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The story so far…

Felicia Fetters is a beautiful, ex-bikini model turned Sheriff of the small town of Marston’s Pointe. Though idyllic on the surface, Marston’s Pointe hides a criminal seedy underbelly. In her quest to wipe out crime in her new hometown, Felicia meets Shelly Arnold, a beautiful but enigmatic woman with an agenda of her own. Shelly is out to take over the criminal empire run by the mysterious crime lord known only as Ace, and uses Felicia and several other women as pawns in her game.

Soon though, Shelly finds herself a victim of her own machinations, and along with Felicia ends up a prisoner of The Queen, a sadistic dominatrix and Ace’s right hand woman. Shelly is able to escape The Queen’s dungeon and finds herself pursued by the relentless bounty hunter known as Lustra. While on the run, Shelly stumbles across a secluded farm with a dark secret and finds herself a prisoner of the dysfunctional family determined to protect their secret at any cost.

Meanwhile, Felicia is still a prisoner of The Queen, who gives the imprisoned Sheriff a makeover with the intent on keeping Felicia as a bondage pet forever...

1.

If there was one thing Alyssa was more protective of than the farm, it was her tanning time. Laying out in the sun in a tiny bikini was Gracy's little sisters's favorite way of unwinding after a long day of work, and anyone who interrupted her would live to regret it.

Which was way Gracy took her time walking from the barn to the pool deck, wringing her hands the whole time while walking at an agonizingly slow pace. Her and her brothers drew straws to see who would be the one to summon Alyssa, and Gracy lost.

She always lost.

She's my baby sister, she should be the one scared of me!

But Alyssa always had a competitive edge, and a fiery temper to boot, and then when she got into weightlifting... well Gracy didn't stand a chance. Not only could Alyssa push Gracy around verbally, but physically as well.

Plus the men drooled over Alyssa, especially after she got her new tits.

Gracy had never been one to be self conscious. She had always been proud of her body. Her curves were killer and her boobs and ass were all natural, and most women wished they had juicy ass cheeks like hers.

As Gracy crossed the yard, she became suddenly aware of how short her cut-off denims were, of how they rode up with every step she took, exposing more and more of her deeply tanned cheeks.

Like Alyssa, Gracy enjoyed tanning too, but often found a secluded spot somewhere in the fields to strip down to a thong and tan her cheeks. Gracy also wore a short, button down that ended just above her navel, and left the top few buttons undone to show off her bountiful, and natural, cleavage. She was dressed to impress.

But the only person to impress was their captive, Shelly.

Gracy knew it was silly, that this new blond woman wouldn't be around long (hopefully), but still, there was something about the sight of her, bound and gagged in that chair last night, that set Gracy's blood on fire.

She had pleasured herself all night to the thought.

But now, as she approached her bikini clad sister, she suddenly felt out of shape and exposed.

She said only interrupt her if it's important, and Wes said this was important.

That's right, if Alyssa snapped at her, she would just blame Wes. Let him deal with Alyssa's wrath, or best case, let Shelly deal with it.

Gracy stepped up onto the pool deck, and was greeted with the sight of Alyssa reclining in a beach chair in a tiny red, white, and blue thong bikini. The small bikini top barely held her massive breast, which glistened from tanning oil and rose up and down with each breath Alyssa took. Large sunglasses obscured her sister's eyes, and she couldn't tell if Alyssa knew she was there or not.

“Umm...” Gracy began, wringing her hands together.

Alyssa didn't respond. Her chest continued to rise up and down as she soaked up the afternoon sun.

“Excuse...” Gracy began, but then Alyssa grumbled and rolled over onto her side.

Is she... asleep?

She was! Her sister rolled over to her side, exposing the thin, red string of the thong running between her perfect ass cheeks. Alyssa's ass was equally as impressive as her boobs, and unlike them, it was all natural.

“Alyssa...” Gracy muttered again, but Alyssa didn't react.

Dammit.

Gracy knew what she had to do, and didn't like it... not one bit.

As she took one step after another towards her sleeping sister, she cursed Wes and Gus for being such cowards, and she cursed Shelly for pushing her towards this.

Gracy hovered over her sleeping sister and reached out towards her with a shaky hand.

“Alyssa, wake up...”

But Alyssa didn't budge, seemingly in a deep slumber.

Gracy's hand settled on Alyssa's shoulder and ever so slightly shook it...

Alyssa snapped awake, rolling over and snatching Gracy's hand in vice like grip.

“Ow! Ow!” Gracy screamed as her bikini clad sister rose to her full height, forcing the bigger girl to her knees.

“Ow please!”

“What...did... I say... about...” Alyssa was huffing through gritted teeth.

“It's the prisoner! The Prisoner!” Gracy screamed, tears filling her eyes.

Alyssa stopped, loosening her grip slightly on Gracy but still keeping pressure on her.

“What? Has she broken yet?”

“No... if anything she's... gotten louder...” Gracy's tone was almost apologetic, like it was her fault this was happening.

“So...” Alyssa sighed.

“It... it's annoying the boys. They sent me to ask you what to do.”

Alyssa let out another annoyed sigh and let go of Gracy, who gratefully took back her wrist and started rubbing it. Despite being used to this kind of treatment, she was always impressed at just how strong her sister could be. The bikini clad woman rose and stormed off of the pool deck, not even bothering to grab a towel to cover her thong clad form. Gracy followed, feeling slightly self conscious behind her sister's exquisite, round body. Her sister never seemed self conscious or ashamed of her body, but Alyssa flaunting her body not only made Gracy insecure and uncomfortable, but it made the boys uncomfortable too.

Gracy somewhat suspected that it was intentional. Alyssa knew how to attack someone psychologically as well as physically, and keeping her siblings in a state of confusion meant that she went unchallenged.

Gracy's eyes fell to Alyssa's magnificent , oiled ass cheeks, which stayed completely firm as she stormed across the farm like a woman possessed. Alyssa had ordered Gracy and the boys too keep a look out for anything suspicious and to constantly monitor their surveillance cameras, trip wires, and security systems. Despite the farm's outward appearance, they had most of the area around it hooked up with cameras and motion detectors, it was how they knew about the women fighting on the road, and how they knew about Shelly sneaking up in the night.

Alyssa revealed that she still didn't believe Shelly's story, but didn't want to do anything drastic until she found out what exactly it was that the blond woman was hiding. Her sister did at least believe Shelly about the biker being dangerous, seeing how that woman had fought off both Gus and Wes, and it seemed to Gracy that Alyssa was more worried about the biker showing back up than the FBI.

Gracy too was losing faith in the FBI agent story. So far it was mid-day and they hadn't seen or heard anything strange.

They made their way closer to the large, old red barn that took up a good deal of space on the far side of the property. The barn was mostly meant for appearances, they rarely went inside, but it gave the outward look that was a normal farm. Next to the barn was an equally ancient RV, “The Hot Box”. All of the RV's windows had been spray painted black, and the doors had been modified so that they only opened from the outside. It had been Alyssa's idea, a way of punishing farm hands or nosy people by locking them inside the RV and leaving it in the sun, eventually it would get so hot inside that whoever was in there would beg to be let out.

The heat was unbearable inside the RV, Gracy should know since Alyssa had locked her inside several times.

This time though, Shelly was proving to be formidable. The door to the RV buckled as the woman banged on it from inside.

“Let me out! Do you hear me! Let me out!” She screamed, rocking the door back and forth.

Both Gus and Wes saw Alyssa coming and approached her while also trying to keep their eyes off of their sister's heaving cleavage.

“What's going on?” Alyssa asked, stopping and placing her hands on her hips.

“The bitch won't shut up, that's the problem!” Wes motioned to the RV as he spoke. The entire time, Shelly continued to shout and pound on the door.

Gracy had to give it to the woman, she had been inside the Hot Box for hours and didn't seem fazed.

“So?” Alyssa shrugged. She knew to expect protesting when it came to the Hot Box.

“It's getting fucking annoying!” Wes shouted.

“Hey! Let me out this instant! I demand that you let me go!” The shouting and pounding continued.

Alyssa sighed and looked over at a work table next to the Hot Box. She strolled over, grabbed a roll of duct tape, and brought it over to Gus.

“Here, tape her up and gag her.” She ordered as Gus took the tape from her.

“Wait!” Gracy interjected before she could second guess herself.

Alyssa stopped and glared at her sister.

“What?” She demanded, breasts heaving up and down even faster, showing that she was losing her patience.

“I mean... if she can't talk then how will we know when she's ready to... you know... talk?” Gracy was battling against her primal desire to see Shelly bound and gagged and her practical desire to get information from the woman.

“Well she should have thought about that before she decided to make all that noise.” Alyssa said and nodded to Gus, who stormed over to the Hot Box, duct tape in hand.

The big man gripped the handle of the side door and turned. As soon as the door opened, Shelly darted out with almost lightning speed and tackled the big man.

Gracy sprinted forward, as did Wes and Alyssa.

“Please don't put me back in there! Please!” Shelly pleaded, wrapping her arms around the big man's midsection.

Gus had his hands up like he was about to force her off of him, but then hesitated, staring wide eyed at the bikini clad woman clutching him for dear life. His nervous eyes flashed up to his siblings, who all paused and eyed each other up.

Maybe the hot box had gotten Shelly, maybe now she wanted to talk. They all waited to hear what she had to say next.

Then Shelly's hand deftly slid into Gus' pocket and withdrew his keys. Before he or anyone could react, she kicked the big man between the legs and jumped back into the RV, slamming the door behind her.

“Stop her!” Alyssa screamed, her massive breasts swinging like pendulums as she sprinted towards the RV.

Gracy and Wes followed, charging at the vehicle.

Then the engine of the RV roared to life.

“Shit!” Alyssa screamed, still charging at the RV.

The vehicle pulled away from the barn, and everyone froze and backed away from it. Gracy's mind went overdrive, watching as the large, clumsy vehicle careened and swayed violently around the yard.

The rational part of her brain told her that there was no way that Shelly could drive the vehicle off the farm, seeing how the windows were all blacked out, but she could cause a lot of damage... especially to them.

“Get away, move!” Gracy cried as she dove back.

The RV swung and turned madly, kicking up dirt and dust as it did. Gracy realized that was Shelly's plan, cause as much damage as she could, maybe hit a few of them, and then escape in the aftermath.

The back of the RV swung wide, heading right towards--

-Alyssa!

Gracy dove forward, grabbed her sister in a bear hug, and pulled her back. Both of them fell to the ground as the RV swung past them. Across the yard, both Gus and Wes had backed away from the wrecking ball on wheels.

Gracy let go of her sister and rolled off of her, watching as Alyssa adjusted her bikini top. Her breasts must have fallen out of the tiny top when they fell.

Then the RV made a sharp turn and continued straight, driving headfirst into the corner of the barn. The entire wooden structure shook, and Gracy felt her heart leap in her chest. She half expected the entire ancient barn to come down on top of the RV. If Shelly wanted to draw attention, that would be one way of doing it.

But the barn shook and stood firm, weathering the RV like many other storms of the past. The front fender of the RV though, caved in, bending and folding under the ancient timbers. A second later smoke started to rise up from under the crumbled hood.

Alyssa didn't miss a beat and was on her feet and hurrying towards the vehicle, while motioning to Wes and Gus.

“Move!”

They were up and charging towards the RV as well, Gus still had the roll of duct tape in hand. Gracy followed.

A moment later, Wes was at the driver's side door and tearing it open. A dazed but overall unharmed Shelly stumbled out into his waiting arms. She rubbed her eyes and then looked up at the grinning man, realization dawning on her face.

“Wait.... I-UMMMPH!” She was cut off by Gus coming up behind her and wrapping a layer of duct tape over her lips.

“Mmmoo! Umph! Mmm!” She moaned, raising her hands to pull off the tape. Wes grabbed her hands and held them down as Gus wrapped several layers of tape around Shelly's mouth, and then broke off the roll.

Wes, still holding Shelly's hands by the wrists, forced them behind her back and pressed his body against hers while Gus secured them together with the tape. All the while, Wes kept smiling at Shelly with his crooked, rotted grin.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmph! Mmm!” Shelly shook her head and tried to pull away, but it was too late, Gus already had her hands securely duct taped.

Once that was done, Wes lowered himself and crossed Shelly's feet at the ankle.

“Ufffll! Ggglugg!” She moaned, watching as Gus taped her feet together.

“Once you're done with that, throw her back in the Hot Box.” Alyssa came over, gloating over their prisoner's failed escape attempt.

“Whhtt! Mmmo!”

“Well you should have thought about that before you pulled that little stunt!” Alyssa spat.

“Mmmoo bbbff!” Shelly moaned, then Gus finished taping her feet and lifted her in his arms, cradling her like a child.

“Mmoo! Mmfff! Mmmm!” Shelly moaned, wriggling in his grasp as he carried her.

Gracy followed, realizing that her heart was racing at the sight of the helpless woman's struggles. Shelly's face was filled with desperate rage, every movement of hers filled with defiance. There was something about that Gracy couldn't resist.

“Urrggg! Mmmm! Ummm!” She struggled, trying to wiggle out of Gus' grasp.

Then Wes opened the side door, and Gus ducked in and tossed the bound and gagged woman unceremoniously onto the RV's carpeted floor.

“Mmooo! Hhhl-” Her muffled cries were cut off by Gus slamming the door shut.

“Good, let her simmer in there all night. We'll be back in the morning to check on her!” Alyssa spat and stormed away.

But Gracy stood, staring at the RV. Shelly's muffled moans could still be heard faintly inside.

“Mmm! Ummm fffll! Mmmgggfff! Mmm!” The door started shuttering again, no doubt from Shelly's kicking her bound feet against it.

The image of her inside, helpless, and bound and gagged was one that Gracy couldn't get out of her head.

She decided that she would have to pay Shelly a visit.

***

Lustra lowered her binoculars and processed what she had just witnessed. She had a limited view from her vantage point, a secure plateau a good distance from the farm, but it looked like there had just been a sort of vehicular accident.

The old red barn obscured much of her view, but she had been watching through most of the day, observing how the two men who attacked her and the curvy woman went back and forth to what looked like an old RV parked by the barn. Eventually, the curvy woman went and retrieved the big breasted one, the one who had threatened her with the shotgun the previous night.

To Lustra's surprise, the big breasted woman showed up clad in one of the tiniest, skimpiest thong bikinis she had ever seen. The bounty hunter practically salivated at the sight of the woman's giant breast bouncing in the sun, thinking about how much The Queen would pay for her.

Then the RV somehow came to life and careened erratically around the yard before crashing into the barn. Lustra couldn't see any more of what had happened after that.

Could they be keeping Shelly in that RV? If so then was that an attempted escape attempt?

Lustra had a lot of questions, namely, if that was Shelly in there, why were they holding her prisoner? She thought back to how quickly the two men had descended upon them on the street, and then how the big breasted woman had greeted her with a shotgun. These farmers definitely were hiding something. Her guess was either moonshine or a drug operation, or both. It also meant that they probably had surveillance around the area.

Still, why keep Shelly prisoner, why not just kill her?

Lustra pondered and raised back up her binoculars. Everything was calm back on the farm again, though the bigger, bearded man was pacing by the RV, like he was guarding something.

Maybe they think she's worth more to them alive?

Still, she couldn't go charging in half cocked. She still didn't know if they had Shelly in there, only a suspicion. Visual confirmation was what Lustra needed. Once she knew that they had Shelly, then she could figure out her next step, which would involve finding and taking out their surveillance as well.

Lustra settled in, feeling the grass under her bare bottom and watched through her binoculars, knowing she would be in for a long day.

***

I always knew Jessica was born to be a jungle girl. The Queen thought as she watched Vera drag the leopard bikini clad model over to the fake palm tree. Jessica's hands were bound in front of her and she was pulling and protesting the whole time as the much stronger, and younger, red head yanked her along.

The Queen stopped to admire Jessica's ass as the protesting, shouting former model was dragged by her. Her supple, shapely rear end bounced and clenched around the cheetah print thong as she fought against Vera, pulling on her bound hands.

“No, please! Look I'm sorry! I'm sorry!” Jessica begged, meeting The Queen's gaze.

“My Queen, I'm sorry, it was Felicia! She... seduced me! Tricked me!” Her eyes were wide, desperate.

The Queen's eyes ran up and down Jessica's body. Her tan, once a deep bronze, was starting to fade and her abs, once rock solid, were starting to soften. Usually, that meant more tanning sessions on the roof and a few hours of “Personal training” that would bring Jessica back to her old self, but recently, The Queen's mind had been... other wise occupied.

So The Queen only smiled and laughed at Jessica as Vera dragged her over to the fake palm tree, lifted her bound hands, and threw the end of the rope over a branch. The muscle bound red head caught the rope and pulled, suspending Jessica's arms over her head.

“Queen, please... show mercy!”

“Vera, she's annoying me.” The Queen sighed and rubbed her eyes.

Vera nodded obediently and came up behind Jessica with a thick cloth, also leopard print to match her bikini.

“Wait, pleas-UUUMMMF!' Jessica was cut off by Vera throwing the cloth over her head and pulling it tight through her mouth, Jessica's succulent lips wrapping around the gag as Vera knotted it at the back of her head.

“Mmmm! Ummm!” Jessica moaned, twisting and pulling on the rope as Vera stepped around to admire the bound and gagged former model.

Well, technically she was still a model. Just The Queen's model. Just like the old day, Jessica was in a studio, The Queen's personal studio, in front of a black back drop tied to a fake palm tree. And Like Jessica's old modeling days, she was about to have a photo shoot.

Vera picked up a bottle from a nearby table and squirted some oil onto her palms, and then placed her strong hands on both of Jessica's supple ass cheeks and started to rub the oil over her thonged bottom.

“Urrrff! Mmmph!”

“We gotta oil you up Jessica, make you look like a sweaty jungle girl.” The Queen smiled, watching as Vera's hands gently massaged the oil over Jessica's ass.

“Mmmph! Mmmo!” Jessica moaned as her ass started to shine in the studio lights from the oil.

Vera's deft hands moved from Jessica's ass to her legs, rubbing oil up and down her powerful thighs. Jessica squirmed and struggled, trying to pull away from the younger and more in shape girl as her legs were coated into oil.

“Urrrrm! Mmmm! Uff!” Jessica's oiled ass bounced up and down as she tried to pull away.

Then Vera switched to oiling up her other leg.

Vera squirted some oil on her palms and moved up, rubbing the shiny substance along Jessica's abs. Once, the older fitness model had rock solid, washboard abs, but they were beginning to soften from lack of exercise and the junk food force feedings that The Queen had subjected her to.

Once her abs were oiled, Vera's hands clasped Jessica's heaving, small breasts, enclosed by the leopard print bra.

“MMMO!” Jessica moaned as Vera's hands massaged the oil over her cleavage.

“I think you can take it from here.” The Queen patted Vera's rock solid shoulder as she spoke. Vera nodded and set the oil down and lifted a camera from a nearby table.

“Wfff! Mmmmoo! Pffff!” Jessica moaned, still struggling as Vera squatted down and started taking photos.

The Queen turned and walked away, listening to Jessica's muffled cries as she did. She knew that at some point she would have to do something about Jessica's appearance but had no interest in actually putting the work. Part of the blame was on her, because she had been force feeding Jessica, so it wasn't a surprise that her fit body was softening. It was part of Jessica's punishment, just like this photo shoot would be, in addition to silencing reports of Jessica's “disappearance”.

Truth was, not only was The Queen hurt and surprised by Jessica's betrayal, but she was also... bored with her. The Queen knew exactly why she was bored too, it was because she had traded Jessica in for a newer model...

Felicia Fetters.

The Queen stepped out of the studio and strolled down the long cement hall to her private chamber, past men and women alike both going their own way. None of them gave her a sideways glance. None would dare.

The Queen wore her usual leather bra and thong apparel, an outfit that would turn heads anywhere else, but here, they knew better. They knew that The Queen was not a thing to be ogled, and that a second glance could mean punishment or humiliation at her hands.

The Queen reached her chamber and stepped in, closing and locking the door behind her.

Felicia Fetters was waiting for her. The former Sheriff was clad in an outfit similar to hers, a black leather bra and thong. She was bound hand and foot on the grand bed in the middle of the room with her hands behind her back, but wasn't gagged.

Felicia glared at The Queen as the dominatrix entered and squirmed in her restraints. It was an appealing sight, watching as Felicia's legs curled under her and her breasts shook as she tugged on the manacles keeping her hands bound behind her.

“Oh Felicia, how are you today?” The Queen smiled.

Felicia stopped her struggling and glared at her captor.

“I could be better.” She grunted, sitting up.

The bound girl stiffened as The Queen approached.

“Oh relax,” The Queen began, keeping her tone casual. “This will be an easy day, we have some homework to do.”

“I always hated homework.” Felicia spat. One of the things The Queen liked about her was her spirit, how defiant she was.

The Queen could feel Felicia's eyes on her as she strolled over to a table and retrieved her phone and a laptop from it.

“You see, though you've spent some time in restraints, I think it's time that you learned how to be a proper damsel.” The Queen approached Felicia, items in hand.

“When I get out of this, you'll be the damsel.” Felicia's eyes were full of defiance as The Queen approached.

“See that's what I'm talking about. The indomitable spirit, the defiance, the spunk!” The Queen cooed as she climbed into the bed. Felicia squirmed to get away from the older woman but The Queen threw an arm around Felicia's shoulder and pulled her close.

Felicia practically cringed as her body was pressed against The Queen's. Their breasts were pressed against each other's, and the heavy rise and fall of Felicia's chest told The Queen that she was anxious. The younger woman's whole body was tense, awaiting the next move.

The Queen held out her phone and opened Instagram.

“See, your friend Jessica is becoming well acquainted with being a damsel.” She held the phone out for Felicia to see.

The photo on the screen was a photo of Jessica. More specifically, a photo from just moments ago, of Jessica in a leopard bikini, bound and gagged. Her shiny, oiled ass was facing the camera while Jessica looked over her shoulder with a pleading look in her eyes. A caption under the photo read “The Queen of the Jungle has been silenced.”

It already had several thousand likes and counting.

“What is this?” Felicia spat and looked up at The Queen in confusion.

“Renowned bikini model Jessica Lannon has discovered an inner desire to be bound and gagged and is now sharing it with the world.” The Queen answered and exited the photo to Jessica's main page.

Most of the recent pictures were of Jessica bound and gagged in various situations. The Queen expanded one that featured Jessica in a bikini, tied to a chair and gagged with a white cloth that pulled her head against the back of the chair. The cloth was pulled around the back of the chair and knotted behind it, keeping Jessica's head in an upright position. In front of her was a large, lavish feast of junk food of all shapes and sizes. The caption read “Do whatever you need to do to keep from giving into cravings.”

Then the Queen moved back to Jessica's main profile and brought up the first pic they had posted of her in bondage. Jessica was in a black, thong bodysuit and bound to a pole and gagged with a black muzzle.

“There's something so freeing about being helpless.” The caption read.

“What do you think you're doing? People will start to suspect something!” Felicia tried to pull away as she spoke.

“On the contrary,” The Queen set her phone down and dragged over her laptop. “They think that Jessica has moved to fetish modeling. She's been getting offers from photographers interested in working with her.”

“Sooner or later someone will find out. This can't go on forever.”

The Queen though was ignoring Felicia as she opened up her laptop and scrolled to a video.

“Do you remember the TV show called The Adventures of Mrs. Americana?” The Queen asked as she found the video she was searching from and expanded it to take up the screen.

“What?” Felicia stammered, clearly confused.

“It ran from 1975-1977. The story of the show is that she’s the perfecy, big breasted, blond housewife, but while he husband and kids are away at school and work, she suits up in a star spangled outfit to fight crime.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Felicia's eyes raced between The Queen and the computer screen.

“While The Adventures of Mrs. Americana wasn't known for having the best writing, there was a little... something that kept viewers coming back week after week.” The Queen hit the space bar on her computer and a video started playing.

Footage from an old TV show filled the screen. A blond, big breasted woman clad in a red, white, and blue bikini, complete with an American flag cape and blue mask, was walking down a dark corridor.

“That's Mrs. Americana.” The Queen pressed her body against Felicia's, feeling the growing wetness between her legs.

“I don't see what-mmmph!” The Queen cut Felicia off by clamping a hand over her mouth.

“Mrs. Americana had a penchant for getting tied up by the bad guys at least once per episode.” The Queen whispered in Felicia's ear.

“Mmmph! Umm!” Felicia moaned into The Queen's hand and tried to pull away.

On the screen, Mrs. Americana bent forward to peer around the corner. Her cape fell to the side, exposing the red, white, and blue thong running between her glorious ass cheeks. Mrs. Americana's backside was just as plump, juicy, and bouncy as her large breasts.

“Another thing about the show was that it drew controversy for the title heroine's skimpy costume, but the costume was why male viewers came back every week.” The Queen added

Unknown to Mrs. Americana, a man was sneaking up behind her with a length of rope in his hands. Before the blond superheroine could react, the man threw a loop of rope over her head and tightened it, pinning her arms to her sides.

“Oh my! What is this!” Mrs. Americana cried and struggled as the man wrapped more lengths of rope around her.

“This is a trap Mrs. Americana!” The man gloated as he tied her up.

The busty heroine gasped and pulled, but the goon had her tied tight.

“You'll never get away with this! You will never silence justice!” She said defiantly.

“No, but a gag can!” Unknown to Mrs. Americana, another goon came up behind her with a cloth in hand. He threw the cloth over her head and pulled it back, gagging the sexy superheroine.

“Umm mmm! Mmmm!” Mrs. Americana moaned into her gag as the man knotted it.

The Queen could feel her blood pumping and her nipples pressing against the leather bra. Nothing got her blood pumping quite like Mrs. Americana.

“Mmmp! Umm!” Felicia moaned and tried to slip away. The Queen tightened her grip around Felicia's mouth with her hand while using the other to slip off her leather thong.

On the screen, the men were dragging the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana down the hall as she struggled the whole time. Even bound and gagged, Mrs. Americana had spunk.

The Queen's leather panties slipped off and she moved her hand from Felicia's mouth.

“I can't believe you watch this! Of all the-ULLLGGGLL!” Felicia was cut off by The Queen shoving her panties into her mouth. Before Felicia could spit them out, The Queen clamped her hand over her mouth again.

Sadly, that particular clip of Mrs. Americana was over. In the episode, it went to commercial, and when it came back up, Mrs. Americana was still a captive of the men, but no longer gagged, which wasn't fun to The Queen.

Thankfully, this was a montage the The Queen had edited herself of all the times Mrs. Americana had been bound and gagged in her show.

In the next clip, Mrs. Americana was bound to a giant rocket while a mad scientist loomed over her.

“Oh, it will be quite the Fourth of July celebration indeed!” The scientist cackled and rubbed his hands together.

“You'll be celebrating Independence Day behind bars!” Mrs. Americana puffed out her impressive chest in defiance.

“One final touch!” The scientist pulled off his black tie and leaned forward, pressing the tie between Mrs. Americana's lips and tying it at the back of her head.

The Queen's hand slid down between her legs as Felicia pulled against her.

“Mmmo! Mmm!” Felicia moaned.

The Queen pulled Felicia tight and watched as the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana struggled on the rocket. An idea had just occurred to her, an idea that caused a fresh wave of arousal to rush through her body.

She slowed down, allowing her fingers to trace the outside of her thigh. The Queen realized that she was so turned on that she could orgasm right now, but she didn't want that.

The Queen wanted to savor this, to savor as Felicia bucked and squirmed against her while they watched clips of Mrs. Americana bound and gagged.

And then, she had quite the idea for Felicia after that.

Her fingers slipped between her legs and up, gently caressing the top of her clit. Her whole body shivered.

“Sttttp!” Felicia moaned, eyes wide.

The Queen had no intention of stopping anytime soon. She took in the sight on her monitor of the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana, struggling valiantly on the rocket as a timer counted down to her doom. The buxom heroine's breasts bounced and heaved with every movement. As Mrs. Americana struggled, Felicia's bound body struggled against The Queen, her panties and hand muffling the captive woman's protests.

***

“Urfff...” Shelly lay back on the carpet floor of the RV, her bikini clad body soaked in sweat. Her muscles ached from struggling, and her bare feet were sore from kicking at the door.

But if they think they're gonna break me then they have another thing coming! Her eyes narrowed and she huffed in frustration through the layers of duct tape sealing her mouth shut.

Her mind felt like it was in a fog, and she was struggling to come up with a plan or next course of action.

It was the heat. The inside of the RV was stifling and oppressive. She felt like she was in an oven, being slowly cooked alive.

“Hmmph... hmm...” She exhaled, hoping that laying still would cool her a bit. The intensity of the heat had subsided a bit, telling her that night must be falling, which meant that the RV would be cooling rapidly.

Then what? How much longer could they leave her in here?

Her mind attempted to formulate a plan, but could only focus on the sweltering heat surrounding her.

She knew heer captor's play was to leave her imprisoned in this sweat box until she agreed to talk, or whatever it was that they wanted from her.

Only they had bound and gagged her, so even if she was ready to talk, she couldn't. The message was clear: She was being punished for her escape attempt earlier. Left silent and forgotten.

God, this couldn't go on much longer, could it?

Shelly told herself that she could hold out, that she could resist, but if left here for another day, then her mind could very well be mush abd she could be willing to comply with whatever it was they wanted from her.

Something moved outside the trailer. Footsteps.

Shelly sat up and scooted back from the trailer door, feeling the old fibers of the carpet under her scratching against her bare, thonged ass.

Yes, someone was right outside the door.

Shelly backed against the wall, eyes wide and focused on the RV door. The two men had been posted as guards earlier, but she hadn't heard their voices in some time, telling her that they must have been called away, which meant that they weren't worried about her escaping at this point.

Her tongue felt dry in her mouth, and Shelly felt her stomach rumble and realized she was hungry, and thirsty.

“Mmm! Hummm mmmm mmmph!” Shelly moaned. Maybe she could get their attention somehow and articulate that they should feed her or something.

Whoever was outside stayed put.

“Hummm ummm mmmph!” Shelly moaned again, at least trying to get the message across to whoever was outside that she knew they were there.

Another footstep, and then she heard the door unlock.

“Hrrryy! Pfff!” Shelly perked up and sat straight, feeling her heart flutter in her chest.

Were they perhaps coming to talk? Or at least untie her? She would take either at this point.

The door opened and a head of thick brown hair peered in. It was the curvy girl. Her cleavage heaved up and down with excitement as she eyed up the bound and gagged Shelly.

“Hmmm! Mmmph!” Shelly implored, eyes wide.

The curvy girl, Gracy, put a finger to her lips and then stepped into the trailer. Shelly now could see that she had something tucked under her arm as well.

“Umm hmm...” Shelly nodded.

Gracy closed the door behind her and stepped into the RV. Her eyes never left the bound and gagged blond woman.

“Okay, look my sister and my brothers don't know I'm here, so I'm gonna have to leave you taped and gagged, okay?” Her tone was hushed, and earnest.

“Ummm hmmm...” Shelly nodded in understanding, eyes narrowing.

What was the play here? The lucid part of Shelly's mind told her that maybe she could use this to her advantage somehow.

I'll wait and see. She thought, and realized that given her current situation, that was about all she could do. So she would wait and see, and hope an opportunity presented itself.

Gracy sat down on the other side of the RV and set down a laptop next her. Shelly noticed that Gracy still had what looked like a notebook of some kind in her arms.

“Hmm? Mmmumm?” Shelly nodded at the book in Gracy's arms.

“Shh, or we'll both be locked in here for the next three days!” Gracy said in a hushed tone.

“Offf ffrrr...” Shelly rolled her eyes.

Gracy stretched out and opened the notepad on her lap, and then took a pencil from behind her ear. As she did, Shelly looked over the girl. Her body really was amazing, all curves in all the right places. The shorts hugged her ass and hips quite nicely, and her tight shirt exquisitely displayed her ample breasts.

The pencil danced across a blank page of the notebook as Gracy's eyes flicked back and forth between the notepad and Shelly's bound form. As she did, Shelly continued to size up the woman across from her.

Though Gracy was attractive in her own right, she was probably always overlooked in favor of her sister, Shelly realized.

Her eyes lit up. Gracy was insecure, that was it.

That was the key Shelly needed to get to her.

Still, I need my mouth to get to her! Shelly thought, cursing the duct tape gagging her.

Then Shelly's eyes fell on the note pad across Gracy's lap, and noticed the lines filling the page. They were faint lines, and as her pencil danced over them, Shelly realized the lines were slowly forming the shape of a woman...

A bound woman.

Gracy noticed Shelly's eyes on her sketch pad and she let out a shaky laugh.

“To me, there's nothing more sensual then a bound form, when someone can no longer move or speak... it's freeing, in a way.”

Her eyes ran up Shelly's legs and settled on her heaving, sweat coated breasts under the bikini top.

She's... sketching me!

All thoughts of manipulating and using Gracy faded from Shelly's mind, and were replaced with blinding rage.

She's using me as an art model! A captive model that she'll probably get off on!

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned into her gag and used her feet to pull herself forward. Her ass screamed out in pain from the old carpet scraping her cheeks.

“Hey wait you have to-” Gracy began.

“Mmmooo!” Shelly moaned and kicked out her bare feet, knocking the sketch pad out of Gracy's hands.

Shelly had enough. These past few days had been the worst of her life. She had been kidnapped, humiliated, almost killed, and then kidnapped again... and again... and now this brat wanted to immortalize her helplessness and humiliation.

Gracy's eyes blazed and she shot up, towering over the bound and gagged woman. Immediately, Shelly regretted her previous action.

“Mmmooo... pssffff...” Shelly shook her head, cowering under the younger woman.

Gracy glared at her, her large breasts heaving up and down in anger.

Shelly's eyes were wide and pleading, silently begging her captor for forgiveness.

“Well, that wasn't very nice.” Gracy relaxed slightly as she spoke.

“Mmmo....” Shelly nodded.

Gracy bent over and retrieved her sketch book.

“I think you need some lessons on being a proper damsel...” Gracy said, tucking her notebook under her arm.

“Whttt?” Shelly cocked her head.

“You need to learn the poses, how to act, how to move. I'll give you some material to watch before I come back to sketch you again.”

“Hummph?” Shelly's eyes were inquisitive.

Is she... giving me homework?

“I'm gonna put on a video for you, and I'll be back tomorrow.” Gracy opened up her laptop and turned it to face Shelly as she spoke.

“Whfff?” Shelly asked again.

“And when I come back, you better behave...” She pressed play on a video and turned to Shelly. “Or else I'll let my sister and brothers at you.”

“Wtttt! Mmmo!” Shelly pleaded, stamping her feet on the ground, but Gracy had opened the door and slipped out, a cool blast of early evening hitting Shelly as she did.

It felt good, and Shelly allowed herself a moment to take in the breeze. She closed her eyes and felt her skin raise, a shiver running through her body.

Then the door slammed shut, leaving her back in the oppressive, stifling heat.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and stamped her feet again.

She felt the anger welling up again inside her. Was this it then? She was going to be this girl's little bondage doll?

No, no! She would find a way to escape, there was no way she was going to spend her life -

A familiar voice boomed from the lap top in front of her.

“So, I hear you have something for me.” The Queen's voice rang out through the trailer.

“Wmmm?” Shelly moaned and for the first time looked at the open screen in front of her.

The Queen, her former captor, stood in the middle of a set made to look like a warehouse. She wore a tight fitting leather zip up suit. Her outfit was zipped up to right below her breast, showing off her ample cleavage.

“Yes Queen,” Said a dark haired woman clad in similar attire. “We caught a pesky superheroine snooping.”

“Oh really,” The Queen rubbed her hands together as she spoke. “Well bring her to me.”

The dark haired woman snapped her fingers and a moment later two other leather clad women stepped into frame, dragging a bound and struggling form between them.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Mmmmoo!” The superheroine moaned behind her gag.

She was a blond woman clad in a red, white, and blue bikini and American flag cape. Her hands were bound behind her back and white tape wrapped around her mouth, gagging her.

“Oh, Mrs. Americana, we meet at last.” The Queen cackled.

“Mmmo! Ummmfffll mmm! Grrrfff!” Mrs. Americana moaned and pulled against her captors.

“We found her trying to sneak in outside.” One of the henchwomen holding Mrs. Americana said.

“Oh good, and I'm glad you gift wrapped her for me.” The Queen laughed and patted Mrs. Americana ' duct tape covered cheek.

“Mmmoo!” Mrs. Americana moaned and recoiled.

Shelly shuffled closer to the laptop. There was something familiar about Mrs. Americana...

She had heard of the show The Adventures of Mrs. Americana, a superhero show from the seventies, less known for it's plot and more for the skimpy attire of the lead character. Supposedly, the show's propensity for tying up its title character is believed to have lead an entire generation to develop a bondage fetish. At first, Shelly dismissed those claims, but given how many times she had been tied up over the past few days, she was starting to believe them.

“Leave us! I want to have some time alone with my new toy!” The Queen cackled.

The woman scurried away, leaving The Queen with the bound and gagged Mrs. Americana.

Shelly's eyes narrowed. She wished that Mrs. Americana wasn't gagged, or had her mask, because there was something familiar about her...

The Queen grabbed the bound heroine's arm and dragged her over to a table.

“Oh Mrs. Americana , how I've dreamed of having you alone, and helpless, to myself.

“Mmmo! Ummmfff! Grrfffll!” Mrs. Americana struggled and pulled against The Queen as she dragged the helpless heroine over to a table.

The Queen stood Mrs. Americana before the table and slid behind her, cupping a hand over one of her breasts.

“Oh yes, I have you all to myself now Mrs. Americana...”

“Umm! Mmm!” Mrs. Americana moaned and tried to pull away as The Queen's gloved hand massaged her breast.

One thing the original Mrs. Americana show was known for was it's buxom star. Though Shelly wasn't an expert on it, she thought she heard somewhere that the actress playing Mrs. Americana was a former model or something. Though the girl in this video had impressive breasts, they were nowhere near as large as the photos Shelly had seen of the real Mrs. Americana.

“Urfff! Murrff!” Mrs. Americana moaned and pulled as The Queen's hand slipped under her bikini top.

“Oh yes, Mrs. Americana, you and your luscious body are all mine.”

As The Queen continued to grope Mrs. Americana, Shelly focused on the woman playing Mrs. Americana. Her moans... there was something familiar about her gagged moans...

On the video, The Queen pulled one of Mrs. Americana's breasts free from the tiny, red white and blue bikini top.

“Mmmoo! Hllp! Hllp!” Mrs. Americana moaned, and then looked straight at the camera.

“Hllp! Pffff! Hlllp!” She moaned, seemingly imploring the viewers themselves to come to her aid.

“Oh hush...” The Queen said, and then bent Mrs. Americana over the table.

“Hummph!”

The video cut to a behind view of Mrs. Americana 's ass, bent over the table. The Queen grabbed the heroine's cape and pulled it up, exposing the red, white, and blue thong running between her beautiful, tanned ass cheeks.

“Hmm?” Shelly cocked her head.

On one of Mrs. Americana's impressive ass cheeks was a “brand” so to say. It reminded Shelly of when she was captured by The Queen and they used a rubber stamp to imprint something on her backside. The ink had rubbed off quickly, thankfully.

But this woman, her ass was completely tan except for pale letters inside a rectangle. The brand had been tanned onto her ass cheek, like a decal or something had been put onto her bare bottom so that the tan lines formed the phrase “Property of The Queen” inside a box.

“Hummm!” Shelly's eyes widened, and she realized that she had seen this ass before, in fact had been well acquainted with it.

It was Felicia Fetters!

“Mmmmmo!” Felicia moaned as The Queen's had connected with her ass, letting out a loud “twap”.

“Mmmm! Mmmmmph!” Felicia moaned and cried as The Queen spanked her again and again.

Shelly was now riveted, her attention solely on the video. Part of her still didn't believe this was Felicia Fetters in the superheroine outfit.

Then the angle cut to a close up of the bound girl's face as The Queen spanked her, leaving no doubt in Shelly's mind that this was Felicia Fetters. Shelly now saw that Felicia was wearing a blond wig, and combined with the gag and mask, it made her features somewhat hard to distinguish.

“Mmm! Mmmo! Mmm!” Felicia moaned every time The Queen's hand connected with her bottom. Once again, she looked straight into the camera.

“Hllp! Hlll-MMMMOO!” She moaned as she was spanked again.

So this is the fate of Felicia Fetters. Shelly thought, taking in the sight of the former Sheriff. It was obvious that Felicia's participation in this video was against her will.

They're exploiting her. Shelly realized, monetizing her and her body, and were probably doing so with every woman they had kidnapped.

Shelly's mind raced, filled with a thousand thoughts at once. She had been wondering what had happened to Felicia and Jessica after they tried to steal away with her, but now it was obvious that one or both of them had been recaptured. The two women had mentioned getting Tanya too, but Shelly could only guess that too had gone wrong.

Were all three women now being used as unwilling bondage models for Ace and his people?

Shelly somewhat felt a wave of relief, grateful that she had through chance escaped this fate.

Though I'm still not sure if I've gone from the frying pan and into the fire. Right now, she was being forced to watch this video because another woman wanted to use her as an unwilling bondage model.

Still, Shelly felt that she had a better chance at escaping than Felicia did right now. Even if Felicia did escape, her reputation would be in ruins after this.

The camera angle switched to the close up of Felicia's ass again. The Queen grabbed her thong and pulled it back like a sling shot, fully exposing Felicia's beautiful ass crack and a perfect tan line, and then let it snap back against the other woman's skin.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned, and The Queen grabbed her thong and pulled it back again, this time further back, and let it snap again against Felicia's backside.

“Urmmm!”

Shelly's eyes were glued to the screen, in awe of what was happening to the former sheriff. She knew that something similar could happen to her if she didn't find a way to escape soon.

Or worse, that biker woman could find her and bring her back to The Queen.

Back in the video, The Queen yanked Felicia's star spangled thong down, exposing her full, clenched ass.

The angle shifted to one of Felicia bent over the table while The Queen loomed behind her and clasped Felicia's backside with one of her hands.

“Ummm!” Felicia moaned, lifting her head.

“What a beautiful ass you have, Mrs. Americana.” The Queen cackled and tightened her grip on Felicia's backside.

“Mmmmo! Ummph!” Felicia moaned and struggled.

“It's so patriotic, I just want to celebrate.” The Queen grabbed a handful of Felicia's hair and pulled her back.

Then the video cut. It was outside now, and Felicia was still bent over a table with her legs spread and bound to each leg of the table. Her hands were stretched out in front of her and lengths of rope ran from them to the front legs of the table.

“Mmmph! Ummm! Mmmmoo!” Felicia moaned into her gag, turning her head to look over her shoulder.

The Queen stood behind her with a long, brightly colored tube in her hand. A fuse protruded from one end of the tube.

“God bless America.” The Queen smiled, lifted a lighter, and lit the fuse end of the tube.

“Mmmoo! Ummm! Mmm!” Felicia moaned, twisting and wiggling against her bonds. Though she still had the cape, mask, bikini top, and boots, her ass was completely bare.

The Queen took the flat end of the tube, held it out, and inserted it up Felicia's rear end.

“MMMMMPH! UMMM! MMMM!” Felicia moaned and squirmed as the tube, fuse facing out, was shoved up her ass.

Then The Queen stepped back and did a salute behind Felicia, her henchwomen taking spots next to her and doing the same.

The fuse ran out.

“... mmeeepp...” Felicia squeaked.

Then a ball of red fire shot out of the end of the tube.

“MMMMMOOP!” Felicia moaned, jumping with the tube.

Then the tube shot a green ball of fire, and then a blue.

Shelly was well aware of what the tube was, her son made her buy him one every Fourth of July. It was a Roman Candle.

The Roman Candle continued to shoot out multi-colored fireballs while lodged up Felicia's ass. She jumped and moaned with each movement as The Queen and her henchwoman saluted.

Then the candle's grand finale hit. A shower of bright sparks emitted from the end of the tube as Felicia wiggled and moaned.

“Mmmmph! Ummm! Mmmmoo!” She moaned as her ass literally shot sparks.

Then the video slowly faded out as the sparks continued showering Felicia's bare ass.

STARRING FELICIA FETISH flashed across the screen in large letters.

Felicia Fetish, so that's what the Queen and Ace were calling her now.

The video closed, revealing a website with a banner of Felicia, bound, gagged, and pleading at the camera!

MORE SEXY VIDEOS OF FELICIA FETISH COMING SOON!

Shelly leaned forward and inspected the screen. It looked like the website only had a few videos and photos at the moment, one video showed Felicia, bound and gagged on a bed, while the other showed her in a bikini, bound and gagged on a pool chair.

As much as Shelly hated to admit it, her curiosity was peaked. She twisted around and extended her bound hands towards the mouse pad. Looking over her shoulder, she angled the mouse to click on the next video.

Wait a minute! Shelly froze, her eyes widening at the sudden realization that she was sitting in front of a computer. A quick look at the top right of the screen told her that the lap top was connected to wi-fi too.

Part of her couldn't believe it. This was too good to be true! Her captor just left her here with a communication device!

The best part was that even though she was bound and gagged, that couldn't stop her from sending an email.

With her back still to the computer and looking over her shoulder, Shelly moved her fingers over the mousepad and opened a new window.

But who would she email?

“Hmmm...” She pondered through her gag. Lisa was her go to for situations like this, but right now she had no idea if Lisa had been captured or not. For all she knew, Lisa could be on the run hiding, or a prisoner of The Queen's.

What if they're monitoring my e-mail? Shelly wondered. It was quite possible. They could easily access it through her home computer, and if they were looking for her, the sensible thing would be to monitor her e-mail and social media to see if she reached out to anyone.

That's what she would do.

Still, she wasn't sure if she had much of a choice. There's no telling what these people had in store for her, or if that biker woman showed back up to drag her back to The Queen.

She had to risk it.

Shelly moved her hands over the keyboard to type when she heard movement outside the door.

Shit! She froze. Was it one of the men coming to check on her?

A second later the door opened and Gracy glared at her, eyes flicking back and forth from the computer to the bound and gagged woman with a deer in headlights expression.

“Mmmmoo! Mmpph!” Shelly shook her head and scurried back. Gracy must have realized that leaving a prisoner with a computer hooked up to the internet was a bad idea at about the same time Shelly did.

“Why you little...” Gracy hissed and slammed the lap top shut while climbing up into the van.

“Mmmoo! Pfffss!” Shelly pressed against the back of the van, her eyes wide and breasts heaving up and down. She tried to tell herself that she was just playing the victim in order for Gracy to show her mercy, but she knew that was a lie.

Gracy closed the door behind her and loomed over the helpless Shelly, her large breasts heaving up and down in fury.

“I leave for five minutes and this is how you decide to repay me?” She demanded, hands on her hips.

“Mmmo!” Shelly shook her head.

“Well, just what am I going to do with you?” Gracy stroked her chin.

“Mmmoo! Pfffss! Umm!” Shelly tried to plead through the duct tape.

If only I wasn't gagged! Then I could have this insecure thing wrapped around my finger!

“You know, I think I know just the way to punish you.” She smiled, hands on her hips again.

“Mmeeep...” Shelly squeaked, freezing in place.

“Oh yes, and I think my sister and brothers will like it too.” Gracy smiled.

“Wfff!”

“But first, I think you need a nice, long, decent night's sleep.”

At that Shelly relaxed slightly, thinking that she had at least until morning to prepare for whatever torture they had in store for her, but she was quickly proved wrong.

Gracy grabbed Shelly by her bound ankles and pulled her towards her.

“Mmoo! Mmp!” Shelly moaned, trying to wriggle and pull as she was yanked towards the curvy woman.

Gracy let go, leaving Shelly laid out flat on her back, and then stalked towards her.

“Oh yes, time to go to sleep..” Gracy giggled, unbuttoning her shorts as she approached.

“Wfff! Mmoo!” Shelly shook her head, dreading what was to come next.

Gracy turned around, so that her ample backside hovered right about Shelly's face. Shelly turned her head and tried to reason through her gag.

“Urffflll mmmm! Ummp! Mmmph!”

Gracy pushed down, and the small, tight, daisy duke style shorts started to slide along her ripe, tan posterior. Underneath, she wore a small, white thong that looked like it was being devoured by the girl's curvy ass.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo! Ummm mmoo! Stttpp!” Shelly shook her head and stamped her feet up and down on the carpeted floor, hoping that maybe if she made enough noise the others would come running.

“Mmmmpph! Umm!” She moaned, watching as the tiny cut off shorts fell, exposing Gracy's full, round, backside. Her ass was deeply tanned like the rest of her, and it's size and scope were also impressive. From Shelly's point of view, she could barely tell that Gracy was wearing a thong because of how it disappeared in her cheeks.

Then Gracy started to squat down, and her large buttocks descended closer and closer towards Shelly's face.

“Mmmph! Umm! Mmmooo!” Her eyes felt like they were going to pop out of her head as she screamed into the layers of tape wrapped around her mouth.

Then Gracy sat down, and Shelly's face was buried between her giant, juicy ass cheeks.

“Hmmbbbll bbblllm! Mbbbblll!” Shelly blubbered into Gracy's ass.

She felt all of the girl's weight on her face, and everything was dark.

“Ubbblll ggglllm! Mmmllll! Bllubbbll!” Shelly moaned and wriggled, trying to squeeze out from underneath the girl's ass.

But her movements were slowing. Shelly tried to take a breath but was cut off by the ass covering her nose and mouth.

“Mm... bbbll... mmm..”

She tried to raise her legs to kick but they were too weak. Her thoughts started to fracture, coming through as vague pictures that would quickly shatter and fly away.

Then there was nothing.

2.

“Ummff...” Shelly moaned, her eyes fluttering as she returned to consciousness.

Did I fall asleep? She wondered. As she started to stir, the oppressive heat of the RV, her prison, wrapped over her like a blanket. Her entire body was moist with sweat. Somehow she found it hard to believe that she could fall asleep in these sweltering conditions.

“Mmm... mm...” Shelly moaned, realizing that she was still gagged, remembering the duct tape that her captors had wrapped over her mouth.

No... not tape. The cold, hard taste of metal filled her mouth.

Had they changed her bonds while she was asleep?

Not asleep... Suddenly the image of Gracy's large, thonged ass lowering towards her face filled her mind.

“Mmm!” Shelly sat up, eyes racing around the RV. She hadn't been sleeping, she had been knocked out.

She turned around to see that the laptop was gone, which wasn't surprising.

Her ass! She smothered me out with her ass! Shelly grumbled, feeling a wave of shame and disgust wash over her.

Just wait until she got out of here. All of these people would pay. She would destroy them and take their little business for her own, but first she would have to find a way to escape.

Shelly reached up to grab at her gag and froze, realizing that her hands were no longer tied behind her back.

“Wfff?” Her eyes widened, and she looked down at her hands to see the metal cuffs around her wrists, connected by a short chain.

As she took in this new development, she became aware of the discomfort around her mouth, breasts, and between her legs.

Oh no...

Her hands clutched at her mouth and felt a clamp of solid metal covering the lower half of her face.

“Mmoo! Mmm!” She moaned, trying to dig her fingers under the edge of the metal gag to pull it away from her mouth, but it didn't budge.

“Urrff frrrmmm...” Her hands slid along the metal seam covering her mouth, feeling the harsh cold of it pressing against her flesh.

Then her fingers found the back of the metal muzzle, secured at the back of her neck, and felt the rock solid padlock keeping it tightly clamped around her mouth.

“Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned and stood, hearing more metal rattle as she did. Looking down, she saw metal manacles secured around her ankles, also connected by a short length of chain.

“Orrrff mmoo!” She screamed, her eyes moving up over her bare legs to the length of metal running between her legs.

A chastity belt.

It could almost pass for a metal thong bikini. It was secured at her waist with padlocks on either hip, and a length of metal ran down over her vagina and then up between her ass cheeks. Her hands clutched at her chest and felt the sold metal bra covering her breasts, and the straps running up over her shoulders and along her back. The metal bra was secured between her shoulder blades with yet another padlock.

“Urrrf! Mmrrr! Mmm!” Shelly moaned and moved down to the end of the RV to inspect her reflection in an old, dust covered mirror set on a wall.

Shelly took in her own reflection and ran her hands over the metal muzzle, and then down on the metal strip running between her legs.

A slave. She looked and felt like a slave. They had taken away her voice and her body. The chains allowed her some freedom of movement, but not enough to make any difference. Her captors were sending her a message that was loud and clear.

Too bad she had no intention of listening to that message.

Behind her, the RV door flew open. Harsh light spilled in, followed by Wes. He flashed her a crooked smile filled with rotted teeth.

“There you are, getting adjusted?”

“Hrrrm! Mmmuup!” Shelly started to protest before Wes grabbed her by the arm and dragged her towards the door.

“Come on girly, lets go outside.” He taunted as Shelly struggled, pulling against him. It occurred to her that she had wanted nothing more than to get out of this RV, but now that the moment had come she would have preferred to be left alone.

She struggled and pulled, but a whole day and night of struggling in bondage, sweating in stifling heat, and being smothered by a giant ass had sapped most of her strength, and she could only weakly pull as the man dragged her out of her mobile prison and into the harsh morning sunlight.

“Mmmpp!” Shelly cried as Wes threw her down, kicking up clouds of dust around them as he did.

“Ummff! Fffmmp!” Shelly moaned, glaring up at her captor. Wes had moved over to where his brother Gus stood, both looking down at the helpless prisoner.

“What's this little get up here?” A female voice said, and Shelly turned her head to see Alyssa looming over her with one hand on her hip and a smug smile on her face.

Close behind the buxom woman was Gracy, staring down at Shelly with amusement.

“Oh just something I had lying around.” Gracy answered, and Shelly thought she detected a hint of nervousness in the younger woman's voice.

Shelly watched as Gracy's eyes nervously shifted from Alyssa to the bound Shelly, and she realized that Gracy was nervous.

She doesn't want Alyssa to ask too many questions or she'll find out about last night. Shelly's eyes narrowed at Gracy. The other woman met her gaze and then quickly looked away.

It wasn't just that, Gracy didn't want Alyssa to ask about the chastity harness.

That was it! Shelly's eyes filled with satisfaction and if she could have smiled under the metal gag she would have. This harness wasn't for her, Gracy had got it for Alyssa.

Sisterly resentment. That was the heart of this. Gracy wanted her sister out of the picture and picked up a little metal chastity harness as a way of keeping her out of the way while she took over. Only Gracy never worked up the courage to do it.

Shelly looked down at the metal bra restricting her breasts, and then up at Alyssa's considerable cleavage. Gracy must have bought this harness a while ago when Alyssa didn’t have her implants.

“What are you looking at?” Alyssa glared at Shelly.

“Wfff! Mmfff!” Shelly made a “who me?” look at her buxom captor.

“So my sister told me about your other escape attempt last night. How did that work for you?”

“Wrrrr mrrroo.... mmmrrff!” Shelly moaned, narrowing her eyes at Alyssa and Gracy. Gracy refused to meet Shelly's gaze, and was no doubt grateful that they were keeping her gagged.

“It seems that you're a tough egg to crack.” Chuckled Alyssa, bending over and patting the solid metal band covering Shelly's mouth.

“Urrfff!” Shelly pulled her head back and tried to get to her feet. A strong hand gripped her shoulder and forced her down, keeping her on her knees. Looking up, she saw that it was Gus, the brute of the family.

“You see,” Alyssa bent over so that she was eye level with Shelly while also giving her prisoner a great view of her massive cleavage. “We've been in need of some more help around the farm here.”

The rest of the family let out a chuckle, and Shelly looked up, her gaze passing over Gus, Wes, Gracy, and back to Alyssa.

“Hurrrm?”

“Oh yes, it's hard to find good help these days. Then you go and just fall right into our laps.” Alyssa stood back, looking down at Shelly with glee.

“Ummm nnnttt-” Shelly started and tried to rise to her feet but Gus kept his hands around her shoulders, forcing her into a kneeling position.

“Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned.

“Oh yes. If you're going to be staying with us, then you have to earn your keep around here. The best part is of course that we don't have to pay you, so we can basically make you work as long as we want.”

Shelly narrowed her eyes, glaring at Alyssa. So this was her plan. They were going to break her by forcing her to do labor on the farm. They would hope that eventually her will would break and she would tell them who she really was, or worse, that she would become an obedient slave for the family.

And the harness meant that she couldn't call for help or eat without them taking it off, and the chain meant that she couldn't run far or use her hands all that well. Hell, the chastity belt meant that they got to dictate when she went to the bathroom.

Alyssa loomed over her, letting all of the implications of her new found servitude sink in.

“Mmooo!” Shelly spat again, lunging at the big breasted woman before Gus grabbed her and held her back.

“She's still got some spirit in her! I like that!” Alyssa laughed, and then narrowed her eyes at shelly. “Put her to work.”

***

“Grrmph!” Shelly moaned as Gus shoved her towards the large structure that she took to be a barn. She turned and glared at the big man, who clearly wasn't intimidated by the harnessed and gagged woman. He flashed a grin, revealing several missing teeth, and pushed her forward again.

“Urrf!” Shelly moaned, stumbling forward. The manacles around her ankles made it hard to keep her balance as she walked.

“Oh come on girl, the faster you move, the fast you get your chores done.” Wes giggled and slapped her ass cheek.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and jumped forward. She turned to glare at the little man but Gus reached out with one of his massive paws and pushed her forward. With no other choice, she looked at the looming structure ahead and trudged on.

The building was wider and longer than the barn they had her RV next to. It consisted of a low overhang and several walls, seeming more like a stable than a barn. As they got closer she could see several cows tethered to a posts along the back. Next to the cows were large, circular bales of hay, stacked floor to ceiling. At the far end of the structure was a large, imposing machine with a chute at both ends. Shelly took it to be a hay baler.

Well, I guess they have to put up the appearance of being a real farm. Shelly thought as she stumbled towards the building, dreading what they had in store for her.

As they got closer, Gus clamped a hand on her shoulder and started steering her towards the far end of the building, towards the cows.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned. She tried to resist but the big man was too strong for her and shoved the smaller woman towards her destination.

With one final shove, Gus forced Shelly toward the cows and stopped. Shelly stumbled and found her footing, then stopped and looked over the line of black and white animals in front of her. She didn't have to ask what they wanted her to do.

I guess milk the cows is my first duty.

She turned to Gus just as the large man set a wide, metal pail next to her legs.

“Umm umm!” Shelly moaned, shaking her head. There was no way she was touching these disgusting creatures.

Gus only crossed his arms and nodded at the cows.

“Umm hmm!” Shelly crossed her chained arms.

Gus's face darkened, and he strode towards her, grabbed her by the hair, and forced her to her knees.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned, her scalping exploding in pain. She reached up to try and swat the big man away but he had already let go.

Gus stood over her, arms crossed, glaring at her. With no other choice, Shelly grabbed the pail.

“Ummmph!” She spat into her metal muzzle. Gus motioned with an open palm to the cow nearest her.

“Umm hmm!” She grumbled and placed the pail under the cow's inflated teats, and then squatted down next to it.

Gus, whom she had never heard speak, let out a low chuckle. Shelly turned to see that he was staring at the metal thong running between her ass cheeks.

“Hrrryy!” She moaned. Gus glared at her and motioned to the cow.

Shelly rolled her eyes and turned to face the udders hanging right before her eyes. In that moment, everything that had happened to her over the past few days washed over her in a second. Every time that she thought she couldn't be humiliated more, something came and proved her wrong. Now here she was, in a chastity belt, gagged, and forced to milk a cow.

When she got out of this, all of these rednecks were going to pay.

Gus chuckled again and Shelly felt his hungry gaze on her ass. With no other choice, she leaned forward, no doubt giving him a better view of her ass, and wrapped each of her hands around an udder and started to squeeze. White liquid squirted out and into the pail below, splashing up onto her.

“Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and jumped back. Gus chuckled again. She turned to glare at the big man, who was flashing his idiot grin at her.

After a moment, she collected herself and bent over the pail, grabbed the udders, and went back to milking the cow again. All the while she worked, she could feel the big man's eyes on her rear end. Shelly glowered, biting into her metal gag while wishing death upon her captors. How could this happen? A few days ago she had the entire Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department as her prisoners, and now, here she was.

The bigger they are, the harder they fall.

Something roared to life, causing her to jump. Her hands squeezed the cow's udders, causing the animal to let out a cry of discomfort.

“Urrrff srryy...” Shelly muttered.

At the far end of the stable, Wes had started up the massive hay baler. He stood on top of a catwalk that stretched the length of the building, using a pitchfork to shovel mounds of hay into the giant machine. The hay went through the machine, where metal claws wrapped the hay in wire and deposited it wrapped in a neat, round bundle at the other end.

She felt a foot tap her on the ass and looked up to see Gus glaring down at her.

“Umm hhyy! Umm hhyy!” Shelly mumbled and went back to milking the cow. Once that cow was sufficiently drained, she took the pail and moved down to the next one.

All the while, Gus stayed behind her, never taking his eyes off of her bare ass cheeks. As Shelly reached out to milk the next cow, an idea formed in her head. If this gorilla couldn't take his eyes off of her back side, why not use it to her advantage.

Her gag prevented her from smiling or she would have.

Men... They were so predictable. Shelly adjusted her knees and stuck her ass out, and wiggled it slightly back and forth as she started to milk the next cow. Behind her, Gus chuckled.

As she pulled up and down on the cow's teats, she wiggled her ass back and forth with each movement while humming into her gag.

“Hmm... hhmmm hhhmm umm...” She moaned and turned her head. Her eyes met Gus's, which were fixed on her ass.

“Ummph hmmm hmmm umm...” Shelly giggled, winked, and wiggled her ass at him. Gus blinked, his eyes moving from her back side to her ass.

“Umm hmm..” Shelly batted her eyes and wiggled her ass again, then went back to milking.

Behind her, she heard him take a step towards her. If she could have smiled she would have.

“Umm... hm... hmmm... mmm...” She hummed, still wiggling her ass to the rhythm of her milking. Behind her, she could hear Gus moving closer.

In few moments she had finished with that cow and backed up, preparing to move onto the next one, when she felt her ass brush against the big man's leg. Looking up, she saw Gus staring down at her, grinning his toothless grin.

“Umm... hm...” Shelly sighed, and rubbed her ass up and down along his tree trunk like leg. Gus gasped and stumbled back a step.

“Offf... hm...” Shelly moaned and stuck her ass out, her eyes moving from Gus to her back side. Gus's eyes filled with lust.

The big man started moving towards her, his large hands outstretched like a zombie. Shelly stood up slightly and arched her ass out, wiggling it slightly, waiting for Gus's outstretched paws.

His rough, dirty hands gripped both of her cheeks like he was a child grabbing a Christmas present.

“Umm...” Shelly sighed into her gag and backed up, feeling her ass hit him mid-crotch. The hard bulge in his pantss told her that she had him exactly where she wanted him.

“Umm... hm...” Shelly cooed, rubbing her back side up and down against his pants, feeling his erect penis throb under his overalls.

Gus stammered while running his hands up and down over her smooth bottom.

“Offf... hmmm...” Shelly moaned, standing straight and pressing herself against the big man. He was built like a brick wall, but she could feel his hard exterior slowly being chipped away as she moved her hips up and down against his pelvis.

Gus let out another giggle and Shelly spun herself around, grinding herself against him. He stumbled back a bit, still staring at her with a dumbfounded expression.

Oh no... Shelly knew that she had to keep him on a tight leash. She grabbed him by the collar and pulled him towards her.

“Umm...” She batted her eyes, rubbing her chastity belt clad pelvis against his. His giant paws came around her, gripped both of her ass cheeks, and pulled her against him.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned, momentarily taken aback. Gus's giant palms were clasped around her buttocks, holding tight as his raging hard-on pressed against her belt.

“Hmmm...” She batted her eyes and ran her hands over his barrel chest. The big man's greedy hands ran up along the curve of her ass. As he did, Shelly continued to grind her pelvis against his.

His hands reached her hips, and the metal strap running along them. She felt him tug at one of the padlocks keeping the belt secure.

“Hmm...” She sighed, feeling him pull at the solid, heavy lock. It held fast.

Gus let go and Shelly stumbled back. He stared at her chastity belt in frustration and confusion. Shelly flicked one of the padlocks with her fingers and flashed doe eyes at him.

“Ohmm hmm...” She pouted.

Gus's eyes were glazed over, filled with nothing but lust. The animal part of his brain had kicked in. His hands fumbled in his pockets.

Shelly's pulse quickened and she felt her nipples go erect against the metal bra. Did he have a key?

Her hopes were dashed a moment later when Gus turned out empty pockets. Part of Shelly was amazed at the mind of a horny male. If he never had the key, then what did he expect? A key to magically appear in his pocket ?

“Hey! What's going on down there?” A voice called. Shelly and Gus turned to see Wes standing on the platform, pitch fork in hand, and a not so happy look on his face.

Oh well, time to improvise. Shelly shrugged, and spun around, grabbed the pail of milk, and swung it at at Gus. It slammed into the big man's chin with a loud clang and sent him tumbling back.

Shelly didn't stop to see what happened after and took off running. After a few paces, she cursed the chain connecting the manacles around her ankles, forcing her to take small strides.

Someone grunted and screamed behind her, no doubt Gus, recovering.

Shelly shuffled out of the stable and towards the sunlight of the farm beyond, doing her best not to look back.

Someone screamed behind her, and footsteps came up fast. She turned her head to see the pointed end of a pitch fork coming right for her head.

“Mmmm!” Shelly moaned and dived out of the way as Wes stumbled past, pitch fork in hand.

The sudden movement caused her to lose her balance and she stumbled, doing her best not to fall. Heavy breathing approached and she saw Gus, drenched in milk and a crazed look in his eye, coming at her.

“Mmmmph!” Shelly moaned and scrambled away as the bear-like man rushed her.

Meanwhile, Wes had recovered and was coming at her again, pitchfork still in hand.

Shelly spun, looking for a quick escape. Her eyes immediately fell on the ladder leading up. Without slowing, Shelly shuffled over to it as fast as her chained legs would let her. Behind, she could hear the heavy breathing of the brothers closing in. A second later, her nostrils wrinkled as she smelled their sweat stained clothes.

Her hands closed around one of the wooden rungs of the ladder and she started pulling her self up.

Damn these chains! Shelly mentally cursed. The cuffs around her wrists and ankles made climbing the ladder difficult, and one wrong move could mean her falling to her death, or worse, the brothers.

The ladder shifted under her and Shelly looked down to see Gus climbing up after her, followed by Wes.

“Ummph!” Shelly moaned, and pushed herself up the ladder as fast as her chained legs and hands could carry her.

“She's loose! She's loose!” Wes cried below her.

Shit, reinforcements! Shelly had to hurry.

She pulled herself onto the platform and scurried around the roaring hay baler. The wooden walkway was narrow, barely accommodating her, and constantly shifted and protested with every step she took.

The platform shuddered and dipped, causing her to stumble and grip the sides of the stable for support.

“Mmmph!” She moaned, and turned to see Gus and Wes closing in, both with sadistic grins on their faces.

“Nowhere to go now, dearie.” Wes giggled.

“Bbbmmmph!” Shelly moaned and continued running along the platform. It shook again from the movements of both men.

Her eyes scanned along the elevated walkway, seeing that it ran along the walls of the stable and ended...

Nothing! The platform just ended, with nothing but a drop leading down to the first level. Shelly knew that if she tried to jump it that it would most likely result in a broken bone.

That was the worst case scenario, being stuck here with these people with a broken leg or broken ankle. Thankfully, there was another avenue to take. She turned her head to see that her pursuers were closing in, and hurled herself off of the platform...

… and landed onto one of the giant rolls of hay stacked next to it. Shelly rolled for a bit and then looked up to see Gus and Wes preparing to jump after her. She scrambled to her feet and ran along the giant haystack before jumping to the next one.

Someone cried out behind her. Shelly turned to see that Gus had attempted to jump and must have botched his landing, and was now wedged between two of the giant rolls of hay. Wes though, didn't botch his jump and started scrambling across the rolls towards her.

Shelly hurried along, jumping from hay bale to hay bale. Below her, she heard raised voices and looked down to see that Alyssa and Gracy had arrived, and were looking up at the scene above them in shock.

Ahead, Shelly saw that the hay bails dropped off. Without slowing down, she jumped, landing on a slightly smaller pile of hay bales, and then jumped down again.

“Stop her!” Alyssa cried. Shelly was almost ground level now, where the sisters would no doubt try to grab her.

She ignored them, and jumped from a hay bale to the straw strewn ground of the stable, and ran for the far end. A second later she felt the warm afternoon sun beating on her bare shoulders and buttocks.

I'm out! I made it!

But she knew that it wasn't time to celebrate just yet. She still had to evade her captors. Shelly surveyed her surroundings as she ran, looking for something, anything that she could use...

There! Sitting a good distance across the field was a tractor. It wasn't much, but she could use it to ride to the road, maybe flag down a car or something.

Shelly huffed into her metal gag as she shuffled towards the tractor, her head filled with visions of riding it off into the sunset and freedom...

… and then returning to this farm and destroying it.

With every step the farming vehicle grew closer. She could see now that it looked to be new and in good condition. All she had to do was get on and-

-What? She had never ridden a tractor before. Did it need a key? She imagined that it would.

Well, she would cross that bridge when she got there.

Only a few yards now. Shelly reached out her chained hands, willing the tractor to her grasp...

Then strong, female hands wrapped around her waist from behind, and she felt Alyssa's giant, enhanced breasts press against her back.

“Gotcha!” Alyssa hissed in her ear.

“Mmmmph! Mmmmo!” Shelly moaned, kicking her feet and clawing at the tractor, just a few yards away now.

Alyssa easily lifted the smaller woman and turned her away from her only avenue of escape.

“Mmmpph! Ummmph! Mmmm! Mmmmo!” Shelly moaned, kicking and clawing at her captor as the muscle bound woman carried her back towards the stable.

***

From her place on the hill, Lustra lowered her binoculars and smiled.

Gotcha!

So these rednecks did have Shelly, and from the looks of things, they had already gift-wrapped the escapee for Lustra. Though she couldn't be sure, it looked like they had the blond woman in some sort of chastity harness and manacles.

Kinky. At least Shelly would be restrained.

The bounty huntress stood up and stretched, waking up her tired muscles. She finally had the visual confirmation needed to make a move.

Ready or not, here I come. She smiled as she started making her way down the hill towards where she had stashed her bike behind some bushes.

***

“Ummmph!” Shelly moaned into her gag as she felt a sting in her ass cheek from the riding crop. She felt her knees buckle and stumbled, the dirt under her bare feet offering no traction.

Every muscle in her body screamed in protest, and her legs felt like they had turned to jelly.

“Oh looks like our little mule is getting tired!” Wes taunted from behind her and smacked her bare bottom with the riding crop once again.

“Urrrggh!” Shelly cried out and stood again, digging her feet into the soil and pressing on, dragging the heavy plow, and it's rider behind her.

“Well our little ass still has to finish plowing this field before we let her rest!” Alyssa laughed from her place on the plow.

“Grrrmmm...” Shelly grumbled as she continued to pull the plow behind her.

In addition to her aching muscles and general exhaustion, her whole body was coated in sweat. It had only gotten hotter as the day went on, and underneath the plastic donkey mask, it was stifling.

She felt another swat from the riding crop to her behind.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!” Shelly moaned and tried to quicken her pace.

“If you don't like it then maybe you shouldn't have made an ass out of yourself!” Wes giggled.

“That's what donkeys do, they're asses!” Alyssa chuckled from the plow.

“Grrrmmphh...” Shelly sighed, blinking the sweat out of her eyes. Once again, just when she thought things couldn't get more humiliating, they strap her to a plow and put a plastic donkey mask over her face.

After Shelly's attempt at escape, Alyssa came up with the idea of “putting the ass to work”. They then proceeded to hook her up to some sort of harness attached to an old fashioned plow that would usually be hooked up to a horse or donkey. Shelly didn't know much about farming but she assumed that this type of farming equipment was long out of fashion. Then again, anything on this farm that had to do with actual farming was all performative because they didn't actually care about farming. The weed was their main concern, with everything else just a cover.

The final bit was when Wes came over with a cheap plastic donkey mask with one of those elastic strings and slipped it over Shelly's head. Then Alyssa took her place at the back of the plow and off they went.

It felt like hours ago, but Shelly had no idea. It could have only been a few minutes for all she knew.

“Hmmmfff... mmfff...” She moaned, the donkey mask blasting her own hot air back at her.

“Come on, we gotta get this field done by dinner!” Wes taunted and swatted her ass again.

“Hmm!” Shelly moaned and jumped. This time, she did lose her footing and stumbled face first into the dirt.

“Oh looks like our little ass is tired!” Wes giggled.

Shelly only lay there, huffing through the mask. Every thought she had came through a haze. She needed water, but the gag prevented her from asking.

Just lay here, just lay down and-

Something tugged on the back of the harness and Shelly felt herself pulled into a sitting position. Her head lolled over her shoulder and she saw Wes pulling her up.

“No nap times yet!” He yelled and swatted her bum again.

“Mmm!” Shelly moaned and swatted at him. Wes wasn't' deterred and delivered a barrage of swats to her ass with the riding crop.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Umm! Mmmph!” Shelly protested while weakly swatting at him with her chained hands.

“That's enough! Get her up!” Alyssa ordered.

Wes grabbed one of her arms and yanked Shelly to her feet. It felt like he could yank it right out of the socket.

“Ummmph!” She moaned and clutched at her now aching arm.

“Move!” He ordered and swatted her on the ass. Shelly jumped and moved forward, feeling the weight of the plow and Alyssa tugging at her.

She planted her feet, bit down on her gag, and pulled, but she was spent. All of her strength, all of her willpower was sapped.

“GRRRRRMMM!” Shelly moaned, trying to draw up a reserve of strength. All that she succeeded in doing was digging her feet deeper into the soil. Her body was too tired to muster the strength to pull the plow.

“Come on! Go! Move!” Wes ordered, smacking her ass with the riding crop.

“Mmrruugh! Mmmpph! Umm!” Shelly moaned with each hit as she pulled on the heavy plow.

It was no use though, her body had given up.

“Come on ass!” Wes delivered a hard blow to her already sore behind. The sound of the crop on her bare skin echoed throughout the field.

“MMMMPPH!” Shelly moaned and pitched face first to the ground again.

This time, she did not get up.

***

Shelly was brought out of her stupor by a face full of ice cold water. Earlier that day, it could have been refreshing, but now it only served to remind her that she was still a chained and gagged prisoner.

“URRRF!” She screamed, jumping up in her seat as soon as the water hit her.

“Ufff, mfff... mmmmfff..” She huffed and tossed her wet hair back. Gracy stood on the other side of a table with an empty bucket in hand.

“Rise and shine.” She muttered and set the bucket down.

“Umm! Mmm!” Shelly sat up. Her nipples had gone erect from the cold water and were pressing against the hard metal bra. She felt herself shivering and wrapped her arms around her chest instinctively.

How long had she been out? It must have been a while because she was inside now, but where?

The room they were in was cluttered from top to bottom with easels, half finished paintings, and...

Statues?

Shelly blinked and focused. Not statues, sculptures. They looked like paper mache, strips of paper dipped in a solution of some sort and then pasted over a wire frame. Most of the paper mache statues seemed to be of women in various poses. If Shelly wasn't being held prisoner currently then she would have to stop and marvel at how good they were.

This must be Gracy's studio. She thought as he gaze fell to the brown haired girl sitting across the old wooden table from her. Her eyes fell to the open sketchbook in front of her. It was another sketch of Shelly, but this time slumped in her seat, and clad in the chastity belt, chains, and muzzle.

Next to the sketch book was a bottle of water, and Shelly realized just how dry her mouth was from the gag and the exertion earlier. Gracy's eyes followed Shelly's gaze to the bottle. Without even thinking, Shelly's chained hands shot across the table towards the bottle, but Gracy was anticipating this and snatched it out of Shelly's grasp.

“Mmmmoo!” Shelly moaned, still leaning over the table.

Gracy stood up and stepped back, dangling the bottle of water in front of her.

“Oh no, this only goes to good slaves.” She taunted.

“Mmmrrmmm mmmph!” Shelly moaned, slinking back into her seat.

“I woke you up because you aren't done yet. When you aren't out there doing chores then you're in here being my slave.”

Shelly narrowed her eyes and glared at the buxom girl in her midriff baring shirt and cut offs. Shelly tried to think of a plan to deal with her but her mind was a haze and she felt a soft headache coming on from dehydration. Not to mention that her muscles felt like they were on fire.

She leaned across the table, reaching for the bottle of water as Gracy stepped back again.

“Oh no, that's not how slaves get anything.” She mocked.

“Grrrmmm mmmee!” Shelly screamed into her gag. Her blood was boiling. She was actually shaking from anger.

Gracy stepped around the table, holding the water bottle for Shelly to see.

“How bad do you want this?” She taunted, shaking the bottle so Shelly could hear the liquid swishing inside.

“Mmmpph! Gfff mmee!”

“How bad do you want it?” Gracy taunted again.

“BBFFFF!” She moaned and stood up, glaring at Gracy. Part of her wanted to tackle the bigger woman but she knew she didn't have the strength for that.

“Beg.” Gracy ordered Shelly.

“Mmmo!” Shelly barked.

“Beg, on your knees.” Gracy smiled.

Shelly glared at her. This was it, this was her plan. By day Shelly would be their mule, literally, and by night Gracy got to live out her fantasies of dominating her sister, but with Shelly.

Then something popped into her head. A plan! Shelly's eyes lit up at the thought!

It could work! But it required a lot of Shelly swallowing her pride.

She met Gracy's gaze and once again her captor swished the bottle of water.

“Urrfffmm...” Shelly sighed and fell to her knees, glaring at Gracy the whole time.

“Beg.” Gracy commanded again.

Shelly bent over, arching her ass high in the air.

“Pffllsss...”

Gracy took a step forward and stuck out a bare foot in front of Shelly. Shelly looked up and met Gracy's gaze. The other woman just smiled.

“Hufff...” Shelly sighed, and placed her muzzled mouth on the top of Gracy's foot.

“Plllsss...”

“That's a good slave, you can have a drink.” Gracy retracted her foot and Shelly sat up and let out a sigh of relief.

Gracy walked behind Shelly and she heard the jingle of keys. A moment later the lock was removed and the metal clamp was taken out of her mouth.

“Ahhhh....” Shelly sighed and clenched and unclenched her jaw, thankful for the gag to be gone. Gracy shoved the bottle of water into her captive's grateful hands.

“Here. Good slave.” Gracy took a step back and watched as Shelly guzzled from the bottle.

It felt amazing. The cool, refreshing water felt like a rainstorm in the desert, instantly filling her mouth and rushing down her throat. Shelly drank, and drank, and drank, cherishing every drop and every gulp. All the while she felt Gracy's eyes upon her as she drank.

After what felt like an eternity of drinking, she felt the bottle go dry. Determined to get every last drop she could, Shelly squeezed and shook the bottle over her mouth, trying to shake the last bits of water loose.

Gracy tore the bottle out her hands and set it down on the table.

“That's enough of that.” She said, and sat on the edge of the table looking over her captive.

“Thank you mistress.” Shelly bowed her head as she spoke.

“I suppose you want to eat now too?” Gracy asked.

“If you want me to be a dutiful slave, yes.” Shelly kept her head down as she spoke. She was hoping that Gracy would buy her attempts at subservience, but also she was hoping that Gracy didn't intend to gag her again.

“As my slave, you will eat and drink when I allow you too. Also, you will serve as a model for me when I command you to.” Gracy got up, walked to the other side of the table, and held up the picture in progress of Shelly.

“Yes mistress.”

“And during the day you work for my sister and brothers. If you try to escape again, then your punishment will be severe.”

“Why don't I serve you during the day?” Shelly raised her head and looked straight into Gracy's eyes when she asked this.

“Because, you're Alyssa's in the day.”

“Why can't I serve you?” Shelly asked.

“Because you can't.” Shelly could hear the rising frustration in Gracy's voice.

Good. She would have to play this carefully though. If she pissed her off, Gracy could just gag her again.

“But aren't you my mistress?”

“And Alyssa is my mistress!” Gracy blurted, and threw the empty water bottle against the wall.

It took all of Shelly's self control not to smile. Instead, she did all she could to feign concern.

“But... a mistress doesn't serve anybody.”

“I serve Alyssa. This is her farm.” Gracy was pacing now, getting more and more worked up.

“She could serve you.” Shelly was starting to lay the trap.

Gracy stopped and glared at her.

“Okay, you're getting gagged again.” She stormed towards the table and picked the metal clamp off of it.

“A mistress as beautiful as you deserves to rule this farm!” Shelly scurried back, hands up in an apologetic gesture.

“A slave shouldn't speak out of turn!” Gracy stepped towards her, gag in hand.

“But think if Alyssa was your slave too!” Shelly stood now, hands out, ready to fight off Gracy if she had to.

“What do you mean?” Gracy stopped, listening.

“A fit, powerful woman like that. She could be much more effective as a slave than I am.” Shelly kept her guard up. She had to keep talking for as long as she could before Gracy gagged her.

“No, she runs the farm, not me.”

“And listen, she'll destroy the farm.” Shelly's tone changed from subservient to commanding.

“You're getting gagged again!” Gracy advanced on her and Shelly retreated back.

“Agents will come looking for me, and they will find this farm and destroy it! I can help you and help you prosper!” Shelly pleaded. Gracy stopped, and Shelly knew that she had the woman's attention.

“If your sister continues to run things, she will get you all thrown in jail. I can keep the police and FBI off your back..” Shelly began, and took a step towards Gracy. “And be your slave when I'm not.”

Gracy lowered the muzzle and listened as Shelly stepped behind her.

“Haven't you always wanted your sister bound, gagged, humiliated and at your mercy?” Shelly massaged Gracy's shoulders as she spoke in her ear.

“Yes, but she's stronger... hotter... than me.”

“I think you're beautiful, mistress.” Shelly's hands slid under Gracy's shirt and lifted it. Gracy helped and pulled the shirt over her head and tossed it aside. Her massive, tan breasts were contained by a white, lacy bra.

Shelly stepped in front of Gracy and undid the button of her cut-offs.

“And now you have help.” Shelly smiled, lowered the zipper on the cut-offs, and circled behind Gracy.

“What about my brothers?” Her voice was shaky. Shelly could feel her falling under her control.

“They'll follow whoever is the strongest, which will be you.” Shelly kneeled behind Gracy, gripped the waist band of the shorts, and shimmied them down. The small garments slid down the girl's round posterior, exposing a tiny, white thong that disappeared between her gigantic ass cheeks.

Shelly ran her hands along Gracy's smooth, tanned ass while continuing to lay it on for her.

“Just think of how you broke me, together we could break your sister.”

“I... how would I...” Gracy sighed, and Shelly saw her captor's hand slide towards the front of her panties.

“I'll help you.” Shelly kissed one of Gracy's ass cheeks and slid the panties down.

Gracy sighed as her hands moved between her legs. Then Shelly stood up.

“What?” Gracy wheel around, but Shelly had already moved to in front of her. Before Gracy could protest, Shelly reached out and gripped her breasts.

“Magnificent, the body of a goddess.” Shelly sighed as she massaged Gracy's breasts through the bra.

Gracy sighed and reached behind Shelly and grabbed both of her ass cheeks and pressed her warm, aroused body against the cold metal of Shelly's chastity belt. The curvy girl kept one hand clasped around Shelly's ass while her other hand drifted between her own legs. Shelly anticipated this and caught Gracy's hand.

“What?” Gracy sighed.

“Not yet,” Shelly began, pressing her body against Gracy's. “We have work to do”

“But...” Gracy huffed, pressing her breasts against Shelly's metal bra.

“After we take care of your sister, you can have me for as long as you want.” Shelly reached under Gracy's bra and pulled one of her breasts free, exposing an erect nipple. Clasping it in her chained hands, Shelly ran her tongue over Gracy's bare breast.

Gracy sighed and tossed her head back as Shelly sucked on her breast.

“Once we have Alyssa, I'll show you so much pleasure. You can have me in any way you wish mistress.” Shelly continued to massage Gracy's nipple as she spoke.

Gracy sighed, and Shelly could tell that it was taking all of her self control not to use her hands to pleasure herself.

“Yes...” Gracy huffed.

“Good...” Shelly smiled, pressed her body against Gracy's, and planted a kiss on her lips. As she did, she felt Gracy's hands wrap around her buttocks again.

Shelly had Gracy in her control now.

To be continued...
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