting glances his way.

Once again he caught her looking at him. This time she held his gaze for a moment longer, gave a small wave, and then lowered her head with a giggle. Her brown hair was cut short, about chin length, and she wore a tight one-piece. King’s gaze shifted from her large, grey eyes to her cleavage, and her nipples poking through her swimsuit. She brushed her hair behind her ear and took a sip of her drink, but King never took his eyes off of her, and she knew it. He could tell that she was pretending not to know that he was watching.

There were several bursts of light near the pool, which drew his attention away from the girl at the bar, and he turned his head to see several young men with their phones aimed at a blond haired woman with bronze skin stepping out of the water. She giggled, noticing that her thong bikini bottoms had slid down a bit, exposing more of her ass then they already were, and pulled them up. Then, she untied the knot on her hip that held the bottoms up. On the surface, it was meant to look like she was securing her swimsuit so they didn’t fall again, but King knew that she was putting on a show, teasing the men in the pool area with a flash of skin.

They snapped more photos as the knot fell away exposing her whole hip, thigh, and butt cheek, and then she re-secured the knot, all the while smiling at the men salivating over her thick, toned, muscular body.

King knew who she was: Jessica Lannon, a popular fitness guru. At one point an out of shape house wife, she had lost weight and toned her body, and then wrote a book about her fitness journey, propelling her to stardom in the process. She would almost be a perfect fit for one of Ace’s brothels if she wasn’t such a profile target. The world would notice if a famous fitness model went missing. It was a shame really, King knew many clients who would pay top dollar to be alone in a room with a woman like Jessica.

That was the secondary function of these parties, “aggressive recruitment” as he called it. In a sea of beautiful people, nobody noticed if a woman or two went missing.

Like perhaps the Asian with the large, grey eyes at the bar. King turned his gaze back to her, and once again caught her looking. It looked like she was at the party by herself, even better. Though Ace had people at each party scouting women to catch and sell, every now and then King did some hunting himself, just for the fun of it.

And it looked like he acquired a target.

He made his way over to the bar and first instructed the bartender to send the girl another drink, on the house. Then he watched from the corner as she was served the beverage. Her eyes widened with surprise and she enthusiastically thanked the bartender. King waited until after she had a few sips and then made his way over to her.

“I trust everything is to your satisfaction?” King asked, leaning agains the bar next to the woman.

She turned and smiled at him, taking another sip from her drink.

“Do I have you to thank for this?” She asked, holding up the drink. There was a faint trace of an accent as she spoke.

“You have me to thank for all of this,” He gestured to the party around him. “Joseph Kingston, some call me King.” King extended his hand.

“King, and is this your kingdom?” She gestured to the party beyond.

“Just a small bit of it,” He smiled. “How’s the drink?”

“Great, thank you.” She took another sip.

“I’m afraid I don’t have your name yet.” King pressed.

“Oh,” She set down her drink and furrowed her brow. As she did, King let his gaze wander to her legs, crossed over each other as she seemed to think. “You can call me Lotus.”

King’s gaze snapped back to her eyes.

“Lotus? What an interesting name.”

He made a mental note to check the invite list. Intriguing and as beautiful as this woman was, he didn’t recall signing off on an invite for someone who matched her description, and then there was her name, an obvious alias.

“I’m an interesting person,” She smiled again. “Can I get you a drink? Repay you for this one.” Lotus held up her glass.

“No thank you, I’m still at work.” King waved off the offer.

“Oh? Trying to get me drunk then?” Her tone was playful.

“I like to take care of my guests,” King inched closer. “Tell me, What brings you to our little town?” As he spoke he reached out and rubbed a finger on her bicep.

“Business.” Her eyes went to his finger caressing her skin and back to him.

“What sort of business?” He asked.

“Acquisitions.” She smiled and took another sip.

“Playing coy, are we?” He edged closer to her.

“Can’t a girl have any secrets?” She turned and stood now, her eyes tracing over his suit.

“It seems you’re overdressed for the occasion?” She ran a hand over his lapels.

“One has to always dress for the occasion.” He smiled as she leaned in, running her hands over the fabric of his suit.

“I think I have to use the ladies room. Wait for me?” She held his gaze with those eyes of hers, those deep pools. Suddenly he wanted to go swimming in them, to submerge and never come back up.

“Don’t be too long.” He stroked her arms as he spoke.

“Don’t worry, I won’t keep a King waiting.” She tugged his jacket across his chest, smiled, slung her purse over her shoulder, and made her way towards the bathrooms.

King watched her go, his eyes straying to her backside and how the back of her swimsuit was bunched up, exposing her bountiful buttocks. As he watched her drift through the crowd, he reached to adjust his suit jacket, suddenly realizing that it felt… lighter?

Oh no!

His hand dove under his jacket to his inside pocket where he kept his wallet only to find nothing there. King’s eyes widened and he saw Lotus drifting through the throng of people gracefully, like a butterfly.

She had robbed him! Right in his own throne room! He couldn’t believe how he had let his guard down!

King felt his blood boil and clenched his fists. This woman felt like she could make a fool of him in his own house!

Think again!

He charged forward, everyone else at the party fading into background noise except Lotus. All he could see was her, drifting through the crowd, blissful unaware of the enemy she had just made.

Then all of a sudden another woman stepped out in front of him, her phone to her ear. For a moment King thought she could have been Lotus’ double for how closely she resembled the other woman. This woman was Asian as well, but her hair was a darker shade of brown, and not cut as short, falling around her shoulders instead of her chin like Lotus. Her eyes were large almond saucers, and she wore a bright yellow bikini top with black straps that showed her ample, full bosom and a matching yellow thong with black straps as well. Her ass was much larger, rounder, and firmer than Lotus as well.

King registered all of this in a split second as he tried to step around the woman, who kept pressing forward, chatting incessantly on her phone, and their bodies collided. She cried out in shock and dropped her phone as they both reeled for balance.

“Ugh, hey!” She cried, her accent much thicker than Lotus.

“Watch where you’re going!” King barked and tried to move past her, but she moved as well, blocking his way.

“My phone!” She cried, clutching at his feet.

“I said move!” King cried, stepping to the other side and feeling something crunch under his shoe. His looked down to see the woman’s now shattered smart phone under his foot.

“Oh my God!” Her jaw dropped and she looked at him, her large, brown eyes wide with shock.

“Well, that will teach you to pay attention, now move!” He reached out to push her out of his way, but she caught his hand by the wrist and twisted.

King cried out and suddenly she was twisting his arm behind him and pressed herself against him from behind. Despite his anger, he couldn’t help but notice her large breasts pressing against him.

“And hopefully this will teach you some manners.” She barked in his ear, keeping her vice-like grip on his arm.

“Do you have any idea who I am!” He grunted through gritted teeth.

“Someone who think he can talk to women anyway he wants, now apologize.” She tightened her grip, prompting a fresh grunt of pain from him.

King looked around, where was his security? Dozens of eyes were on them now, wondering what the commotion was.

No, he wouldn’t apologize. He wouldn't’ be humiliated in front of his own subjects.

“I said apologize.” She twisted, sending a fresh wave of pain up his arm.

King cried out again, all too aware that with every passing moment, more eyes glanced over at them.

But he wouldn’t, not here, not in his throne room.

“Last chance.” She twisted again. His whole arm was in excruciating, blinding pain. King clenched his jaw and squeezed his eyes shut.

He can’t, he won’t… not here…

“Fine.” She shrugged. There was a twist, a crack, and a thunder crack of pain as she broke his wrist.

King screamed and fell to his knees, clutching his broken wrist, and turned to face his attacker, but she was gone. Tears filled his eyes, tears of pain and tears of fury, of humiliation. Suddenly his security was there, men in suits kneeling to see if he was okay.

He wasn’t okay.

Then his men were helping him to his feet while others made a hole in the crowd. As he clutched his useless hand, King looked out over the crowd, but both women had disappeared.

For now.

He had cameras everywhere, he would follow their movements and track them down. Both of them would pay for what they had done to him.

“Call Jack.” He muttered to one of his men as they helped him off the pool deck.

“But sir-”

“Just call him!”

He wanted those women found immediately.

3.

I may as well be naked. Gina thought as she stared at her reflection in the mirror and the skimpy waitress “uniform” she was wearing. Since she had experience waitressing before, she had expected something revealing, but she figured it would be an outfit that showed plenty of cleavage and a dangerously short skirt, but this outfit…

“Barely there” didn’t even begin to describe it.

It was a “mermaid” outfit only in the sense that it contained seashells, and nothing more. Gina was completely topless, with seashell pasties over her nipples, and the “bottom” consisted of a seashell between her legs that was held up by fishing line than ran along her hips, up through her buttocks, and between her legs. She turned around, only catching the barest glimpse of the small, nearly invisible wire running through her butt cheeks. From the back or side, Gina looked completely naked.

After looking over herself, she flashed a look at Naomi, who gave her an apologetic look.

“Look it was the only way I could get you in. You don’t know how tight security is at these things.” Naomi explained.

The girl had also warned Gina that if Gina got caught, it would most likely cost Naomi her job, but seeing how her employers were criminals, no doubt they would punish her more harshly than just firing her. Then again Gina wasn’t worried about getting caught, it was Tanya she had to worry about.

“Oh my God, can you believe this?” Tanya stepped out of a stall, refusing to change in front of Gina, and looked at herself in the locker room mirror.

Naomi was able to steal another outfit for Tanya and then showed them to a locker room while posting herself at the entrance as a lookout. So far, no one had come in yet.

“They actually make women dress like this here?” Tanya went on, turning to look at her almost naked ass in the mirror like Gina had.

Gina had to give it to the older woman, she was pulling it off well. Her voluptuous, curvy figure accented the seashells pasties, and her red hair somehow added to it. Though Tanya wasn’t as toned as Gina, she still had a great body.

“Well, get it all out now, because in a minute we’re going out there and you’re going to have to pretend like you want to be here.” Gina turned and looked at herself on more time, and then nodded at Naomi.

“I do want to be here.” Tanya huffed and turned to Gina, her hands instinctively going behind her back to cover her ass.

“Be natural Tanya.” Gina said, fighting the urge to do the same.

“Are you ready? We’re wasting time here.” Naomi urged them.

“Yeah, yeah let’s go.” Gina nodded.

A minute later all three emerged from the locker room, Naomi in the lead and Gina and Tanya following. The hallway was still bustling with activity, but every man turned to gawk at them as they passed, some of them even dropped their jaws at the sight of the nearly nude women. Gina kept her head high, trying to ignore them, but she caught Tanya flashing them hard looks.

“Ignore them. You’re supposed to be an employee here.” Gina whispered to Tanya.

“Look at how they’re starring though!” Tanya whispered back.

Gina grabbed Tanya’s arm.

“Ow!” She cried.

“Look,” Gina hissed, still walking and keeping a hard grip on the other woman’s arm. “This is a highly dangerous situation, and one slip or mistake could be it for both of us! It’s going to be busy once we get out there, it’s possible that if we get separated that I won’t be able to protect you, so shape up.” Gina spat and let go of Tanya’s arm.

“Fine, whatever.” Tanya’s tone was that of a petulant teen as she rubbed her arm.

“Remember,” Gina began. “If you see Shelly, do not engage. Keep a distance and observe. That’s it.”

“Fine.” Tanya grumbled. Gina flashed her a look, knowing that she would have to be keeping an eye on Tanya as well as Shelly tonight.

I should have let Randy cuff her and keep her in the van. Gina thought, not for the first time that night.

They walked past a table where Gina noticed several serving trays containing waters and other beverages. Without stopping, Gina scooped one up and motioned to Tanya to do the same. All of Gina’s old server instincts came back as she propped the tray up with one arm by her shoulder, and she turned to see Tanya attempting to mimic her.

“Hey,” Gina sidled up next to Naomi. “If you could, keep an eye on her.” She cocked her head towards Tanya, still struggling to balance the tray with one hand.

“Right…” Naomi sighed.

Gina sighed too, feeling bad for the young girl. She knew that Naomi was risking a lot by helping them.

“Hold it out front with both hands,” Gina turned to Tanya. “Just make sure you’re showing plenty of boob.”

“I already am!” Tanya spat.

There was a set of double doors ahead, and Naomi sped up ahead of the two seashell clad women and opened one for them. A few moments later Gina and Tanya emerged from the hallway and out into the pool area.

“Oh my…” Tanya gasped, coming up next to Gina. Gina clenched her jaw and surveyed the area.

There were people everywhere. Women in swimsuits of all shapes and sizes, men both in and out of shape, and seashell clad waitresses like Gina and Tanya navigating the crowd with grace and precision. Beautiful, soaked bodies emerged from the large pool while others jumped in or stepped in, and various bars placed around the pool area were packed with beautiful, half naked bodies.

How am I going to find Shelly in this? Gina wondered, but realized that Naomi had gotten them this far, they had to try.

“Okay, split up. Remember, if you see Shelly, find me first.” Gina reminded Tanya.

“Right, I know.” Tanya huffed.

Gina gave her a warning glare and turned to Naomi.

“Thank you again.” She said with sincerity.

“Just be careful.” Naomi gave her a look of concern, and then made her way through the crowd, no doubt wanting to avoid being seen with them.

With that, Gina lifted her head and strolled off through the party, tray and head held high. She made eye contact with several male party goers and smiled, playing the gracious, friendly waitress. In reality, she was scanning the party, on the prowl for Shelly. As she walked, she could feel men turning to gawk at her nearly naked body, but Gina always kept her smile up, not wanting to betray how vulnerable and exposed she felt. She had to drop the wire as part of this disguise, and the earpiece too unfortunately after finding out that it didn’t work when it was too far from the wire’s power pack. For all intents and purposes, she was truly vulnerable.

Gina maneuvered around the edge of the pool, smiling and batting her eyes at patrons as she did, but still no sign of Shelly. The pool area seemed filled with young people, a middle aged woman like Shelly should stick out, so where was she?

She rounded the pool, a few men lifting bottles of water from her tray and depositing a few bills on it as tips. Gina realized that her skimpy outfit left no room for pocketing tips.

Great… She rolled her eyes. At least if this night was bust she would make some decent money.

Water splashed Gina as she came up the side of the pool just as a muscle bound young man with a shaved head did a cannon ball. Several bikini clad women yelled and giggled as they got sprayed with water, and Gina quickly sidestepped so that only her legs were hit. As she rounded the group of now wet and giggling women, she spotted a familiar sight…

A woman with blond hair and a black thong was standing by one of the bars located near the back of the pool area. Gina lifted shifted her tray to her other shoulder to hide her face and peered towards the bar, trying to get a look at the woman’s face. It was hard to tell if it was Shelly since blond hair and black thongs were a common sight around the pool.

Gina walked in a wide arc, keeping her eyes ahead but tossing glances towards the woman. Glancing ahead, she saw a group of young men laughing under a cabana which happened to have a perfect vantage point of the bar.

Bingo. Gina smiled and strolled towards the cabana, stopping to smile at patrons along the way. As she got closer to the group of young men, she noticed one by one as they glanced up at her, first at her bare legs, then at the seashell between them, and then up to her gigantic, bare breasts and the shell covering her nipples. She turned towards them and smiled as she moved directly towards them, watching as their jaws dropped.

“Can I interest you gentlemen in some beverages?” Gina smiled, batted her eyes, and held her tray out towards them. She only had a few bottles of water left, but had to make do.

“Uh…” One of the boys, a young, skinny looking kid with messy brown hair fumbled. They seemed like they had never been in the presence of a woman like Gina before, and she caught herself wondering how they had scored an invite to a party like this.

Probably the children of someone very rich and powerful. She realized.

“Come on, you ask like a girl’s never offered you a drink before.” She smiled, bent over so that her breasts dangled closer to the boys, and offered the tray again.

As she did, she glanced up at the bar, seeing the woman in the black thong talking to another woman.

“Uhh, do you have Fireball?” One of the boys, a slightly overweight one with glasses asked.

“Sure thing.” Gina turned and smiled to him.

“Umm, can I have a beer?” Another one asked.

“Why of course, what kind?” Gina asked. This seemed to trip him up, as he started fumbling and stuttering. Glancing quickly over the group, Gina realized that they all looked barely over 21.

Quickly she turned her attention back to the bar.

It was Shelly!

She was sitting in stool, but turned slightly to address the other woman she was speaking to.

“Hey, shouldn’t you be writing this down?” One of the boys asked.

“Hmm?” Gina turned to him.

“Our drink orders?” He pressed, seeming somewhat annoyed. Apparently he wasn’t as spellbound by the nearly naked Gina as the other boys were.

“Oh don’t worry, I got it all up here.” Gina stood straight, held her tray with one hand and tapped her temple.

Looking back at the bar, Gina got a glimpse of the woman Shelly was talking to. She looked to be slightly younger than Shelly, with dark hair with bright red highlights and a muscular, ripped physique. The woman wore a neon green thong bikini, but her most striking, and prominent feature, was her breasts. They were massive, and put Gina’s to shame. This woman’s breasts were gigantic, obviously enhanced, and didn’t match her physique at all.

Gina pulled her tray down and looked over the group of still gawking twenty somethings.

“Anything else boys?” She smiled.

“Umm…” One of them stuttered, and she realized they wanted more…

A lot more…

“Well, I’ll be right back with your drinks.” She smiled again and strolled off, deciding to end the interaction before one of them asked for her number or something like that.

Gina navigated through the throng of people, making a show of smiling and nodding while drifting towards the bar. Shelly was still sitting, chatting with the muscular, big-breasted woman. For a moment, Gina considered that maybe there was nothing to this, that Shelly was just out meeting a friend at a pool party. If so then Gina had not only put herself, but Naomi, at risk for nothing.

Then, as Gina made her way closer to the bar, she became aware of someone else watching her. It wasn’t Shelly or her busty companion, as both were completely focused on each other. Another woman sat on the other end of the bar, sipping from a fruity looking drink while staring directly at Gina. Gina was used to being stared at in her tiny little outfit, but there was a way that this woman was so intently focused on her that put her off. At first Gina felt her blood freeze in her veins as she thought it was that Lotus woman watching her. She wasn’t sure why she would have such a reaction to her, but there was something about that woman that made her uncomfortable.

But then on further glance Gina realized this wasn’t Lotus but another Asian woman. There were similarities, but this woman had chestnut brown eyes instead of Lotus’ piercing gray ones, and her hair was a little longer. This woman wore a small yellow thong bikini with black trim and was much curvier and bustier than Lotut as well. The woman continued to sip as she watched Gina, there was something in her look, a knowing, as if she wanted Gina to know that they shared some sort of secret no one else at the party did.

Gina stopped for a moment to return the woman’s look. The woman never broke off eye contact with Gina as she raised her drink and cocked a half smile.

“Gina!” Someone called out from behind her, and Gina stiffened, recognizing a voice she hadn’t heard in quite sometime.

“Gina Dollson? Is that you?” The woman called again.

Jessica!

Gina turned to see Jessica Lannon, bikini bottoms barely clinging to her hips and a drink in hand swaying towards her out of the crowd.

“Oh my God, it is you!” Jessica gasped.

Gina turned towards the bar to see a few people turning in their direction, and then set her tray down, grabbed Jessica by the arm, and pulled her deeper into the crowd.

“Gina, I can’t believe it! What a small world!” Jessica squealed as Gina lead her away.

“Ow! What a grip!” Jessica slurred, obviously several drinks in.

Gina couldn’t believe it either, of all the parties, Jessica had to be at this one. They had been friends during her modeling days, Jessica had turned her weight loss journey into a fitness empire, but they had fallen out of touch after Gina’s “disappearance.” Jessica had a knack for publicity, and loved making a spectacle of herself at public events for attention.

“Shh, shhh…” Gina put a finger to her lips and continued to lead Jessica away from the bar.

“Gina, that outfit…” Jessica’s eyes bugged at Gina’s “swimsuit.”

“Hey Jessica, sorry but this isn’t a good time –” Gina began.

“What happened to you? First I heard that you went to Mexico for a shoot and disappeared, then I heard you met some French billionaire and ran off with him and were living on a yacht –” Jessica interrupted.

“Shh! Shhh!” Gina put a finger to her lips and looked around. They were still drawing attention.

Figures, attention is Jessica’s lifeblood. Gina sighed.

“What’s wrong girl? First I gotta say, wow!” Jessica gestured to Gina almost bare breasts and nearly exposed body.

“Hey, thanks,” Gina began. “Look, it’s a long story, can we catch up later, maybe over drinks or something?”

“Well let’s get some drinks now. There’s a bar right there.” Jessica swayed towards the bar where Shelly and her friend were, but Gina stopped her.

“No!” Gina shouted, prompting more stares.

“I mean,” Gina continued. “I’m sort of in the middle of something right now. Maybe another time.”

Gina turned her head in the direction of the bar only to see that Shelly and her friend were gone.

Shit…

Jessica continued to prattle on as Gina craned her neck, looking for any sign of the two women in the crowd of swimsuit clad bodies, but they had seemingly vanished.

How? That friend of hers should stick out thanks to those boobs of hers!

Gina made her way towards the bar, her head on a swivel as she moved. It took her a minute to realize that Jessica was following her.

“Do you still model? I could hook you up with my agent? He could get you some high paying gigs as soon as next week.”

“That’s great Jessica, but I’m in another line of work now.” Gina said over her shoulder.

“Wait, why are you dressed like one of the waitresses?” Jessica’s mind finally seemed to put two and two together?

Gina continued to prowl the party, but her quarry had seemingly disappeared.

“You aren’t working here are you? A woman like you? You’re too good to be a cocktail waitress!” Jessica gasped.

“Jessica,” Gina sighed and turned to face the woman, knowing she had to get rid of her fast. “Listen-”

“Gina!” Someone else called, prompting a fresh wince from her.

Soon everyone in this party is going to know my name. Gina turned to find Naomi making her way through the crowd.

“Naomi?” Gina cocked her head, confused at what would prompt the lifeguard to find her.

“Hey, it’s your friend…” Naomi was winded, like she had been running. “I think she may be in trouble.”

“Someone’s in trouble?” Jessica asked.

“What happened?” Gina asked.

“I saw her cornered by two women, one was thinner, blond, in a black thong…” Naomi explained.

“Shelly.” Gina added.

“The other one, well, she’s bad news,” Naomi looked around nervously as she spoke. “Her name’s Lisa. Word is that she works for Ace, real hard ass kind of woman.”

That must be the one with the breasts. Gina realized.

“Then what?” Gina pressed.

“They talked for a bit, and then I saw each of them grab one of her arms and lead her through a door!” Naomi’s eyes were wide with excitement as she spoke.

Gina grimaced.

I should have seen this coming! Of course Tanya would land herself in trouble.

“Show me.” Gina tried to sound calm as she spoke, and Naomi turned and lead her across the pool area.

As they went, Gina realized that Jessica was following.

“I don’t know what’s happening, but you seem like you could use some help.” Jessica stumbled after them.

“Jessica, things might get dangerous.” Gina warned.

“It’s cool, I took a karate class once.” Jessica tried to reassure Gina, with no effect.

“Jessica...” Gina turned towards her in a final effort to dissuade her from tagging along, but stopped, remembering how stubborn Jessica was.

“Just,” Gina sighed in resignation. “If anything happens, stay behind me.”

With that, Gina turned to follow Naomi as Jessica hurried after.

“Wait, are you a spy or something?” Jessica asked with excitement.

“Not even close.” Gina answered.

If Tanya really was in trouble, Gina pictured how absurd the picture must of her, clad in nothing but seashells, Jessica in her thong bikini, and Naomi in her skimpy lifeguard uniform burst in to save the day.

As they walked, Gina could feel eyes on them, men salivating at the sight of three beautiful women charging past with a purpose.

“There.” Naomi pointed ahead at a nondescript door leading inside marked “employees only.”

Well, Naomi was technically an employee, and Gina was posing as one, so it would work.

“Oh this is so exciting.” Jessica squealed from behind Gina, but Gina felt little excitement at saving Tanya. She felt even more naked than she was without her gun or wire. This was a situation that she was truly going into blind. If thing got ugly, Gina would have to bluff or talk her way out, or worse, use hand to hand fighting techniques.

Maybe Jessica’s karate class would come in handy.

Naomi lead them over to the door and all three stopped to look over their shoulders, but everyone at the party seemed too intent on themselves at the moment. Gina nodded and girl opened the door and ushered the two older women in. Once they were inside, Naomi took another look around and scurried in, closing the door behind her.

They were in another nondescript, hotel-style hallway, with carpeted floors, lighting sconces, and doors along either side. Gina stiffened as she surveyed her surrounds but realized that it was quiet...eerily quiet.

All three stood there in the doorway for a moment, and then Gina realized that both Naomi and Jessica were looking at her, waiting on her move. After all, she was the cop out of the three of them, and the one that got them in this mess. With that, she stepped forward and tried the nearest door.

Locked.

“Tanya?” Gina said gently, thinking that perhaps they may have her behind one of the doors, but she heard no reply.

Gina pressed on and found more locked doors. It was possible that they could have Tanya behind one, gagged, but Gina expected that if that was the case then Tanya would be finding another way to get her attention.

“Tanya?” Gina called again, and once again there was no reply.

She lead her scantily clad companions further down the hall and tried another door, also locked. With no other option, Gina continued down the hallway, trying doors as she went. The eerie silence of the hallway unnerved her, especially after the overwhelming noise and chaos of the party outside. About halfway down the hall, Gina tried another door and felt the knob turn in her hand. Jessica gasped and Gina turned and put a finger to her lips, and the tanned, fit women clamped a hand over her mouth and nodded.

Gina realized that her whole body had stiffened and turned to Naomi, who nodded back. They had no idea what waited on the other side of the door, but they had to be ready for anything. With a final nod at her two companions, Gina turned the knob and stepped through the door…

Gina stormed into the center of the room, Naomi following and Jessica closed behind.

Nothing, the room was empty.

She stood there, her head on a swivel, scanning the small, brightly lit room around her. It seemed like a dressing room of some sort. There were several privacy screens set against opposite ends of the room, a closet, and a few big, comfortable looking chairs sets in various corners. Gina did another scan of the room, and then turned to face her companions, who both shrugged. In an attempt to seem helpful and supportive, Naomi checked behind one of the privacy screens.

“Nothing back there.” She shrugged.

Mimicking her, Jessica checked behind the other.

“Nothing here.”

Gina went over to the closet and pulled open the door. An array of various show girl outfits hung on hangers, and shoes of all shapes and sizes sat on the floor, but nothing else.

It was a dead end.

She turned to the door, prepared to go back out into the hallway and see if any of the other rooms were unlocked, when she heard voices approaching.

Female voices.

They were right outside the door, Gina only had a minute to register that one of them was Shelly. She didn’t recognize the other.

Gina spun, seeing that both Jessica and Naomi were looking at her wide-eyed, waiting on guidance from their fearless leader.

“Quick, hide!” Gina hissed, and dove behind the privacy screen facing the door.

Both Naomi and Jessica scrambled behind the opposite screen just as the doorknob turned.

Gina settled in, crouching low, and risked peeking around the corner of the privacy screen. A split second later the door opened and Gina pulled her head back behind the screen.

“What do you think? Can she be trusted?” One of the women asked. Gina didn’t recognize the voice.

“Tanya, of course not.” Shelly replied.

Have they been questioning Tanya? Gina wondered.

“We can spend too long here though, someone is bound to find us.” The other woman said.

“Well its perfect then. We use Tanya to lure in Gina, then you present her, all wrapped up like a gift, to your bosses. No doubt they’ll reward you for your efforts and you’ll be in a better position to gain intel.”

Gina bit her lip, they were using Tanya as bait, and she had almost walked into the trap! At least now she had the advantage because they didn’t know she was here, and now knew of their plan.

The two women continued to talk, and Gina decided to risk peeking out from her hiding spot again. She inched out from the corner of the privacy screen to peek at her two would be captors. Shelly was standing in the room talking with the muscular, big-breasted woman, who was unpacking a bag onto the center table.

“What about you?” The big-breasted woman asked Shelly.

“Oh, I’ll be long gone. Not only will this get rid of two thorns in my side, but you get increased standing in Ace’s organization.”

Gina saw what the woman was unpacking on the table now, several bundles of thick rope, and equally thick, white cloths. As she watched, Shelly came up behind the woman, pressed her body against hers, and gently stroked her biceps.

“Then we can have a little celebration tonight, just you and me.”

The muscular woman’s face, which previously had been a mask of concentration, broke into a sly smile for a moment, and she leaned back to nuzzle Shelly.

Then there was a sound from behind the opposite screens, a soft, sudden sound. It seemed like either Jessica or Naomi had sneezed and tried to stifle it. Gina froze, suddenly her heart pounding a mile a minute. She wanted to retreat back behind the screen, but was terrified that movement would alert Shelly and her busty accomplice.

Both women froze too at the sound and turned towards the source of the noise, each grabbing a length of rope and a cloth. They each nodded at each other and took slow, deliberate steps towards the privacy screen. Gina watched, muscles stiffening, debating on her next move. She couldn’t let them get Naomi or Jessica, both of them were only in this mess because of her.

“Girls, run!” Gina cried, jumping out from her vantage point and charging at Shelly and the other woman. Both of them spun and turned, wide-eyed with shock at the near-nude Gina jumping at them. Then from behind, She saw Jessica and Naomi try to scramble out from behind their privacy screen. Both women were panicked though, and Jessica tripped over the screen, knocking it over on top of the thong-clad lifeguard.

Gina turned to take this in, in turn lowering her guard, allowing Shelly and the other woman to pounce on her. Before she could react, she felt the muscular, big-breasted woman’s powerful hands lock around her wrists and pull them behind her back. She tried to open her mouth to cry out, but Shelly was too fast, and slipped one of the white cloths around her mouth, gagging her.

“Mmmph! Mmm!” Gina cried, feeling as the muscular woman bound her wrists.

Jessica stumbled to her feet but Shelly was on her, pulling a gag over her mouth as well.

“Mmmnno!” Jessica cried, reaching behind her head to swat at the blond woman securing the gag at the back of her neck.

“Mmmoo! Gmmmph!” Gina pulled forward, feeling the rope tighten around her wrists.

Elsewhere, Naomi was trying to get out from under the screen. With Jessica securely gagged, Shelly was tying her wrists behind her back.

“Ulllmmm gggmm!” Gina tried to pull forward but then felt her feet being pushed together. She looked down to see her ankles being secured by rope as well.

Shelly had forced Jessica to the ground and after finishing securing her wrists, was moving to her kicking feet now. Gina wobbled, trying to maintain her balance on her now bound feet, and looked to see Naomi struggling to her feet.

“Mmmnoo! Gmmmo!” Gina tried to warn through her gag, wanting the girl to run, get help.

But instead, Naomi dove at Shelly in an attempt to force her off of Jessica. The big-breasted woman was on her immediately, coming up behind Naomi and pulling a gag tight over her lips.

“Mmmm!” Naomi cried, her hands flying up to her now covered mouth.

Shelly finished tying Jessica’s feet and rushed over to Naomi, grabbing her flailing hands while the other finished securing the gag. Once the gag was tied, the bigger woman grabbed Naomi’s wrists, pulled them behind her back, and started securing them.

“Ummmffff mmmfff! Gmm!” Naomi cried, twisting and writhing as the big-breasted woman secured her wrists while Shelly tied her ankles.

“Mmmfff mnooo!” Gina cried and launched herself forward, feeling herself topple thanks to her bound feet.

Shelly’s big-breasted accomplice seemed to anticipate this, and spun and caught Gina as she fell.

“Whoa, where do you think you’re going?” The woman smiled, grasping Gina’s biceps in her vice-like grip.

“Ummm hmm! Gmm!” Gina mumbled through her gag.

If only I wasn’t gagged, then I could maybe work out something! Gina cursed, thinking that she could have offered herself in exchange for Naomi and Jessica’s release.

“Well,” Shelly finished securing Naomi’s ankles and stood, smiling at the bound and gagged Gina. “This wasn’t the way we planned it, but nonetheless, you still fell into our trap.”

“Urrrggg mmmph!” Gina grumbled and glared at the woman.

“Uffff mmm!” Naomi kicked out her bound feet but Shelly nimbly sidestepped them.

“Plus,” Shelly turned and motioned to the bound and gagged Jessica and Naomi. “You brought some friends.”

“Mmmm gggmm!” Jessica spat, struggling valiantly against her bonds.

“Well Lisa,” Shelly looked at her busty, bikini clad accomplice. “Let’s get them ready.”

“Mnnnoop!” Gina tugged again, but Lisa tightened her grip on Gina’s bicep, prompting a muffled protest from the bound and gagged Sheriff.

“Mmmmph!” Naomi cried as Shelly grabbed her from under her armpits and dragged her towards the door. The lifeguard kicked and struggled as best she could, but her bonds held firm.

Shelly sat Naomi against the wall next to the door and then strolled over to Jessica.

“Nnnnmph! Mmm ggmm!” Jessica shook her head and tried to squirm away.

“Sorry darling, nothing personal. You and Baywatch over there just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

Like Naomi before, Shelly gripped Jessica under the arm pits and dragged her over next to the door. The fitness guru put up more of a fight than the lifeguard, kicking and stamping her feet, but in the end found herself seated against the wall next to Naomi.

Finally it was Gina’s turn, and Lisa gripped her by both arms and dragged the bound and gagged Sheriff towards the other helpless, bound women as Shelly took a step over towards them, waiting to receive Gina in her open arms.

“Mmmrrrmm ggmm!” Gina protested, trying to struggle against the much bigger, more muscular woman.

As Lisa dragged Gina towards the wall, there was a calm, patient knock on the door. Lisa froze, as did Shelly, whose wide eyes darted to the closed door next to her. A volley of muffled cries went up from Jessica and Naomi.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!”

“Gmmm hmmm mmm! Hlllpp!”

“Hmmm! Ummm gmmm!” Gina joined in, pleading at the door through her gag.

Lisa took a step towards the door, letting go of the bound Gina as she did. Her balance already precarious, Gina found herself plunging forward, face first into Shelly’s waiting arms.

“Offf!” Gina grunted as the older woman caught her near-nude, bound form, spun her, and placed her against the wall next to the other prisoners.

“Hmm mmm!” Gina cried as there was another knock at the door, and then Shelly rushed over to behind Lisa as the muscular woman grasped the knob and pulled open the door.

“Oh… hello.” Gina heard Tanya’s voice from the other side of the door.

“Mmm! Mmmm! Gmmmoo!” She cried through her gag, hearing Naomi and Jessica join in.

“Ummmm! Hlllp!”

“Gllllbb mmm!”

“Oh Tanya, come on in.” Shelly called from behind Lisa.

“Hmmmph?” Gina furrowed her brow and looked at the blond woman.

“I just came to see how preparations were going.” Tanya continued, and Gina heard her step into the room.

Lisa stepped aside, holding the door as Tanya continued further into the room.

“Mmmm! Mnnoo!”

“Mmmm ggmmmbb!” The muffled women cried, but Gina only watched, wide-eyed, realizing there was more going on than she thought.

She watched as Tanya stepped into the room, her bare ass to the bound and gagged prisoners. In the fluorescent lighting of the room, Gina could barely make out the fishing line string running between Tanya’s buttocks. As soon as the redhead was in the room, Lisa closed the door behind her. Tanya spun, finally catching sight of the bound and gagged trio, and the expression on her face went from confusion to surprise to elation in the space of a moment.

It was all short lived though, as no sooner did Tanya’s face turn to pure joy as Shelly came up behind her her and pulled a white, cloth gag over her mouth.

“Ummmfff! Mmm mmmf!” Tanya cried, her hands instinctively rushing to pull the gag down, but Lisa was there, grabbing Tanya’s wrists and pulling them down.

“Urrrgg gggmm!” Tanya cried, and in a seamless movement, Shelly tied the gag and moved to tie Tanya’s wrists while Lisa held them.

“Urrrm gguurrmm! Mnnno!” Tanya cried as Shelly secured her hands behind her back while Lisa squatted down and began tying Tanya’s ankles with a length of rope.

“Urrmmm mmmmff!” Tanya grunted as her ankles were bound together, thrashing against her bonds, her red hair whipping around her head as she did. Her face was turning almost as read as her hair with rage.

Her show of anger did nothing to intimidate her captors, who looked at each other with amusement, and then Shelly grabbed Tanya from under the armpits while Lisa grabbed her bound feet.

“Urrrggm mmoo! Llmmm mmfff mnnoo! Llmmmffff mfff mnoo!” Tanya squealed into her gag, thrashing and kicking as Shelly and Lisa laid her down on the ground opposite from the three other bound and gagged women.

“Well,” Shelly smiled and stepped away from the still gagged and squealing Tanya. “Looks like the gang’s all here.”

Lisa stepped behind Shelly like a loyal lapdog, also surveying the room filled with half naked, bound and gagged women.

“Well Gina,” Shelly turned to the helpless Sheriff. “I hoped our relationship would be a fruitful one, but sadly you may still have a purpose.”

“Hmmm?” Naomi cocked her head and turned to Gina, who shrugged back.

“You see,” Shelly turned and strolled towards the struggling Tanya. “Tanya here approached Lisa and I with an opportunity we couldn’t pass up.”

“Ummm mmnoo! Mmmph!” Tanya protested through the gag as Shelly stood over her.

“Tanya apparently didn’t like the looks that her boy-toy Brad was giving you, so she thought Lisa and I would do her dirty work and get rid of that hot new Sheriff with the big-breasts.”

“Mmmmph! Mmmm ggmm!” Tanya shook her head and kicked her feet while Gina looked over at the struggling woman.

So she did sell us out! Her hunch was right.

“Thing is Tanya,” Shelly bent over. “I’m not stupid, and know all about you and Brad fucking. You really think that I was just going to let that continue?”

“Mmmno! Umm ggmmm!” Tanya spat as Shelly turned back to Gina.

“But, Ace loves new blood, and wouldn’t pass up the chance for such a fine bunch like yourselves.” Shelly gestured to the three bound and gagged women leaning against the wall and then to Tanya on the floor.

“Soon Lisa here will make a call to her superiors, who will come and take you all away to a new life in the service of Ace, causing Lisa to earn the trust of the higher ups in Ace’s organization and feeding everything she learns to me.” Shelly smiled.

“Mmmm ggmm!”

“Nnmmmo!”

“Mmmph!”

“Ulllggh gllumbbm!”

A chorus of muffled cries rose from the captive women, and Jessica, Naomi, and Tanya increased their struggles while Gina kept her eyes on Shelly.

“If only you would have believed me,” Shelly took a step towards the bound and gagged Sheriff. “I wasn’t lying, I have no idea where Felicia Fetters is. I gave her the location of one of Ace’s safe-houses, figured she would be useful if she arrested a few of his men. After that she never came back. I can only assume she got caught and Ace’s men found a new use for her.”

“Urrmmm mmmmff! Mmmph!” Gina leaned forward, glaring at Shelly and doing her best to look intimidating despite her helpless state.

Shelly only laughed and stepped back.

“If you would have stayed out of my business then you all wouldn’t be in this situation right now. Maybe you’ll see Felicia Fetters where you’re going.” Shelly laughed again, and nodded to Lisa, who nodded back.

With that the older blond woman stepped out of the room and closed the door behind her. Lisa looked over her prisoners, and then sat down at a chair, lifted a phone from a receiver on a table next to it, dialed a number, and crossed her tan legs while she waited for someone to pick up.

“Yes,” Lisa said into the phone. “It’s Lisa. You might want to send some people down here. I caught a few ladies sticking their noses where they shouldn’t belong.”

“Hmmmrrrm! Mmmmnnoo mmph!” Jessica protested, twisting and writhing against her bonds.

“Yes… yes… Oh I’m sure he’ll like them.” Lisa smiled and eyed up the prisoners.

“Mmmpph!” Tanya protested.

“Yes I’ll keep an eye on them until he gets here…okay see you soon.” With that she hung up and reclined, still keeping her legs crossed as her gaze shifted between the bound and gagged women.

“Ummph! Hmmmph! Mmm!” Jessica cried.

“Mmmm! Mmmm ggmm!” Tanya joined in.

“Mnnooo! Mmm ggmm!” Naomi’s muffled cries joined the chorus.

“Mmmmm! Mmmphh mmm! Gmmm!” Gina added, not sure what else to do in the moment. Like the others, she was completely helpless, bound and gagged, but perhaps they could make enough noise to somehow attract attention?

“Mmmmm! Mmmmph!”

“Gggmm! Hummm mmmph!”

“Mmmmmph! Umm mmph!”

“Urrrggll mmm ggg!”

They were a chorus of muffled voices, moaning and crying in unison. Lisa watched, reclining in her chair, and Gina watched as their big-breasted captor’s facial expression changed from one of smug amusement to that of annoyance.

“Oh please, stop it. No one can hear you.” Lisa sighed, uncrossing her legs.

“Mmmm! Ummm bbmmf!” Jessica protested.

“Nope, no one is coming to save you.” Lisa smiled, regaining some of her bluster with the taunt.

“Ummmff!” Tanya blurted, and then flashed Gina a pleading look.

Gina turned away from the buxom redhead.

“Grrfff…” She grunted.

They were in this mess because of Tanya, who was now silently begging Gina for help.

The nerve!

Still, if Gina found a way out, she knew that she couldn’t leave Tanya to her fate, she would rescue her, if only to arrest her immediately after.

And I’ll arrest Lisa and Shelly! Gina thought. Shelly may not have been responsible for Felicia’s disappearance, but she sure was trying to get rid of Gina, and as for Lisa…

Well, if she really was a mole for Shelly, then she would have useful information on Ace’s organization. Perhaps Gina could get Lisa to talk once arrested.

“Offf…” Gina shook her head. She was getting ahead of herself, first she had to find a way to get free.

“Offf…” She grunted and looked over her fellow captives.

They outnumbered Lisa, if they could only get free then they could overpower her…

But the idea that was forming in Gina’s head evaporated when the door opened and a group of men stormed in, Lisa rising to greet them as they entered.

“Mmmmph!” Gina grunted in frustration as they entered.

The man in the lead turned his head to look down at them with hungry eyes, and then to Lisa with an equally lusty gaze. Gina watched as the other men all practically salivated at the sight of the helpless, half-naked women.

“Ummph mmm!” Naomi cried at one of the men, a younger, stocky boy with close cropped blond hair leered at her.

“Lisa, Lisa, Lisa, how did you score this?” The man in the lead said, leaning over to embrace the big-breasted woman.

He was a thickly built man, wearing all black, complete with black leather jacket, and spiked up dark hair. As Gina watched, she couldn’t help but notice Lisa tense as he wrapped his arms around her and held her a little too long. The big-breasted woman kept her smile up, but it was a forced, skin deep smile. It was the kind of smile that a woman has around a superior that makes her nervous.

“I told King that you would be a natural fit with us.” The man continued, turning to wrap his hand around Lisa’s waist…

And lower…

Gina watched as Lisa stiffened as his hand cupped her thonged behind. His eyes, filled with a toxic, mischievous glint, shifted from her large breasts to the captives.

“What a haul!” He exclaimed, patting Lisa’s thick rear end. She stiffened but kept her smiled up.

“Thank you, Jack.” She smiled.

“So what exactly happened here?” Jack took a seat where Lisa had been sitting, and patted his thigh, gesturing for her to take a seat.

Gina watched as Lisa swallowed and then sat on Jack’s lap, hooking her arms around his neck as she did.

“Well, The tall one, with the boobs and the seashells,” Lisa nodded at Gina. “Was snooping around. She’s the new Sheriff.”

“Oh, is that so?” Jack’s hungry eyes settled on Gina. As he did, one of his hands slid under Lisa’s bikini top. The big-breasted woman tensed but did nothing else. Gina got the feeling she was used to this.

“Urrmmmm hmmmfff!” Gina mumbled.

“Yes, and she came with the red-head.” Lisa gestured with her head at Tanya.

“Urrrff!” Tanya shook her head and tugged on her bonds.

“Ah Tanya. We’ve had our eye on her for some time. Always figured she would go poking her nose where it didn’t belong.” Jack smiled as he pulled one of Lisa’s breasts from her top and cupped his hand over it.

“The lifeguard apparently snuck them in.” Lisa jutted her chin at Naomi.

“Urrgglle mmm mmgg…” Naomi glared at Lisa and Jack.

“I don’t know how the bronzed blond got involved, but she was tagging along with them.” Lisa gestured to Jessica.

“Ah Jessica,” Jack smiled. “I love your paparazzi pics. You seem to have an awful hard time keeping your bikini bottoms on.” With that he nodded at one of his men, who leaned over, grabbed the knot that held Jessica’s bikini bottoms to her hips, and pulled, undoing the flimsy knot.

“Eeep!” Jessica cried, and tried wriggling away as the goon reached over her shapely, toned legs and pulled at the other knot.

“Urrrmmm mmph!” Jessica squealed and tried to roll away, but with a tug the goon pulled her tiny, thong bottoms out from between her legs.

“MMMMMOO! UMMM GGGMMFF!” Jessica’s face went beat red and she pressed her bound legs together in vain attempt to preserve her fading modesty.

The goon tossed the bikini bottoms to Jack, who caught them and held them to his nose, breathing in deeply.

“Urrggh ggmmm!” Jessica scrunched her face in disgust.

“Tanya though, is a little jealous of Gina and the looks her boy-toy was giving her, so she was planning on selling her out anyway. I just took advantage.” Lisa beamed as Jack pulled her other breast free of the small, restrictive bikini top.

“Lisa,” Jack cradled her waist. “Good job.”

“Thank you.” She beamed.

“I for one, am certainly impressed. I’m sure you’ll impress other higher ups with this performance.” Jack continued to cradle her waist.

“I’m glad to help.” She smiled.

“Now, open wide.” Jack said.

“Wha-ummph!” She was cut off by Jack shoving Jessica’s worn bikini bottoms into her mouth.

“There, that’s a good girl. Now you just hold them just like that.” Jack pulled his hand away and bopped Lisa on the nose.

“Mmm?” She cocked her head, but held the bikini bottoms in her mouth.

“Just a test, don’t worry.” With that he stood and patted the chair where he had just been, motioning for Lisa to sit.

She did as told, sitting and placing her hands on her thighs while keeping the bikini bottoms in her mouth.

“That’s a good girl.” Jack patted her cheek and turned to face the bound and gagged captives.

As he did, Gina noticed Lisa quickly squeeze her eyes shut in a look of displeasure. Briefly, for a moment, Gina felt a wave of pity for the woman, allowing herself to be degraded like this while being a puppet for someone like Shelly. It was only a brief wave of pity though, as Gina knew that Lisa was no angel.

“You see that,” Jack turned and pointed to the gagged, big-breasted woman. “That’s loyalty, and power. That’s the power of Ace.”

Jack paced, eyes scanning the helpless captives.

“You,” He stopped and leaned over, glaring at Naomi. “Did not show loyalty tonight, which is something Ace values in people.”

“Urrgg gghmmm hmm!” Naomi protested as Jack stood and paced again.

“It’s a shame though with you.” Jack leered down at Gina, who did her best to glare up at him defiantly despite her near nudity and helplessness.

“I don’t know where they’re finding you sheriffs at, but it’s a shame that I’m going to have to get rid of another one.” His eyes never left her breasts as he spoke.

“Wummmmff?” Gina mumbled in response.

“Oh yes,” Jack crossed his arms and smiled. “Sheriff Fetters also went poking her nose where it didn’t belong, though she was wearing a little more than you are… barely…”

“Ummm hmm mmmph! Mmmm!” Gina glared at him. Jack seemed to find amusement in her muffled protests.

“There was a local establishment, Rossi’s. Perhaps you heard of it? Went up in a blaze of glory… and Sheriff Fetters with it.” There was a mischievous glint in Jack’s eye as his spoke, revealing Felicia’s fate to Gina.

She did her best to hide her reaction, to remain calm and defiant, but she felt her blood freeze in her veins as her heart started to do somersaults in her ribcage.

Felicia, blown up?

Gina had heard of the bar explosion, but to her knowledge no one had been in the building. That would have been big news, especially in a town like this. It would have been even bigger news if the Sheriff was found in the building.

Unless he was lying. Could he be lying? For what reason?

Could Felicia be alive, but he wanted to hide it?

A wave of conflicting emotions flooded over Gina, she barely had time to process one feeling before it whizzed past. Was he lying about Felicia, and if so, why? Or was he telling the truth, and if so, then did this man rip her attempt at revenge away from her?

Sadness, disgust, and fury well inside of Gina. She had no love for Felicia, but didn’t want her dead. If Felicia was really gone, then…

Jack chuckled, somehow sensing that he must have gotten under Gina’s skin, and stepped back, taking a phone out of his jacket.

“Maybe Ace will show mercy on all of you. Maybe, after some “training”, you can be a loyal, obedient servant, just like Lisa over there.” He motioned to Lisa, still sitting obediently with her hands on her lap, her breasts exposed, and bikini bottoms in her mouth.

“Or… well…” Jack smiled, dialed a number, and put the phone to his ear.

“Urrrmmm mmmmumm mmph!”

“Urrggg gglblbb! Bbbummm!”

“Hurrrmmbbb mmmmph!”

Gina tried to tune out the gagged protests of her fellow prisoners to listen to Jack’s phone conversation. Jack was talking with someone, his previous, jovial tone replaced with a flat, serious one. The tone of an employee speaking with his unhappy boss.

“Look I'm just…fine.” Jack sounded defeated.

“No we’re still looking for the one who broke King’s wrist… don’t worry, we got them on camera…No, that was another one that stole his wallet…” Jack continued.

More trouble? Gina furrowed her brow and strained to listen. Someone named King had their wrist broken and wallet stolen?

“Yeah fine… I’ll finish up here and pick up on that…” Jack sighed and hung up the phone.

He turned back to face the bound and gagged women, the look of disappointment on his face shifting back to his mischievous grin.

“Bad news ladies, Ace is not in a charitable mood today.”

“Mmmnoo! Mmmooh!”

“Mmmeeep!”

“Gllummph bbbmmff!”

“One of you will have a new life in service of Ace,” Jack smiled, his gaze shifting to each of them. “And you…” Jack motioned to Naomi.

“Mnoo! Ummm ggmm!” She protested.

“Looks like you’ll have to undergo what we call “re-orientation.” Ace thinks you have potential.”

“Ummmff wmmuff!” Naomi cried, turning to look at Gina.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmo!” Gina chimed in, defending the younger girl.

“While the others…well…” He smiled and shrugged.

“Mmmnooo!”

“Glllubbb hmm!”

“Mmmmmph!”

Jack snapped his fingers at one of his men, who nodded and stepped towards Naomi.

“Mmmmm! Uggg gggllumm!” She twisted and struggled against her bonds.

“Mmmmph! Stttfffpp!” Gina protested, sticking out her bound feet in a vain effort to stop the man, but it was no use. He leaned over, scooped up the bound and gagged Naomi, and slung her over his shoulder.

“Urrggh ggmmph! Mmmph! Ummm ggmm!” She cried into her gag, twisting and writhing as he headed towards the door, seemingly oblivious to her struggles.

“Mmmph! Mmmm gggmm! Mnooo!” Gina pleaded through her gag.

Not Naomi! It’s my fault she’s in this mess.

But the goon carried the bound and gagged lifeguard out the door, and Naomi’s gagged cries faded down the hallway as she was ferried to her unknown fate.

“Now, just which one of you should we keep around…” Jack turned to the remaining three women and rubbed his chin while his eyes scanned the group.

“Urmmm mmmph! Mmm!”

“Gllummm hmmmph!”

“Eeeny, meeny, miney, moe…” Jack shifted his finger to each bound and gagged woman as he spoke.

“Mmmmph! Mmm!”

“Urrrmm mnoo! Mmmp!”

“Catcha tiger by the toe…” Jack’s pointing finger continued shifting from one to the other.

“Glllbbb mmm!”

“If he hollers, let him go…”

“Mmmmph! Mnnnoo!”

“Eeeny, meeney, miney…”

“Urmmmfff! Mmmpph!”

“Moe!” Jack’s finger stopped, leveling at presumably the woman chosen to brought into “service” for Ace…

Jessica!

Her eyes went wide and her gaze shifted to the other bound and gagged women, and then to the men in the room, all of which were eying her with a hungry gaze.

“Urrrm mmph! Mnnoo! Lmmmphh hmmmph!” She started shaking her head and squirming back.

“Mnnn mmnno! Mmmph!” Gina started pleading with Jack through her gag.

No, take me!

Jessica was only in this mess because of her. It should be her, not Jessica!

“Okay boys, one of you take Jessica here to meet her new employer.” Jack snapped his fingers at one of his men.

“Mmmo! Mmm ggmmmff!” Jessica cried and shook her head as one of the men loomed over her.

“Mmmpph! Mmmno! Cmmn mmmn!” Gina cried, stamping her feet as she pleaded through her gag.

“Nmmmm hmmm hmmmpph! Mmmmp!” Jessica flexed and squirmed as the goon bent over to pick her up. Despite her impressive physique, her muscles did her little good as the man lifted the bottomless fitness model from the ground and slung her over his shoulder.

“Nnmmmph! Umm ggllbbb!” Gina pleaded with Jack, who smiled down at the bound and gagged Sheriff.

“Mmmnno! Ummm mmmmph!” Jessica’s muffled cries dwindled as she was carried out of the room and off to her fate in service of Ace, leaving just Gina and Tanya alone in the room with Jack, Lisa, and two other goons.

“Lisa,” Jack motioned to the woman still sitting with Jessica’s worn bikini bottoms in her mouth. “Why don’t you go get a laundry cart for us to transport our guests here to their final destination.”

“Umm hmm…” Lisa nodded and stood, her hands reaching up to pull her bikini top back over her giant breasts.

“Lisa...” Jack started, his tone suddenly harsher.

“Hmmm?” She stopped, her hands clasped around her chest.

“I didn’t say cover up. And keep those in your mouth until I say otherwise.” Jack’s voice, previously lighthearted and playful, was now cold and stern.

“Ummm hmm..” Lisa nodded, her gaze suddenly shifting to Gina, who flashed the big-breasted woman a cold look.

If she wanted to play both sides, this was the price she had to pay.

To be continued…
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