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The Story So Far…

The seaside town of Marston’s Pointe has a new menace: Anya the Bikini Thief, an internationally renowned criminal whose calling card is robbing her victims of their swimsuits as well as their belongings. Despite their efforts, Gina, Felicia, and the rest of the women of the Marston’s Pointe Sheriff’s Department keep finding themselves outfoxed by this new foe.

Mysterious crime-lord Ace also lurks in the background, expecting a plane full of stolen money to land in Marston’s Pointe, but a violent storm causes the plane to crash in the ocean. After discovering this, Anya sets her sights on the plane, but Gina and Felicia hope to find it first. While out searching for the missing plane, Felicia, Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva discover Anya’s yacht and after relieving them of their swimsuits, the beautiful thief binds and gags the four women. The police women manage to escape but get separated. Felicia and Caitlyn end up on a beach where they get captured by Ace’s men, who are also looking for the plane. Meanwhile, Gina and Eva are tracked down by Anya and bound and gagged next to a ticking bomb, but are saved at the last minute by Janet, Felicia’s lover.

Meanwhile, Tanya Donnelly, once a local reporter, now disgraced and wanted for her part in kidnapping Gina, Caitlyn, and Eva, has returned to Marston’s Pointe looking to clear her name...

1.

After her escape, Tanya was faced with a choice: sneak home along the beach naked, or pursue Anya, the bikini thief, while also naked.

She decided to pursue Anya since Tanya didn't have a bikini for the bikini thief to steal.

Stupid Janet can't even secure her hostages well!

Tanya had easily used the gardening shears to cut through her bonds, but then realized that once she was free that her bonds were also her clothing. At that moment, standing there in the shed, she cursed herself mentally for being too focused on her own freedom to think of covering herself.

Being temporarily naked is better than going back to jail! She told herself repeatedly while trying to find a way out of the shed that she had been locked in. Tanya didn't know what was going on with Janet, or with Gina and Eva, whom she presumed were captured by Anya, but if things worked out for them then all three of them could easily overpower her and drag her off to jail.

She couldn't let that happen. The entire point of her returning to Marston's Pointe was to clear her name... that and to have Brad fuck her.

Thankfully, the shed was old, and she discovered some loose boards at the back that she was able to easily kick out. With one hand over her large breasts and the other over her freshly waxed vagina, Tanya emerged out of the hole she made into the bright afternoon sunlight. Her eyes had adjusted to the dim light of the shed, and she took a moment to blink away her disorientation and adjust to the outside.

What's my next move?

Well, she was naked, and out in broad daylight, but there was also Anya, Gina, and Eva to consider. Something was going down inside that house and she would be a fool to pass up the opportunity to find out what it was.

Maybe you can find something to wear inside the house, like a towel or something.

Her eyes had adjusted and she turned towards the rear gate that lead down to the beach when she heard the shed door open.

Shit!

Tanya froze and pressed her nude body flat against the shed, to the right of the hole she had made, but she knew it was a futile gesture. Whoever had just entered the shed would see the hole and step around to investigate, especially if it was Janet.

It is Janet, coming back to check on her hostage!

Her breath froze in her lungs as she waited and listened, expecting to hear footsteps on the grass as Janet came around to investigate, or see a shadow looming.

Instead, she heard rummaging from inside the shed, and then the sound of something heavy being lifted. A moment later the shed door closed. Tanya stood frozen still, waiting and listening. If it was Janet, her only option would be to run as fast as she can.

But nothing happened. Tanya's chest started burning and she realized that she still hadn't taken a breath. Slowly she exhaled, relaxing. Maybe it wasn't Janet that came into the shed, and if so then that meant she had a few minutes to plan her next move.

As she watched the back gate, and the path leading down to the beach, she saw a head of straight, blond hair hurry down from the side of the house. The bright sun reflected off of the golden head of hair of Anya as she hurried down a side path from the house and down to the beach, not stopping to look back.

Tanya realized that she had a choice: let Anya go, or follow her. If she followed her, she risked running up and down naked along the beach.

Screw it. Most of the beach had seen her ass anyway this morning.

But then again, it would call attention to herself, which was the last thing she wanted if she was following a known criminal.

Then she imagined Brad, hearing the talk of a naked woman on the beach coming to investigate for himself. The thought brought a smile to her face.

They could take Anya together, her and Brad.

The smile spread even further across her face and she imagined her, naked, and Brad, shirtless and sweat covered, subduing and tying up Anya. Brad would make love to her while the bound and gagged Anya could only watch, helpless.

Tanya found herself getting aroused at the thought, moisture collecting between her legs and her nipples going erect and pressing against the hand that covered them.

No, stay focused! Follow Anya and then worry about what happens next!

Taking a deep breath, Tanya pulled away from the shed and hurried through the back gate, not stopping to look back. Anya was at the bottom of the path, almost on the beach.

The naked red head stayed low and to the side of the path, using bushes and hills as cover.

Hopefully she doesn't have far to go. Tanya thought as she stalked her prey, a naked hunter following fully clothed prey.

***

Tanya, naked and slick with sweat, slipped and tumbled on a sand dune. The hot sand burned her bare feet beneath her, and it took every ounce of will not to curse loudly.

Holy shit, how far up the beach are we?

She didn't know how long she had been following Anya, but it felt like hours. Anya moved at a brisk pace up the beach, while Tanya stayed to the sand dunes and brush next to the beach. At first she imagined that Anya would tire of her quick pace and slow, or finally reach her destination, but no, she kept moving without any signs of slowing.

This explains her tight, thin body! Tanya thought bitterly as she wheezed and stumbled along, still keeping Anya at a distance but in sight. Her entire nude body glistened with sweat, and her legs were starting to burn. Her patience was running thin, and the further Anya moved up the beach, the further it took Tanya from her hotel room.

Best case scenario, once she figured out where Anya was headed, then she would have to make her way back down the beach, also naked, and back to her hotel room.

She had hoped to find a discarded towel or something along the beach, but no such luck. On the good side, she was probably getting nice tan with the sun beating down on her, and it would probably eliminate her tan lines.

Ahead, Tanya saw several structures along the beach.

Oh no...

As she got closer, she saw more and more, smaller structures, and people... lots of people...

No, keep walking... just keep going...

But Anya started to veer towards the structures... and the people...

It was the boardwalk, and it was the busy time. People milled about all over the wooden deck stretching the length of the beach.

Shit! Shit! Shit!

Anya was heading straight for the boardwalk, and Tanya would lose her among the crowds of beach goers and tourists. Even if she didn't lose Anya, she would definitely draw attention because of her nudity, and most likely be stopped because of it.

God dammit!

She had come all this way, buck naked, just to have to turn around.

Then she saw Anya head straight for a wooden building at the edge of the boardwalk. Despite the crowds of swimsuit clad people, the crowd was sparse around this particular structure. It's dust covered windows were boarded up from the inside, and the sign on top which read SURFS UP, had long been ravaged by sun and time.

From her vantage point, Tanya watched as Anya approached the old, closed surf shop, opened the back door, and walked in.

Is that her hideout? An abandoned surf shop?

There was only one way to find out. Tanya took a breath, steeled herself, and prepared to sprint across the beach towards the large, rickety structure.

She took a brief look around, and then hopped out from behind a sand dune and sprinted across the beach, all too conscious of the sun on her bare, sweaty ass cheeks. Hot sand kicked up around her feet as she ran. The few seconds from the sand dunes to the surf shop felt like hours, and Tanya was terrified that at any moment someone on the boardwalk would notice a naked, buxom woman running across the beach and draw attention to her.

But Tanya crossed the distance without a problem and crouched down against the side of the building facing the beach, catching her breath and planning her next move.

I need a way inside...

She couldn't enter the way Anya had, it would draw too much attention, but what then?

Then she remembered the loose boards in the shed that she had kicked out. Could the old surf shop have something like that as well? Maybe she could move some old boards or find a hole in the side and sneak in? Tanya knew that she had to act fast, because any minute now someone could walk by and notice a naked woman hiding by an old abandoned building and raise a stink about it.

Still crouched down, Tanya started testing the walls of the surf shop with her fingers. The wood was old, the salty sea air had done quite a job at eating away at it. She didn't know how long the building had been abandoned but judging from how soft and brittle the wood was under her fingers, it had been a while.

She shimmied down the side of the building, tugging at the boards with her fingers, until one budged. Tanya's heart skipped a beat and she started to slowly peel it back. The wood let out a low screech of resistance, causing Tanya to let out a low squeal and freeze. Her heart pounded against her chest and she felt her body breaking out in a cold sweat on top of the normal sweat.

Nothing happened. She waited, listening, but could only hear the sound of the ocean and beach goers around her. Tanya tightened her fingers around the wooden board and pulled some more. This time, the wood was more gracious, and moved easily for her. There was resistance as the brittle piece of wall started to tear, and Tanya stopped and slowly started to shimmy the lower portion of the wooden board away from the top portion. After a few twists, it broke off, leaving a jagged edge pointing down and a small gap leading inside of the building.

Can I fit in there? Tanya wondered, squatting down on all fours and peering inside. The hole she had made revealed shelves lined with old, dusty surfboards, and tables covered with debris. Dust particles drifted lazily in slits of sunlight shining through the boarded up windows.

And voices, she heard two voices. Female voices.

Did Anya have an accomplice?

Tanya leaned forward, straining her ears, but the sound of the ocean and the boardwalk drowned the voices inside.

I have to get in there!

Tanya turned to her side and fit her head and shoulders through the hole she had made. The voices got more distinct. She continued to press herself through the hole but then stopped, reaching a natural obstruction.

Damn these breasts of mine!

Her naturally large breasts were stuck! She could go no further unless she peeled away more boards. Only her head and shoulders were inside of the building.

“I imagine that I'll be hearing news of that any minute now?” A voice said, a familiar voice.

“Oh no doubt.” Said an accented voice, Anya.

Tanya looked up. Several old boxes and crates thankfully kept her hidden, and through a gap between the boxes she could make out Anya's head of blond hair as she spoke to another woman.

Shelly. Shelly Arnold.

Tanya twisted her head to peer through another crack in the row of crates. Shelly stood in a black, thong string bikini, hand on her hips in a pose of triumph.

“What if the other two don't show up?” She asked Anya.

“Then I'll get them another way.” The bikini thief shrugged.

“Your attempt at the laundromat wasn't successful, what makes you think this one will be?” Shelly sighed, she seemed annoyed.

“How was I supposed to know that the tall one would show up and save them?” Anya said petulantly.

“You should have stayed around, make sure nothing like that could happen! Hell you could have gotten all three of them then!” Shelly balled her fists, her temper rising.

Anya flashed her a dark look. It scared Tanya. The look on the bikini thief's face was full of long held rage, resentment, and violence. After a second Anya's features returned back to their normal beauty a second later, almost like a dark cloud passing, but that brief murderous glare that passed gave Tanya chills.

Shelly though, didn't seem fazed. Unsurprising, she was a cocky bitch.

“Have you ever watched laundry? It's soo boring.” Anya spoke like a sassy teenager.

“I'm paying you a lot of money to do this laundry for me. I expect you to sit and watch it to make sure it's done properly. “Shelly's voice was firm, commanding.

So Shelly's paying her to be here! Tanya stifled a gasp. She's paying Anya to take out the girls of the Sheriff's Department.

For Tanya, it had been a year since she had been home to Marston's Pointe, but often during that time she had wondered what Shelly had been up. Much like Tanya, Shelly was now a wanted criminal, but had she been planning this during her time on the run? Had Shelly been hiding out in an abandoned surf shop plotting revenge?

Tanya stifled a snicker. Oh how the mighty had fallen.

As the two blond women continued to bicker and fight, Tanya realized that she had what she needed. She knew the location of Shelly and Anya's hideout, or at least their meeting place. With that information, she could trade the Sheriff's Department for some kind of deal. Gina and her crew would have a field day arresting both Shelly and Anya.

Tanya dug her feet in and pulled back, but she didn't move.

Oh no!

She gritted her teeth and pressed her hands on the outside of the shop and pushed, trying to squeeze her head and shoulders out, but it was her breasts, again, that kept her stuck.

Shit!

Tanya heaved and pushed, attempting to wriggle free of her prison, but she stayed stuck.

No! No! No!

Tanya took in a breath, gritted her teeth again, and pushed back with all her might. The wooden walls shook around her.

“What was that?” Shelly asked.

Tanya froze. Her eyes went wide.

Please don't see me! Please don't!

She stayed perfectly still, like a statue. Through the crack, she could see Shelly and Anya looking up and around. Tanya didn't even take a breath.

“Maybe it was the wind. We are in an old building.” Anya said, head scanning the building around her.

Shelly's head moved down and to her right, directly at the pile of boxes and crates. She zeroed in on the gap that Tanya was peering through and cocked her head.

Tanya went into full panic mode and started kicking and pulling with all of her might. The whole building seem to shake around her as she struggled.

Then the boxes were torn away, and Shelly and Anya both looked down at her, smiles on their faces.

“What have we here? Long time no see, Tanya.” Shelly smiled.

Tanya looked up and flashed what she hoped was a cocky, defiant smile.

“Oh hey neighbor.”

“Looks like you're in quite the tight spot.” Shelly smiled, cocking her head.

“Oh you know, I'll be out in jiff.” Tanya sighed. Maybe she could keep Anya and Shelly talking long enough for someone to come by and notice a woman's naked ass sticking out the side of a building.

“Anya, why don't you step outside and see if you can give my friend Tanya a hand.” Shelly turned to the thief, who looked down at Tanya and smiled.

“With pleasure.” She said, and stalked away.

Then Tanya was alone with Shelly.

“So, still sticking your nose where it doesn't belong?” Shelly asked, grabbing something from on top of the boxes next to Tanya.

“And you are still the same old conniving bitch I always knew.” Tanya spat, trying again to wiggle out from the hole.

Shelly laughed and crouched down in front of the naked woman.

“You always did have a big mouth.” Shelly said, and with that shoved a white cloth into Tanya's mouth.

“Mmmph! Murrrumm! Mmm!” Tanya moaned, and tried to spit out the gag, but Shelly pressed another white cloth over it, wrapped it around her mouth, and tied it at the back of her neck.

“Ah there, just like I like you: gagged.”

“Mmrrrfff mmmo! Fffffmmmn bbbfff!” Tanya moaned, chewing on the cloth that gagged her.

Shelly giggled and stood up.

A moment later Tanya felt soft, supple hands grip either of her ass cheeks on the other side.

“Wrffff?” She turned her head. No sooner had it happened then she felt fingernails dig into her ass and push.

“Mwwwooo! Mmmmmph!” Tanya moaned, teeth biting into the cloth gagging her.

“Oh come on Anya, push harder!” Shelly giggled.

Anya complied, putting increasing pressure on Tanya's backside.

“Mmmmmmm! Ummmm! Mmmoo!” Tanya moaned. Normally she wouldn't mind intense pressure on her ass, but not like this.

“Mmmmm! Grrrmmm!” Tanya moaned as Anya kept pushing.

“Oh come Anya! Push!” Shelly blurted, losing patience.

“I am!” Anya snapped back.

Then Tanya felt the muscular bikini thief ram her shoulder into Tanya's bare ass.

“MOOOF!” Tanya exhaled. Then Anya rammed her again.

“OOFFF! URRRG!” Tanya moaned with each impact.

“Oh for...” Shelly sighed, and then grabbed Tanya's shoulders and pulled with all of her might.

“Help me!” Anya cried from the other side.

“I... AM!” Shelly grunted, pulling on Tanya.

“URRRGGH.... GGGRRRR...” Tanya moaned.

Then another hit, at the same time Shelly was tugging, and Tanya heaved forward, through the hole with a PLOP.

Shelly tumbled backwards, carrying Tanya with her. Tanya landed face first in the smaller woman's crotch.

They both lay there for a moment, catching their breath, Tanya's ass throbbing in pain.

Run Tanya! This is your moment!

She realized that with Anya outside, and Shelly winded, she would have to escape now.

Sadly, Shelly too also realized that, and raised her long, lithe legs and wrapped them around Tanya's head and squeezed.

“MMMMLLBBB!” Tanya moaned and gripped Shelly's powerful thighs, trying to pull them apart. Her head felt like it was about to burst like a melon, and her eyes were bulging so wide she thought they would pop out of her head.

“URRRGGGH! MMMMMBBB!” Tanya moaned, her bare feet kicking on the floor. Shelly gritted her teeth and looked down at her captive.

Then a moment later Anya hurried over, catching her breath, and giggled at the sight.

“Will you shut up and help me! Tie her up!” Shelly cried.

“MMMMOOBBB! BBBBBLLL!” Tanya wheezed, her face turning as red as her hair.

“I'm sorry, this is just ridiculous.” Anya chuckled.

“She's naked! You didn't notice a naked woman chasing you! What good are you!”

“Hmmmpph! Hmmm!” Tanya's struggles slowed as her vision blurred.

“No, I didn't notice her, she's good.” Anya shrugged.

“Hummm...” Tanya tried to appreciate the compliment, but everything was going dark.

Tanya gave a final heave with the last bit of strength she had, but it was no use. Her lungs were burning, the darkness threatening to encroach on everything.

Before she passed out, Tanya saw Anya step behind Shelly and hold a large, black object high in the air.

A gun!

One of Tanya's final, coherent thoughts was that Anya was going to shoot her, but instead, she saw Anya bringing the flat, butt end of the gun down, towards Shelly's head.

Then it all went black.

***

Despite their deafening volume, the sirens did nothing to drown out Gina's thoughts. They raced through her head as fast as the circling red and blue lights on top of her police cruiser. Images of her getting there too late, images of finding what was left of Felicia and Caitlyn.

A hand on her thigh brought Gina back to reality. She jumped, causing the police cruiser to swerve on the empty road. In passenger seat, Eva smiled at her and removed her hand.

“Oh, this has been an exciting day.” The Latina smiled and exhaled. They both were in their police uniforms, though Eva's tan shirt was only buttoned up halfway, exposing a black bra and her heaving cleavage.

“Eva, how can you be excited at a time like this?” Gina sighed, keeping her eyes on the road.

“Oh you aren't? Death is... such a turn on.” Eva reclined in her chair and stared out the window at the sun, which looked like it was about to sink into the ocean as it set.

Gina didn't bother to respond to the Latina. Not that long ago, Eva had been naked and blubbering into a gag, terrified that she was going to die. Now she was acting like it was all fun and games.

“You know, it's okay to admit that you were scared. I know I was.” Gina said, attempting to get Eva to open up to her.

Eva said nothing though, and just continued staring at the setting sun.

After Janet untied them, Gina considered firing Eva right there on the spot, but then they heard the message from Felicia on the answering machine.

“Hey, Gina, it's Felicia. If you're there, pick up! I'm...I'm with Caitlyn, we're at a secluded dock, somewhere outside of town. There's a security gate at the end of it, and some cliffs. Anyway, Brad and his men are here, and they're gearing up for-MMMMPH!”

Felicia and Caitlyn were in trouble, and Gina needed help to rescue them, so she had Eva tag along.

Hopefully we get there in time!

Gina knew where the dock was that Felicia described. She had spent many long nights patrolling Marston's Pointe and the area around it, making note of out of the way and abandoned places that Ace and his men might utilize. That dock seemed like prime real estate for shady, criminal doings. Now, Gina hated to admit she was right.

She had no idea what Brad and his men might do to Felicia and Caitlyn, but a lot of time had elapsed since that phone call, and anything could have happened. Gina didn't know what she hated more: the thought of them getting there and finding what was left of Felicia and Caitlyn, or the thought that they would get there and find nothing, and would never know what happened to her fellow officers.

Then she saw it in the distance, the security booth at the front, the office, and the sheltered dock just beyond it.

And a boat pulling away from the dock and out to sea.

Gina pressed the gas.

Eva leaned back, sighed, and slid a hand between her legs.

“Ohh Gina, I like this side of you.”

Gina ignored her. There was a gate next to the security booth. She didn't bother to slow down. Her car hit the old, rotted gate full force, causing it to splinter into thousands of brittle shards.

The headlights and flashing red and blue lights illuminated another boat still anchored next to the dock. Several large men next to the boat were carrying a large, rusty barrel towards. They turned towards the police car and froze with deer in the headlights expressions on their faces.

Gina didn't see any sign of Felicia or Caitlyn either, but she saw Brad, on the boat, motioning to some of the men. He looked up at the approaching cruiser with wide, panicked eyes.

Gina's eyes narrowed and her blood boiled. It had been some time since she had seen Brad, and the sight of him brought back a flood of emotions.

She hit the brakes and the car skidded to a stop. Without missing a beat she put it in park and got out, her hand going to her side arm.

As she got out, her and Brad made eye contact. She could practically feel his blood go cold. Then she watched as his eyes went to her hand reaching for the gun.

“No! Leave it! Come on!” Brad shouted and motioned for his men to get on the boat.

“Sheriff's Department, hands up!” Gina raised her gun.

The men carrying the barrel dropped it on the dock and hopped on the boat, others scrambled to get on as some of the men aboard pulled up the anchor and cast off the line.

“Freeze!” Gina cried again, pulling back the hammer on her gun.

Brad looked at the flurry of activity around him, and then at Gina, and gave a shrug.

She fired. The bullet missed, but shattered the window of the boat behind him. Brad jumped and ducked down.

“Hurry! Let's go!”

The last of the men hopped aboard and the boat engine roared to life. Slowly the boat pulled away from the dock as Gina ran forward, gun still out.

“Stop!”

She fired another shot. This time it hit one of the men in the back. He cried out and fell overboard. Everyone else on the boat crouched.

Gina ran past a row of barrels to the end of the dock. She fired again. The men on the boat cried out in alarm but she didn't seem to hit them.

She stood on the edge of the dock and took aim, but the sun was too low now. Everything was a dark blue as the night slowly encroached. The men on the boat were now just shadows and silhouettes in the boat's spotlights.

In frustration, she fired, shooting out one of the spotlights. Glass shattered and the men on the boat let out another scream.

“Crazy bitch!” One yelled. Gina fired again.

The boat drifted off into the darkness, now too far for her to do any good. She could only stand on the dock and watch it dwindle in the distance. Gina lowered her gun and watched as Brad and his goons sailed off into the black.

“Damn!” An accented voice said behind her. Gina turned to see Eva with an amused look on her face.

“Should I be this turned on?” Eva smiled at her.

Gina only glared at her and holstered her weapon.

“Look around for clues. We need to find out what happened to Felicia and Caitlyn.” Gina knew it was a useless statement. Most likely Felicia and Caitlyn were on one of those boats, bound for a watery grave, or worse.

No sooner had she spoken than she heard the familiar sound of muffled cries.

“Urrrrmmph! Hrrrfff!”

“Hlllp mmsss! Hlllp!”

The cries were accompanied by the sound of banging metal. Gina's heart skipped a beat. Felicia and Caitlyn! They were okay! She had been able to make it in time!

Gina and Eva turned towards the noise and saw two of the barrels rocking back and forth. One of the barrels had been the one the men were about to load onto the boat when Gina and Eva arrived.

Had they been a few moments later then those men would have loaded the barrels onto the boat and no doubt tossed them overboard with Caitlyn and Felicia inside. Gina shuddered at the thought.

Eva purred at the sound of her bound and gagged coworkers.

“Ooh, sounds like they had a fun night too.”

“Urrrrff!” One of the gagged women cried from inside the barrels.

Gina ran over to one of the shuffling barrels and gripped the top.

“Hold on, I'll have you out in a minute!” She cried, pulling at lid, but it held tight.

“Urrrm kkyy!” The captive woman inside cried.

The other barrel kept shaking.

“Mmmmph! Ummmp!”

Eva walked over to the other barrel and leaned over the top, baring her cleavage at Gina while watching the Sheriff try to pry it open. Gina sighed and stopped her attempts, glaring at Eva.

“Eva, will you help! Go find a crowbar or something!” Gina sighed. Eva sighed and stepped away from the barrel.

“Hrrry! Cmmm mmmon!” The woman in the barrel next to Gina cried. It was most likely Felicia.

“I'll be right back!” Gina cried, and hurried away from the barrels.

“Wwfff mmo!”

Eva was meandering around the docks, head down in a pretense of looking for something to pry the barrels open, but Gina knew better. She knew that Eva was enjoying all of this.

Gina ran into the nearby office, over to a desk, and started ripping open the drawers. Eventually she found a flat head screwdriver.

It will have to do. Gina thought, and hurried back out to the barrels.

Gina reached one of the shaking barrels, inserted the screwdriver under the lip of the lid, and pushed with all of her might. Slowly, she felt the lid of the barrel start to raise

“Mmmmph! Ummm!” The woman inside cried and the barrel started shaking again.

“Stay still in there!” Gina cried, straining with every muscle to get the lid off.

After a moment there was a loud, metallic popping noise, and the lid fell back. Caitlyn, wearing a ridiculous and tiny slingshot bikini that barely contained her large breasts, stood up, hands bound behind her back and gagged with a thick, white cloth.

Gina froze, staring at the bound and gagged bodybuilder's skimpy attire.

“Uh, what are you wearing?” Gina stammered.

“Muurrurrm! Mmmp gfff!” Caitlyn mumbled. Gina moved away to the other barrel.

“Hrrry!” Caitlyn moaned.

Gina ignored Caitlyn's protests and started to pry the lid off of the second barrel. A few moments later the lid popped off and Felicia, also bound and gagged in a bikini, stood up.

“Offff...” She sighed, looking around, and then at Gina.

“Well Felicia, you didn't waste much time in getting tied up again I see.” Gina smiled.

“Mmmpph! Hrrry ffffff mmooo!” Felicia muttered into her gag.

“Ohhhmmm...” Caitlyn moaned, and Gina turned to see Eva stroking the bound woman's arm.

“Oh, all those muscles, and you couldn't power out of this one.” She sighed.

“Mmmmoo! Urrrmm mmmm!” Caitlyn moaned.

Gina sighed and turned back to Felicia, taking the gag out of the woman's mouth.

“Took you long enough.” Felicia muttered.

“Hey, I can put that gag back in.” Gina warned. Felicia clenched her jaw and stared at her.

“Besides, we ran into... some trouble.” Gina added.

“I heard them talking. Brad and his men are heading out looking for that plane. Apparently Ace was behind it the whole time.” Felicia said while turning so Gina could untie her hands.

“I guess we'll have to find it first.” Gina said, and turned back out towards the ocean.

Both Brad and Anya were looking for that plane. If they could find it first, then it could be used as bait.

Gina hurried to untie Felicia. It had been a long day for all of them, and it wasn't over yet.

Not by a long shot.

2.

Tanya was in her happy place, with the sun on her bare ass, and the smell of an ocean breeze enveloping her. She realized that she could stay in this moment for the rest of her life and forget everything else around her. When she was outside tanning in her thong, nothing mattered, not Shelly, not catching Anya, and even clearing her own name seemed like it didn't matter anymore.

Then she realized that the familiar feeling of a thin bathing suit running between her ass cheeks was gone. It was just her naked ass, out for all to see, soaking up the warm late morning sunshine.

Oh well, maybe she had decided that she didn't want tan lines anymore. Or had she simply forgotten her bikini, like those dreams where you forgot to wear your clothes to school.

Tanya shifted and felt something hard and flat under her bare breast. So she had forgotten her bikini top too. How had that happened?

How did she end up here? Out in the sun, what had she been doing? She realized that she was bobbing up and down, and she could hear the gentle lapping of waves around her.

Was she on a boat?

She lifted one eye lid and the bright light hit her like a fist. Tanya winced, suddenly feeling a stinging in her head. Instinctively she tried to raise a hand to rub her eye.

Her hand didn't move. Tanya tried again and felt coarse rope digging into her wrist. She attempted to move her other hand but found that too was securely tied.

Then it all come flooding back to her, being naked on the beach, following Anya, seeing that she was working with Shelly.

Shelly!

Tanya's eyes snapped open.

“Ummff...” She moaned, and realized that she was still gagged.

“Wfff? Mmm...” Tanya lifted her head as best she could. As more sensation came back to her, she realized that she was lying face down on a long, wooden plank of some kind...

A surfboard.

“Mmm... ummm!” She moaned and pulled at her bonds. She could feel ropes lashed across her back, thighs, and legs. Her hands were tied to her thighs, and ropes intersected over her body, tying her flat to the surfboard.

Looking up, Tanya saw that she was on a boat. One of the small, speedboat types that could only fit a few people. Straight ahead, she saw a tall, fit blond, wearing a small, thong bikini. From where Tanya lay, she was perfectly level with the blond's perfect, toned ass.

Anya.

The thief was busy at the helm and if she heard Tanya's muffled cries, she didn't pay any mind.

“Ummmfff..” Tanya groaned, and turned her head.

Blue endless ocean greeted her.

“Mmmmph!” She moaned, and turned her head to the other way. Anya must have her lying on a shelf or something right on the edge of the boat.

Tanya was shocked when she turned her head and found herself face to face with Shelly.

“Offff mmo!” Tanya moaned.

Shelly had her eyes closed, and her head turned facing Tanya. Upon hearing Tanya's muffled shout, Shelly groaned and lifted her head.

Tanya scanned her rival to see that like her, Shelly was also naked and tied face down on a surfboard. Unlike her, Shelly wasn't gagged, yet.

“Ugh...” Shelly groaned, shifting around and lifting her head.

Why was Shelly tied up? Wasn't she working with Anya?

Then Tanya remembered, just before she passed out, that she thought she saw Tanya going to hit Shelly with something... her gun! Yes, that was it.

“What?” Shelly cried, pulling on her bonds, her head started shifting from side to side, her eyes wide, filled with panic, anger, and surprise.

“How...” Shelly gasped, and then met Tanya's eyes. Immediately, Shelly turned her head and went back to struggling.

“Where am I?” Shelly asked, her perky, toned ass wiggling like a fish as she tested the ropes holding her down.

“Oh good, you're both awake.” Tanya heard a voice. She turned her head to see Anya had turned around to face both of them.

“What do you think you're doing? Release me this instant!” Shelly demanded, and then resumed her struggles.

Anya strolled over, smiling.

“I don't think you're in any position to make demands.” She taunted.

“What, I'm paying you... and is that MY BIKINI!” Shelly's voice rose in awed offense as she stared at the thong clad thief.

Anya giggled and then looked down at her bikini clad form.

“Why thank you for noticing, yes it is. And it looks great on me?” She batted her eyes, feigning flattery.

“How could you do this to me? When I get out of her I'm going to-URRGGGH! MMMPH” Shelly was cut off by Anya gagging her with a thick, white cloth with a large knot in the middle. The knot filled Shelly's mouth, her pouty lips curving over it quite sensuously.

“Mmmph! Ummm! Lllfff mmmmeee mmmo!” Shelly struggled and wiggled like a helpless shrimp as Anya secured her gag and then knelt down until she was eye level with her.

“You see Shelly, yes, you were paying me, but... well you're too high maintenance.” Anya exclaimed.

“Mmmfff! Uffffll mmmffllgggllbbll!” Shelly moaned, biting and chewing on her gag.

“But it's also just bad luck and bad timing on your part. You see, I found a much higher paying gig out here.”

Shelly stopped her struggles and stared at Anya.

“Wfff?” The gagged woman asked.

“You see, there's a plan, somewhere at the bottom of the ocean around here, filled with several hundred million dollars, and that is much more to me than the peanuts you're paying to kill those women.”

“Offff fffrrmm mmmfddss ssfff!” Shelly moaned.

“Don't worry, maybe I'll still kill them, depending on my mood, but you Shelly, well I get the feeling you aren't the forgiving type.”

“Ufff mffff!” Tanya chimed in, rolling her eyes.

“Sffff mmmpp!” Shelly moaned and glared at her. Anya looked between her hostages and smiled.

“Yep, definitely not,” Anya stood. “I don't know if you've ever tried surfing, but I hear it's quiet the rush.”

“Wfff? Mmmo!” Shelly looked around, finally figuring out what all this was about.

Tanya too, also realized it.

She means to toss us in the ocean!

“Mmmmph! Mmmmo!” Tanya moaned, also wiggling, straining against her bonds with all her might.

“Just keep yourself flat, and go with the flow, and you just may make it back to shore.” Anya smiled, and place a foot on Shelly's surfboard.

“Mmmo! Wfttt! Pffffss!” Shelly begged, shaking her head.

“Surf's up!” Anya giggled, and pushed out. Shelly's surfboard tipped back and flipped overboard.

“Mmmmeee-” Shelly's muffled scream was cut off by a splash.

Tanya watched, wide eyed, trying to catch a glimpse of her once rival over the edge of the boat.

Then a shadow fell over her. Tanya turned and looked up to see Anya standing overhead.

“Hrrrr...” Tanya groaned.

“Your turn now Red.” Anya laughed and placed her foot at the head of Tanya's surfboard.

“Mmmo! Hlllp! Mmmm!” Tanya shook her head and moaned into her gag.

Anya pushed out with her foot slowly, a cruel smile spreading across her face.

She's enjoying this! She likes watching me struggle! Tanya realized.

The cool spray of water hit her bare feet, and Tanya realized that her legs were hanging off the back of the boat. She turned to look behind, seeing the undulating waves behind her, and then back at Anya. Tanya did her best to look stoic, tough, unafraid. The last thing she wanted to do was give Anya that satisfaction.

Their eyes met. Then Anya cocked an eyebrow and pushed the surfboard out a little further.

“Wttt! Mmmoo! Hlllp! Hllllp!” Tanya moaned, dropping all pretense of toughness.

Anya gave one final push, and Tanya felt herself falling straight back.

“Mmmmoooooooooo-” She cried, and then was completely submerged.

She was upside town! The surfboard having flipped when Anya kicked it off of the boat.

Water filled her nostrils. Tanya attempted to hold her breath but she didn't have time take a breath before Anya kicked her over board.

Then she was being lifted. It was a wave, lifting up and-

She broke the surface, water spraying out of her nose. Tanya shook her head, tossing back her wet hair.

“Mmfff-”

Her surfboard landed face down, and she gasped, nostrils and lungs burning for air.

There was a sound in the distance, an engine. Tanya looked up to see Anya's boat speeding off, leaving her and Shelly to fend for themselves.

Shelly! Where was she at?

Almost on cue, Tanya heard a muffled cry.

“UMMMPH!” Tanya turned her head to see Shelly almost perfectly riding a wave while still bound, but her eyes were wide and terrified. Then Shelly dipped under water, overtaken by the large, angry hands of the sea.

Tanya watched, not sure if Shelly would resurface, but a moment later, the ocean spat the blond woman back out. Like Tanya, Shelly tossed her head back, clearing her face of her wet hair. Her eyes were still wide and terrified.

Tanya had no sooner taken in this sight when a shadow fell over her and a split second later a giant wave enveloped her like a closed fist. She was completely submerged in the dark, murky water. Her eyes and nose stung from the salt. The gag filling her mouth tasted like the sweet tang of the ocean.

A second later the ocean spat Tanya out again, the buoyancy of her board carrying her to the surface. She coughed and gagged into the cloth filling her mouth and opened her red, stinging eyes.

A massive wave rose before her. She saw Shelly in it's clutches, doing something like a barrel roll. The woman's eyes were wide and terrified.

Then the massive wave took Tanya in it's embrace as well. She bobbed up and down on top of it as it rose, crested, and receded.

As the wave came down, Tanya felt her board hit something, causing hers to flip over.

“URRRFFFM!” Someone cried.

“Mmmmo!” Tanya screamed as her board flipped in the air and plunged into the ocean upside down.

Once again, Tanya was plunged into the wet darkness. Her board must have hit Shelly's, causing hers to flip.

I hope hers flipped too! Tanya thought. Even in the face of drowning, she was still petty.

Then she felt herself being lifted up, water rushing past her as the wave carried her up and-

-She broke the surface, gasping into her gag, and her board landed face down on the tumultuous surface.

Tanya gasped and shook her head, trying to blink the salt water out of her eyes.

“Urffff mmm..” Someone moaned. Tanya turned her head to see Shelly, water logged and miserable, still trying to work free of her bonds.

They caught each other's gaze for a moment. Shelly's eyes were filled with rage and desperation. A moment later she broke off eye contact and went back to trying to wriggle free.

Good luck, I think we're stuck like this. Tanya thought, but with no other choice, she too tugged on the ropes securing her to the surf board. They held tight, not even giving her a centimeter of slack to work with.

Anya knew her knots, and she had left both of them to die alone at sea. Part of Tanya thought that it was fitting for her final moments to be spent with the woman that had gotten her into this mess in the first place, her life long rival, Shelly.

It was also fitting for Shelly to once again be done in by one of her own schemes. In a way, both of them were attempting to recapture what they once had, and now were here, paying for it.

Tanya continued to struggle and turned again to face the also struggling Shelly.

“Urrggg!” Shelly grunted and turned away.

“Mmmrrrr...” Tanya agreed. She didn't want one of the last thing she sees to be Shelly's naked, wriggling ass, and she assumed Shelly felt the same.

Tanya looked out over the angry, tumultuous ocean, and saw a sight that made her heart skip a beat.

A boat! She could see it, just beyond the rising and falling waves. And people! She could see them moving back and forth on deck.

“Mmmmph! Hhhhhllp!” Tanya moaned, and started wriggling her body, trying to turn the surfboard towards the boat in the distance.

“Hrrrmmpph?” She heard Shelly inquire behind her. Tanya didn't bother turning to fill her in.

“Urrff...” Tanya grunted, using all her remaining strength to shift her body towards the boat.

Then she felt another wave swell up beneath her.

“Mmmoo!” She moaned as she was lifted up carried down, face first-

“Mmmmooff!” She moaned as she was plunged beneath the surface. A moment later she reemerged, coughing and gasping.

“Hrryy! Hlllp! Mmmmp!” Shelly moaned. She must have noticed the boat. Tanya turned her head to see Shelly's head raised, eyes pleading.

“Mmrrrfff!” Shelly moaned as a wave crashed over her. A second later, Shelly reemerged looking like a drowned rat.

Tanya couldn't help but cherish the sight. If she got out of this, she would treasure this memory.

She turned back to face the boat. It was turning, it's pointed nose angling around to meet them! It was coming towards them!

“Hllp! Ppppfff-” Tanya started but then another wave crashed over her.

“Hummmp hhmmm hmm...” Tanya heard muffled laughter and tossed her wet hair out of her face. She turned to see Shelly watching her with glee.

“Hummph!” Tanya spat, and turned back towards the boat.

“MMMMOOO!” Shelly exclaimed, and then a moment later crashed into Tanya thanks to a wave.

“Mmmp!” Tanya moaned. A second later, both women were submerged as a particularly large wave crashed over them.

Tanya was weightless, lost in the endless expanse of ocean. She couldn't talk, couldn't breath, couldn't cough. Water was everywhere.

She bumped off of something, Shelly's surfboard, and let out a squeal.

A second later she felt air on her face and gasped, trying to greedily take in as much oxygen as she could. Her lungs were starting to burn. When she breathed her lungs sounded like paper being wrinkled up.

That probably isn't good. Her half delirious mind thought. She knew that it would only take a few more waves and she would be a goner.

“grrrff... mmmfff...” Tanya opened her eyes only to be greeted with a stinging sensation. She blinked and groaned.

Her vision was starting to blur, but she saw Shelly with her head down, resting on her surfboard.

Is she... Tanya started to wonder, and then her vision started to clear. Shelly's back was rising and falling which meant that she was still breathing. A moment later she lifted her head. She looked tired, defeated.

Neither of them could hold out for much longer.

Tanya turned towards the boat. It was close enough now that she could make out details. She could see the men on deck, pointing to them. There was a flurry of activity on deck as they tried to determine what to do about the women floating in the ocean.

“Mmmoo... mmmoo... mmooo...” Tanya heard Shelly start to moan. She turned her head to see a wild look in the blond woman's eyes. Shelly was trying to angle her body away from the boat.

What? Tanya cocked her head, confused. Maybe Shelly was delirious due to lack of oxygen?

“Mmmmooo... mmooo!” Shelly was moaning. Despite her best attempts, she wasn't moving at all.

Tanya turned back to the boat. It loomed over them, several men stood on the deck with long fishing hooks, ready to pull the woman in to safety.

Then another man came towards the others with a confused look on his face.

Tanya's heart fluttered and she lifted her head. Despite all that was happening, she felt her nipples go erect against the surfboard.

Brad.

He approached the other men with hooks and looked at them, confused.

“Seriously guys, we don't have time for-” He started, but then followed the other men's gazes. His jaw dropped when he saw Tanya and Shelly floating there, naked, gagged and tied to surfboards.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmm!” Shelly moaned, shaking her head.

Tanya didn't do anything though, she just gazed up at Brad. He was clad in a skin tight, black t-shirt that clung to his every muscle, and tight blue jeans.

Their eyes met. His eyes were filled with confusion and bewilderment. He crossed his arms and cocked his head down at them.

“I assume theres a story here.” He said to no one in particular.

“Hlllp! Hllp!” Shelly called in vain. Who else would hear? Who else would come to their aid?

They were alone, and at Brad's mercy. The way Tanya liked it.

“Okay, bring them in and take them down to my cabin. Then get back to work.” Brad ordered, and then turned away as the men reached towards the helpless women with their curved hooks...

3.

Over the past few hours, Tanya Donnelly had found herself stripped naked in public, knocked out, kidnapped and bound and gagged, and almost drowned. Now, she was still bound, gagged, and naked in the lower cabin of a boat belonging to some of the most dangerous criminals in her hometown. Next to her, also naked and bound and gagged, was Shelly Arnold, a conniving would be criminal and Tanya's long time rival.

And Tanya couldn't be more turned on.

She had spent the better part of a year thinking about what she would do if Brad got his hands on her again. There had been so many long, lonely nights where she passed the time pleasuring herself to thoughts of letting Brad tie her up and have his way with her. Now after all this time, fate seemingly had delivered her into his waiting clutches.

“Umm...” She moaned, rubbing her bare crotch against the flat surfboard beneath her. Brad's men had fished her and Shelly out of the ocean, rescuing them from certain death, and then had carried them down to a large, spacious cabin that she took to be Brad's.

She had no idea how long they had been down there, but it felt like ages. Every passing minute felt like a lifetime, and scenario after scenario passed through her head of what she would do when she saw Brad again. Her heart beat erratically in her chest, and her skin flushed. Tanya's bare nipples had gone erect and were sending tiny rivulets of pleasure through her large bosoms whenever she rubbed them against the surfboard. Moisture was collecting between her legs, and not the kind from being in the ocean. The bound and gagged red head wanted nothing more than to release the steady stream of arousal building up between her legs, but the constricting rope, which added to her arousal, also ironically prevented her from releasing herself from this torment.

All Tanya could do was wriggle her naked body back and forth, moaning softly into her gag, waiting for Brad to release her from her torment of pleasure.

Or would he? He could just as easily get rid of her, couldn't he?

No. If he wanted her dead then why bring her on board, he could have just left her out in the ocean.

Unless he wanted to sell her through one of Ace's brothels.

Just the mere thought of that caused Tanya to freeze. She had seen Ace's brothels, and had experienced them, and knew enough to know that she wanted no part of that. Brad wouldn't do that to her...

...would he?

Brad had proven to be a wildcard. It was hard to tell what his next move would be.

“Urrrgggh mmmfff gglllbbblll!” Shelly moaned, still struggling. She was placed on the floor next to Tanya, and hadn't given up on her struggling since they had been brought aboard.

Tanya turned to look at her fellow captive. Shelly's eyes were blazing, full of defiance, anger, and determination. Like Tanya, she had almost drowned but now was determined to remain defiant in the face of her utter helplessness.

And she was helpless, still naked, bound, and gagged. All of her attempts at bravado came out as muffled moans, and despite her attempts to escape, the ropes still held her tight.

It turned Tanya on. She relished watching this woman that had tormented her so struggle helplessly, her defiance nothing but a futile gesture. If Tanya's hands were free, she would be pleasuring herself at the sight.

Maybe she could get Brad to untie her and let her.

The thought brought a fresh wave of arousal over her and she couldn't help but moan.

“Uooommm...” She sighed, rubbing her crotch against the surfboard. Shelly ceased her struggles to stare at her fellow captive.

“Wffff...” Shelly looked at Tanya, confused.

Tanya didn't care, she let out another moan.

“Mmmm...” Her ass arched high in the air as she imagined Brad's hands on her as they watched Shelly struggle.

Shelly's eyes widened and she turned away from her bound and gagged companion.

“Hrrrrppp! Pffff!”

Once again, she resumed her futile struggle, tugging and pulling on the ropes securing her to the surfboard. Tanya turned to watch Shelly's cute little ass wiggling, her cheeks tightening and clenching as she strained against her bonds.

A door opened behind them.

“Oh... hello there.” Brad said, somewhat confused. It occurred to Tanya that her ass too was also arched up in the air.

“Mmmo! Mmmph!” Shelly cried, turning to stare at their captor.

Tanya turned but didn't make any sound, instead slowly started to lower her ass.

“Ummm...” She moaned, batting her eyes at him. Brad cocked his head and met her gaze.

Something stirred in his jeans.

Brad stepped into the room and closed the door behind him, still looking down at the captives with a combination of confusion and amusement.

“I must say, that finding you two out here in the middle of the ocean was really the last place I expected you to turn up.”

“Ufff mmm...” Tanya sighed and wiggled her ass for him.

Brad made his way over to a chair. She could tell that he was doing his best to avert his gaze from her naked rear end.

“Mmmmph! Urrrff mmmfff!” Shelly moaned, also turning to face him.

Brad sat and rubbed at his face with one of his hands.

“You see, I kinda got a situation here, and first this bikini thief lady shows up, then I got those girls from the Sheriff's office popping up.”

“Brrrffff! Lffffsssnnn ooo mmmmee!” Shelly tried to implore through her gag.

“And now I have you two, whom I haven't seen or heard from in a year. I imagine that you're mixed up in all of this.”

“Mmmmph! Ummm fflllm mmmmph!” Shelly moaned, once again resorting to struggling. Brad watched her ass wiggle for a bit and then turned to Tanya.

Her eyes went from her bare ass, which she slowly shifted from side to side, to Brad.

“Normally, I would be excited at you two falling into my lap like this, but my ass is kinda on the line here so I'm gonna have to leave you two down here until I figure out what to do with you.”

“Mmmmpp!”

“Mmmoo!” Tanya chimed in. Brad looked up at her. Her eyes were wide and pleading.

“Tanya, it's so nice to see you again, but I really do have some work...” He trailed off as Tanya raised her ass up again, batting her eyes at him.

“Uffff... mmm...”

“Wffff!” Shelly exclaimed, watching Tanya and then Brad.

“Tanya, I admire the attempt but really...”

She gyrated back and forth, rubbing her bare crotch over the surfboard and turning to face him. Tanya kept her eyes wide while moaning softly into her gag.

“Mmoo! Mmmmooo bfff!” Shelly spat, glaring at Tanya.

Tanya looked at Brad to see the front of his jeans starting to extend.

“Umm hmmm...” She moaned, once again shifting her gaze to her ass. It occurred to her that this seduction would be so much easier if she wasn't tied up, but she would have to make do.

“Tanya, seriously, that's enough.” Brad got up, clamped a hand on her ass, and forced it down.

“Mmmm...” Tanya sighed. Feeling the palm of Brad's hand on her backside sent jolts of electricity through her body.

“Mmmfff! Mmmggg!” She moaned and wiggled her ass under his grasp.

“No!” Brad ordered, and then clamped his other hand over the other cheek.

“Grrfff! Mmmph!” Tanya sighed again and arched in his grasp. Brad's hands were soft but firm, and his touch on her sent charges of erotic energy through her body.

He knelt there for a moment, hands clasping her naked ass, and then softly started to massage them.

“Urrrfff! Ooohhmm!” Tanya moaned. The movement of his hands sent waves of intoxicating euphoria through her backside. Her muscles, once tense and on edge started to retract and loosen like putty in Brad's hands.

“Mmmmp! Mmmmooo! Wffff mmmo! Grrrrph!” Shelly though, did not approve, and was currently wiggling around madly, trying to will the constricting ropes from her body.

Brad sighed and let go of Tanya's ass.

“Mmmmttt! Mmmo!” Tanya protested, flashing Brad an urgent look. Her gaze changed to red hot fury as she turned to Shelly.

Shelly glared at them with disgust and revulsion.

“Mmmmph! Urrrggglll! Bllubbbmmm mmm!” The blond woman spat venom into her gag.

Brad sighed and sat down.

“Really mom, you're such a prude.” He chided at his ex-stepmom.

“Fffff mmo! Pffff mffff ssfftt!” Shelly defiantly groaned.

Brad sighed and turned to Tanya, running a hand over the curve of her backside.

“You know, I've thought about you quite a bit in the past year.” He looked over her naked body as he spoke.

“Offff mrrrrll?” She slid her ass up and down under his hand.

“Oh yes, all the things I would do if I got my hands on you again.” He smiled as he spoke.

“Ohhmmm...” Tanya sighed, drunk off of Brad's mere touch.

“I even bought a few things...” He rose and approached an end table. Tanya froze, watching him with rapt attention.

Brad pulled open a drawer on the end table and rifled around in it. A moment later he held up a long, silver, cylindrical object, with a wire extending to a control.

A vibrator.

“Offf... mmm...” Tanya sighed, raising her rear end and wiggling it, showing that she was ready to accept it.

This was it. The moment she had been fantasizing about for the past year, about to be realized. She realized that Shelly's presence should have ruined it, but that just added to Tanya's arousal. There was something delicious about Shelly being forced to watch her former stepson fuck the woman she hated the most.

“Urrrpph! Mmmprrrr ffffrr!” Shelly moaned, her angry gaze shifting between Brad and Tanya.

Brad approached, vibrator held in one hand, control in the other. Tanya turned back towards him, willing and ready.

Then Brad knelt down next to Shelly.

“Wffff!” Tanya's eyes widened. What the hell was this?

Shelly too, was equally as confused and alarmed.

“Mmmo! Stttp! Mmmp!” She tried wiggle away, but the ropes and surfboard kept her secured where she was.

“You see mom, I don't want you missing out on the fun. What kind of ex-stepson would I be?” Brad held the vibrator out for Shelly to see as he spoke.

Shelly, it seemed, would have preferred to be left out.

“Mmmoo! Hllp! Ggggllbbbll!”

Brad shuffled over to Shelly's rear and lowered the end of the vibrator until the tip was touch the small of her back.

“Mmmp! Mmmoo! Mmmph!” Shelly's bare ass wiggled up and down as she tried to scoot away.

Tanya watched, growing wetter by the second. There was something about seeing Shelly toyed with, so helpless, that she found so erotic.

Brad's erection was pushing against his jeans, crying for release. He met Tanya's gaze and smiled.

“Ufff mmm...” She moaned and nodded.

Brad drifted the vibrator down between Shelly's wiggling butt cheeks.

“Mmmmo! Ufff!” She moaned, trying to wriggle free from his grasp. Brad used his other powerful hand to grip her by the cheek and hold her back side in place.

“Oh no, you aren't wriggling free of this one.” He mocked, dragging the vibrator down her ass crack.

“Mmmmrrrp! Ffff mmo! Urrrrm!” Shelly turned her head towards him, face contorted in fury.

Still, Brad's hand kept dragging the vibrator lower and lower.

Then he stopped, holding it in place. He met Tanya's gaze. Shelly too froze, looking down over her shoulder at Brad with the vibrator held over it's final destination.

“Mmmmooo... mmooo!” She shook her head.

Brad winked at Tanya and slid the vibrator into Shelly's asshole.

“URRURRRFFF! MRRFFF!” Shelly moaned, stiffening and squealing as the sex toy penetrated her.

It was the hottest thing Tanya had ever seen. The bound and gagged redhead wiggled her ass, feeling a fresh wave of lust over come her.

“Mmmm.. uffff.. mmm...” She moaned, writhing over her surfboard, fists clenching. Her muscles spasmed and clenched and she felt like she could break free from her bonds if she wanted to.

Brad finished inserting the vibrator up Shelly's ass and sat there, admiring her as she struggled.

“Mmm! Ufff! Lrffff mmrrr mooo!” Shelly wiggled her ass with renewed vigor, hoping to shake the sex toy loose.

Brad took the remote in hand and stepped over the struggling woman. Instead of turning it on, he set the remote in Tanya's hand, still bound to her thigh.

“I thought you would like to take the reins on this one.” He smiled and stepped back.

Tanya looked from him to the control in her hand, and then to Shelly. The blond woman's wide eyes were locked on Tanya.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmoo!” She pleaded, shaking her head.

Tanya flicked the switch, turning it up to it's highest setting.

“MMMRRRGGGH!” Shelly stiffened, raising her ass as high as it would go, and then lowering it. He cheeks giggled like jello, and then Tanya switched off the vibrator.

Brad giggled and slapped Tanya's ass.

“Nice! You have a mean streak!”

“Offff!” Tanya moaned, and switched on the vibrator again, once again to maximum.

“MMMMMO! URRRGH!” Shelly moaned, her ass shaking high in the air, cheeks clenching and unclenching.

“Offfmm... mmmff...” Tanya sighed, rubbing against her surfboard.

Brad climbed around to behind her and clenched her ass cheeks with his palms. Tanya sighed, overcome with a wave of pleasure, and switched on the vibrator.

“MMMMPH!” Shelly moaned.

Brad's hands slid up her cheeks and along her side, raising her flesh as he went.

“Mmm... mmm...” Tanya sighed and switched on the vibrator again.

“URRGGGGH!” Shelly stiffened, her crotch gyrating up and down.

Brad's hands cupped Tanya's breasts and she felt her hard nipples press into the palms of his hands.

“Ufrrr... mmmrrr...” Tanya sighed. She could feel Brad's waist pressed against her rear end, his throbbing, erect penis pressing against his jeans, crying out for release.

Tanya turned the vibrator on maximum again and let go of the controller.

“URRFFF! MMMMRRRF! UMMM!” Shelly moaned and writhed on her surfboard like the serpent she was. Her body was no longer her own, it had become Tanya's and Brad's to do as they wished.

“Umm...” Tanya sighed, rubbing her backside over Brad's crotch, feeling as his erection fought to get free from the confines of his jeans.

“Cmmm mmm...” Tanya sighed into her gag.

“MMMMOOO! MMMFFFF!” Shelly moaned, her ass whipping from side to side as the sex toy worked her over.

Brad's hands came away from Tanya's breasts and she turned to face him. He peeled off his shirt and tossed it behind him. His thickly muscled chest was slick with sweat and shined in the light of the cabin. His hands fumbled at his belt, unclasping it, and then at the button of his jeans.

His fly came down, revealing Brad's massive, throbbing, erect penis poking out from the fly in his boxers. Tanya sighed at the sight of it.

“Mmmm... ohhh...” She raised her ass and wiggled it before him.

“URRGGGH! UMMMMPH!” Shelly jerked. Her entire naked body was slick with sweat.

Brad pushed his pants down to his knees, his cock was like a compass, aiming right between Tanya's ass cheeks. She froze, holding herself in place, presenting herself to him.

Brad pressed forward, and a second later Tanya felt the tip of his penis penetrate her asshole.

“Uffff! Mffff!” She moaned. It hurt, but it was the best pain she had ever felt in her life. The pain from Brad penetrating her filled her with a deep, erotic pleasure that sent spasms of joy to every muscle in her body.

Deeper and deeper he went into her, waves of pain and pleasure coursing through her body. She spasmed, her breasts smacking off of the surfboard beneath her.

“Uffff! Mmmfff...” Tanya sighed. Her entire lower body was on fire with waves of blue tingles of joy, delight and pain.

Brad thrusted back and forth, sending fresh waves of pain and pleasure through Tanya's body.

“Urrrrf! Mmmmfff!” She moved back and forth with him, feeling him throbbing inside her.

“URRRFFFFFLLL MMBBBBLL!” Shelly wriggled and writhed, too focused on her own distress to notice them.

Brad was in a rhythm now, moving himself back and forth inside of her. Her entire backside was pins and needles.

Tanya felt the rush coming. She was going to come.

“Mrrrff! Urffff! Mmmo!” She moaned, getting light headed.

The first wave hit, and she felt her whole body constrict.

“MMMMMMPH! MMMPH!” Tanya moaned, stiffening.

Brad stopped and cried out as she felt him finish inside her, his cock pulsating with each movement.

“MMMMPPP! UMMMMFFF!” Shelly cried, her ass quaking.

“Uffff! Mmmfff!” Tanya huffed, now too slick with sweat. Her muscles were jelly, waiting for the orgasm to pass so they could coil up again.

Brad's penis throbbed a few more times inside her and then went still.

“Mrrggg!” Tanya grunted, a fresh wave of pain hitting her as he pulled out.

“Mmmmm...mmm...” Shelly moaned. Tanya turned to see Shelly's hair plastered across her sweat covered brow. Her ass still quaked and jiggled, but the rest of her was still, all the fight taken out of her.

Brad reached out, grabbed the control, and switched the vibrator off.

“Mmmofff...” Shelly sighed, and went still. Her back rose and fell in short spurts, and Tanya could hear her wheezing into her gag.

Brad reached over, grabbed the wire, and pulled, yanking the vibrator free.

“Mmmoo!” Shelly moaned in pain, raised her head, and then lowered it again, too exhausted to do anymore.

Tanya turned to watch Brad, who sat down behind them, staring blankly at the floor, his penis slowly deflating.

Here she was. The moment she had dreamed of for the past year had come and gone.

It was wonderful.

She stared at him, this young man who had swept her off her feet, who had given her some of the best sexual experiences of her life. Tanya had found him again.

The look in his eyes though. Brad's eyes were empty. He was lost in his own thoughts. She had seen that look somewhere before.

Wilson. The former Sheriff of Marston's Pointe. His relationship was Tanya was professional at first, but quickly became more. Wilson got that look in his eye every time after he fucked her. He would tell her about his wife, and how he couldn't believe he was doing this behind her back.

Tanya realized she hadn't thought about Wilson in a long time. Wilson was a good man, a man who wanted the best for his home town.

What would he think now of her? Of how she had been parading around the beach in skimpy bikinis just to catch the attention of a man, a man who was a criminal no less.

A man who had done terrible things to her and other women.

Tanya looked at Brad, staring off into the floor of the cabin, and realized that he was everything she had vowed to get rid of in her home town. Now here she was, letting him ass fuck her on a boat.

Brad shook his head and snapped to attention, looking up at her and smiling.

“Well, that was fun wasn't it?” He flashed her that winning smile of his.

Tanya didn't do anything, just stared at him.

“I really needed that,” He ran a hand through his thick mop of hair. “I mean, this whole plane thing... if I don't get it, Ace is gonna have my ass.”

He smiled again, reached out, and clasped a hand on her butt cheek.

“Speaking of asses, yours is still...” He smacked it to accentuate his point.

“Mmm!” Tanya sighed and tried to shift away. Brad looked at her confused.

“Hey, you know, I did miss you over this past year.” He scooted closer until he was right next to her face.

Tanya just watched him.

“I know that you've been on the run, and that the cops would arrest you if they got the chance.” Brad settled next to her.

“Why don't you come with us? You would be treated well, hell, Ace would let you run this town with me if I vouched for you.”

“Mmmeeep!” Shelly protested. Brad turned to face her, almost like he had forgotten she was there.

“Oh yeah. Look, we could just toss her overboard.” He motioned dismissively towards his ex-step mom.

“Wffff! Mmmo!”

“So what do you say? Want to run this town with me?” Brad asked, and reached down and pulled down Tanya's gag.

She spat out the cloth that had been wadded up in her mouth and looked up at him. Brad was smiling, eagerly anticipating her answer.

Tanya's lips trembled as she searched for the right words.

“Eat my ass Brad!” She spat.

At first, his face contorted in confusion, then shock, and then anger. Without missing a beat, he grabbed the cloth and shoved it back in Tanya's mouth.

“Mmmmph!” She moaned. He lifted the gag back up over her mouth, securing the cloth.

“You know what, fine.” Brad stammered, standing up. He towered over the bound women.

“I thought I was being nice, offering you a chance, and you threw it in my face.” He glared at her.

“Mmmmpph! Ufffff mmm!” Tanya glowered defiantly.

“I think I'm gonna have to do something with you two because we just don't have the room for you on my boat here.”

“Wffff! Mmmo!” Shelly moaned, and then turned to glare at Tanya. The look in her eyes said that whatever was about to happen was Tanya's fault.

“Urfff mmmfff!” Tanya moaned dismissively, looking from Shelly to Brad.

The hard look in his eyes said he meant business.

Good, let him. What could he do? How could he make things worse?

***

Tanya regretted thinking how things could be worse as she stood naked on the deck of the boat, still bound and gagged, and tied face to face with Shelly.

At least the breeze is nice. She thought as the wind blew over them.

“Urrffff mmoo! Fffff mmo!” Shelly spat into her gag. Tanya turned and glared at her.

“Orrrmm hurrrm mmmmrr...” She rolled her eyes.

Their bare breasts pressed against each others as they stood. Shelly's hands were wrapped around Tanya's waist and tied together at the small of Tanya's back, and Tanya's hands were secured around Shelly's in a similar manner.

A large, thick rope wrapped around their waists, holding them together. A long length of rope then ran from the bound women to an anchor point on the deck.

All of the men on the boat gathered on the deck, regarding the bound and gagged women with hungry eyes.

“Urfff! Mmmurrgg mmmph!” Shelly mumbled into her gag, glaring at their captors.

Tanya turned and surveyed them as well, curious as to what they had in store for them.

No matter what happens, at least I have my integrity intact. She told herself. At least she could gain some solace from that.

Brad stepped forward and looked over the bound and gagged women.

“Well, as I said, we don't have room on the boat for two more passengers, sorry ladies.” He shrugged and smirked.

“Urrrff! Mmmmrff! Mmmmo!” Shelly moaned, tugging on her bonds.

“But we are gentlemen, so I figured that we would still give you two a ride back to shore with us.”

“Wfff?'

“Hrrrrmpph?”

Brad stepped towards them.

“That is, of course, if you can hang on.”

Suddenly, it dawned on Tanya as to what he meant. She looked at him, and then over her shoulder at the ocean waiting just beyond the deck.

“Mmmoo! Wttt! Mmmoo!” Tanya turned back to him, shaking her head.

But it was too late. Brad gave her and Shelly a might shove. Both women tipped over the edge of the deck and into the yearning waters below.

Once again, Tanya found herself submerged, her mouth filling with salt water. Shelly kicked against her, panicking, trying to pull free.

Something roared to life above them and the water churned around them.

The engine!

Tanya barely had time to register this before the boat whipped forward, dragging her and Shelly with it. The ropes tightened around their waists and they were moving, whipping through the ocean.

They broke the surface, both women gasping into their gags, water cresting over them as they boat dragged their naked bodies behind it.

To be concluded...
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