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The story so far…

Sheriff Felicia Fetters is a prisoner. A former bikini model turned police woman, Felicia made it her mission to clean up crime in the town of Marston’s Pointe. Unfortunately, Felicia’s attempts to take down enigmatic crime lord Ace has lead to her becoming a prisoner of the kinky dominatrix The Queen, who subjects the feisty Sheriff to all sorts of kinky punishments.

Meanwhile, fellow police woman Gina has been attempting to locate the missing Felicia, along with several other missing women. Gina strikes up a relationship with the hunky, and mysterious, new Sheriff of Marston’s Pointe, Brad Arnold, but soon discovers that Brad has a secret… he’s working for Ace! Before she can expose Brad as corrupt, Gina is taken prisoner by Brad and his accomplice, Deputy James Randy.

Felicia’s lover Janet, alongside fellow Deputies Caitlyn and Eva, are prisoners of kinky milf Shana. Janet and Caitlyn attempt an escape, but Eva enjoys being a prisoner and sabotages their attempts at freedom, winning the trust, and affection of their captor…

1.

The judge’s eyes fell on Gina’s cleavage as soon as she was lead into the courtroom and didn’t stray from them. She was used to men’s stares gravitating towards her large breasts at this point, and often used it to her advantage, but not this time. This time she was full of rage, and fully expected to give everyone a piece of her mind during this proceeding.

At least they could have given me clothes or something! Gina thought as Brad and Randy lead her down the aisle. Despite being comfortable in her own skin and used to prancing around in little bikinis, Gina felt cold and vulnerable being lead into the courthouse still in her Beach Patrol thong bikini and shackles. Part of her thought that she would accept the typical orange prison uniform over this, but she had to remind herself that even though she was a prisoner, she wasn’t a criminal.

Brad and Randy were the criminals.

She glared at her captors as they lead her towards the bench. Her hands were shackled behind her back, and a length of chain ran from her wrists to shackles around her ankles, limiting how much she could move. Gina was slightly confused though, figuring that when she caught Brad and Randy in the act of selling the FBI agents to traffickers that they would try to get rid of her in some discreet way, or take her to Ace to be humiliated like Felicia and Jessica, but instead, they kept her in the holding cells over the weekend, and then woke her up bright and early in the morning and told her it was her court date.

She would make sure the judge would get an earful from her. She was going to blow this corruption wide open. Still, something seemed… off about this trial.

For one thing, with the exception of the judge, there was no one else in the courtroom. No onlookers, no bailiffs, no stenographer, and no lawyers. When Brad told her it was her court date, she of course demanded a lawyer, a request that he laughed off.

He won’t be laughing long after this. She turned to glare at him again, prompting a sly smile from Brad. Her blood boiled at the sight, and if her hands weren’t manacled she would have slapped him. To think that she trusted Brad, not only trusted him, but was intimate with him, allowing him into her body and her life. Then there was Randy, whom she was also angry at… but less so, and more disappointed. Gina always knew Randy was a coward, but this was low… even for him.

Then there were those agents… there was no love loss between Gina and the FBI agents, but she felt bad for them none the less. What was going through their heads right now? Where were they being transported? Like Janet, Caitlyn, and Eva, they had disappeared as prisoners on a boat into the night. More names to add to Gina’s growing list of people to rescue.

But first she had to convince this judge. Still, something didn’t seem right. Why were they taking her to a judge?

Then it hit her just as they stopped in front of the bench. They were trying to pin everything on her! Gina’s eyes went wide and every muscle tensed. Brad was going to say that she kidnapped the agents, and he was hoping that now that he had a patsy, the FBI would back off.

She gritted her teeth and balled her fists. There was no way she was letting him get away with this. Gina raised her head and looked the judge straight in the eye while he gawked at the bikini clad prisoner through comically thick, coke bottle glasses.

Judge Thomas Reichenbacher read the plaque in front of him. He was a small, frail looking old man, with thinning gray hair on top. Gina glared up at him as his eyes, magnified to comical extent by the glasses, focused on her cleavage.

“So… what have we here?” Judge Reichenbacher narrowed his eyes at Gina.

“The Defendant stands accused of kidnapping-” Brad began and Gina’s jaw about dropped. Unable to contain herself, she rushed forward towards the bench but was caught by Randy.

“Lies!” She interjected.

“Trafficking-”Brad went on.

“Your honor-” Gina went on.

“Order!” Judge Reichenbacher slammed his gavel.

“Impersonating a police officer-” Brad continued.

“Your honor, if you’ll listen-” Gina went on.

“Order! I said order!” The judge continued to slam his gavel. Silence descended over the courtroom.

Gina glared up at the judge. How could he oversee this farce?

“How does the defendant plead?” The judge narrowed his gaze at Gina.

“Plead? I have been held without due process and denied a lawyer!” Gina shot forward again, and once again was restrained by Randy.

“Answer the question!” The Judge pressed on.

“These two men are corrupt and engaged in the kidnapping and trafficking of several Federal Agents and possibly a civilian-” Now both Brad and Randy were restraining Gina, whom, red-face and frenzied, was pulling against them with all of her might.

“Furthermore, I believe they may be involved with or have knowledge of the disappearance of several other women-”

“The defendant will be silent!” The judge slammed his gavel repeatedly, but Gina continued on. She knew this wasn’t a fair court, and that she would be denied her rights, so she decided to speak at length about what she knew.

“-Including the disappearance and exploitation of previous Sheriff Felicia Fetters…” Gina went on.

“Gag the defendant!” The judge slammed his gavel with authority.

Gina paused for a moment. Gag her? They couldn’t do that? Could they?

Turning, she saw that Brad had a thick strip of leather in his hand with buckles running from the back of it. A muzzle?

He stepped behind Gina and she pulled against Randy with all of her might.

“No-ullllllm!” Her cries were cut off by Brad pulling the thick leather muzzle over her mouth.

“Ullmm gggmmm mmmp!” Gina moaned and twisted her head as she felt the straps tighten on the back of her neck.

“There, much better.” The judge sat back in his chair as the gag was secured around Gina’s mouth.

“Ummmm ggmmm!” She cried as Brad stepped away. Gina glared up at Judge Reichenbacher, who looked down at the gagged prisoner in satisfaction.

He’s part of this! She realized.

“Ummm ggmmm bbbmmf!” She cried and shoved forward, but was pulled back by Randy.

“Now that we have restored order, how does the defendant plead?” The judge narrowed his gaze at Gina again.

“Ummm ggmmp! Mmmmmm hmmmn!” Gina pulled forward again but was restrained by Randy. All she could do was glared at the judge through his thick glasses.

At least no one else is around to see this! She thought, but still, the privacy was… disturbing.

What else did they have planned?

“Well, I’ll hear your plead now.” The judge sat back.

Gina just glared at him, knowing this all was a farce, a kangaroo court.

“You only condemn yourself with this silence.” Judge Reichenbacher folded his arms.

“Urmmm gmmmph!” Gina barked.

“Since you refuse to make a plea,” Judge Reichenbacher shrugged. “I have no choice but to sentence you as guilty.”

“Mmmrrroo!” Gina charged forward, restrained by Brad and Randy again.

“Urrrggg mmm ggmmp! Mmmph hurrmm!” She thrashed and pulled, hair whipping around her face, glaring at the judge. Gina didn’t care that she was gagged and restrained, or that he was a judge, she just wanted to charge the man and hurt him.

White hot anger welled up inside of her. This man took an oath, and now he’s siding with Brad and Randy?

Both of them took oaths too! That thought made her even angrier. The entire town of Marston’s Pointe was rotten to the core.

“Order! Order!” Judge Reichenbacher banged his gavel.

“Mmmoh! Ummmm ggllllumm! Mmmmph!” Gina barked, determined to create as much of a disturbance as she could.

“Bailiff!” The judge called, and Gina stopped, tossing her head back to get her hair out of her eyes.

Bailiff? She didn’t notice one when she was brought in.

A door next to the bench opened, and a sultry woman with dirty blond hair slunk out wearing what looked like a “sexy police woman” outfit that you would find at any costume store. Her top was skin tight, and unbuttoned to show plenty of cleavage and her leather bra. She also wore a tiny skirt that looked from Gina’s perspective to show off most of her ass cheeks, and fishnet stockings. Gina’s eyes widened as she realized that she recognized this woman.

The Queen! The woman who was always torturing Felicia in the videos! Gina knew she had to be in cahoots with Brad!

“Mmmoo bbmmff! Grrrmmph! Uggglmm!” Gina shoved forward again, both Brad and Randy restraining her. The Queen smiled at Gina as she shoved against her restraints.

“Oh, we have a feisty one here, don’t we?” She smiled up at Judge Reichenbacher now.

“Mmmyyy mmmoo ggrrmyyy…” Gina grumbled.

“Oh yes my Queen, quite a troublemaker.” Reichenbacher’s tone was mild and subservient. Was he in her pocket too?

“Well, I’ll get her to behave,” The Queen licked her lips and then looked at Brad and Randy. “On her knees.”

“Wummf?” Gina’s eyes widened but not a second later she felt Brad and Randy roughly forcing her down.

“Urrggh! Mmmo!” Gina struggled but it was no use, and soon she was on her knees in the middle of the courtroom, glaring up at The Queen.

The dominatrix towered over her, looking down at her newest acquisition. Gina kept her face defiant.

“Ah Gina, I must confess, I couldn’t contain my excitement at adding you to my collection. Brad here though made me wait. Evidently he had plans for you.”

“Mmmmmph! Ugggg ggmmm!” Gina tried to stand but both Brad and Randy forced her down.

The Queen bent over so that she and Gina were eye level now. Behind her, Gina could see the judge’s eyes zero in on The Queen’s ass.

“That’s alright… good things come to those who wait.” The Queen patted the gag on Gina’s mouth.

“Urrggg!” Gina tugged forward again.

The Queen giggled, stood, and strolled towards the bench, now giving Gina a view of her tight leather thong cleaving her fishnet clad ass cheeks.

“I request that the court turn the prisoner over to me,” The Queen leaned against the bench and turned to face Gina. “Where I can keep her under close… personal… supervision.”

“Yes my Queen…” Judge Reichenbacher bowed his head in subservience to The Queen.

“Ohmm mmmooo! Mmmph!” Gina struggled, pulling on her manacles and trying to twist out of her captor’s grasp, but they kept a tight grip on her.

The Queen chuckled at Gina’s futile struggles, and Gina stopped to glare at her. Soon, she would be seeing Felicia, Jessica, and Lisa again, and would no doubt get a taste of what they had been experiencing at the hands of The Queen.

“Urrfff!” Gina cried, feeling something tight lock around her neck. A collar!

“Mmmmm ggmmph!” Gina tried to pull away as Brad secured the collar around her neck, and then she felt a leather leash hook onto the end of it.

“Urrmmf! Mmmm gmmph!” Gina twisted her head and pulled back. Brad stepped around to in front of her, winked, and pulled on the collar, yanking her up into a standing position.

“Mmmph!” Gina cried, stumbling to her feet. Once she was up, she glared at Brad, who kept smiling at her throughout.

“Take her to the transport.” The Queen ordered, and then turned to the Judge. “And thank you, Judge.”

“Of course, my Queen…” He bowed his head again.

Brad gave a hard tug on the leash and then Gina was stumbling after him towards the door next to the bench. Her eyes widened as she stumbled after him, wondering what awaited on the other side of that door, and what new life awaited her after that.

2.

Felicia took a long look at her reflection in the vanity mirror and prepared herself for another day of being a slave.

Not slave, “model”.

At least thats what they referred to it as, but in reality, she was a slave, and every day started out like this. These few precious moments, in her room, alone, was the only time she got to herself before they burst in the door and dragged her out, kicking and struggling, before they bound and gagged her and paraded her before the cameras. Sometimes she was with Jessica, Lisa, or both, and sometimes she was alone. She didn’t know what was in store for her today, but the outfit they had left for her gave her something of an idea.

It was a neon green sling shot bikini. The deep neckline went well below her navel, exposing plenty of gratuitous cleavage, and the back of the bikini was a thin line of fabric that ran between her ass cheeks. She sat back and ran her fingers over the straps covering her breasts, no doubt expecting that The Queen would want her breasts to fall out when she struggled.

Every night after filming she would be brought to The Queen’s chamber for “cuddle time”, but eventually, after The Queen got tired, Felicia would be dragged back to her own room, untied, and locked in. Under normal circumstances the room would nice, with a large, king bed with satin sheets, a vanity, and armoire, but the fact that Felicia was being held against her will really took away from the room’s opulence. There was always an outfit waiting in the armoire for the next day, and they expected Felicia to be wearing it when they came for her.

She had tried refusing, of course, many times, but that always lead to Felicia being restrained and forced into the costume, or punished in some humiliating or kinky way. In the end, Felicia decided to just start going along with whatever outfit they had laid out for her, but she would still always resist when they came to collect her. The day that she stopped resisting was the day she gave up.

Besides, they had to make a mistake at some point, right? And when they did, she would capitalize.

How long had she been a captive anyway? There were no clocks or calendars around, so Felicia could only guess. At this point she guessed that The Queen had been holding her a few months.

Months…

Just the thought that she had lost months of her life caused a swell of fury inside her. Was anybody still looking? Those FBI ladies from the dock? Gina? Were they out there now, still trying to track down Ace? Felicia had to hope that they were, but also know that she couldn’t put all of her faith in them. In the end, the only person she could rely on was herself.

At one point she had thought about trying to replicate what Jessica did and pretend to fall under The Queen’s influence only to strike when the opportune moment came, but Felicia couldn’t bring herself to stoop that low. Besides, she had seen how Jessica had been punished. The Queen and her cronies had force fed Jessica until her figure softened, and then they forced her to work out and gain back all the tone she had lost. It looked grueling, and humiliating.

Felicia had enough humiliation for a lifetime.

One day though, she would inflict it all back on her tormentors. They would regret ever taking Felicia hostage.

Then she heard the lock in her door click open, and a chill ran down her spine. Felicia sat up straight and turned just as the door started to drift open and Vera stepped in, eying Felicia with her cold, blue eyes.

“You know what time it is.” Vera said in a harsh tone.

“I don’t because I don’t have a clock.” Felicia sneered back at her.

“Get up.” Vera sighed and wrapped her hand around Felicia’s forearm with a vice like grip.

The tattooed, muscle bound girl gave a sharp tug and pulled Felicia to her feet.

“Ugh, hey!” Felicia cried, feeling Vera’s hand digging into her arm.

“Shut up.” Vera ordered as she dragged Felicia out into the nondescript hallway outside her room and past several doors identical to the door to her room.

Felicia had often wondered if those were just empty rooms waiting for an occupant or if there were other women imprisoned in them. Lisa and Jessica had to be kept in one of them, but not all of these rooms could be housing captive women, could they?

Felicia planted her feet and tugged as Vera guided her down the hall.

“Let go!” Felicia grunted through gritted teeth. This was their morning ritual, and Vera seemed especially grumpy today.

Good, Felicia would put her in an even worse mood.

“I’m not in the mood.” Vera sighed, tugging Felicia along.

“Neither am I!” Felicia pulled with her free hand and Vera stopped, turned, and glared at Felicia.

“No matter what she does for you, you still act like an insolent child.” Vera hissed.

Felicia stopped for a moment. Her captor sounded almost… jealous?

“Does for me? If you want to trade places, be my guest!” Felicia retorted.

“What is so special about you? Why you?” Vera continued, confusing Felicia more.

She is jealous!

“Maybe because I have a personality?” Felicia giggled, seeing a chance to get an extra dig in at Vera. Maybe if she made her angry enough, she would make a mistake.

“That’s it!” Vera cried, and pulled Felicia towards.

Felicia cried out as she was whisked off her feet by the red-haired girl, forgetting how strong Vera was. Her beauty was matched only with her muscle. Too bad she had no personality besides fealty to The Queen.

“Hey, stop!” Felicia cried out, kicking as Vera tossed the smaller girl over her shoulder and continued on down the hallway.

Felicia kicked and struggled the whole way, but Vera gave no sign that she was fazed by it.

“Put me down! Do you hear me! Put me down!” Felicia continued her feisty struggles as they went.

Vera placed her other hand squared on Felicia’s ass, keeping her held in place as they moved.

“Hey!” Felicia swatted at the intrusive hand as they continued down the seemingly endless hallway.

Felicia still didn’t understand how Vera knew her way around this dungeon. She found out the hard way that the halls were specifically designed to be like a maze in case anyone tried to escape, but apparently The Queen and others in Ace’s organization knew how to navigate it. Then again, Felicia was always struggling when she was being lead through the hall so that’s probably why she hadn’t learned the lay out yet.

It might be a good idea to do that… she realized, if she ever wanted to escape.

Vera continued, unfazed, down the hallway with Felicia slung over her shoulder, despite Felicia’s protests and struggles. All Felicia could do was kick and struggle as she was slung over the larger woman’s shoulder. After going around a seemingly endless amount turns, they came to an open area in the hall. Looking over Vera’s shoulder, Felicia saw several other fit women clad in leather thong bikinis, more of the Queen’s “concubines”. Vera seemed to be the top concubine, or at least close to the top. All of the women were standing around a large, imposing look chair made of dark, solid looking wood. Felicia didn’t have to look to know that the chair had straps for her wrists and ankles.

She increased her struggles, kicking and swatting at Vera as she continued, undaunted, towards the chair.

“Stop it! Put me down! Let go!” Felicia swatted at the woman’s muscle bound back. She heard Vera let out a sigh of annoyance, but nothing more.

“Hey! Come on! Put me down!” Felicia grunted, herself growing frustrated that Vera wasn’t reacting at all to her struggles.

Vera stopped in front of the giant chair, bent over, and roughly deposited her struggling cargo on the hard, unyielding wood.

“Ow!” Felicia cried as she fell into the chair. No sooner had she fallen into place then the other women descended upon her, grabbing her hands and feet and holding them into place while the others started to strap her in.

“Ah! Get off of me!” Felicia cried, struggling and pulling, but the other women were too strong for her.

“I don’t know why your so unhappy. You’re the guest of honor tonight.” Vera sneered, watching as Felicia was strapped.

Felicia stopped and looked up at the red-haired girl. There was something different about this one. Usually Vera was indifferent, or barely hiding her pleasure at getting another day to torture Felicia, but this wasn’t just a typical day around the dungeon. What did The Queen have in store? More so, as Felicia looked at Vera, she realized that it was jealousy etched into the concubine’s face.

The other women finished strapping Felicia in and stepped away. Felicia did her customary struggles and testing of her bonds, but the leather straps held tight.

“Ugh! Come on! Did you have to make them so tight!” She grunted.

“Ugh…” Vera sighed. “I’ve had enough of this!” She leaned over towards Felicia, and Felicia leaned back, knowing what was coming next.

Vera held a gag in her hand, but as she leaned in closer, Felicia realized that it seemed… different from the other gags she had been silenced with. This was one solid piece of round, elastic fabric, like a head band or something that you would slip over your head to hold your hair in place. It looked like it was a thick material though, and a stark, clean white.

“Nooo-ummmph!” Felicia cried as the elastic gag was slipped over her head and Vera let go, causing it to snap in place tightly over her mouth, forming a tight seal over her lips.

“Ummmph! Gffmm mmph!” Felicia twisted her head. God, this gag was tight, and clung to her lips!

All of the leather clad women gathered at all four corners of the chair, with Vera standing in the middle, glaring at Felicia.

“Urrrggg ggmmp! Mmmp!” Felicia spat through her gag, doing her best to be defiant. Vera rolled her eyes at the captive and signaled to the other concubines.

“Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned, stiffening in her chair as they lifted her and started to carry her down the hallway.

What is this? Felicia wondered. It felt like a medieval litter, she was being carried like a queen, but to where? Vera was in the lead, stalking down the hallway with the others following a few paces behind.

Then it occurred to her that maybe she could use this to her advantage. This chair, made of solid wood, had to be heavy, and no doubt heavier with her in it. Maybe if she struggled enough, they would lose their grip on it and drop it?

“Ugggmmp! Mmm! Mmmm gggmmph!” Felicia started to shift and tug in her chair as much as she could. With the straps, it meant that she could only really shift her torso from side to side.

“Mmmmoo! Ummm ggmmph! Mmph!” She started to shake back and forth, straining as much as she could in her predicament

If she was making life more difficult for the concubines carrying her, they weren’t showing it, or reacting at all. They continued onward, seemingly unfazed.

“Mmmm ggmmm bbmm!” She moaned, continuing her struggles. Looking ahead, she saw a set of double doors.

“Wummf?” Felicia stopped her struggling. She hadn’t been to this part of the maze before.

Vera continued on ahead and pushed one of the double doors open, and Felicia heard the sound of music, voices and laughter, and bright, flashing lights.

“Ummm…” She grumbled, watching as Vera opened the other door, revealing a wide, open room that reminded Felicia of a dance hall. It looked packed with people.

Oh no… Felicia didn’t know what they had planned for her, but it was nothing good.

“Mmmoo! Grrmmm bmmmfff! Gllumm!” She resumed her struggling, pulling and heaving with all of her strength, but the concubines continued, undaunted.

“Mmmph! Bmmff! Mmmoo!” Felicia heaved forward and twisted, feeling one of her breasts fall free from the flimsy sling bikini.

“Eeep!” She moaned, looking down at her exposed breast.

Great! She thought, that wasn’t her intention at all, though she was sure the people in the dance hall would enjoy the sight.

They passed under the doorway and into the room. It was filled with people, all in various styles of dress. Some were in leather outfits, others in underwear, and some dressed in casual clothing. There was a large pedestal in the middle of the room, and waiting on that pedestal was The Queen.

There was something else next to her, a large box covering in red, shiny wrapping paper and green ribbon, with a bow on top. The Queen stood straight and smiled at Felicia as she was carried in, and suddenly everyone in the room stopped and turned to face Felicia as she was brought in.

“Mmmrroo…” She whimpered, shrinking back in her chair, suddenly feeling very exposed with her one breast out in this room full of people.

Everyone started to applaud as Felicia was carried into the room, making her somehow feel even smaller.

“Urrgg ggmm! Mmo!” She squirmed and twisted in her seat.

Two other people were stepping up on the stage with The Queen, two men…

Brad and Randy! Felicia felt fresh, white hot rage welling up inside her at the sight of the two men, two police men, who were on Ace’s payroll.

“Mmmrrrggh! Ummm!” She tugged and pulled on her restraints some more, but the didn’t budge.

There were other things around the dance floor. It reminded Felicia of a few clubs that she had been to that would have small stages or pedestals throughout the dance floor that contained go-go dancers. This dance floor had something similar, except they were tall glass tubes, and they contained bound and gagged women in various states of undress.

Felicia’s eyes widened at the sight of the women in tubes. Some of them seemed to be going along with it, dancing and swaying seductively to the music while the crowd looked on and salivated, while other women struggled against their bonds.

Jessica was one of these women, clad in a red thong bikini, with ropes criss-crossing her chest, along her torso, across her back, through her tanned buttocks, and up through her crotch. A red cloth was tied tight between her lips and she bit on it and cursed while struggling and moaning.

“Urrggg mmm! Mmph!” Jessica moaned, pacing the small circle of her glass tube and pleading to the onlookers for help, but they would only watch and cheer.

“Mmmoo! Hlllp!” Jessica cried, her impressive physique straining against her bonds as she tried to break free.

Scanning the dance floor, Felicia locked onto Lisa, in glass tube of her own. Lisa wore only a small, black g-string, and had her hands secured behind her back with rope, a collar around her neck, and her lips were wrapped around a thick, black cloth. Her giant breasts were bare and heaved up and down with fury as she glared at the onlookers.

“Hurrrm!” She grunted as one man took a picture of her with his phone.

Felicia’s eyes strayed from Lisa back to the pedestal, where Randy was gawking at her with wide, envious eyes. Brad noticed this and elbowed Randy in the ribs, prompting him to jump and turn to face the Sheriff. All Brad did was shake his head in disapproving way, like a father scolding a child. Randy’s reaction was equally child-like, as he pouted like he had just been told he couldn’t have more candy.

The procession carried the struggling Felicia up a set of stairs to the pedestal and the waiting Queen, who took a step back. Vera took a position a few steps behind her mistress, and watched as Felicia’s chair was set down and the concubines backed away. Felicia glared up at The Queen, who beamed down at her prize captive.

“Ummmph!” Felicia spat into the sticky elastic gagging her.

The Queen held up her hands and the crowd went silent, and the music died down. All eyes turned towards the pedestal, causing a fresh wave of self consciousness in Felicia.

“Urrrmm mmph…” She squirmed in her seat.

“Ah Felicia,” The Queen began, not only addressing Felicia but the room around her. “I’ll always admire how feisty you are after all this time.”

A rumble of laughter went through the crowd.

“Urrrgggmm mmph!” Felicia tugged forward on her chair.

“That’s why we love you Felicia, that’s why you’ve been so fun to play with this past year.”

“Ummmph!” Felicia froze, staring at The Queen.

Year? Did she say year?

No, she must have misheard. It had to be something else.

The Queens’ eyes narrowed at Felicia, like she was waiting for a response, and The Queen’s eyes narrowed on Felicia’s exposed breast.

“It’s why you’re my favorite.” The Queen started towards Felicia at saying this, but Felicia’s eyes shifted towards Vera.

There was jealousy in the muscular girl’s eyes… not only that, but rage… and hurt…

Was that why she was so angry today? Did Vera think that she was the favorite, only to be replaced now by Felicia?

Felicia’s attention snapped back to The Queen when the dominatrix bent over and grabbed the other strap covering Felicia’s breast.

“But here’s one situation where I won’t play favorites.” The Queen winked, and pulled the remaining strap to the side, exposing Felicia’s other breast.

“Mmmoo! Stpp! Urrg!” Felicia moaned and struggled, her bare breasts shaking and heaving with every movement as The Queen stepped away from the bound and gagged girl.

“Today is a double celebration…” The Queen started, and Felicia noticed that Vera’s face went completely blank when The Queen turned to face her.

“First, our thanks go to Brad...” The Queen gestured to Brad, who stepped forward and beamed. A round of applause went through the room.

There! Felicia saw Vera turn to glance at Brad, and there was a brief flash of something on her face…

Resentment.

“Brad here,” The Queen kept gesturing to him as she spoke. “We thought was crazy when he first mentioned his plan to get rid of those pesky FBI agents that were breathing down our necks, but we were wrong, and thanks to him, once again we can operate freely without worrying about nosy FBI ladies ruining our plans!”

A round of applause thundered through the room, and Brad seemed to eat it up.

Felicia though felt her heart drop. What did he do to the FBI women? She didn’t see them in the glass tubes, so they weren’t prisoners here, were they? Had he found another way to get rid of them?

Suddenly, Felicia found that she didn’t want to know.

“But…” The Queen turned to Felicia, who froze in her seat. “Today is also a very special day for us.”

“Hummph?” Felicia asked.

Us?

“One year ago today, Felicia Fetters crashed into my life…” The Queen’s tone was emotional, retrospective even.

Felicia though felt her blood turning to ice.

One year!

One year!

She had been a captive a year!

It couldn’t be, could it!

There was no way!

“Nooommph…” She found herself grumbling.

“It’s been quite a ride this past year, and I’m grateful for every day of it…” The Queen went on, facing Felicia directly as she spoke.

“Nnnmmph!” Felicia cried and shook her head.

Then The Queen stepped towards Felicia and got down on one knee.

“Wumff?” Felicia moaned, leaning back in her seat.

“It’s been so special, and you’ve made me feel so great…” The Queen was tearing up now.

Is she doing what I think she’s doing? Felicia’s mind raced.

“I can’t imagine life without you…” The Queen’s hand fished into her cleavage.

No!No!No!No!No!

“So Felicia Fetish,” The Queen produced a diamond ring and held it out. “Will you do me the honor of making me the luckiest woman in the world?”

“Mmmmpph! Mmmoo!” Felicia moaned and squirmed in her seat, flexing and straining every muscle in her body, somehow trying to will herself to flex out of the chair.

“Oh my God, really?” The Queen batted her eyes at Felicia.

“Mmmooo! Mmmmoo! Urrrgh!” Felicia increased her struggles.

“Oh my God, thank you!” The Queen blinked back tears and took Felicia’s hand in hers.

“Ummmph! Mmmoo! Grmmm mmmph!” Felicia tried to yank her hand away, but it was no use. All she could do was struggle and squirm helplessly.

She twisted her head down to see the engagement ring already on her finger, and everyone in the room applauding and cheering.

“Urrmm! Grrmmm mmmmph!” Felicia continued to protest through her gag, but it was drowned out by the cheering around her.

Then The Queen leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on Felicia’s gagged cheek.

“Thank you.” The Queen whispered softly in Felicia’s ear.

“Urrmm ggmm!” Felicia barked.

Then her eyes caught something behind the Queen…

Vera, her blue eyes were now red and full of tears. She wasn’t trying to hide it either. Somehow, Felicia knew that everyone would write this off as Vera getting caught up in the emotion of the moment, but Felicia knew. The way Vera was staring at The Queen and Felicia, the hurt and vulnerability in her eyes…

That woman wanted to be in Felicia’s place. Maybe not restrained, but she wanted to be by The Queen’s side, forever. Vera was hurt, jealous, and angry, betrayed by the woman that she was so loyal to.

“I have one more present for you today..” The Queen turned and strolled towards the large gift wrapped box on the other side of the pedestal.

Felicia froze, a captive audience, literally, to The Queen. She knew enough about The Queen to know that there was nothing good inside that box. As The Queen approached the box, she strolled right past Vera, either not noticing or not caring about the girl’s emotional display. Felicia almost felt bad for her…

Almost… Something told her that Vera was going to be particularly rough on her in future punishments.

Randy and Brad stepped aside, watching with glee as The Queen grabbed the green bow on the box and tugged, pulling it off and tossing it aside. One of the concubines promptly retrieved the bow and pulled it out of the way.

Felicia realized her heart was now thundering in her chest, and she felt like it might burst free from her ribcage at any moment. Then The Queen grabbed at the wrapping paper and started to rip…

And rip…

And rip…

The wrapping paper tore up, revealing a large, pink, cardboard box. Felicia knew what she was looking at very quickly. She remembered buying dolls as as a girl, and they would come in large, pink boxes with clear plastic so you could see inside.

This was a giant version of the boxes Felicia’s dolls came in. As the wrapping paper came away, she saw the clear plastic, and what was on the other side of it. She saw the longer, slender legs, struggling against the restraints inside.

Another thing she remembered was when she opened the dolls, they were always held into the box by gray wires that she always had to untwist to get them free. It always drove Felicia insane.

The prisoner inside the box was being held in by gray nylon straps, so not quite the wire ties, but close enough.

More of the wrapping paper was tore away, revealing a skin tight, high cut, glittery pink one-piece swimsuit, and the gratuitous, massive cleavage barely contained by it.

Then the last of the wrapping paper was flung away with a flourish, with the concubines promptly there to get it out of the way.

When Gina first came to Marston’s Pointe, over a year ago now, which was still hard to believe, she had her cronies kidnap Felicia. It was Eva’s idea to wrap Felicia in ribbon and wrapping paper like a present. Now, here was Gina, wrapped up and boxed like a doll, as a present for Felicia.

Gina’s physique, especially her massive breasts, had often garnered her comparisons to a Barbie doll from detractors, who often referred to Gina as “plastic” to degrade her. Felicia knew Gina well enough to know that the only thing enhanced on her were her breasts. Then again, Gina’s last name was “Dollson”, which detractors, usually jealous models or insecure men, would use as further fuel for their insults. One thing Felicia always admired about Gina was that it never fazed her, and she always let those insults just roll right off.

Now here Gina was, strapped into a giant, cardboard box made to resemble one belonging to a doll. Her legs were strapped together and her hands and arms strapped to her side, and a wide, gray muzzle was clamped over Gina’s mouth with more straps and was pulled tight, holding her head against the back of the box.

“Hummmph! Mmmph mmmo!” Gina moaned, struggling and twisting in her box. Her eyes met Felicia’s and went wide.

“Ummm! Gmmmph mmmph!” Felicia met Gina’s eyes and moaned back.

The Queen struck a pose against the side of Gina’s box like she was Vanna White unveiling a prize on a game show.

“Well do you like it?” She waved an arm over the imprisoned Gina. “I thought it would be a fun thing for us both to play with.”

“Urrggh ggmmm bbbff!” Gina flexed and strained but was secured tight in her packaging.

Felicia only stared, wide-eyed. They had Gina now, too.

They had them all.

“Happy anniversary babe, I love you.” The Queen beamed at Felicia.

Gina glared at The Queen through the plastic and grumbled into her muzzle.

“Urrrg ggrrrb bbmm mmph!”

“Mmooo!” Felicia moaned into her gag, renewing her struggles on her restraints with no avail. The crowd around them was roaring enthusiastically and cheering.

They won, and they knew it. The FBI agents were gone, and now they had Gina, and Janet and the others were lost, God knows where.

The Queen and Ace won. Felicia had been their prisoner for a year, and would most likely be for the rest of her life.

3.

Shana momentarily forgot the deep, penetrating lust she had for the struggling captive woman in her arms when she turned the corner and saw the poster of her daughter’s ass in the thong. When she saw the poster of Autumn, one of many hung throughout the house featuring Autumn’s most famous physical feature, her backside, Shana found herself overwhelmed with a feeling of longing and sorrow. The feeling only washed over her briefly though, because she was quickly brought back to the present by Janet, who must have detected Shana’s momentary hesitation and had increased her struggles.

“Urrrmm ggmmph!” Janet grumbled into her gag, kicked her bound feet, and twisted in Shana’s arms. Shana held the bound and gagged woman under the arm pits, giving her a good grip on Janet despite the woman’s protests.

Still, Shana’s arms were beginning to tire, and she resumed dragging the struggling captive down the hallway. Not for the first time over the past few months, Shana thought about taking down the posters of Autumn. Eva had suggested doing the same, noticing Shana’s volatile moods since they fled Marston’s Pointe that night, but something in Shana still clung to idea that Autumn would walk through that door at any minute

Well, certainly I hope she doesn’t right now. Another wave of longing rocked Shana, and she distracted herself by focusing on Janet’s large, heaving breasts as she struggled in Shana’s arms. The tight leather bra pushed Janet’s breasts up and in quite nicely, making her already impressive cleavage seem ever larger. A white cloth was pulled tightly between Janet’s lips and secured at the back of her neck, keeping her gagged while Shana dragged her down the hall.

“Urrgg ggmmm mmph! Ummph!” Janet continued to kick and wriggle.

“Oh stop it, we’re almost there.” Shana grunted as she adjusted her grip and continued dragging her doll down the hall.

That didn’t seem to calm Janet, who continued to kick and struggle the whole way. Janet had spirit, Shana would give her that, after all, she did almost escape along with Caitlyn a few months back.

“Mmmmph! Mmm! Urgggh!” Janet strained against her bonds.

Shana had barely let Janet and Caitlyn out of her sight since that night, and today could be the longest the two had been left alone since, based on how long it took her and Eva to have their fun, that is.

Finally, Shana stopped by a door, wrapped one arm around Janet’s torso, used her other hand to turn the knob, and kicked open the door. They were greeted by the sound of Caitlyn’s muffled cries as the girl thrashed on a large, king sized bed in the middle of the room.

“Urrfff mmmph! Mmmp! Gggmmm!” Caitlyn moaned, but stopped and looked up when the door drifted open and Shana dragged Janet in.

Like Janet, Caitlyn was clad in a tight leather thong and bra that pushed her large, round breasts up and in, giving her even deeper and more impressive cleavage than Janet.

“Hmmph?” Caitlyn arched her eyebrows at Janet.

“Urrrmm hmm!” Janet nodded.

The room was one of several guest bedrooms in the house that sat empty and unused, like most of them. Every now and then if Autumn had a party then her friends would use one of the bed rooms.

Autumn…

Thinking about her daughter sent another pang of sadness through Shana.

No, put it out of your mind. This is supposed to be a fun day!

“Urrrff! Mrrroo!” Janet pushed back on Shana, anticipating some new kinky punishment in store for her and Caitlyn.

She was partially right, though it wouldn’t happen right away.

Shana deposited Janet on the bed next to Caitlyn, watching as the woman landing face down and treating Shana with a beautiful view of her thonged ass.

“Ummmf…” Janet grunted.

“Mmmph! Umm!” Caitlyn squirmed over to Janet, who twisted around on her back to face Shana, who was already stepping out of the room.

“Wummf! Mmmph!”

“Mmmm gggmmff! Mmph!”

Shana closed and locked the door behind her, and made her way back down the hallway, once again passing the poster of Autumn in her thong and feeling another pang of worry. Part of her thought that she should really take down the posters, but that would feel like Autumn was really gone. It had been months since that night that she escaped the beach house and hadn’t been back since, and she wasn’t sure if she ever would return.

After Autumn didn’t contact her on the first day, Shana assumed that maybe her daughter was still having fun with her friends, or hung over, but then she didn’t hear from Autumn on the next day, or day after. Autumn wasn’t returning Shana’s calls, texts, or emails either. Then the moment that Shana had been waiting for came: the police contacted her. Shana was fully expecting to hear something about giving alcohol to underagers or that Autumn was being held by the police for questioning.

Instead Shana found out that they wanted to talk her about reports of a kidnapping at the party. When she heard the word “kidnapping” she practically had a heart attack. Her entire body broke out into a sweat and she thought about dropping the phone right there, getting on her plane, and flying off to Mexico and never coming back. It took all of her self control to stand there and speak with the police officer, though she was thankful it was over the phone so they couldn’t see how much she was shaking.

They found out about my dolls! But how? Did someone at the party see me leaving with them in the car?

As it turns out, they weren’t calling about her dolls, but that wasn’t a relief to her. The police had received a call from a now missing Federal Agent that claimed that several agents and an unnamed civilian had been abducted from a party at the beach house.

I don’t know what you mean officer. I let my daughter and her friends stay at the beach house for a weekend. She told them, trying to play innocent, using both hands to hold the phone because she was shaking so bad.

They had asked her where her daughter was now, and she told the truth: she didn’t know, but assumed she was still in Marston’s Pointe with friends.

Once she finished talking with the police, she immediately tried calling Autumn with no luck. Then she tried Vic, who also had no idea where Autumn was. After a few more days, and a few more calls to other people who didn’t know Autumn’s whereabouts, Shana officially filed a missing person’s report.

That was months ago, and she still knew nothing. Every now and then she would contact the detective that called her for updates, but he had few. From what Shana could gather, several FBI agents disappeared that night, including two from the party, along with Autumn. The agents had been investigating the disappearance of several police officers in Marston’s Pointe and believed they had something to do with a trafficking ring. Apparently, a Sheriff’s Deputy may have played a part in the disappearances, but the trail had gone cold and the theory was the the Deputy skipped town when the heat got too much.

Since then, the case had hit a dead end. Shana tried to distract herself with Eva and her dolls as best she could, but it was getting harder and harder. Eva had noticed Shana’s darkening mood and was getting more aggressive with wanting to play. But there was something else about all this that kept bothering Shana.

They mentioned other missing police officers…

She thought back to Eva mentioning that she had been a cop, and how Shana always got the impression that her three dolls had known each other in the past. Were they the missing cops? Had they gotten too close to the trafficking operation and paid for it? Shana tried her best to put that thought out of her mind. After all, what were the odds that the three women she bought were also missing Marston’s Pointe police officers? But then she thought about Felicia Fetish, and how she had been a model and a cop, and how Janet reacted when she saw her. Had all of them known each other and been kidnapped? Did the world think that Felicia had gone into fetish modeling when she was really being forced into it? Furthermore, had Shana inadvertently supported the very organization that kidnapped her daughter by buying her dolls?

She told herself she was being silly, but the thought was eating at her. What if Autumn popped up in fetish videos like Felicia was?

Hopefully today’s role play will help. Shana thought as started to round the corner into the living room where she knew Eva was waiting. Just before she did, she stopped to adjust herself, pulling down the bottom of her skirt and adjusting the top. She was wearing a tiny, very tiny, strapless skirt. Eva had picked it out especially for the role play today. As she looked down at her body in the tiny, form fitting outfit, Shana realized that she couldn’t remember the last time she wore it. The bottom of the skirt barely came past Shana’s ass, which meant she kept having to pull it down if she didn’t want to show off her backside in public, and the top also kept threatening to fall down and exposed her bare chest.

She pulled the top up slightly, preserving her modesty but still exposing her tanned cleavage. After all, Shana didn’t want Eva to see it all right away. The Latina would have to work for it, especially if she wanted to take Shana’s mind off her missing daughter.

Once she was sure her outfit was presentable, she stepped through the hall and into the living room where Eva was waiting. Shana felt her heart flutter when she saw the Latina waiting and the blood in her veins went from a calmly flowing river to raging rapids. Eva was standing against a banister by the stairs with her ass towards Shana. Once she saw Shana step into the room, Eva stooped slightly, sticking out her round, mocha colored backside in the black, thong underwear. After all this time, and Shana still felt uncontrollable lust for the Latina, and once again felt the urge to tear the thong off of Eva’s rump and run her tongue between Eva’s luscious buttocks.

Her eyes moved up the Latina’s body, seeing the tightly knotted black corset around Eva’s mid-section. Sensing that Shana’s eyes were moving along her body, Eva turned so that Shana could see the black bra that was a size too small, and Eva’s heaving cleavage under it.

“I hear that the missing girls might be somewhere in this house.” Eva purred, folding her arms against her chest so that her magnificent breasts were pushed together.

“We should be careful, the kidnapper might be here…” Shana smiled and approached.

The idea today was to play two investigators searching for kidnapped women. Normally Eva and Shana didn’t have a plan beyond their initial conceit for the role play. They tended to improvise as they went.

“We should check upstairs, I’ll watch your back.” Eva winked at Shana.

Shana stood straight and collected herself, pushing any thoughts of Autumn out of her mind. Eva wanted to cheer her up, and that’s what this would do.

“Right, I’ll take point.” Shana strolled past Eva, feeling the Latina's eyes on her and the skin tight, strapless skirt that clung to her her body.

Shana took the first few stairs and paused, pretending to look around. Eva did the same, her doe eyes large and scanning the house around her.

“It’s quiet…” Eva whispered.

“We’ll have to be quieter…” Shana whispered back, taking another step and stooping to look around, feeling Eva’s eyes on her rear end.

Once again, Shana felt her skirt riding up and instinctively reached to pull it down, but stopped herself.

This is supposed to be a role play., it’s supposed to be sexy! A smile spread over her face, and she took two more stairs up, and gripping the hem of her skirt, slowly lifted it, exposing her tanned butt cheeks to Eva below her. A shark like grin slowly spread over Eva’s face as she focused on Shana’s backside as the dress revealed more.

Shana’s hands shifted her skirt up and down and she wiggled her buttocks at Eva, all the while the other girl’s hungry eyes fell on the tiny, pink thong running between Shana’s butt cheeks. Eva looked like a rabid animal that wanted to tear into Shana right then and there, but Shana decided to tease Eva for a bit, drag things out longer. She took a few more steps, continuing to shimmy her skirt up and down while stick her ass out towards the lusty Latina.

Eva couldn’t contain herself any longer, and reached out and clenched both of Shana’s ass cheeks and dug her fingers into her soft flesh. In that moment, Shana let her skirt ride up all the way, revealing the thong panties that may have well just been dental floss. She let out a giggle and looked over her shoulder at Eva, whose breasts were heaving up and down with every breath she took.

“Stay focused, we still need to find those missing girls.” Shana sighed.

Eva huffed and met her gaze. “I am focused…”

At least, she was focused on Shana, which is what Shana wanted.

As she ascended the stairs, feeling Eva’s gaze, and hands on her ass, Shana started to feel better, her mood brightening along with the growing arousal she was feeling between her legs. The snooping investigator was always a favorite of Shana’s. She always felt a thrill, an electric tingle when she was watching a movie or show where a nosy woman poked her head where it didn’t belong and got punished for it, and now here she was reenacting that.

Was that what happened to Eva and the other dolls? Had they poked their nose where it didn’t belong and got punished for it? Something about that thought sent another tingle of arousal through Shana as she thought about three nosy police women getting abducted…

Then a thought of Autumn being abducted ran through her mind…

No… not now…

Shana banished the thought from her head, and instead focused on the situation at hand, on her and Eva playing investigators looking for missing women.

They reached the landing on the top of the stairs, the bottom of Shana’s skirt now up around her waist, exposing her full ass and the small, pink thong panties. Shana stepped over to a balustrade and pretended to look over to see if anyone had followed, while Eva went ahead and pretended to look down the upstairs hallway, taking care to bend and arc her thonged ass out towards Shana.

As Shana peered over the balustrade, she felt the top of her skirt sliding down and instinctively reached to pull it up, but stopped and smiled. She turned towards Eva seductively and slightly lowered her top, letting one of her breasts pop free.

“Oh no…” She opened her mouth in faux surprise and pretended to try and fiddle with her top, but in reality just pulled the other side down and exposed her other breast.

“Oh, look at me…” Shana continued her charade of being embarrassed and pretended to fumble with her shirt to cover up her nudity.

Eva seemed like she was being drawn to her, her brown eyes falling directly onto Shana’s breasts as they heaved up and down.

“Oh no, what if they catch us like this…” Shana gave Eva a wide-eyed, doe look.

Eva came forward and clutched Shana’s hands, leaving her exposed, her eyes still zeroed in on Shana’s bare, heaving breasts. Then Eva let go of Shana’s wrists and wrapped her greedy hands around each of her breasts.

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll protect you.” Eva smiled, her hands gently massaging Shana’s bare chest.

Chills of excitement rocketed through Shana’s body at Eva’s touch, and a shudder ran up her spine. She reached behind Eva, clasped both of her ass cheeks and pulled her forward. All thoughts of her missing daughter were gone for the moment, and all she could think about was the deep, burning desire she felt for this woman.

Shana pulled Eva closer, her hands moving up, tracing the curve of Eva’s buttocks as Eva’s hands continued to massage Shana’s round, curved breasts.

“We can’t do this here, we need to find those missing girls.” Eva let go and stepped away, and Shana felt like she had just been unplugged from a socket, the steady flow of energy and electricity gone. God, she yearned for it, wanted it back, wanted to feed off of it.

“Come, this way.” Eva made her way down the hallway, looking over her shoulder at Shana, beckoning, calling.

Shana’s eyes fell on Eva’s ass cheeks and how they moved around her thong as she walked. Her ass was a thing of beauty, a work of art, and it was all Shana’s. She followed after Eva like there was an invisible line tethering them, and with every step she took, that line got shorter. Every step she took meant that she could feed off of Eva’s electricity again.

She came up behind Eva and wrapped her hand around the other girl’s waist, pressing herself against Eva’s backside. Just feeling Eva’s ass against the front of her panties sent another wave of arousal through her. Her hands slid down Eva’s corset to the front of her black, thong panties. Once again, Eva’s hands wrapped around Shana’s wrists and pulled them away.

“But…” Shana protested, but Eva turned and put a finger to her lips, and then started leading Shana towards an open door. There was a mischievous glint in her eyes, and something far deeper, and more primal than lust.

This wasn’t just one of their role plays where they improvised as they went. Eva had a plan for her. A fresh surge of excitement welled up inside Shana and she her skin flushed, but there was something else too… trepidation? There was an uncertainty about what Shana had planned, and in that uncertainty was fear. But there was a tingle going down Shana’s spine too, a type of energy she hadn’t felt in quite some time.

Excitement. It was like a roller coaster, where you experienced the fear of going down a hill but knew, deep down inside, that you were perfectly safe.

“Are the girls in here?” Shana asked, still committing to the role play.

“Only one way to find out.” Eva remarked and continued to lead Shana into the room.

The door was slightly ajar, and Eva pushed it open all the way and lead Shana inside the room. The room in particular had been one of many spare rooms on the second floor, and Shana had turned the room in something of a dressing room for herself. A lone chair waited in the center of the room, and on a small end table next to it was several lengths of rope and several brilliant, white cloths. Shana felt a rush between her legs at the sight of the ropes and gags, and a fresh wave of excitement at what could come next.

Eva kept her hand around Shana’s wrist and lead her over towards the waiting chair.

“Oh, looks like they kept one of the girls in here.” Eva said, every step she took brought Shana closer and closer the chair.

“Well, they must have moved the girls somewhere.” Shana tried to keep her voice from trembling as they stood over the chair.

“Do you wonder what went through their minds,” Eva began to circle the chair. “Being restrained, unable to call for help… silenced..”

“It must have been unbearable.” Shana said in a hushed tone, pacing after Eva, but the Latina stopped and placed her hand on Shana’s chest, right above her breasts, which were heaving up and down with even more ferocity, her breath coming in deep gasps.

“Do you wonder what it feels like to be restrained?” Eva paced around Shana, eyes still locked on her like a hungry animal.

“I wonder what its like to be the one doing the restraining.” Shana responded.

Then Eva shoved Shana, not hard, but just enough to make her stumble back. Shana caught herself on the chair and Eva pressed forward, both hands on Shana’s shoulders, and pushed. Guessing Eva’s intent, Shana didn’t resist and sat back into the chair, feeling the solid wood under her bare ass cheeks.

Once Shana was seated, Eva stepped back and looked down on the half naked woman.

“I wonder, if you were restrained, if it would give you insight into the mind of a captive.” Eva paced over to the chair.

Shana’s heart thundered against her chest and she felt herself break out in a sweat. Eva was going to tie her up! She had never been tied up, usually she was always the dominant one. Being tied was something that Shana never even considered.

Eva turned and bent over, debating over what ropes or gags to use, and Shana tensed, considering in that moment whether she should run, or come up behind Eva and overpower her and tie her up. There was another feeling inside her though, a deep, yearning arousal, a fire between her legs that was spreading to her entire body. The thought of being restrained was… enticing her…

Shana looked down at her sweat soaked body, and suddenly the flimsy, form fitting dress felt stifling, heavier than a winter parka. Her breathing was ragged and labored. In front of her, Eva stood up, her back still towards Shana, and held out one of the white clothes that would no doubt be used to gag her.

Gag me… The thought rang through Shana’s mind and suddenly she was burning up, slick with sweat. She reached down, grabbed the top of her skirt just below her breasts and pushed it down. In front of her, Eva raised the gag and pressed it tightly between her teeth, letting out a soft “hmmm” as she did.

Shana’s hands fumbled on the skirt, which suddenly was clinging to her like a second skin. No doubt the sweat was causing it to stick to her. Eva turned, her luscious lips wrapped around the gag, and brushed her hands over her own cleavage, and Shana felt a surge of moisture between her legs. The skirt was now around her waist, and she lifted slightly to slide it out from under her ass.

“Mmm… ggmmm…” Eva sighed, massaging her breasts with her hands, and then reached behind her back.

The skirt was sliding along Shana’s quivering thighs…

Eva unhooked her bra and let it slide down, pressing her breast together as she did.

“Ummm hmm… mmm…” She cooed, stooping and swaying in front of Shana.

The skirt fell around her feet, and kicked it aside and leaned back in her chair, gasping, her breasts were coated in a sheen of sweat and rising and falling rapidly with each breath she took. She thought about getting up but knew that Eva wanted her in this seat for a reason. Every muscle in her body coiled, crying out, wanting to pounce on the Latina. Shana called on every ounce of self control and will she had to stay in the chair and wait and see what Eva had up her sleeve.

The bra fell to the floor, and Eva stood before her, topless, and took a few steps towards her. Shana leaned back in the chair, still coiled for whatever would happen next. Eva planted a hand on Shana’s shoulder and pushed her straight back in the chair, forcing her to sit straight up.

“Umm mmm…” Eva wagged a finger at Shana.

Shana couldn’t restrain herself any longer, and clasped Eva’s bare breasts with both of her hands. Eva didn’t resist, and leaned forward, moaning as Shana’s shaky hands massaged her chest.

“Gmmm...mmm…” Eva continued to lean forward, and Shana let go of the Latina’s breasts and leaned forward and wrapped her lips around one of Eva’s nipples.

“Gghhmmm hmm mmm…” Eva sighed, using her hand to massage her other nipple. Shana’s hands moved down and behind, clasping both of Eva’s butt cheeks.

Eva bent forward even more, and Shana buried her face between Eva’s breasts while digging her fingers into the Latina’s backside. She was burning from the inside out, she wanted to consume Eva, to have everything about her…

Then Eva stepped back, and Shana grasped for her, yearning for her, wanting more, but Eva wasn’t going to give in… yet.

Eva stepped just out of Shana’s reach and turned, giving her captive a beautiful view of her ass in the thong.

Captive… that’s what I am… Shana realized. Yes she wasn’t tied, or gagged, but Eva had total control over her in every way.

Eva’s fingers looped around the waist band of her thong and shimmed it up and down, teasing Shana with brief glimpses of the top of her butt crack. Shana’s hands locked around the bottom of the chair, fighting every urge to run forward and rip the flimsy undergarment off of Eva’s beautiful ass.

Then Eva pushed the thong halfway down the curve of her backside and froze, looking over her shoulder at Shana. Shana stared, mesmerized, hinging on Eva’s next action.

This is it… this is what it feels like to let someone have power over you. There was something… exhilarating about it… Shana was completely enraptured by Eva, and wanted her and her body deeply, but on another level… she would let Eva do whatever she wanted to to her.

Eva pushed the thong down further, but her ass didn’t want to relinquish the hold it had on the undergarment, and it clung between her ass cheeks stubbornly refusing to leave. Shana couldn’t blame the thong, she wouldn’t want to either. With another gentle pull, the thong came free from the crack between Eva’s buttocks and slid down, and down…

The thong hovered between Eva’s thighs and she rocked her now bare backside back and forth before Shana’s eyes. Shana salivated at the sight of Eva’s naked ass like a dog seeing a treat, and she pushed herself back in her chair. She was now flexing, straining every muscle in her body to keep herself in her seat.

Eva slipped the thong down to her ankles, bending over even more as she did, and Shana thought that she might break the wooden chair from gripping it so hard. Then Eva stood back up and turned, the thong dangling on one finger. Suddenly, Shana knew what Eva intended to do with that thong.

The Latina approached, twirling the thong on her finger, and Shana sat back, bracing herself. Her heart was fluttering in her chest like a bird in a cage, and she crossed her legs after feeling a fresh wave of electric arousal between her legs. Then Eva was standing over her, and before Shana could look up, the Latina grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back. Shana barely had time to gasp before Eva shoved the panties in her gaping mouth.

“Ummm…” Shana moaned, feeling a rush of pleasure flow through her body. This time she couldn’t suppress it and a shudder rocked her body.

“Gmm hm...” Eva placed a hand over Shana’s mouth to emphasize her point.

“Umm hmm…” Shana nodded, feeling her skin raise in goosebumps, the sweat that coated her body starting to evaporate.

Eva stepped away, naked except for the corset, and turned back to the table.

“Mmmm… ggmm…” Shana sighed, chewing on the panties, now soaked from her saliva. Her hands gripped both of her breasts and she started to massage herself. It was all she could do to keep from sliding her hands down her panties and pleasuring herself.

Eva turned away from the table with another white gag in her hands.

“Mmmm…” Shana moaned, overcome with excitement and lust at the thought of Eva wrapping it around her mouth. Her hands kneaded the flesh of her breasts as she arched in her seat. She bit down on the panties to distract herself from the deep longing she felt.

“Uggg ggmm mmm…” Eva giggled into her gag and then lowered the gag, stuck it between her legs, and started rubbing it back and forth like she was flossing.

“Umm…” Eva’s eyes narrowed at Shana.

“Urrffff… muffff!” Shana moaned, feeling a slight twinge of pain as her nails dug into her breasts. She leaned back and closed her eyes, feeling her thighs quivering and a tingle like there was a live-wire between her legs.

Then Eva strutted towards her, gag outstretched in her hands. She wagged it up and down like she did with her panties earlier, teasing, building the anticipation.

“Umm… hm… mmrrrm…” Shana huffed into the panties, her eyes widening as Eva approached. Her hands clutched her own breasts but were frozen in place, waiting…

Eva paced behind her, and Shana remained perfectly still. She wasn’t even breathing.

Then she felt the cloth press over her mouth. It was soft and silky, cool against her lips.

“Urrmm… murrm…” Shana shuddered, then Eva pulled back, tightening the gag.

“Urrrm!” She cried, feeling the gag pulling tight between her lips, and the wadded panties pack tighter in her mouth.

“Mmm… murrrmm…” She massaged her breasts again, another surge of arousal welling up between her legs.

Eva tightened the knot at the back of her head and let go. Shana wrapped her lips around the gag and tested it, biting down and chewing.

“Urrrmm grrrmm… mummm…” Her head lolled as she moaned, her hands still massaging her breasts.

She was silenced, alone with Eva… at her mercy.

“Mmmm…” Another wave of pleasure at the thought.

Eva grabbed her wrists and pulled her hands behind her back.

“Urrmm!” Shana cried, but wasn’t sure if it was in alarm or lust.

Probably both…

Then she felt rope coiling around her wrists, tightening, constricting, binding her…

“Mmm…” Her head continued to lull and she pressed her legs together. Now that she couldn’t massage her breasts, there was nothing to distract her from how turned on she was, how she wanted to release this tension…

But she also never wanted it to end…

“Ufff!” She cried, feeling the ropes tighten around her wrist and Eva let go. Shana tugged and found that her hands were secured to the chair.

“Mmm… mmmp…” She moaned, pretending to struggle and pull on her bonds.

She had to give it to Eva, she knew her ropes. Her hands were securely tied.

“Ummm hmm..” Shana moaned, tugging some more, but the ropes held tight.

Then Eva came around in front of her, looking down at her gagged captive while her hands caressed her own breasts.

“Ummm…” Shana looked up at her and mumbled into her gag.

“Grrrmm hummp mmm…” Eva giggled, swaying her body up and down while feeling up her breasts. Her hungry eyes continued to pierce Shana’s very soul.

Shana was so focused on Eva, on the mesmerizing way her hips swayed up and down, how her hands dug into the soft flesh of her naked breasts, that she almost didn’t notice the movement behind the almost nude Latina.

Shana’s eyes detected movement in the hall and instinctively she looked towards it, but then her eyes snapped back to Eva, who hadn’t noticed.

“Mmuurrm…” Shana sighed at Eva, but some part of her brain must have registered what it was in the hallway and told her to look again.

“Ummm hmmm…” Eva’s hands were on her thighs now as she wiggled her luscious body for her gagged captive.

It was nothing… just a trick of the eye…

Still, something told her to look back in the hallway.

Eva was sashaying closer to Shana now, purring into her gag like a great puma.

“Urrrmm hurrrmm…” Eva was like a predator, and Shana was her prey.

She couldn’t ignore the nagging voice in her head though, and looked back toward the hallway again. There was a brief flash of hope inside her as she thought maybe it was Autumn, coming home finally. The circumstances would be less than ideal, obviously, but she would be fine with being caught in an awkward situation if it meant being with her daughter again.

But it wasn’t Autumn. Instead, creeping into the room on their tiptoes were Janet and Caitlyn.

What!?

They were free! Still clad in their leather bras and thongs, but no signs of ropes of gags on them!

“MMMMMPH! MMMM! MMMMPH!” Shana cried, sitting straight up, feeling her heart jump into her throat.

Damn this gag!

“URRRRMMM MMMURRRM!” She kept her eyes locked on the two escaped dolls and screamed into her gag, hoping Eva would get the hint.

Eva did, but it was too late. Just as she started to turn, Janet and Eva tackled her from behind.

“Get her!” Janet cried.

“Mmmmoo!” Eva cried into her gag as the other women tackled her to the ground.

“Urrrff mmuumm! Mmmph!” Shana moaned, tugging and straining against the rope binding her to the chair, but Eva had tied it too tight.

“Nrrrfff! Mmmmo!” Shana stamped her feet and tugged on her bindings, flexing and straining her arms as she pulled.

“Urrrgg gmm! Sttpp!” Eva thrashed and kicked under the two escaped women as they held her pinned to the ground. It looked like it was taking all of Caitlyn and Janet’s strength to hold the thrashing Latina down.

“Urrrggg ggmmm! Bmmph!” Eva cried into her gag and stamped her feet. If she was like an animal stalking her prey before, she was like a captured, wounded animal now.

Honestly Shana would have found it hot if not for the fact that she too was tied up.

“Get the rope! Get the rope!” Caitlyn cried to Janet.

“Do… you… have… her?” Janet grunted through gritted teeth.

“I won’t for long! Tie her up!” Caitlyn cried, her face turning red from the strain.

Eva continued to squirm and kick under them.

“Cmmmm mmmnn! Ggmmmp!” Shana cried to Eva, trying to encourage her.

Eva was trying her best, thrashing and biting into her gag as Janet used one hand to help Caitlyn hold down Eva and the other to grab few lengths of rope from the table.

Shana too would have found this an arousing situation under different circumstances, two thong clad women wrestling a naked, gagged woman, but instead she felt panic and crushing frustration.

How did they get free?

She shouldn’t have been so careless and should have made sure their ropes were secure before she left to play with Eva.

Or she and Eva shouldn’t have wasted so much time in this room.

“Urrggh gggmmm bbbmm!” Eva cried and kicked her feet as the other two women used some of the rope to tie her hands behind her back. Every muscle in Caitlyn’s impressive physique popped as she used all of her strength to keep Eva restrained.

“Mmmrrro! Stppp!” Shana begged through her gag, but they ignored her as they finished securing Eva’s hands behind her back.

Both women relaxed a little bit after tying Eva’s hands, but only a little, and then they moved to her feet.

“Aggg! Urrrmmm mmmp!” Eva cried, straining and pulling on the ropes, but she was tied tight. Like Eva, Janet seemed to know her ropes.

Still using all of her strength, Caitlyn grabbed Eva’s kicking feet and held them together while Janet started to tie them together at the ankle.

“Urrrrff mmmph! Mmmph!” Eva twisted and squirmed.

“Mmmm… mmmooo…” Shana whined, realizing that no matter how much they struggled, they had lost this one.

What next? What did the dolls have in store for them? Shana had held them against their will and subjected them to humiliations for months. Did they plan on returning those humiliations on Shana? Would they keep her a prisoner like she had kept them? Or would they call the police?

Shana’s blood turned to ice at that thought. She didn’t know if she could handle jail. What if they found Autumn, only to tell her that her mother was in jail for kidnapping? If that happened, Shana wasn’t sure if she could face her daughter again.

She watched, wide-eyed and frozen, as they finished tying Eva’s feet together. The almost naked Latina thrashed and squirmed on the ground like a worm.

“Urrrmm mmmf! Grrrmmm mmmfff!” Eva protested, thrashing her bound hands back and forth.

Caitlyn and Janet stood and looked at both captive women. Both of them were slick with sweat and catching their breath after wrestling Eva.

“What now?” Caitlyn gasped, turning towards Janet.

Janet looked at both tied women and seemed to consider.

“Let’s get out of here.” She gasped.

“Urrrff!” Eva moaned.

“Mmmrrro!” Shana tugged forward in the chair.

“What about them?” Caitlyn motioned to the wriggling Eva and chair bound Shana.

“Leave them.” Janet’s gaze hardened at both of them.

“Mmmrooo!” Eva cried.

“Urrrrm mmmph!” Shana pleaded through her gag.

“You sure?” Caitlyn asked.

“Yeah… I’ve had enough of them. Let them find their own way to escape like we did.” Janet’s voice was filled with disgust and she turned and stalked towards the door.

Caitlyn gave each bound woman a final look and then turned to follow Janet.

“Mmmmoo! Wuffft! Wmmttt!” Shana cried through the gag.

They can’t just leave us like this… can they?

“Urrrgg gggmm! Mmph!” Eva turned and started wriggling towards the door.

But leave them was just what Caitlyn and Janet did. Caitlyn followed Janet out the door and closed it behind her, leaving Shana and Eva as they had left them so many times before…

Alone, half naked, and bound and gagged.

***

Janet owed her freedom to Shana and Eva’s horniness.

She and Caitlyn had been subjected to these little “role play” sessions before, where they would stash the two prisoners somewhere in the house and pretend to “rescue” them. Janet had resigned herself to be the subject of another one of these degrading games as she was staring at her reflection in a mirror in the room they were being kept in.

I’ve gotten too used to the sight of myself bound and gagged… Janet sighed as she looked at herself, and then it dawned on her.

A mirror!

Suddenly her despair at being a captive was replaced with elation. If she could break the mirror, then she could use the glass to cut her ropes!

She was terrified that Shana or Eva would hear the glass shattering, or would walk in and find Caitlyn and Janet in the middle of cutting themselves free, but thankfully neither happened. Now she realized that was because the two were carrying on upstairs.

Once she and Caitlyn had gotten free, there was an instinct to just run, flee and get as far as they could, but Janet wanted a little payback first.

Plus she wanted a head start too.

Thankfully, Eva had saved them some trouble and had already tied up Shana, then it was just a matter of catching Eva by surprise and tying her up. Eva put up quite a fight, but eventually succumbed to them.

Now Janet was leading the way to the front door, arms packed with clothes and Shana’s purse.

“Janet, what now?” Caitlyn hurried behind her, arms also packed with clothes.

Janet figured that Shana’s clothes wouldn’t fit them well, but it would do until they were able to stop at a thrift store or something. One thing Janet knew was that she wasn’t being caught dead in public in this leather thong.

“Janet…” Caitlyn asked again, but Janet kept speed walking towards the door.

Tying up Eva and Shana also meant that they would have time to ransack the house and get supplies. No doubt once Shana got free she would notice that they took her purse, which had her credit cards, but Janet planned on using it to buy clothes and supplies and then dumping it as fast as she could.

There was one more thing though.

As they passed a hook by the front door, Janet swiped the set of keys from it. Then she pulled open the front door and stepped out into the sunshine.

The sun felt good on her skin. Her tan had faded due to her captivity, and it had been months since she felt the sun like this on her body.

Hopefully I can enjoy for many more days… She thought, but she had work to do first.

Shana’s car was parked in the circle right outside the front door, and Janet pressed the unlock button on the remote. There was a split second of fear as she realized that Shana most likely had multiple cars, but then the parked vehicle let out a BEEP, letting her know the doors were unlocked.

“Get in.” She ordered Caitlyn as she opened the rear passenger door and tossed her handful of clothes and Shana’s purse inside.

“But…” Caitlyn stammered and tossed her armful of clothes inside after Janet.

“Get in.” Janet ordered again, and made her way towards the driver’s side.

She wanted to put as much distance between her and this house before stopping to change into normal clothes.

Caitlyn got into the passenger side just as Janet slid into the driver’s side, closed the door, and started the ignition.

“Where are we going?” Caitlyn asked.

Janet steered the car out of the circle and down the drive leading toward the road.

“Back to Marston’s Pointe.” She didn’t turn to face Caitlyn as she drove.

Back to Marston’s Pointe… to find Felicia!

To be Concluded...
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