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1.

“Mlleett mmmee mooo! Ufff mmm glllbbllm!” The lifeguard mumbled into her gag as she wriggled her nude body against Anya's feet. Her struggles caused her brown hair with blond highlights to fall in front of her eyes. She huffed into the layers of white medical gauze wrapped around her mouth – the same gauze that bound her hands behind her back and her ankles together – and tossed her hair back to glare up at her captor.

Anya only smiled and shrugged at the girl as she adjusted her breasts in the red one piece swimsuit that had once belonged to the naked, bound, girl. During her career as “The Bikini Thief”, Anya had a weakness for lifeguard uniforms, and had several whole dressers on her yacht filled with them. There was something about lifeguards and their uniforms – the fact that they were able to be sexy while they worked, but also because a lot of the time they were young, and innocent – that just worked for Anya.

“Hllp! Hllp mfff!” The girl tried screaming into her gag, and started to smack her bound body against Tanya's ankle. Her small breasts rubbed against Anya's bare legs, causing the older blond woman to break out in goosebumps. Once again, Anya smiled at the girl and turned to her reflection in the full length mirror along the wall in the guard shack.

The girl was younger and more petite than Anya, therefore her swimsuit didn't quite fit right. While the lifeguard was relatively flat chested, Anya was quite buxom, which meant that she had maximum cleavage in the small suit, and a lot of side boob. Anya's ass was also bigger than the girl's, something that the bikini thief was proud of, and when Anya turned to check out her backside in the mirror, she couldn't help but notice that the red fabric of the swimsuit barely covered her large, solid ass cheeks.

Better embrace it. Anya smiled and pulled on the rear of the swimsuit, hiking it up her ass crack into a thong.

All swimsuits should be thongs anyway. Anya smiled and turned back around. Her ass was all natural, a product of hours spent in a gym every day, and she loved to show it off.

She realized that there was probably a rule about lifeguards showing off their buttocks, but she didn't care. Anya wasn't planning on posing as a lifeguard for long. In fact, she was only going to be playing the part long enough to relieve some lucky – or unlucky – ladies of their sexy swimwear. It was one of Anya's favorite cons, she would go to a very popular beach, pose as a lifeguard, and then rob several women of their money, valuables, and bikinis. People trusted you when you looked like a lifeguard and dropped their guard, and that meant that Anya could usually trick them back to the guard shack or somewhere else private and strip them and tie them up.

Of course there was a time limit: Anya only had until the guard that she stole the uniform from was found.

Anya finished checking herself in the mirror and stepped over the still wriggling lifeguard to a table where she had set her bag. Also on the table next to her bag was the bikini she had previously been wearing, a black two piece thong, and her small handgun. She shoved both the bikini and the gun into the bag and turned to take a final look at the bound and gagged lifeguard.

“Oh don't worry honey, I'm sure that fella you were flirting with will come along and find you any minute now.” Anya chuckled.

“Ufff ffflll...” The girl tossed her head back and moaned. Apparently, being found naked and bound and gagged by her crush was not an ideal situation for her, though perhaps it was the guy's fantasy.

When Anya first stepped onto the beach, she saw the lifeguard standing by one of the guard towers talking to a boy about her age with a deep tan, hard pecs, and frosted blond hair. It was obvious by the girl's body language and the way she laughed at everything the boy said that this girl was into him. Then Anya came over and started to deliberately exaggerate her South American accent. She pretended to swoon, to say that her legs felt wobbly and her head hurt, that she thought she had heat stroke. The girl didn’t appreciate that her flirting was interrupted and told her to sit down, but Anya insisted that she need out of the sun. After some more theatrics, the girl sighed and said she would bring her to the guard shack to rest. It was another one of Anya's favorite moves – interrupt them when they're distracted by something else. From the lifeguard's point of view, Anya was some annoying blond tourist, and the girl would do anything to make Anya go away so that she could get back to flirting with the other guard.

Once the girl brought Anya into the guard shack, Anya pulled her gun and made the girl strip, and that brought her to where she was now: bound, gagged, and naked.

Once she had her bag, Anya once again stepped over the wriggling girl, who tried to raise her bound feet in an attempt to trip Anya. The bikini thief dodged the girl's feet, and then chuckled and wagged a finger at her.

I like her, she has spirit! Lots of times when Anya tied someone up, they usually just blubbered into their gags or tried to plead with her. This girl was a fighter. In a way she kind of reminded Anya of the women of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department.

Maybe she has a future with them? Anya smiled, and then opened the door to the guard shack and blew the girl a kiss.

“Ffff mmo!” The girl glared at her.

Anya only laughed and stepped out into the warm afternoon air. As she strolled away from the guard shack, Anya found herself thinking about her adventure in Marston's Pointe three months ago. It had started as a normal beach raid, but ended with Anya crossing paths with a police force consisting of bikini clad ladies and stealing a crashed plane filled with millions of dollars.

I wonder what happened to those ladies? Anya wondered. She had left them naked, bound and gagged, and dangling from a crane to be found, but hadn't heard what happened after that. Maybe in a few years she would circle back to that town and see what became of them.

Right now she knew that she couldn't go back to Marston's Pointe anytime soon. The whole town was run by Ace, a secretive and mysterious crime lord, and the plane full of money was from a heist Ace orchestrated. Somehow she knew that if she ever crossed the Marston's Pointe town line again that Ace would know and would demand her head.

Oh well... Ace was a big fish in a small pond, and Anya had the rest of the California coast to play in.

She could feel eyes on her as she strolled the beach, male eyes, salivating at the lifeguard in the too small swimsuit, and women glaring at her in envy. Anya didn't' care because she too was scanning the beach, looking for her next victim, but her thoughts though kept going back to Marston's Pointe.

A police force with a uniform that consisted of a thong bikini. For Anya it was too good to be true. Those girls were fun to play with, though Anya had to get rough a few times with them. In retrospect, she regretted attempting to kill a few of them, but when you're a criminal, you can't play nice. Anya herself had also come close to dying during that little excursion when she found herself bound and gagged by Ace's men and left in an old outhouse to be washed away during a storm. She had escaped though, and ultimately had the last laugh.

Anya's eyes continued to scan up and down the beach. So far, there was a drought of interesting bikinis.

Come on! This is California, there's gotta be some nice swimwear out there!

For Anya, it wasn't just the bikini, it was the woman wearing the bikini. The right woman could make any swimwear into something exquisite.

She turned out towards the ocean to see see an older woman, maybe fifty or so, wading back towards the beach. The woman had a head of bright blond hair, and a black bikini top that contained her massive breasts. Anya stopped and gasped as she watched the woman wade in.

What is that she's wearing?

It was a bikini top with straps that criss-crossed under the woman's breasts and across her tummy, down towards her bikini bottoms. Anya strained, trying to see what the bikini bottoms looked like but a wave crashed over the woman, briefly obscuring her.

Anya grimaced, trying not to look like she was straining to see the woman's full body.

This woman, this older woman with the massive chest, may just be the kind of woman that Anya was looking for. She was a woman that was proud of her figure and her body, and wanted to accentuate it.

The waves receded, giving Anya a look at the woman's tiny black bikini bottoms, connected to the top by black strings...

Yes!

Anya's blood pumped through her chest and she tightened a fist. This was the woman!

“Excuse me!” Someone ran up behind Anya and grabbed her arm, snapping her back to reality.

Anya's excitement was replaced with sharp, stabbing anger. She spun around, glaring at whoever it was that interrupted her.

It was a woman. She seemed about middle aged, with black skin and long thick black hair that ran in braids down the back of her head and wore a blue EMT uniform. Anya sighed. One of the risks of posing as a lifeguard was that sometimes people actually thought that you were a lifeguard.

“Excuse me please, but we got a situation.” the woman tugged on Anya's arm. She had a strong grip, and Anya looked at the woman's arm in her short sleeved shirt to see thick, rippling muscles.

“I'm sorry but I think you have the wrong person.” Anya tried to pull away but the woman kept a tight grip on Anya's arm. Damn, she was strong!

“Look, we just need an extra hand okay? It's serious!” The woman's eyes were wild and desperate and she tightened her grip on Anya's arm, causing Anya to wince.

“Hey,” Anya threw her free hand up. “I haven't even started my shift yet.”

She had to get away from this woman, she was starting to draw attention. Worse, what if the situation she was referring to was the lifeguard Anya had tied up.

It was a worse case scenario: Someone found the tied up girl, called 911, and EMT's were dispatched to see if she was alright. Maybe the girl had a panic attack or something, and the EMT's needed help loading her onto an ambulance, so they recruit Anya to help, thinking she’s a lifeguard, and then the girl points out that Anya was the one who attacked her.

It was a bad situation, and meant that Anya would have to make a quick getaway.

“Look, you're the only one we can get right now! So do your job and help us save a life!” The woman tugged on Anya's arm again, eliciting another wince from the bikini thief.

They were drawing a crowd now. Anya saw several curious onlookers turning in their direction, including the older woman in the sexy bikini.

Damn! Anya didn't need this much attention and suspicion. She sighed, knowing that she would have to go along with this.

“Fine, okay, lead on.” Anya nodded. The woman relaxed her grip and smiled.

“Oh thank God, follow me!” She patted Anya on the shoulder and took off down the beach with Anya jogging after.

While she followed the woman, Anya hoped and prayed that it was just a situation where she needed an extra hand loading a stretcher or something. If not then Anya may need a back up plan. As she followed, Anya tightened her grip on her bag hanging from her shoulder. If things went south, she would need to get to her gun quick. Her heart was pounding and she had broken out in a cold sweat as she followed the EMT to the edge of the beach.

Anya's brow furrowed as she realized that the EMT was heading for a ramp that lead off of the beach. If she needed help that bad, why head all the way to the beach to get it? Then Anya realized that the EMT was probably specifically looking for a lifeguard because they were trained for situations like this.

Damn! Anya did not have any first aid training, so if they expected anything more from her besides lifting someone, they would be in for a shock.

They ran up the ramp and across the boardwalk, and then down another ramp to a parking lot. Anya could see an ambulance sitting in the parking lot with it's rear doors open.

Why did they need help so close to the ambulance?

The EMT slowed, and Anya did too. Instinctively, her hand started reaching into her bag.

“It's just around here. I'm sorry to take you so far, but it's my partner...” The EMT began, and lead Anya around to the back of the ambulance.

So the other EMT was hurt? Anya supposed that she had never thought of what to do if an EMT had an emergency on the job.

Anya stepped around to the back of the ambulance to see a stretcher sitting on the pavement, like it was waiting for something, or someone...

There was no one else around, and one word echoed throughout Anya's mind like a gunshot.

TRAP!

Anya turned to run while plunging her hand into her bag for her gun, only to run into another woman dressed into an EMT outfit. This woman was also middle aged, her dark, tan skin showed that she was of Latina descent, and had striking black hair. The Latina woman smiled and locked her hands around Anya.

“He-ummmmph!” Anya tried to call out but the black woman came from behind and clamped a powerful hand over her mouth.

“Oh shush Anya.” The woman whispered in her ear.

“Mmooo! Ummph!” Anya moaned and tried to twist free. Then she felt a sharp sting in her buttock. She turned her head to see the black woman inserting a syringe into her butt cheek.

Anya's eyes widened. No sooner had the question of what was in the syringe run through her mind than she felt every muscle in her body turn to jelly.

“Get her feet.” The black woman said, and the Latina nodded and grabbed Anya's limp legs.

“Mu.... mmm....” Anya mumbled into the woman's hand. She still seemed able to speak, somewhat.

They laid her flat on the stretcher and the Latina started securing restraints around Anya's legs while the other woman kept her hand clamped over her mouth. Whatever they had given her, it must not last for long if they were securing her.

Anya felt restraints around her ankles and thighs and tried to will her muscles back to life, but they remained limp jelly.

Come on! Anya grimaced, moaning into the hand clamped over her mouth.

Then she felt restraints around her wrists, and then across her chest.

“Mmoo...mmm...” Anya moaned, trying to use every ounce of willpower to make her arms and legs move but her body refused to obey her commands.

Once she was done with the restraint across her chest, the Latina woman hunched over Anya's head. The other woman moved her hand but before Anya could cry out, the Latina shoved a wadded up white cloth in Anya's gaping maw.

“Mmm...” Anya could only offer a pathetic moan as the Latina then pulled out another thick, white cloth and place it over Anya's mouth and tied it at the back of Anya's neck.

“Mmm... ummm... mm...” Anya moaned.

The women stepped away and then raised the stretcher up to full height. Anya was completely helpless and could only lay there staring up as they prepared her to move. The older black woman's head filled her vision as she looked down at her victim.

“Okay Anya, time to travel.” She smiled and patted Anya on her gagged mouth.

“Mmm...”Anya moaned. They knew her name!

“Everything okay?” A male voice called.

Anya's eyes widened. Yes! Someone that could help!

She looked to the side to see a man in trunks, a sleeveless shirt, and flip flops about to step onto the ramp to the beach. He was starring at the two women dressed as EMTs and the apparent bound and gagged lifeguard they had.

“Hlllp... ummm... mmm....” Tanya moaned. She was unable to turn her whole head but could look at the man and mumble weakly into her gag.

“Oh yes, everything's fine.” The black woman said.

The man seemed unconvinced and his eyes never moved from the bound and gagged Anya.

“She seems... Is she gagged?”

“She had a seizure, it's something we do to keep her from biting her tongue.” The black woman said.

“Mmmooo... mm...” Anya moaned and tried to move, hoping for something, anything.

Her whole body spasmed.

“Mmmeep!” Anya squealed. She moved! It wasn't graceful or coordinated, but she moved! Whatever they gave her must be wearing off!

“Mmmmpph! Umm mmmph!” Tanya moaned and spasmed again.

“Oh there she goes! We're sorry but we need to get this woman to a hospital!” the black woman screamed, and motioned to the Latina. They quickly started to load the stretcher into the back of the ambulance.

“Do you need any help?” The man offered.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmph! Umm!” Anya spasmed again in the stretcher.

“The best help you can give is just let us do our job.” The black woman said, and with that slammed the rear doors of the ambulance shut.

Then Anya was alone with the woman.

Well this can't be good. She thought, eyes racing around the back of the ambulance.

Both of them loomed over her, looking down at her predicament with amusement.

“You think that was funny back there?” The black woman said, narrowing her eyes at Anya.

“Ufff hmmm...” Anya tried to nod, but only succeeded in twitching her head slightly.

“Well, let me introduce us. I'm Tee” The Black woman motioned to herself. “And this is Em, and you're in our world now.” She motioned to the Latina and smiled. The Latina nodded and moved to the front of the ambulance.

A moment later the engine started, and Tee took a seat on a bench next to Anya, who had regained enough feeling in her neck to turn and face her captor.

“Wfff usss iss?” Anya mumbled while pulling at her restraints. They were secure, there was no way she was going anywhere.

“I bet you're wondering what's going on,” Tee said, crossing her legs and watching her captive with amusement. “You see, after that shit you pulled in Marston's Pointe, you made some powerful enemies.”

“Wfff?” Anya's eyes went wide. So that was it!

“Oh yes,” Tee continued. “You don't just steal millions of dollars from Ace and get away. He's paying a lot of money to have you brought to him alive so he can teach you some manners.”

“Ufff fffll...” Anya leaned her head back and sighed.

So that was it. These two were bounty hunters, taking her back to Ace to collect a bounty on her head. How could Anya be so stupid! She should have known that Ace wouldn't just sit and pout over losing millions, of course he would go after her. Still, Anya didn't think that he would find her so quickly. Then again, if Ace put a big enough price on Anya's head all he would have to do is announce the bounty and sit back while other people did the work for him.

Anya was mad that she didn't think of Ace looking for her, and she was mad that she dropped her guard enough to let these two get their hands on her. She had become complacent, thinking that she was invincible after ripping off a major crime boss.

“I see that it's all washing over you now.” Tee smiled, no doubt realizing that Anya had put the pieces together. “Well you better sit back and relax because we have a long ride back to Marston's Pointe, and thanks to the siren, we don't have to stop for red lights.”

The bounty hunter smiled, stood up and patted Anya's bare leg.

“Mmmpph!” Anya moaned and once again pull on her restraints. Tee only smiled and made her way to the front of the ambulance.

A moment later Anya heard the siren go off and the ambulance picked up speed, no doubt running through a light. Once the ambulance was free of the intersection, the siren died and the vehicle reduced it's speed.

“Ummph...grrmmpph...” Anya grumbled while pulling on her restraints, which still held tight.

Damn! She was helpless, nothing but a bound prisoner to be transported.

No! There was no way she was going without a fight. If these women delivered her to Ace, then it was all over. Anya had heard stories of Ace and his “girls” and knew that the worst case scenario was that after Ace taught her “manners” then her body would most likely not be found. Best case was that Ace decided to showcase her in one of his brothels or sell her to traffickers. She had to escape, and fast.

Whatever drug the women had given her was quickly wearing off, which was good, but she was still secured to the stretcher and bound and gagged. Even though she had control of her muscles again, she was still helpless. Anya's eyes scanned the back of the ambulance around her, looking for something that she could maybe use to her advantage. She looked and listened, knowing that anything in her environment could possibly become useful.

Up front she heard the two bounty hunters talking in Spanish, which told her that they either didn't want her to hear what they were saying, or more likely, Em didn't know English. There was another sound, something else over the sound of the engine... a rattling noise.

Anya lifted her head and looked at the rear doors of the ambulance, seeing the long, winding highway behind them...

… and the rear doors rattling with every movement. The doors had been closed and latched, but not well. Anya watched as the latch rattled with every movement the ambulance made, threatening to burst open at any moment. Then Anya thought back to the bystander who stopped to ask the bounty hunters about the bound and gagged woman they were loading into the ambulance. Both Tee and Em must have been so distracted by the man that they forgot to lock the rear doors of the vehicle, no doubt they were in a hurry to escape before he asked more questions or got more suspicious.

“Ummmf!” She squealed in excitement. It was a dangerous play, but it might be the only one she had left.

“Oh shush back there.” Tee mocked from the from the front seat, and then went back to talking to her partner in Spanish.

“Urfff...” Anya grumbled and then looked at the rattling door. If she was going to act, it had to be fast. There was a very good possibility that at one point one of her captors would come back to check on their hostage and notice the rattling door and secure it.

“Mmmph!” Anya exerted herself and used all of her strength to jerk herself forward. Her muscles felt like they were thawing out of ice, and the movement sent a slight burning through her body.

“Urrrghh...” Anya huffed, wheezing slightly into her gag.

Come on girl! Get over it!

Letting out another huff, Anya summoned whatever reserve of strength she could and heaved her body forward. The entire stretcher rocked under her but held firm. Her muscles, still recovering from the paralyzing drug, let out a scream of icy hot fire.

“Errghh... mmurr...” She wheezed.

Maybe the drug hasn't worn off like I thought it did. Still, she couldn't sit and wait for her body to return to normal.

“Mmmrrggh!” She grunted, once again heaving all of her body weight forward. The stretcher rocked under her but stayed in place.

What's the point of working out if I can't even bust myself free! Anya spent as much time in the gym as she did the beach, though she was banned from many gyms for robbing many of the female patrons.

“Urrrgh!” Another heave, and the stretcher shuddered again. Her muscles were beginning to feel like hot jelly. Her body was telling her that it needed a rest.

We'll have plenty of time to rest when we get out of here!

“Murrrff!” the stretcher rocked forward again. If she got out of this, Anya was heading back to her yacht and sailing straight for international waters, all the while sunning herself on the deck.

“Urrggh!” She pulled again, and felt the stretcher move forward slightly.

“Eeep!”

Yes! She was finally getting somewhere.

“Hey, what are you doing back there?” Tee asked from the front seat.

“Mmmph! Mmmmm mmoo!” Anya moaned, making her muffled protests sound as petulant as possible. She wanted her captors to think that she was just a helpless damsel.

She turned her head to see Tee look back at the bound and gagged bikini thief, and then roll her eyes and turn back to the road.

“Urrrgh!” Anya groaned, and the stretcher heaved forward. This time, it pulled itself out of it's locked position and thudded against the rear doors of the ambulance.

“EEEP!” Anya squealed in excitement. At the same time, the rear doors shuddered as the stretcher hit them. It was hard enough that Anya thought they were going to burst open, but they held.

Anya lifted her bare foot and brushed the edge of the metal latch.

Yes!

“What do you think you're doing!” Tee shouted. Anya turned her head to see the muscle bound bounty hunter getting out of the passenger seat.

Shit! If Tee got to her, then she could lock the stretcher back in place, or worse, give Anya another dose of that paralyzing agent. A harder dose of that drug could mean that Anya would be nothing but a frozen vegetable for the entire trip.

There was no way she was letting that happen.

“Grrrrrmm!” Anya grunted, and used all of her strength to push the stretcher back. Gravity was on her side, as the ambulance also happened to be making a sharp turn.

The stretcher wheeled back, catching Tee off guard and slamming into her chest. The bounty hunter cried out and fell back across the driver's seat, hitting Em, who let out a curse in Spanish and the ambulance careened wildly.

The stretcher rolled back towards the double doors as the bounty hunters yelled and cursed from the front seat. Once again, the doors shuddered as the stretcher slammed into them. Anya didn't waste anytime, and raised her foot and started trying to wrap her toes around the latch.

Come on... Come on...

“Oh I'm getting you for that, bitch!” Anya looked back to see Tee pulling herself up while Em regained control of the careening emergency vehicle.

Anya didn't give them a second look. Her foot wrapped around the latch and she pulled.

The rear doors swung open and Anya used all of her strength to tip the stretcher forward.

“MMMMMPPH!” She screamed as she rolled out the wide double doors.

The legs of the stretcher extended under her automatically as it rolled out of the moving vehicle and the wheels connected with the paved highway.

The ambulance screeched to a halt but it was too late. The stretcher and bound woman raced past it and down the road.

“EEEERRRMMMFFFF!” Anya screamed, realizing that she didn't have a plan beyond getting out of the ambulance.

It felt like she was rolling at a hundred miles per hour, and gaining more speed as she went. Her hair whipped her face and she saw that the road ahead curved sharply to the right.

If she didn't turn then she was going to go over a rocky cliff.

“URRRRRFFFF!” Anya screamed, and used all of her strength to angle her bodyweight with the road. The stretcher obeyed and she banked hard to the right.

She felt like a bullet out of a gun as she came around the turn and saw that the road curved again immediately.

“ULLLPH!” Anya heaved her body again and steered the stretcher around the turn. The adrenaline pumping through her body distracted her from the blinding pain in her muscles.

She wasn't prepared for the next sharp turn, and looked up just in time to see the pavement end underneath her.

Shit!

“Mmmmooo!” Anya screamed as the stretcher rolled down a very bumpy hill.

“Urrrmm... mm..... ggrmm... mmmmm...” She blubbered, every muscle in her body vibrating with the gurney.

Then the wheels of the gurney stalled, hitting a rock, but Anya's momentum carried her forward and the flat piece of the stretcher that she was secured to ripped free from the gurney...

“Mmmmmoooo!” She screamed, and the stretcher became something of a sled, carrying her down the rocky hill towards...

She looked up – the hill ended in a sheer cliffside, and past it she could see the blue of the ocean... and heard the roar of the waves as they broke against rocks below.

There was nothing she could do to stop her stretcher-turned-sled and it shot out over the cliffside, sending Anya careening out into space.

She spun in mid-air, screaming into her gag, with nothing but the angry ocean crashing on rocks below her...

2.

Anya's happy place had always been the beach. As a little girl, she loved going for vacations to the beach, and promised herself that one day she would live on the beach, wearing only bikinis. So far, she had lived that promise, though in her own “unique” way.

As she returned to consciousness, Anya heard the sounds of seagulls above her, the roar of waves, and the warm sand beneath her face, and momentarily she thought that maybe the events of earlier that day had been a terrible dream.

Yes all a dream. I fell asleep on the beach and had a nightmare. She had been worried about Ace seeking retribution, so it would make sense that she would start having nightmares about it.

Then she felt a cold wave crash over her prone body, and tasted the salt water filtered through the thick cloth gagging her.

“Ulllbb... gllubbb...mmmbbblll...” Anya coughed and shifted, feeling the hard, flat surface of the stretcher against her back.

Damn!

Part of Anya had to appreciate the poetic justice of what had happened to her. Three months earlier, she had been hired by a woman named Shelly Arnold to come to Marston's Pointe and kill the women of the Sheriff's Department. Shelly was a small time wannabe crime boss that apparently had a major vendetta against a group of former bikini models turned police women. Intrigued, Anya couldn't pass the opportunity up. Soon though, she quickly regretted it because Shelly proved to be a high maintenance client. Then the prospect of stealing several million dollars from a crashed plane came up and Anya decided that she didn't need Shelly's money anymore so she tied Shelly and another nosy women named Tanya to surfboards and dropped them in the middle of the sea.

Anya didn't know or care what happened to the two women after that, but she couldn't help but think of them as she was tied to a stretcher and falling off of a cliff into the ocean below. She had no idea how long she bobbed up and down on the waves because she was drifting in and out of consciousness, but Anya was grateful that the stretcher was buoyant enough to keep her afloat.

Until now, when she finally washed ashore.

Anya lifted her head. She had been deposited on her side, with half of her face pressed against the dirt. She could still feel the restraints around her legs and ankles.

Great...

“Urrmm...” She grumbled and lifted her hand to rub her aching head.

“Mmmeep!” Anya's eyes went wide. She lifted her hand! That meant...

Looking at her wrist, she saw that the restraint must have snapped at some point during her adventure at sea, and now dangled uselessly around her slender wrist.

“Oohmm gmmm...” Anya exclaimed and ripped the gag off of her mouth and spit out the saltwater tasting cloth. After that it was relatively quick to undo the other restraints and scurry out from under the stretcher.

Anya stood and turned to see another wave crash over the beach and wash the now unoccupied stretcher back out to sea.

Good riddance. Anya watched her former prison disappear into the ocean and then turned to take in her surroundings. She was on a lonely, quiet stretch of beach, but further down in the distance she could see what looked like buildings and people. Finding out where she was should probably be her first action, and then finding out how to get back to her boat and get far away. It was a good thing too that she was still wearing the lifeguard swimsuit because it meant that could still pose as a lifeguard to get close to people and steal things.

The sounds of the people and the beach got louder as she got closer, and she could now make out a boardwalk in the distance. Anya's muscles were still sore, no doubt from straining in the stretcher, the paralysis, and then being tossed around in the ocean for God knows how long. Every step she took was agony on her legs and she realized that maybe she should maybe take a few days in a hotel to lie low before returning to her boat. She tried to distract herself from her aching muscles by wondering where exactly she was and how long she had been at sea. It couldn't have been a full day, could it?

Anya realized that she could be anywhere. One good thing was that the bounty hunters probably had no idea where she was either. For all she knew they probably assumed she was dead after going over the cliff, which was also good. That also meant that she should lay low because they were probably not happy that their payday was gone, so if they found out that she was still alive then they would be after her with a vengeance. She would use this to her advantage, steal a few purses, get a hotel room for a couple days, rest and relax, and then head back to her boat and make for Europe or South America.

That whole plan changed moments later when Anya stepped up onto the board walk and saw a sign suspended between two poles.

WELCOME TO MARSTON'S POINTE.

Anya froze, glaring up at the banner welcoming tourists to the beach town.

Poetic justice. The ocean had brought her right back to the town she was trying to avoid. She was in the lion's den.

***

Anya's previous decision to keep a low profile had just evolved into “keep a lower profile”. As the bikini thief, she saw herself as an artist who left a mark, her calling card. Anyone could steal something, but to rob people and then take their bikinis, that's what separated her from the others. Then she saw that she was in Marston's Pointe, a town run by a crime lord that put a price on her head, and Anya found herself resorting to stealing cash out of purses while women weren't looking like common hoodlum.

She had made a quick circle of the beach, reaching inside bags, grabbing cash, and then running off, and now sat in a quiet corner of the boardwalk, counting just how much money she had made.

Two hundred dollars.

Anya sighed, folded the wad of cash, and shoved it in her cleavage while scanning the area to make sure no one was watching. She need to buy clothes and get off the beach, and then find a quiet, secluded motel. It pained her to have to steal like this, especially after she had seen so many beautiful women in so many sexy bikinis. They all could have been hers! But now here she was, reduced to a common thief.

Just stay calm and keep your head down! Anya's eyes scanned the people walking around the boardwalk, noticing how their eyes kept flitting her way. She tried telling herself it was because she was a buxom blond woman in tiny lifeguard's uniform, but what if...

What if they're Ace's people?

She knew that Ace probably put out instructions to capture her on sight, but she also knew that if he had people on the board walk that they wouldn't grab her in public, they would wait until she was alone.

Just stay calm, pretend like you're a normal, everyday tourist.

She knew that she had to get out of the lifeguard uniform and into something less conspicuous. The board walk was littered with clothing outlets and beach supply stores, so she would grab a swimsuit or outfit from one of them.

Her hand rose to her breast and felt the folded cash nestled in her cleavage, and then she stood and strolled down the boardwalk. Once she changed, her next course of action would be to find somewhere safe.

Where was safe in this town though? Ace notoriously had his hand in a lot of businesses.

Then she realized that there was one place she knew was safe – the police department. The women of the Sheriff's Department were not loyal to Ace, but they were also not fans of Anya for obvious reasons.

Still... Anya stroked her chin as she walked. There was safety in numbers, and the enemy of her enemy was her friend. She could possibly get the Sheriff's Department to work with her if she offered them something in return.

Anya came to a sudden halt qhen her eyes fell on a flyer hanging from a pole. Her jaw dropped and her heart thudded against her chest. What she saw on that flyer was one of the most beautiful sights she had ever seen. Given her current circumstances, it was also one of the most dangerous things she had ever seen.

ON DISPLAY ONE DAY ONLY AT THE LADY LUCK CASINO! SEE THE GOLDEN SLING! THE MOST LUXURIOUS AND EXPENSIVE BIKINI EVER MADE!

The flyer showed an illustration of a skimpy slingshot bikini, made entirely of solid gold. A piece of gold ran from between a buxom woman's legs and up between her beautiful butt cheeks. Two strings of gold ran up the woman's midsection and connected to two pieces of gold covering her nipples but keeping most of her breasts exposed, and then the strings ran over her shoulders and down her back, wrapping together and meeting at her ass.

WHO WILL BE THE BEAUTIFUL MODEL TO WEAR THIS PRICELESS BIKINI asked the flyer.

Apparently, there was going to be a pool party at the Lady Luck Casino, where this priceless golden sling bikini was going to be unveiled, along with the mystery model wearing it.

Anya felt herself salivating at the sight of the bikini. She didn't just want it... she needed it. Her whole body had broken out in a cold sweat when she saw the illustration of the bikini and the model and both of her hands had balled into fists. There had been a lot of things Anya had craved, but she had never craved anything like she had craved this bikini. Something like that should be hers!

Then she realized that she was still standing on a boardwalk in the middle of a hostile town, practically salivating over this flyer. Without thinking twice, she pulled the flyer down, folded it, and stuffed it in her cleavage next to the money. Anya hurried down the boardwalk with her head down, not bothering to meet the gaze of anyone passing by. A voice at the back of her head told her to forget it, that it was too dangerous. She knew that Ace owned the casino, and that sneaking into the casino to steal a priceless golden bikini would be going into the belly of the beast.

Still... there was another voice in her head, stealing a priceless bikini from Ace would not only humiliate him publicly, it would give her substantial negotiating power.

I'll return your bikini to you if you agree to drop the bounty...

Or it could be a show of strength. She could show Ace that she could strike at any time, on his very turf. It would be her striking back and punishing him for going after her, and she would promise more attacks and more humiliations if he kept coming after her.

Anya smiled as she walked. Yes, that was it. Why should she be the one running and hiding when she had beaten Ace before? He should be fearing her!

That was it! She wasn't going to run, and wasn't going to hide. She was going to make Ace regret ever putting that bounty on her head. Still, until then, Anya needed help, and needed someplace safe, and the women of the Sheriff's Department were still her best bet.

And she knew right where to find them...

3.

Janet Rossi was used to being degraded. When you were a bartender, especially one with breasts like Janet, it came with the territory. Recently, her degradation changed from having her body leered at by men to frequently being bound and gagged in some sort of humiliating situation. She supposed that her feelings of being degraded was part of the reason why she enjoyed binding and gagging Felicia so much during their intimate moments.

When Janet and Felicia decided to open their beach cabana bar, it was an attempt to take control of the narrative of their lives. They could hang out on the beach in tiny bikinis while men salivated at them, but they would have the last laugh, using their wiles and bodies to slowly drain these lustful men's wallets. It worked for a time too.

Then Felicia, their roommate Gina, along with Caitlyn, went out to see to stop Anya, the Bikini Thief, and never came back. Janet had been used to Felicia getting kidnapped or tied up in some way, but Felicia always found her way out of it. Days turned into weeks, and weeks turned into months, and still no sign of the three women. Eva, a lusty, bondage obsessed Latina, was the only Deputy of the Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department left, and against her better judgement, Janet went to Eva to help with finding the missing women. Janet's pleas fell on deaf ears though, because Eva insisted that she had her hands full with running the department and couldn't look for the missing women.

Three months had passed, and Janet was seriously considering hiring a private investigator to help, but then other financial obligations came up. Namely, with Felicia and Gina missing, Janet was now responsible for paying all of the bills for the house herself. Which brought her to where she was now. Working at a beach bar in a bikini wasn't enough anymore, especially with Janet working the bar by herself now. As her bank account got lower and lower, Janet's bikinis got smaller and smaller.

The men ate it up.

It was another beautiful day on the beach, and the bar was filled with the usual afternoon crowd of men of all ages, all there to see Janet degrade herself for them with a smile on her face.

She had her back turned as she poured a draft, feeling their eyes on her practically bare ass, and then heard clicks as they snapped photos with their cell phones. Finishing up the drink, Janet turned and flashed a smile.

“Don't let your girlfriends see that fellas.” She giggled as she carried the drink over to her customer, a young, skinny nerdy looking kid with thick glasses.

She thought he was going to have heart attack as she leaned over, baring her full cleavage in the tiny, purple bikini top for him and flashing him another smile as she did.

“Here you go hon...” Janet finished by batting her eyes at him. He let out something like a squeal and graciously took the drink.

The bar was lined from one end to the other with men shaking cash and credit cards at her, and Janet moved down the line, smiling giggling as she did. They ate it up, which was good because she needed to eat up their money. Behind the bar, she could see plenty more men crowding, wanting to get drinks as an excuse to leer at her body. Business was picking up with each passing week, which was both good and bad. It was good because Janet needed the money, but bad because it was getting difficult to run it all by herself.

When Felicia worked the bar, she loathed it when men took her picture, but Janet changed that, thinking that photos would be good for social media exposure. It worked almost too well, and word of the bar started to spread to the point where it was quickly becoming a mainstay for beach tourists. Janet knew that she would have to start looking for additional help soon, but part of her knew that meant letting go of Felicia.

You've already let her go. Janet thought as she put up a big smile and took another drink order from customer. He handed her a credit card and winked, which was something she was used to.

Janet winked back at him and turned to slide his card in the card reader, stooping slightly to stick out her ass in the tiny g-string bikini bottom. This particular g-string was a bit different from others, like most string bikinis, it had strings that run between her legs and up her ass cheeks and strings that ran along her hips. How it was different was that the string that run up her ass connected to a group of glittery rhinestones positioned just at the top of her butt crack. The rhinestones were arranged in an upside down triangle pattern, and then connected to the strings running along her hips. It was an extremely sexy and revealing bikini, and from a distance it almost looked like she wasn't wearing anything. Hell, Janet practically felt like she was wearing nothing because though the rhinestones looked ornate and fancy, the bikini bottoms still left her whole ass exposed.

But the customers loved it, and it kept them coming. She heard their hoots and cat calls as she stooped over the machine, and thought back to how Felicia hated this. Despite Felicia's best efforts, she was a cop at heart, which is why Janet encouraged her to go back to the police force.

I told her to go back and look what happened. Janet paused, staring down at the credit card machine. The cries of the horny men behind her faded into the distance as the same thought that had passed through her head every night for the past three months once again ran through her head.

It's all my fault.

If she hadn't told Felicia to go back to the police force, then Felicia would be here now, working with her.

And Felicia would be miserable! You know that! Another voice in her head told her.

Still, if she hired another bartender, it felt like she would be acknowledging that Felicia wasn't coming back. Janet still fantasized about Felicia, Gina, and Caitlyn washing up on the beach one day in a raft, talking about how they got stranded at sea or on an island or something. The thought of Felicia surviving on an island was a much better situation than the alternative...

“Hey babe, could we get some drinks over here!” A customer bellowed, bringing Janet back to reality. She turned and flashed a toothy grin at a mopey haired college aged fellow.

“Sure thing doll!” She said, and leaned over the bar, folding her arms under her chest so that it pushed her cleavage together, and took the man's order.

As the salivating young tourist gave Janet his drink order, all she could think of was what she would do with Anya if she ever got her hands on her. She had fantasized about punishing Anya about as much as she had fantasized about Felicia coming home, though she was starting to believe that neither situation would become a reality.

After taking the man's order, Janet bounced away and bent over a cooler to retrieve a beer for him. The cooler turned out to be empty, but she still hovered over it for a moment, giving everyone a nice, long view of the purple string running down her ass. It worked, as the mating calls from the men on the other side of the bar got louder and more intense.

“Oh gosh, I have to run to the cooler in the back.” Janet turned to the man and smiled, catching his slack jawed expression as he leered at her backside.

He fumbled to form words and then nodded. Janet giggled and stood.

“You boys behave until I get back.” She smiled and strolled towards the door leading to the back of the bar.

“I hate to see her go but I love to watch her leave.” Someone called after her.

Janet turned, smiled and wagged a finger at her male customers, and then stepped through the door leading to the back room. As soon as the door closed behind her, she sighed and shook her head.

Men...

“Rough day?” An accented voice asked.

Janet gasped and jumped. Who-

There, leaning against a pillar in the middle of the store room, smiling at her, was Anya the Bikini Thief. After all this time, after months of dreaming of getting her hands on the woman that was most likely responsible for Felicia's disappearance, here she was, just... waiting for her.

Janet blinked, suddenly questioning if this was real.

It was. Here was Anya, smiling at her, arms crossed over her chest. The bikini thief wore a red one piece lifeguard swimsuit, but there was something... different about her. She looked... tired?

Yes, there were dark circles under Anya's eyes, and she looked like she had been through the wringer, though she was attempting to hide it with a cocky smile.

All of this and more ran through Janet's head in a single instant, and she realized that if she was going to live out her fantasies of punishing Anya, that time was now. She knew how dangerous Anya could be, after all, this very same women once tried to kill her by locking her in a washing machine.

Janet's muscles coiled and she sprang on Anya like a cat, grabbing the bikini thief by the front of the swimsuit and slamming her back against the wooden pillar.

“You! You have a lot of nerve coming back here!” Janet hissed, pressing Anya back with all of her strength.

“Oh hey, calm down lady!” Anya cooed, throwing her hands up in a surrender gesture.

“I've waited a long time for this!” Janet shouted and pulled Anya away from the pillar.

I need... I need to keep her restrained somehow. She knew that the customers out front would be getting restless, so she need to keep Anya locked up until close.

Janet spun Anya around and bent her over a stack of beer cases while looking for something to tie her hands.

“Oh hey lady! I always took you as someone that liked it rough!” Anya giggled.

“Oh you'll see how rough I can be!” Janet spat and grabbed a tapegun.

“Hey hold up! I'm just here to talk!” Anya's voice sounded more alarmed when she saw the tape.

“Uh huh, I'm sure you are!” Janet started to use the tapegun to secure Anya's wrists together.

“Seriously! I just came to talk to your lady friend! I'm here in peace!” Anya's tone was sounding... almost desperate. Janet stopped and stepped back. Anya’s wrists were still behind her back, held together by several layers of tape now.

She realized that despite how rough she was being, Anya hadn't resisted at all. There was something else... she mentioned a lady friend.

Janet spun Anya around and had her sit on the stack of beer cases.

“What are you talking about?” Janet asked, and kneeled down and started taping Anya's feet together.

“That girl, the cute one with the great ass. Felicia! She used to be Sheriff.”

Janet finished taping Anya's ankles and stood, glaring at her captive.

“You of all people should know the answer to that.” Janet grunted, her patience wearing thin. Why was Anya playing games with her.

Anya shrugged. “I don't know what you mean?”

Janet let out a sigh of frustration. “Last time anyone saw Felicia, Gina, and Caitlyn, they went out looking for you.”

Anya's eyes lit up with realization. “Oh yeah! They found me!'

White hot anger blazed in Janet.

“You got five seconds to tell me what you did with them before I wrap this tape around your mouth and lock you in my freezer!” To accentuate, Janet started peeling a length of tape from the tape gun.

“Whoa! Whoa, lady!” Anya pleaded, leaning back. “I didn't do anything to them! Well, actually I did...”

Janet's eyes were practically blazing. After closing tonight she was going to have a good time teaching this bitch some manners. She stalked towards Anya, tape gun at the ready.

“I mean, yeah I caught them!” Anya blurted, pleading with Janet. “But then I left them tied up somewhere that they would be found.”

Janet paused, glaring at Anya.

“What?”

“I found the money, I figured what good would it do if I killed a couple cops. I left them at a construction site, and I figured they were naked so someone would be around to find them.” There was something sincere about Anya's tone. She seemed genuinely surprised that the women were still missing.

“You mean... If you don't have them, then what happened to them?” Janet asked, her mind suddenly racing.

She had spent months assuming that Anya had kidnapped the girls for some nefarious reason. If it wasn't Anya, then who?

Anya just shrugged.

“I came here to ask them for help.” Anya shrugged again, acting like that was further proof of her innocence.

Who had the girls then? If Anya did leave them in a public place to be found, then there's a good chance that Ace's people could have found them. If the girls were in Ace's clutches, then they could be anywhere now, including at the bottom of the ocean.

What else could have happened to them? If Ace’s men didn't find them, then who could?

If she was a random passerby that wasn’t a criminal and found a group of naked women bound and gagged, what would she do?

She would call the police.

The only officer on duty at the time was Eva.

Eva!

Janet's eyes went wide. Eva!

Every time she went to Eva about the missing girls, she had been evasive. Plus, Eva no so secretly had a bondage fetish, and had delighted in keeping Janet and Felicia as prisoners once.

If Eva found all three girls, naked and tied up, she wouldn't be able to control herself.

Janet's blood started to boil at the thought. All this time, and Felicia and the girl's had been right under her nose.

“I think I know where they are.” Janet muttered.

“Oh good,” Anya sighed. “Well if you want to let me go and we can go talk to them... I'm in a bit of a bind.”

The voices of the customers outside brought Janet back to the moment. They were getting rowdy, inpatient. She knew she had to return to the bar.

Janet turned and looked at the taped up Bikini Thief.

“How can I trust you?” She bent over and sneered at Anya.

“Well,” Anya shrugged. “You can't... but right now I've had a terrible day and those girls may be the only ones that I can trust. Let's just say that we have a mutual enemy.” Anya smiled, beaming up at Janet.

Janet stood and listened to the cries of the men outside. They were like animals at a zoo before feeding time. It would be insane to try and handle them by herself.

Then she smiled. She wasn't alone. Not anymore. Janet grabbed a box cutter from a shelf and smiled down at Anya. Seeing the box cutter in Janet's hand, Anya leaned back slightly.

“Fine... but first I need something from you.” Janet sneered.

“...sure...” Anya recoiled.

Janet bent over and sliced the tape around Anya's ankles. Before the bikini thief could react, Janet reached behind her and used the cutter to slice the tape around her wrists.

“Do you know how to pour drinks?” Janet asked.

4.

As it turns out, slinging drinks was not Anya's forte. She was an international thief topping many “most wanted” lists and had successfully dodged both the Marston's Pointe police and the most powerful crime lord in the town, but she couldn't mix a drink to save her life. Not than Janet minded though, having an extra hand at the bar helped, and the men loved drooling over Anya. About an hour into Anya's shift and her and Janet worked out a system where Janet would handle making the mixed drinks and Anya would handle pouring beers and talking with the customers.

She could almost be a natural at this. Janet thought as she watched Anya interact with the customers. The blond bikini thief enjoyed the attention and knew how to play the men just right. The fact that Anya was wearing a lifeguard outfit that was several sizes too small that showed plenty of cleavage and side boob as well as her solid, round ass also helped.

There were a few rough moments though. Anya reacted poorly whenever a man tried to take her picture, to the point where she at one point smashed a customer's phone when he snapped a photo of her. Given that Anya was a wanted thief, Janet understood why she was reluctant to have her photo taken, so Janet told customers that only photos with her were allowed, which didn't please them. Then of course there was the upset customer whosse phone Anya smashed, but Janet distracted him with her cleavage and gave him a few free drinks to calm down.

Eventually though, the night came to an end, and now Janet and Anya were walking along the moonlit beach towards Eva's house. Janet had slipped a pair of tiny, cut off jean shorts over her small g-string and intended to ride her bike while Anya followed, but the bikini thief complained about sore muscles and how she didn't want to hurry, so Janet resorted to walking her bike alongside Anya.

Anya turned out to be quite the talker, and chattered endlessly along the long walk to Eva's. Part of Janet was grateful for the bikini thief's endless chatter because it distracted her from thinking about what Eva had been doing to Felicia this entire time. Janet had found herself helpless and at the mercy of the Latina before, and it was not a pleasurable experience for her. Her hands tightened along the handlebars of her bike as she envisioned Felicia being a prisoner of Eva for three months.

Oh the things I'll do to Eva when I get her! Janet gritted her teeth, realizing that Eva would probably enjoy whatever punishment Janet would dispatch against her. That thought only enraged Janet even more. Nothing seemed to faze Eva, and she seemingly had no weaknesses.

Damn her!

Still, the blinding white hot anger that she felt, knowing that Felicia had been right under her nose this entire time, and that Eva had been lying to her face, couldn't be suppressed. But there was another thought that kept parading through her head.

What if she doesn't have the girls?

Right now they were only heading to Eva's on a hunch, but what if Janet was wrong? What if Eva had been telling the truth and didn't know where Felicia, Caitlyn, and Gina were? Then they would be back to square one. Worse, that would mean that the girls may be truly lost. If that ended up being the case, Janet truly had no idea what she would do.

Then she was snapped back to reality when she heard Anya say something about Shelly Arnold.

Shelly?

“Wait, what about Shelly?” Janet asked, feeling suddenly guilty for not paying attention. She realized that it was probably silly to feel bad for not listening to Anya, seeing how Anya had attempted to kill her once.

Not just me. She thought, remembering how Anya had also tried to blow up her house with Gina and Eva inside. Now here they were walking along the beach together after a shift at work.

It was truly a strange day.

Anya started over, revealing that Shelly Arnold had paid her to come to Marston's Pointe and kill the girls of the Sheriff's Department as revenge. As she spoke, Janet felt a fresh wave of anger welling up in her at Shelly. She always knew that Shelly had been a conniving, evil bitch, and had been somewhat relieved when she heard that Shelly had disappeared around the same time that the other girls disappeared. Part of Janet had hoped that would be the last she heard of Shelly, but another part of her knew that women like Shelly had a way of popping back up.

As Anya talked, she revealed that she had eventually turned on Shelly in favor of going after the downed plane filled with stolen money, and had tied Shelly and Tanya Donnelly onto surfboards and left them in the middle of the ocean.

“And then what?” Janet asked, grateful that she was finally getting a complete picture of what had happened three months ago.

Anya just shrugged. “I dunno.”

“What do you mean, you don't know?” Janet asked. How could she not know?

“I just kicked them off the boat and kept going. Anything could have happened after that.” Anya shrugged again.

“You mean... you just left them tied up in the middle of the ocean and didn't care to go back and check?”

“Yeah... I gave them a fighting chance.” Anya seemed genuinely confused at Janet's sudden concern. Janet though, was confused at how Anya could just throw two women in the ocean and not have a second thought.

Then she remembered how Anya had tried to kill her, Felicia, Gina, and Eva, and then it all made sense. Anya seemingly was all instinct and impulse and seemed to have no grasp on the difference between right and wrong. The only person that Anya seemed to care about was herself.

Anya continued to talk and revealed how she had caught the three girls after they had located the downed plane, and then tied them up and taken the plane for herself.

“I left them tied up and hanging from a crane at a construction site. I thought it would be rude to kill them after they went through the trouble of finding the plane for me. Plus, it's kinda fun playing with them.” Anya giggled.

Janet's jaw went slack. Fun? That's how Anya saw this, fun?

Her anger at Shelly changed to Anger at Anya. She had just insinuated that if the girls hadn't found that plane, then she probably would have left them for dead in the middle of the ocean like she had Tanya and Shelly, or worse. Janet's grip tightened even more on her bike's handlebars and she resisted the urge to grab Anya by the front of her swimsuit and scream at her about how she could be so inhuman to treat people like she did and then come back and ask them for help.

She knew though, that given what Anya had just said, that Janet's words wouldn't sink in. Plus, as much as Janet hated to admit it, if Eva did have the girls, Janet probably wouldn't be able to save them by herself.

Janet stayed silent and kept her eyes on Eva as she talked, continuing her tale. Given what Anya had said earlier about turning on Shelly, it would probably be wise to assume the worst of Anya. If she had that quickly turned on a woman that was employing her then she could turn on Janet just as easily.

Maybe once we get the girl's free then we can team up and take Anya down. Janet decided that wouldn't be a bad idea.

Anya went on to tell her how the bounty hunters had ambushed her on a beach and tied her to a gurney, and of her daring escape and subsequent plunge into the ocean and washing up on the beach in Marston's Pointe. Right now it seemed that Anya was in a bind, and needed the girl's as much as they needed her.

She needs us for the moment... Janet knew that as soon as Anya got what she wanted, she would turn on them.

But not if they turned on her first.

They would cross that bridge when they get to it though. Ahead, a light from a lone back porch light shined out over the beach. It was Eva's house.

“Here it is, better be quiet.” Janet put her finger to her lips to accentuate this, and Anya nodded and quickly shut up.

As they got closer, Janet started to realize how it all made sense that Eva had the girls. Eva lived in a small, one story, secluded house at the end of a lonely beach road with a large back deck overlooking the beach and the ocean beyond.

There was something eerie about the lonely house looking over the beach. Maybe it was how quiet everything was, other than the sound of the waves crashing on the beach. With every step they took, Janet's heart pounded faster, to the point where she thought it was going to jump right out of her chest. The butterflies in her stomach started to feel more like a swarm of angry bees, and it took all of her self control to stop herself from shaking.

Felicia could be inside that house, and in a few moments, in a few steps, Janet would know. Three months of not sleeping, worrying, and searching could be all over in just a little bit.

Janet dropped her bike against a sand dune and picked up her pace, now speed-walking towards the house. She could see lights on inside through the windows. Someone was home. This was confirmed for her when she saw a police car parked out front. Behind her, she heard Anya panting as she hurried after. Turning and looking over her shoulder, Janet saw the bikini thief wincing with every step she took.

If you're going to turn on her, now would be a good time, seeing how she admitted that she was tired and sore. Janet thought, and then shook the thought from her mind. She needed Anya for the moment.

In a few moments, Janet had closed the distance between her and the house, leaving Anya a few yards behind and struggling to catch up. Janet stopped just under a window, knowing that she would have to stand on her tip toes to see inside. She gripped the bottom of the sill and braced herself to look in but stopped, frozen. This was it, the deciding moment. If she looked in that window then all of the questions she had over the past few months would be answered.

Don't be silly Janet! It's not like you're going to look inside this window and see the three of them tied up and at Eva's mercy. Janet knew that there was a good chance that Eva was probably keeping them in a room somewhere in the house, or it was possible, and likely, that Eva was keeping them at the police station, where she had kept Felicia and Janet before.

Either way, Janet couldn't stand here wasting time for much longer. She would just have a quick peek to scout out the house, and then pop back down. Janet took a deep breath, bracing herself for anything, and stood up to look inside. What she saw made her gasp.

She was looking at a spacious, brightly lit kitchen. A large oven was set in a far wall, the digital read out on it told Janet that was it was preheating. Prancing around the kitchen in a chef's hat and apron was Eva, and the curvaceous Latina was wearing only a chef's hat and white apron, her beautiful, mocha colored buttocks bouncing and heaving with every movement she made. Her perky breasts swayed under the tiny apron, and her nipples were poking through the white fabric.

In the middle of the kitchen was a large kitchen island, and seated on two stools on one side of the island were Gina and Caitlyn. Both women were naked, with their hands bound behind their backs and their feet tied together at the ankle. They were gagged with what looked like white dishrags pulled tightly through their lips and secured at the back of their necks. Both women were clearly unhappy with their situation, and were struggling furiously against their bonds while trying to verbalize their displeasure through their gags. Both Gina and Caitlyn were quite busty, and their large breasts heaved up and down as they struggled. Caitlyn, shorter and stockier than Gina, flexed and strained her thickly muscled body against her bonds but to no use. Gina's long, slender legs kicked back and forth as she arched her body, tossing her mane of long brown hair back and chewing on her gag.

Janet's heart fluttered in her chest when she saw them. So they were here! But then, just as suddenly as it fluttered, she felt her heart leap into her throat.

Where was Felicia?

Then Janet's eyes fell on something else in the kitchen. A large, silver, dome shaped cover sat on a giant serving dish set in the middle of the island. It was a cover large enough to hide a person.

No sooner had Janet seen this then Eva danced over to the dish and smiled at her captive audience. Both Gina and Caitlyn increased their struggles as Eva wrapped her hands around the top of the cover and lifted it. Underneath, hogtied and naked, was Felicia. Felicia had kept her hair short for the past year, but now it was starting to grow out thanks to her three months in captivity. Her nude body writhed up and down on the giant dish, and a plump, red apple shoved in her mouth kept her quiet.

Caitlyn and Gina screamed into their gags at this reveal and increased their struggles ten fold. Eva waved an arm over the hogtied and gagged Felicia like she was a chef unveiling the night's main course.

Janet gasped when she saw Felicia like this, and then at the oven, and realized the implication. Eva's eyes shot up towards the sound and Janet placed a hand over her mouth and quickly dropped to the ground. Anya happened to just catch up as this happened.

“What? What happened?” Anya asked between breaths.

“Shh!” Janet hushed, grabbed the bikini thief, and dragged her away from the window towards the beach end of the house.

“What? Did she see us?” Anya huffed as Janet pulled her.

“Just shush!” Janet hissed and ran up a small set of stairs onto the deck, pulling Anya behind her as she did. No sooner did the two women scramble up onto the deck and press themselves up against the side of the house than Janet heard the window they were just at slide open.

Both Janet and Anya were flat up against the house, frozen, afraid to even breath.

Did she hear us? Did she see us? Janet's eyes were wide as every possible scenario ran through her mind. If Eva did see us, they could have easily overpowered her if Anya was at full strength, but Anya had admitted that she was still feeling the effects of whatever drug the bounty hunters had given her, plus falling off a cliff into the ocean probably didn't help. They would have to take their chances though if Eva did come after them.

Worst case scenario would be that they end up bound and gagged prisoners like the other girls. Janet's blood ran cold at the thought. To end up as Eva's prisoner was truly a fate worse than death.

It seemed like an eternity that the two waited their, pressed up against the wall on Eva's deck, but then the stillness of the night was disturbed by the sound of the window sliding shut. As soon as it did, both women let out a long breath of relief.

“Think we're good?” Anya asked.

“Wait here.” Janet ordered, and slid down along the outer edge of the house towards a sliding door leading inside. Once she was at the edge of the sliding glass door, Janet peeked her head around to peer inside.

It appeared that Eva was satisfied after inspecting the window that no one was outside, which was good. What was bad was that she was back to work on Felicia. Janet had a view of Felicia's perfect ass cheeks as they flexed up and down as she struggled in her hogtie. Normally, Janet would find the sight of Felicia's bare buttocks in bondage arousing, but this was something... else entirely. Eva was standing over the bound Felicia with a turkey baster squirting juices over Felicia's nude body as she struggled up and down on the kitchen island.

Janet watched in morbid fascination as Felicia's naked, tanned body started to glisten from the juices being basted over her. All the struggling girl could do was wriggle around and moan into the apple shoved into her mouth.

“Is she going to eat her?” Anya asked right into Janet's ear, causing her to jump back and clutch at her chest.

“Whoa, chill!” Anya grabbed Janet, attempting to calm her.

“Don't do that!” Janet said in a hushed tone, pushing Anya back.

“I'm just curious!” Anya said through gritted teeth.

“Do you want to get us caught? Then shush!” Janet was shaking now, terrified that she would turn back to the sliding door to see Eva glaring back at them.

Thankfully, Eva didn't notice them, and went to back to basting Felicia. Anya was watching this time as well, looking over Janet's shoulder with equal morbid fascination.

“I knew this chick was kinky but this is... something else.” Anya whispered to Janet.

“Shh!” Janet responded.

Inside, Eva had finished basting Felicia and retrieved a carrot from the plate next to the bound and gagged woman.

“Oh no, that better not go where I think that's going.” Anya whispered.

“Shh!”

Eva approached the back of Felicia while the bound woman turned her head to watch, eyes wide with apprehension. As Eva walked she held the carrot with the pointed end up right.

“It's going in her ass! It's going in her ass!” Anya tightened her hold on Janet.

“Please be quiet!”

Anya was right though. Eva positioned herself behind Felicia, partially obscuring Janet's view of her naked, bound lover with a view of the kinky Latina's equally shapely, bare buns. Eva held up the carrot and dangled it back and forth, no doubt in an effort to mock Felicia's helplessness.

It was working. Janet could see Felicia's head, turned to face Eva, as she shook her head back and forth and pleaded through the apple in her mouth. Then Eva lowered the apple, aiming square between Felicia's bound legs, and pressed forward. Janet could only watch helplessly as Felicia's whole body stiffened and her head shot straight up. The bound woman's eyes bulged and she let out a long bellow into her apple gag. Gina and Caitlyn also joined in, pleading at Eva through their gags as well.

Janet turned away, pressing back against the outside of the building, followed by Anya.

“This is getting weird.” Anya said. Her eyes were wide and confused. Clearly this was not something she was expecting to see today.

Neither had Janet, but she knew they had to do something. This couldn't go on.

This had to be a weird role play right? Janet knew that Eva was kinky, but this... there was no way Eva was intending to eat Felicia?

Hoping to confirm this, Janet turned to look back through the window. Eva had moved away, and Felicia was still on the plate, struggling away with a carrot sticking out from between her ass cheeks. Gina and Caitlyn looked down at her with obvious sympathy.

Then Eva slid back over like Tom Cruise in Risky Business, once again standing over Felicia and holding up a long, silver object with a round disk at one end and a sharp point at the other – a meat thermometer. Janet placed a hand over her mouth to stifle a gasp as Eva lowered it and aimed it right between Felicia's bound legs and underneath where the carrot was. As Eva angled the meat thermometer at Felicia's vagina, Janet turned back away, still keeping her hand over her mouth.

A second later, she heard more muffled cries coming from the women inside. No doubt them reacting to Eva penetrating Felicia with the thermometer.

“Okay, we have to stop this.” Janet said, moving her hand away from her mouth.

“So is she going to eat her?” Anya asked.

“She isn't... I don't know. We just can't let this go on.” Janet stammered, not wanting to admit that Eva may have at some point in the last three months reverted to fetishistic cannibalism.

“Okay, well let's go in there.” Anya stepped away from the wall but Janet grabbed her by the arm.

“Wait! We need a plan!” Janet kept a tight grip on Anya's arm, causing the girl to cry out.

“Sorry.” Janet apologized, letting go.

“Okay, what's your plan?” Anya asked, annoyed and rubbing her arm. Janet only shrugged.

Anya sighed and peeked over Janet and back through the sliding glass doors. What she saw must have been truly a sight because Anya's eyes widened in alarm and she moved back to the side. The bikini thief stood against the house, rubbing her chin.

“A plan... a plan... plan...” She muttered to herself.

“Any day now would be fine.” Janet grumbled.

Anya glared at her, and then her eyes settled on Janet's cleavage in the tiny bikini top. Her stare lingered on Janet's tan breasts and suddenly the older woman felt self conscious and crossed her arms over her chest.

“I got it!” Anya's eyes suddenly lit up as she continued to leer at Janet's large breasts.

Janet had a feeling that she wasn't going to like this plan.

5.

Janet's initial impressions were right – she didn't like the plan, but it was the only one they had, and time was running short.

Janet had no illusions about her body, she knew that it was her greatest asset. Her large breasts and thick backside is what first got her into modeling when she was younger, and then later worked to her benefit as a bartender. Hell, the entire business model of her new cabana bar was that men got enjoy the sight of her ass in a thong while she served them drinks. Now, in this moment, her body may be her greatest asset and weapon.

She took a breath as Anya tightened the rope around her wrists and listened to the muffled cries of the three women just around the corner. For someone who had three police women as captives, Eva kept security pretty low in her house. Anya and Janet were able to find an open window and slip in, finding themselves in a bed room. What they found in there would have normally aroused Janet, but instead filled her with dread. The room was filled with restraints and gags of all sorts, complete with straps on the bed and restraints on the head board. Restraints also hung from a wall, telling Janet that was where Eva kept her captives while she slept. They also found several costumes, no doubt for role-play, in the room as well. These costumes are how they came up with the plan.

Now they stood in a hallway just around the corner from the kitchen. The entire house was in darkness except for the kitchen, giving both women plenty of freedom to sneak around, as long as they were quiet. Anya met Janet's gaze and gave her nod, as if asking if Janet was ready. Janet could only nod, due to the gag around her mouth. The bikini thief nodded back and then slunk back into the shadows while Janet turned to face the kitchen, waiting for her cue.

She knew that she shouldn't peek around the corner to see what was happening, not only would it risk exposing her, but she knew that it wouldn't help relax her to see what was happening between Eva and her captives...

But she had to know.

No, just wait for the signal... like you and Anya planned.

It shouldn't take long for Anya to signal her... hopefully. Only a few moments had passed but every second ticking away felt like an eternity.

Just one peek, it can't hurt...

Janet started to lean forward when she heard the speckles around her waist jingle. Her eyes went wide and she pressed herself flat on her back against the wall, listening. She could still hear the muffled cries of Gina, Caitlyn, and Felicia, but had no idea if Eva heard.

She probably couldn't hear over the sound of the gagged women! Janet hoped, and prayed. She kept her eyes squeezed shut and stayed pressed flat against the wall, surrounded by darkness, inside the home of a crazed kidnapper.

If Eva found her there, now, it would be like finding Janet gift-wrapped because she was already half naked, and bound and gagged...

Then the music started, emanating from the living room on the other side of the house. It had a very middle eastern vibe, full of instruments that Janet didn't know the name of, but at the end of the day, it sounded like what they hoped it would: Belly dance music.

Once they had picked out a costume, they had found a shelf full of CDs and hoped to find something that would be comparable to the music you typically heard with a traditional belly dance, thankfully it seemed that they had picked right.

The music was Janet's signal, and she knew that she had to get out there fast to keep Eva off her guard and from getting suspicious. She took another breath, exhaled quickly, and sashayed out from her hiding place, her speckles jingling the whole time.

It was a sight to behold once she stepped out into the kitchen. Caitlyn and Gina had their backs to her, but their heads were spinning, looking over the room for the source of the music. Gina's eyes passed over Janet once, and then back. The bound and gagged woman blinked a few times, trying to take in the sight. Caitlyn followed Gina's gaze and also stared, and then back at Gina and then mumbled something into her gag. Janet couldn't hear over the music, but it seemed like she was trying to ask Gina if what she was seeing was real.

As for Felicia, her whole body was dripping with cooking oil and she stared at Janet, first in shock, then in excitement, and then in horror.

“Ummm hmm! Ummm ummph!” Felicia muttered into her apple gag, shaking her head as Janet swayed her body closer.

Eva stood by the oven, with the door open. At first her eyes fell to the living room, to the source of the music, and then back back at her hostages. Once she saw where they were all looking, she followed their gazes and her jaw dropped. Like Felicia, the emotion in Eva's face changed from shocked, to confused, to excitement.

And then Janet saw another look in Eva's eyes... lust.

Good, that was what Janet wanted.

One of the items found in Eva's bedroom was a small, pink sarong made of sheer fabric and adorned with small gold speckles. Anya had tied Janet's hands in front with a pink cloth and used a thick, pink scarf to wrap around her mouth, gagging her. To tie the bondage harem dancer outfit together, they found a sheer pink veil that matched the sarong for Janet to wear over her face, leaving just her eyes uncovered.

Though Janet would never call herself a professional belly dancer, those girls spent years training and honing their craft, she figured that she could do a reasonable impersonation enough to distract Eva.

Janet swayed further into the kitchen, shaking her hips back and forth and up and down as she moved. As she did she raised her bound hands in front of her, allowing Eva to see the rope around her wrists. Eva's wide, twinkling eyes told Janet that she saw the dancing woman's bound hands. She moved closer, lifting her hands above her head, batted her eyes at Eva, and turned to the side, wiggling her ass at the lusty Latina.

“Mmmo! Mmmnnnett! Mmmmo!” Felicia mumbled. Janet had her back turned and closed her eyes, trying to block out her lover's muffled cries.

She could only imagine what must be going through Felicia's mind right now.

Just be patient Felicia, only a few more minutes. Janet thought as she slowly spun around to face Eva again, meeting the Latina's gaze.

Eva licked her lips as she watched Janet's body move and sway. Janet continued to sway over to her, lowering her bound hands so that they hovered right below her breasts. As Janet moved across the kitchen closer to Eva, she caught Gina and Caitlyn's gaze. Gina's eyes were narrowed, thoughtful. The tall woman's large, bare breasts heaved up and down with each careful breath as she watched Janet move.

She knows something's up. Janet had her issues with Gina, but Gina wasn't stupid. She knew that there was more to this than meets the eye.

Caitlyn on the other hand looked confused as ever. Unlike Gina, Caitlyn had never shown herself to Janet to be either very smart or intuitive. Her eyes kept flicking to Gina, as if Caitlyn knew that Gina had an answer that she didn't.

Janet swayed closer to Eva, causing her to coo and move across the kitchen to meet the dancing woman. They met just in front of the island where the hogtied Felicia was still struggling.

“Mmmmpph! Mmoo!” She grunted, still wiggling around trying to get free. Part of Janet was worried that if Felicia kept it up that she would fall right off the island, but Janet knew that she had to stay focused and in character.

Eva started to circle Janet like a lion circling it's prey. Janet spun her body with Eva, always maintaining eye contact.

“Ohh I like this...” Eva smiled her viscous, toothy smile. It was a hungry smile, and it always unsettled Janet.

Janet continued to dance, raising her bound hands again above her head. Eva reached out and ran a finger along Janet's toned midsection.

“Mmmph!” Felicia protested.

Eva's touch caused Janet's blood to turn to ice in her veins, but she maintained eye contact with Eva and kept dancing. She knew that if she hesitated or broke character at all that could mean botching the whole rescue, and then Eva would have two new captives to add to her harem.

I have to get her in position! Janet knew that she couldn't waste time, but also couldn't seem like she was rushing for fear of arousing suspicion.

“What finally brought you around?” Eva asked, still circling and eying up Janet's body. She reached out another hand but this time Janet gently caught it with her own bound hands.

Eva stiffened, her eyes widening. Fearing that Eva might start to think something was up, Janet pressed herself forward and placed Eva's hand on her breast. Immediately, Eva's face softened and her palm tightened around Janet's breast, cupping it and massaging. Behind Eva, Janet could hear Felicia's ever present muffled protests.

Janet raised her hands up and wiggled her chest, letting Eva place her other hand over Janet's other breast. As she did, Janet slowly backed up, continuing to sway her hips as she did. Eva followed, smiling and bobbing with each movement Janet made.

Good, good. Janet thought, continuing to back up, Eva keeping pace with her.

Once the bound girls were behind Eva's back, Janet stopped, keeping her hands above her head, and wiggled her chest at the nearly naked Latina. Eva responded by pressing her body against Janet's. It looked like the Latina's gaze was trying to pierce Janet's veil. With that, Janet backed away, leading Eva gently by the hands, her hips always moving, always swaying to the music.

Once the girls were a good distance behind Eva, Janet swayed back and turned, wiggling her ass at Eva, each movement accompanied by the jingle of the speckles. She felt Eva's hands wrap around her waist from behind and slid down, gently caressing Janet's bare buttocks from behind. Janet spun around to see that Eva was crouching down, almost as if she was going to plant a kiss on Janet's behind. Looking up, Janet saw Anya peeking into the kitchen from around a corner, looking to Janet to see if the coast was clear.

This was it. Right now Eva's back was to the room and the bound girls. Janet had to keep it that way.

Janet nodded at Anya, and then looked down at Eva and swung her hips up and down, keeping her hands above her head as she did. Eva stood up again, her eyes taking in every movement and every sway of Janet's body. As the Latina watched her dance, Eva took the chef's hat off her head and tossed it over her shoulder.

Behind Eva, Anya slunk across the kitchen towards Gina and Caitlyn. Both women saw the bikini thief approaching and started to cry out into their gags.

“Mmmpph! Ummph!”

“Hrrry mmoo! Ullgggllmm!”

Shit! They were making a racket, and were bound to draw Eva's attention.

Eva perked up upon hearing the women's bound protests, and started to turn before Janet threw herself forward, pressing her body against Eva's and throwing her bound hands over Eva's head and around the back of her neck.

Eva stumbled back, somewhat shocked by Janet's sudden aggression, but Janet didn't give her time to think beyond that and pressed her body against Eva's warm body. Their breasts pressed against each other's and Janet swayed against Eva, moving with the beat of the music. As she moved, Janet's worked away at the knot of the apron tied at the back of Eva's neck. The knot came undone and Janet moved herself slightly back, allowing the top of the apron to fall, exposing Eva's bare, mocha colored breasts.

The Latina sighed and her hands wrapped around Janet's waist and cupped both of her ass cheeks, prompting a moan of protest from Felicia.

God I hope she forgives me for this. Janet thought, closing her eyes. She could only pray that Felicia understood why Janet had to do what she was doing.

Behind Eva, both Gina and Caitlyn were still moaning into their gags and rocking on their stools as Anya approached. The bikini thief stopped in front of them and held a finger over her lips but both women still kept moaning and trying to wriggle away.

Janet slid down, caressing Eva's bare back with her fingernails as she did. Her hands stopped around Eva's waist and undid the second knot securing the apron. The garment fell away, leaving the Latina completely nude, and Janet looked up and met her gaze with wide, expectant eyes. Eva sighed and ran her own hands over her bare breasts, and Janet could see that the Latina's nipples were now hard and erect.

Janet started to stand back up but Eva's hands reached down towards her, causing Janet to momentarily stiffen.

Loosen up! This is supposed to be a seduction!

Janet crouched, always looking up at Eva, keeping her eyes wide and as seductive as possible. She was finding it almost impossible to relax because being in any sexual situation with Eva felt like being trapped in the lion's den, but she had to do her best. Her bound hands lowered and caressed the curve of Eva's round, firm buttocks. For the longest time, Janet had always maintained that Felicia had one of the best asses she had ever seen in her life, but Eva gave her a good run for her money.

While Janet ran her hands along Eva's backside, the Latina's hands reached for the back of Janet's neck and started to undo the knot holding up her bikini top. Behind them, Janet looked past Eva's bare thigh to see that Anya was now leaning over and whispering something in Gina's ear. The bound and gagged woman's eyes were wide and attentive. After a moment, Anya pulled away and Gina nodded.

“Hulllph mmsss! Hullp!” Caitlyn moaned into her gag, but then Gina shot her a sharp look and shook her head.

“Hmmph?” Caitlyn cocked her head, and Gina shook head again and her eyes darted towards Anya, who was now working away at the knots around Gina's wrist.

Caitlyn turned her head to watch Anya work away at Gina's bonds and watched in confused silence.

Meanwhile, Eva succeeded in untying the top knot of Janet's bikini top. Leaning in close, Janet pushed herself back into a standing position, caressing Eva's body with her fingernails as she went, starting from tracing the curve of her buttocks up to the small of her back, and then her shoulders. Once she reached Eva's neck, Janet lifted her hands above her head again and swayed her hips as Eva reached behind her back and started to untie the second knot on her bikini top. Eva moved and swayed her body with every movement Janet made, their legs rubbing against each other's, Eva's bare breasts rubbing up against Janet's soon to be naked breasts.

The knot across her shoulders came undone, and with a flourish Eva ripped Janet's bikini top away. Janet went with the movement and twirled, carrying herself slightly away from Eva, and then stopped and spun around, giving the lusty Latina a full view of her naked, full breasts. She kept her bound hands lifted above her head as she swung her hips, and couldn't help but notice Eva's eyes sparkle as they zeroed in on Janet's naked chest.

Meanwhile, behind Eva, Anya had Gina's hands free and was working away at untying her ankles while Gina pulled the gag out of her mouth. Janet knew that she couldn't keep her eyes on them for long, and switched her attention over to Eva, who was stalking over towards her. Eva's naked body was now slick with perspiration, and every one of her exquisite muscles seemed coiled, ready to strike. All Janet could do was keep dancing, while keeping her eyes locked on Eva's. Even the Latina's eyes seemed like a lion's, large, almond colored, and hungry.

Eva closed the distance between them in no time and pressed her naked body against Janet's, once again wrapping her hands around Janet's waist and grabbing her ass. Janet felt Eva's hungry, groping hands slid under her sarong and greedily clutch her bare ass cheeks, causing Janet to let out a soft moan into her gag.

“Ullmm...”

This seemed to excite Eva even more. Her eyes lit up at the sight of Janet's moan and she sunk her hands deep into the flesh of Janet's ass cheeks.

“Humm...” Janet moaned again, much to Eva's delight.

Eva let out a sigh of pleasure as her hands moved up along Janet's ass, lifting the sarong and exposing her thonged behind, and her delicate, shaky fingers started to trace the outline of Janet's g-string. Involuntarily, Janet froze, her hands held above her, and once again met Eva's gaze. She was terrified that the horny Latina was just going to rip off her bikini bottoms and sarong right there.

If Eva did, then Janet knew that she would just have to go with it, to allow Eva to have her way with her until Anya could get the others free.

As all of this crossed her mind, she once again looked into Eva's eyes and saw that Eva knew what Janet was thinking. Eva knew that on some level Janet was scared and nervous. Worst of all, Eva liked it. It turned her on.

Just as Janet realized this, Eva's hands grabbed at the sarong and pulled. As the flimsy garment came off, Janet once again pushed off of the Latina and did a twirl, ending once again facing Eva, naked except for her g-string and veil. Eva's chest rose up and down even faster, the sight of the naked belly dancer getting her blood pumping even more.

Behind Eva, Gina and Anya went over to untie Caitlyn, who started to protest into her gag again.

“Mmmo! Mmm mmpph! Mmmph!” Gina clamped a hand over Caitlyn's already gagged mouth and put a finger to her lips, but Caitlyn continued her protests.

“Mmm..mm... umm!” Caitlyn moaned, trying to twist out of Gina's grip, but Gina's hand was locked around Caitlyn's mouth.

Then Caitlyn's eyes widened when she felt the ropes around her wrists loosening. As as soon as she realized this, she looked up at Gina who nodded and once again put a finger to her lips. This time Caitlyn nodded and went silent. Gina moved her hand from Caitlyn's mouth and started to remove the gag from her mouth.

Janet continued her dance, turning her body to give Eva a full view of her almost naked ass and the glittery rhinestones right above her crack. Eva could barely contain herself and stalked up to Janet from behind and pressed her waist against Janet's backside while running her hands up along Janet's bare thighs. The two women embraced, with Eva rubbing her bare crotch up and down the curve of Janet's backside. Her hands slid to Janet's inner thighs and up...

“Ooohmm...” Janet moaned, continuing to sway her body while looking over at the others.

Anya and Gina had succeeded in getting Caitlyn free, and now were sneaking over to Felicia. As always, Felicia was being feisty and not cooperative.

“Mmoo! Mmm mmph! Mmmoo! Ummph” She moaned into her apple gag, wriggling her nude, oiled body on the island.

Once again, Gina put a finger to her mouth to signal to Felicia to be quiet, but Felicia's eyes were locked on Anya, and she clearly had no trust for the bikini thief.

“Urrrff! Mmmph mmph! Ummm!” She was shaking her head and trying to wiggle off of the island, and Gina ran over and clamped a hand over Felicia's gagged mouth.

“Mmmm umm! Mmm!” Felicia shook her head and moaned.

Janet had to admire Felicia's spirit and feistiness, but in this case, it could be their undoing.

Come on Felicia! Just calm down and read the room! Janet willed while still dancing. Eva's hands were running over the front of her bikini bottoms, while she was still rubbing herself up and down along Janet's ass.

Felicia though, was being stubborn, one of the things that Janet admired most about her, except not in this case. Gina, Caitlyn, and Anya exchanged exasperated looks and Gina leaned over and started to whisper in Felicia's ear.

Meanwhile, Eva's hands caressed Janet's hips, pulling at the waist band of her g-string. Janet spun herself around and lowered her bound hands around Eva's neck, pulling her close. Their eyes locked, and Eva's hands locked around Janet's buttocks and embraced her, Janet's nearly naked body pressed against Eva's naked body. They embraced for a moment, and then Eva moved her hands from Janet's ass and up, along her side, to her breasts, and further up...

Meanwhile, behind Eva, the efforts to calm Felicia were not going well, and she continued to protest into her gag. Anya let out an impatient sigh and motioned to the large, silver cover to the serving plate. Gina rolled her eyes, exasperated, and nodded, realizing that they would have to overpower Eva without Felicia.

Anya nodded and then motioned for Caitlyn to grab the other side of the large dish cover. Caitlyn nodded and hurried to the far end and grabbed the underside, and then lifted one end while Anya lifted the other. Gina kept her hands locked over Felicia's mouth as they carried the cover over, Felicia's eyes wide and angry.

“Mmmo! Mmmo! Mmm bffff!” She moaned, shaking her head. Her eyes looked like they were going to bulge right out of her head, and her face was almost as red as the apple shoved in her mouth.

Then Felicia saw Anya and Caitlyn carrying the cover over and increased her struggles tenfold.

“URRRRFFM! MMMFFFMM! MMMM!”

Eva perked up at hearing Felicia's increased muffled cries.

Shit! Janet knew that she had to keep Eva's attention on her, and she pressed herself against Eva as hard as she could and nuzzled her face with her veiled mouth.

“Ummm... mm...” Janet moaned, while rubbing herself up and down Eva's leg. Eva giggled and pulled Janet close.

“Ohh, let's see what you got under here.” Eva's voice was silky and seductive as her hands slid up to Janet's veil.

“Umm hmm...” Janet nodded, batting her eyes at Eva.

Meanwhile, Caitlyn and Anya were holding the cover over the wriggling Felicia and gently lowering it down to avoid making noise.

“Nnnnmmp! Nmmmpph! Nmmmm!” Felicia moaned, trying to pull out of Gina's grasp. At the last minute, Gina moved her hand away and the silver cover lowered over the dish completely, covering Felicia and muffling her moans.

Now, with Felicia dealt with, the three women – Anya, in her red swimsuit, and Caitlyn and Gina completely naked, turned to face Eva.

Eva's reached up to the back of the veil and lifted it off of Janet's face, revealing the purple scarf wrapped around her mouth, gagging her. Eva's eyes practically shimmered at the sight, and her hands lowered, her palms wrapping around Janet's bare breasts.

“Oh I love it!” Eva exclaimed, her grip on Janet's breasts tightening.

“Ohhhm...” Janet exclaimed. Eva liked to play rough.

The three women advanced on Eva from behind, Gina stopping to pick up some discarded rope, handing some to Caitlyn and Anya before picking up a gag for herself.

Eva slid down Janet's body, keeping her hands locked around Janet's breasts before once again caressing her mid-section with her nails.

Felicia, even under the dish, must have sensed it, because the cover rattled from her tossing about inside. Janet's blood turned to ice and she froze, her eyes locking on the dish, which was rattling more.

Stop Felicia! Please!

Eva didn't seem to notice, and her hands found the waist band of Janet's g-string and started to pull it down. Janet stayed frozen and looked down at Eva sliding her bikini bottoms down her legs.

Then the cover rattled and fell. Felicia must have rolled, causing the dish, the cover, and Felicia to fall to the kitchen floor with a loud CLANG.

“Ummpph!” Janet jumped and moaned involuntarily.

Eva paused and started to stand but it was too late. Gina, Caitlyn, and Anya pounced, pinning her to the floor. The Latina screamed and thrashed under the weight of the three women like an animal caught in a trap. Janet didn't even stop to pull up her bikini bottoms, and joined the pile of naked women in pinning Eva down.

To be continued...
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