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Previously...

It's been a rough couple months for busty, red-headed reporter Tanya Donnelly...

Determined to clean up crime in her hometown of Marston's Pointe, Tanya forged an alliance with Sheriff Wilson Vorhees. While on the surface Marston's Pointe seems like an idyllic beach town, under the surface it is home to the sprawling criminal empire of the enigmatic Ace. Ace humiliates Wilson and drives him out of town, setting Tanya on a path of revenge. This leads Tanya to publicly humiliate Wilson's replacement, the beautiful Felicia Fetters, and to eventually form an alliance with Shelly Arnold, a deceitful femme fatale with designs on taking over Ace's empire.

Not knowing that she is in fact being manipulated by Shelly, Tanya aids her and her busty henchwoman Lisa in kidnapping the all female Sheriff's Department. Soon though, Tanya and Shelly's shaky alliance collapses and both infiltrate a pool party at one of Ace's casinos. Of course, things don't go as planned and both Tanya and Shelly find themselves captured alongside Lisa and bound and gagged. Ace's men also find the former Sheriff's Department being held in the police station. Holding all of the cards, the criminals take Lisa and the other women to one of their brothels run by the sadistic dominatrix THE QUEEN to be put to work.

Tanya and Shelly are given to corrupt Deputy Frank and both women barely escape. Shelly swears to rescue Lisa and take back the captive women (whom she has promised to human traffickers) and leaves a bound and gagged Tanya alone on a beach with a knife to cut herself loose...

1.

The warm afternoon sun felt amazing on Tanya's bare butt cheeks. She was stretched out on her stomach by her pool, clad in her favorite, white thong bikini. It was her happy place, the place where she went in order to forget the problems of the world, more specifically in this case, the events of the past 24 hours.

If Shelly thinks that I'm just going to forgot last night, she has another thing coming! The very thought of Shelly leaving her on that beach, bound and gagged, got Tanya's blood boiling all over again. Shelly had issued a threat for Tanya to stay out of her way, and then left a knife in the sand for Tanya to cut herself loose of her bonds, all the while the tide was coming in very fast. Tanya had done so, and then, wet and tired, Tanya had trudge her way along the beach home. Once she got back to her place, she stripped off her one piece thong swimsuit and collapsed on her bed completely nude.

When she woke up in the morning, she took an hour long shower and decided that a day sunning by her pool was exactly what she needed until she could plot her next move. What that move was... well she still wasn't sure. She had hoped that lying out and relaxing would deliver some sort of inspiration, but every time she thought of the events of the previous few days she got angry all over again. First there was her botched attempt at infiltrating a brothel, then getting caught by The Queen and being left, bound and gagged and naked outside Shelly's house.

But there was that boy, Bradley.

She flashed back to that night, of Bradley, the hunky, muscle bound boy who took off his board shorts in order to cover Tanya's nudity.

Laying out on her beach chair, Tanya felt herself growing moist at the thought.

Maybe I'll need a dip in the pool.

Thoughts of Bradley had filled Tanya's head ever since that moment, though she kept telling herself that to let it go, that he was too young. Plus, there was still Wilson, somewhere.

You haven't heard from Wilson since he left! A voice said somewhere at the back of her head.

Tanya frowned, no, Wilson was waiting, somewhere, still thinking about her.

But there was also the sad truth that since Wilson left, not many people had touched Tanya in an intimate way. In fact, other than the people who had captured her, Shelly was the last person to do so.

Tanya grew even wetter at the thought. Despite her resistance, Shelly had succeeded in getting Tanya going last night, all in a plan to distract Deputy Frank, their captor.

The fact that it had all happened at Tanya's expense made her even angrier.

Maybe a night with Bradley wouldn't be so bad. Tanya knew that most men were defenseless against her in her bikini. She had the benefit of big boobs and a big ass that her thonged accentuated perfectly.

Hmm, yes maybe I'll make a show of doing yard work in my bikini later, see if I can attract his attention.

There was the matter of Shelly, who did live right across the street, but Tanya wasn't intimidated by her. Shelly had lost her muscle, Lisa, and Tanya was sure that she could handle Shelly if she tried anything with her.

Go ahead, pursue Bradley. You need it! Start over once that's all done. The voice said.

Yes, she did need some fun. She had been all work for so long, maybe she did owe herself something, or someone nice. Once that was done, she could focus on Shelly and getting Ace.

As Tanya felt her thoughts drifting to Bradley sliding down his board shorts, she felt a shadow loom over her.

“Mom?” Ian asked. Shelly sighed, opening one eye to look up at her teenage son.

Ian was still grounded, and would be for the next month, because of drinking at Bradley's party. He had been trying to weasel out of it ever since.

“Yes, Ian.” She said, raising her head and opening both eyes too look at him.

I should have sent the little shit off to live with his dad when I had the chance.

“Hey, so... I was thinking of having some people over tonight.” He muttered, head down. Tanya glared at him.

“Some people?” She asked, eyes narrowing.

“Yeah, well to hang and stuff.” He said, hope in his eyes.

Tanya felt her blood turn to ice. He gets caught drinking, grounded for a month, and now wants friends over?

“How many?” She asked, balling her fists.

“Oh I don't know, Brad just mentioned coming over and hanging, bringing some people.” Ian was wringing his hands together now.

Brad? As in Bradley?

Tanya stiffened. Did Bradley want to come over?

“Brad, as in that boy at the party the other day?”

“Uhh yeah...” Ian's eyes shifted in confusion.

“Ohh..” Tanya licked her lips. Part of her knew that she should say no, enforce Ian's grounding, but this.. this was perfect.

“Sure, just not too many people.” She said, lowering her head.

Ian's eyes widened in shock. Clearly he was expecting some resistance.

“Oh...um... really?” He stammered.

“Yes, just as long as I get to join in.” She sighed, eyes closing again.

“...what?” Ian choked.

Tanya sighed and raised her head. Ian's look of confusion said it all. She supposed that she could give the usual pretense about wanting to be there to supervise, but she was tired, angry, and out of patience.

“Yes, because I want Brad to fuck me.” Tanya said, looking Ian right in the eye as she said. Ian immediately took a step back and lowered his gaze.

'Umm... what...” he stammered. Tanya sighed again.

“I've had a rough couple of days, as you can probably tell, and I think Brad is hot. He seems like the frat boy type so I'm assuming that he's gonna want to drink and party. I'm going to be there, wearing this, and I want him to fuck me and there's nothing you can do to stop me.” She said, laying her head down once again and closing her eyes. Tanya could still feel Ian looming over her, shifting uncomfortably.

“But... you can't...” His voice quivered as he spoke.

“Oh yes I can,” She said, not bothering to look up. “If you want him over, that's the price. I'll be there, and he's gonna fuck me. Now, fuck off and let me tan.” Tanya turned her head away.

She realized that she was even more wet, and her nipples were erect. It felt good to assert herself, to be so honest with Ian. Maybe after this she would send him to live with his dad so that she could finally live her own life.

Ian loomed over her for another minute, and then another moment she heard him storm across the patio and into the house, slamming the door behind him.

Good, let him sulk. Tanya smiled to herself. He'd get over it, or end up resenting her forever... oh well.

She lay there, feeling the sun on her back and her thonged booty. Maybe she should take off her top, let her boobs get some son, or was Brad the kind of guy that liked tan lines?

As she thought about this, she felt her blood quickening, and more moisture gathering around her vagina. Maybe she should dip in the pool to cool off?

A shadow loomed over her again, Ian. Tanya sighed, not bothering to look up or open her eyes.

“Go away Ian. I made my terms, it's that or you can't have anyone over at all.” She sighed, and felt the shadow move away.

Good, show him who runs the show. Tanya relaxed, once again ready to enjoy soaking up the sun.

Suddenly, she felt strong hands grab her wrists and pull them behind her back. Tanya cried out and her eyes shot open.

“What!” she cried out, twisting her head around. What she saw made her gasp.

Ian, her own son, had pull her hands together behind her, and was now tying them together with a length of rope.

No! Not again!

“Ian! What are you doing! Stop!” She screamed, but Ian continued to wrap the ropes around her wrists.

“Sorry mom, but I'm not gonna have you ruining this party for me.” Ian said, not looking up.

Tanya tried to pull away, but Ian was sitting on her legs, keeping her pinned down.

What? How is he this strong!

“Ian, forget any party! You are ground for the next year! Do you hear me!” She screamed, kicking her feet in frustration. Ian stepped back and Tanya tugged on her wrists, finding that they were secured together tightly with rope.

“Oh my God Ian! You are in so much trouble!”

Ian just moved to her kicking feet, not looking up. He wrapped his hands around her ankles and pulled them together.

“Ian! I swear to God that your father will hear about this! You are in so much trouble!”

“Oh yeah, well I'll just tell him that you let me have a party just so you could fuck my friend!” Ian hissed, and started tying her ankles together.

Tanya gasped, her jaw dropping in shock.

“You little shit! When I get out of here, all of your video games, your system, your tv is gone! Do you hear me!” She screamed, attempting to shake her feet free of his grasp, but it was too late, Ian was already securing the rope around her ankles, tying her feet securely together.

How is he so strong! How does he know how to tie these knots! Where did he get this rope!

Tanya decided that she would figure out the answers to these questions later, after she got free. Ian finished tying her feet together and stepped away, leaving Tanya to flop around on her beach chair on her stomach like a fish out of water.

“Listen here mister! You are so dead! Grounded for the next year and then, after that, military school! They'll whip you into shape! You're lucky I don't send you to juvenile-ULLLUMMPH!” Tanya's protests were cut off by Ian shoving a white cloth between her flapping lips.

“No, mom, you're gonna stay nice and quiet while my friends and I have a party. I'll let you out in the morning.” Ian smiled as he pushed the cloth deeper into Tanya's mouth.

Her eyes widened and she glared at him.

“MMMMOO MMM ARRRMMM! UMMMPH!” Tanya cried, attempting to spit out the gag, but Ian had pressed another white, thick cloth over the lower half of her face and pulled it tight over her mouth, tying it at the back of her head.

“MRRRRGGGH! UMMMRRFF!” Tanya grumbled as Ian backed away from his now bound and gagged mother. She glared at him with eyes full of white hot fury.

“Mmrrrgggghl! Grrrgggff! Ulllrrggg!” Tanya kicked her feet up and down, her breasts threatening to fall out of her bikini top as she flopped around on her beach chair.

“Now, I just need to get you out of the way.” Ian said, stroking his chin.

“Murrrgggle! Ugrrrgggl!” Tanya groaned, continuing to flop helplessly in her chair.

I'll kill this little shit!

As Tanya struggled, Ian leaned over, grabbed the edges of her beach chair, and started to drag it towards the house.

“Urrrggh!” Tanya cried, looking up as the looming house grew nearer. Ian didn't seem to exert himself at all as he dragged his bound and helpless mother towards their house.

How did he get so strong? Tanya allowed herself a moment to marvel at this. He was able to easily overpower her and now drag her, chair and all, into the house. What next though?

“Ulllrrgggmm!” Tanya grumbled, twisting herself around the chair as Ian dragged her.

“You know mom, I'm tired of this. Tired of you always lying around half naked-

“Urrgh!”

“Tired of you always embarrassing me-

“Mmmmff!”

“And now you want to flaunt yourself around in a bikini just to fuck my friend? No way!”

“Ffff mmmoo! Mooo mmffflll brrrfmm!” She had succeeded in rolling herself over and was now lying on her back, still on the beach chair. Ian had stopped, they were just outside their basement door.

“Don't worry mom, I'm gonna do what you used to do to me: Send you to your room to think about what you've done.”

“Mmmo! Mmmmeeean! Mmmoo!” Tanya was sitting up now, doing her best to squirm out of her bonds. Ian meanwhile, had opened the basement door and once again took ahold of the beach chair.

“Don't worry Mom, I'll let you out in the morning.” He said as he dragged her inside.

“Mrrrrrmmm!” Tanya's entire face contorted in rage as she screamed into her gag. Her bound feet pounded up and down on the beach chair like a child throwing a temper tantrum.

They were inside her basement now, and Tanya turned her head to see Ian dragging her towards an open door at the far end: her laundry room.

“Here mom, you'll have plenty of space to yourself tonight. No one will bother you down here.”

“Mmmmph! Hrrrrggmm!” Tanya glared at him now, eyes filled with rage. She flashed him a look that said everything, a look that said that if he did this then she would rain down every punishment she could upon his bratty little head.

“Mmmm ummm! Mmm ummm!” Tanya shook her head, eyes turning to ice.

Ian only smiled.

“Sorry Mom, can't hear you.” He snickered, dragging her closer to the gaping laundry room door.

“Mmmrrrgh! Nnnooooppggh! Nnnnmmm!” Tanya laid back down and started kicking her feet up and down, once again throwing a tantrum.

They were inside the laundry room now. It was a large room, essentially a storage area. Her washer and dryer set against one wall, and a set of shelves set against another. Ian stopped when he had the beach chair and Tanya placed exactly in the center of the room.

“Okay Mom, you just wait here. I'll be back in the morning for you.” He said as he headed for the door, not even bothering to look down at her.

“Mmmmrrggh! Ummmph!” Tanya grunted, kicking her bound feet out in an attempt to trip him. Ian easily side stepped, still not even bothering to look down at her.

“And if you're extra quiet, maybe I'll clean up the place before I let you go.” Ian said, turning back to look at his bound and gagged mother.

“Mmmeeean! Mmeeean! Mllllettt mee mmmo! Mmmmoww!” Tanya stamped her feet on the beach chair with each muffled word for emphasis.

Ian only smiled and flicked on the light.

“Here, it might get dark in here.” And with that he backed out, closing the door behind him.

“Mmmo! Mmmmpph!” Tanya's eyes widened. She couldn't believe it! He just left her! A moment later, she heard a CLICK as Ian locked the door from the other side.

“Mmmo! Hllllp! Hllllp!” Tanya screamed through the stuffing that filled her mouth. How did this happen? She was still trying to wrap her mind around it. Ian, her teenage son, had just overpowered her, bound and gagged her, and locked her in their laundry room. All so he could have a party!

I didn't think my demands were unreasonable. Tanya glowered to herself, eyes narrowing in rage. She had almost died the night before, it wasn't too much to ask for a good lay to get over it. Most kids would be thrilled if their mom said yes to a party.

“Mmmm....” Tanya grumbled. Maybe she shouldn't have told him that she wanted to fuck Brad.

But now what? Was he really just planning on letting her go once the party was over?

Then what? How do you even begin to discipline a kid for doing something like this?

Simple grounding wouldn't be enough, and it wasn't like she could just tie him up so he knew it felt, that would be child abuse.

Plus, how did he get so strong? How did he know how to tie these knots?

Those thoughts, amongst others, preoccupied her time while she struggled away in her laundry room. Hours passed, there was a small, glass block window set high in the far wall, and Tanya used that to tell the time.

“Hrrrmmmm...” Tanya moaned when at one point she turned towards the window and saw nothing but darkness.

How long have I been tied up here?

It had to have been several hours, and she was nowhere near close to getting free, even then if she got free, she was locked in.

At least if I get the gag off then I can call for help, one of his party guests could hear me.

A thought filled Tanya's head of her slipping off the gag and spitting out her stuffing, and calling for help only for Brad to answer. If that was the case, she would have him right there on her beach chair.

I would be okay if he didn't even fully untie me. She thought, and the image of Brad having his way with her while she was tied up, fully at his mercy, did something to her.

If only my hands were free. She thought, realizing that she wasn't even able to pleasure herself thanks to her hands being bound behind her.

Though it was impossible for her to determine how much time had passed, it seemed like about an hour later when very loud hip hop music started to blast from upstairs.

“Grrrm hrrrmmm mmurrr...” Tanya grumbled, sitting on the edge of her beach chair and listening. If he was going to play music, couldn't it be good music?

Not long after, she started hearing footsteps above her, and voices. It was hard to distinguish any of them but it sounded like a mixture of male and female voices.

Girls? He invited girls too! Tanya glared at the ceiling, listening to the voices and growing number of footsteps above her.

“Shots!” A female voice called.

Alcohol! There's underage drinking in my house!

“Nnnmmmph! Nnnnooo! Mmmooo!” Tanya mumbled, forcing herself into a precarious standing position. She was wobbling as she attempted to balance on her bound feet. No! There's no way they're drinking in her house.

“Stfff! Stttt mmooow!” She cried out, but the combination of a gag and music drowned out her cries.

It's so loud! Why isn't anyone complaining, calling the cops or something? If one of her neighbors called the police, it would be perfect. They would break up the party and probably search the house, finding Tanya tied up in the basement, and then Ian would be taken away to juvenile hall and be out of her hair.

Then she realized that there was no way that would ever happen. Her old neighbor used to be the Sheriff, but was now a prisoner of Ace, no doubt being carted off to one of his brothels somewhere. Her other neighbor, Shelly, hated her, and probably didn't care about any party happening. She also realized that most of the Marston's Pointe police force were also now prisoners of Ace. There was Deputy Frank, who she last saw dead by a beach, so that left Deputy Randy and Alice. Alice never left the desk and Randy couldn't handle it all by himself.

There's no one coming, I'm all alone.

Tanya started to wobble again and realized that her calves were burning from being tied together and trying to hold up her weight.

Damn this big breasts of mine!

“Grrbbbll...” She moaned and lowered herself back into a sitting position on the beach chair. Now what? She couldn't just sit here and wait for the party to be over and Ian to let her out.

Her eyes started to scan the room around her, looking for anything that she could use to alleviate her current situation. There was the washer and dryer, which were out...

The shelf!

Her eyes fell on the large, metal storage shelves against the wall. Maybe there was something on it that she could use to cut herself loose!

She started to scan the shelves, grateful that Ian had at least left the light on for her. The shelf units were cluttered with just about everything, various bottles and boxes and-

There!

Sitting on the very top, a cardboard box labeled GARDENING SUPPLIES.

There had to be clippers or something inside of there, right? Something sharp enough for her to cut her way free. All she had to do was get it down.

“Uffff...” Tanya grumbled as she lowered herself down from her beach chair and onto the cold, basement floor. Much like she had when she was bound and gagged in The Queen's brothel, she started to scoot over to the shelf, using her feet to pull herself along while pushing with her hands.

“Mmfff... ugggg.” She moaned as her bare ass cheeks brushed along the cold tile floor. Thankfully, she didn't have far to go, and was at the shelf in no time.

Okay, let's get to work! She thought as spun herself around like a top so that her bound hands faced the shelf. Once her back was to the metal shelf unit, she pressed herself flat against one of the metal supports and wrapped her hands around it.

Here goes nothing. Tanya twisted her head to look above her and started to shake the shelf, hoping to dislodge the box that sat on top.

I just need to move so that it doesn't fall on my head! She thought as she thrust herself back and forth, shaking the shelf along with her body.

“Ummm...mmmm...ummm...” She grunted into her gag, feeling her large breasts bounce up and down with each movement.

“Ummmfff... Ummmfff... Mfffff!” Tanya's cries grew louder and more excited as she watched the shelf shake above her, the box moving closer and closer to the edge.

Just a little more...

“Offff... mooofff...gggggoooofff!” Tanya cried, biting into her gag as her movements became more and more forceful.

When I get out of here, I'm gonna give that little shit a piece of my mind!

She had a sudden thought of her fucking Brad on Ian's bed. Yes, that would do it, but that would be the start...

As her mind wandered into this fantasy of her and Brad having loud, forceful sex in Ian's bedroom, Tanya suddenly became aware of a shadow looming over her. She stopped for a moment, just in time to see a large bottle of something perched upon the shelf just above her head. She froze, and felt the shelf settle behind her-

-Oh no!

The bottle tipped over, whatever it was, it was unopened, and a clear liquid of some sort spilled out of it.

“Mmmmllffff!” Tanya cried, recoiling. She leaned back, and the cool, viscous liquid missed her head, instead pouring over her plentiful cleavage.

Tanning oil?

Tanya suddenly remembered the extra large bottle of tanning oil she kept in here. She rarely put the cap on because she used the bottle so much, and now she sat here, frozen as the oil now slowly lathered her large breasts from above.

“Mmmfff... mmmfff...” Tanya breathed, watching as her chest and bikini top were covered with the thick substance.

Jesus, how much is in this bottle? She marveled as the stream of tanning oil continued, dripping down from her chest to her stomach. As she pondered this, she heard someone outside fumbling with the doorknob.

“Hheeep!” She squeaked, turning towards the sound. Yes, the door knob was wiggling! Someone was trying it from the other side!

“Hhhllp! Hhhhllp!” Tanya moaned into her gag.

The door handle wiggled some more as whoever was on the other side attempted to figure out how to get it open.

Just turn the latch to unlock it! It's not that hard! Tanya bit down on the wad of cloth filling her mouth in frustration.

“Meeeyy! Mmmmph!” She moaned and stamped her feet. She wasn't sure if whoever was outside could hear her so she wanted to make as much noise as possible.

A moment later the door knob stopped wiggling and she heard a “click” as it was unlocked. Tanya's eyes widened and she could feel her blood quickening.

Yes!

“Hlllp! Himmm immm mmmere! Hlllp!” She moaned, kicking her feet once again. As she struggled, she watched as the door opened, revealing a muscular hand on the knob--

--It opened more and revealed Brad, clad once again in board shorts and a gray tank top. He had a glazed look in his eyes as he surveyed the room, telling Tanya that he probably had a few drinks.

“Mmmm! Umm! Mmm!” Tanya moaned, kicking her feet. Brad turned towards her and blinked several times before his eyes fell to her oil soaked chest.

Tanya realized that she should be annoyed, or start pleading through the gag for him to untie her, but instead she found herself... excited. Her heart started pounding against her rib cage as she watched Brad's jaw go slack as he stared at her heaving cleavage under the bikini top.

“Oh... Mrs. Donnelly?” Brad lifted his gaze to meet her eyes.

“Ulllmm?” Tanya cocked her head and batted her eyes. As Brad continued to stare at her, she noticed a significant, growing bulge in his pants.

“You... are you okay?” He stammered, hurrying over to her.

“Ulllmummp! Mmmrrggph! Ummmph!” Tanya mumbled as Brad squatted down by her bound feet and took ahold of the ropes.

An idea hit her, a wonderful, erotic idea. Ian had tied her up here to keep her away from Brad, but what if her being tied up was what delivered her to him?

She started giggling under her gag.

“Ummm hmm ummm mmm!” She laughed. It was perfect, and she would be helpless at Brad's mercy.

Brad stopped when she laughed and looked up at her. Tanya's response was to lean back and shake her massive cleavage at him.

“Ohhmm hmm?” Her eyes went from him to her chest. Brad's eyes were even wider as he stared at her.

“Hey... You do seem to end up in this situation... a lot..” He said, eyes never leaving her chest.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya nodded and stretched out her legs, rubbing her bound feet up and down along Brad's thigh.

“How... how did you get into this one?” Brad swallowed.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya shook her head and lowered her eyes to her oil soaked chest before raising them up to meet Brad's.

“Looks like you've made quite the mess there...” Tanya could see his chest rising and falling with each ragged breath.

“Ummm...” She moaned, and once again looked down at her chest and at him.

Come on Brad, take the hint!

She widened her eyes and once again looked down at her chest and then up at him.

“Maybe I should... help you get out of that...” He swallowed again, hard.

He leaned forward but she shot out her legs and pressed them against his chest. Brad froze.

“Mmmmo!” She mumbled, meeting his gaze. Brad just stared at her, slack jawed.

“Umm hmm...” Tanya shook her head. There was still a slow stream of tanning oil dripping from above, and she gently pushed Brad back with her feet. He settled back on his knees and watched, eyes wide and jaw slack.

Tanya twisted herself around, baring her full, thonged backside to Brad. As soon as she had twisted around, she felt the cool stream of oil dripping down along the top of her thong.

“Hmmm...” Tanya sighed, feeling her ass being coated in the substance, and then she lowered her bound hands and started to rub the tanning oil over her bare ass cheeks.

“Hmmm... ummm... mmm...” Tanya sighed as she lathered up her rear end, feeling the bare skin of her butt cheeks raise up in goosebumps. If Brad didn't get this message, then he really was dense.

“Mmmfff... fffffmmm...” Tanya moaned again, swiping her hands down from the top of her cheeks, feeling the curve of her buns, and down to the top of her thigh. She turned her head to see the bulge in Brad's pants pointing straight at her ass like an antenna, his eyes ready to burst right out of his head.

“Hmmm mmmm...” Tanya moaned and motioned for him to come over.

Brad couldn't resist anymore, he let out a grunt and leaned forward, grasping either of her cheeks with his open, massive hands. Tanya moaned hard as she felt them dig into her soft backside.

“Mmmfff..” She closed her eyes, feeling as Brad massaged her back side, exploring every inch of her posterior with his soft, strong hands.

“Ummffff....glllllummph...” She realized she was wet, and her whole body convulsed with chills as Brad felt her up.

His hands moved up, underneath the strap of the thong around her hips, eliciting another sigh from her.

“Mmmmpph... Ummmpp!” Tanya moaned, feeling as Brad moved his hands down, taking her bikini bottoms with him.

Oh yes Brad! She thought as another wave rocked her body.

Brad's hand dug into her cheeks and felt him lean forward and kiss the very top of her bare ass crack.

“Ummmffff!” Tanya moaned in delight and lifted her backside. He was her kind of man. Then she felt his tongue bury itself between her thick, juicy cheeks and work it's way down.

“Ummm hffff... ummm hffff..” Tanya moaned and placed her bound hands on his. She continued to sigh as she felt his tongue trace along her ass crack and down.

“Ummmph!” She cried out as she felt his tongue reach her anus. Yes! He knew exactly what she wanted. Brad's fingers dug into her cheeks even harder and her body was rocked with pleasure as his tongue traced the rim of her ass hole.

“Mmmmph! Ummmp!” She sighed, reaching her bound hands out behind her and digging them into Brad's thick, spiked hair. Then she felt his lips press against her anus along with his tongue.

“Mfff.. ffff...” Tanya sighed, feeling as Brad's lips and tongue worked her asshole.

Oh yes! Yes! She was completely soaked, her body rocking with convulsions.

Then Brad stopped, his hands moving away from her cheeks, his tongue leaving her asshole.

What? No!

“Hrrrummph...” Tanya sighed into her gag, every inch of her body quivering with arousal. Don't stop now!

Then she heard the rustling of cloth behind her. She turned her head to see Brad tossing aside his flimsy tank top, exposing his rock solid six-pack abs and pecs. Next he reached down and started to undo the drawstring on his board shorts.

“Umm hmmm...” Tanya nodded, watching as the muscle bound man finished undoing the knots holding up his shorts. With little fan fare he pulled the shorts down along with his underwear. Brad's large, erect penis seemed to throb and pulsate with power and longing.

Then he leaned forward and grabbed Tanya by the hips.

“Ullmmmph!” she cried as he pulled her towards him. Her bare ass collided against his nude waist and he placed his penis upright between her two oiled ass cheeks.

“Grrmmm...” Tanya moaned as Brad dug his hands into her thighs and moved his hips up and down. She let out another sigh as she felt his rock hard cock moving up and down as it bisected her cheeks.

Brad's hands moved up along her stomach and then found the bottom of her bikini top. Without stopping, his strong hands slid underneath the cups of her bikini top and lifted it away from her breasts. Tanya felt Brad's greedy hands each cup one of her bare breasts and squeeze.

“Ummm!” She sighed, letting out another quake of pleasure as Brad groped her breasts and slid his cock up and down between her butt cheeks. Her blood felt like cool fire as it flowed through her, and her vagina was moist with arousal.

“Grrrbbllmm...” Tanya started to rub her bare bottom against Brad's waist, confident that he would get the hint. He sighed as his hands suddenly tightened around her breasts.

“Hsssp!” Tanya cried. The pain in her breasts was sudden and sharp but tinged with pleasure. She realized now that she was willing to let Brad do anything he wanted to her.

“Ulllmm mmm...” She rubbed her ass against his waist even faster, feeling the throbbing of his penis between her cheeks. Brad wanted her, all of the blood pumping through his body was driving him towards that single goal.

Brad paused and pulled back from Tanya, and then cupped a hand under the still somewhat drizzling tanning oil.

“Hffff...” Tanya let out a sigh of pleasure as she felt one of Brad's finger inserted in her anus. Oh yes, he was getting the hint.

“Hmmmm...ummm...” Tanya sighed, feeling as Brad moved the finger back and forth inside her. Her hips swayed with the movement. She turned her head to see Brad rubbing the tanning oil he had collected with his other hand over his protruding penis.

Smart boy, he had done this before.

“Ummfff...” Tanya sighed as his finger continued to thrust inside of her. She sighed again as she felt the finger slip out from her ass.

Here it comes. Tanya thought and bent over, pressing her bare buttocks against Brad's hips.

Brad gripped either of her ass cheeks and pressed himself forward. Tanya's eyes widened as she felt the oiled tip of his cock bury itself between her juicy cheeks.

“Grrmmm..” Tanya convulsed in pain and pleasure as she felt his massive cock slid up her anus. There was the obvious pain and discomfort that she had come to expect from anal, but the pleasure that she felt made up for all of that.

“Ummm...” She threw her head back and moaned, and Brad thrust himself deeper. More pain, coupled with more pleasure.

“Grmmmm!” She moaned, and he went in even more, his hips pressing against her cheeks. Then, their two bodies now joined, Brad started to thrust.

“Ummmph! Mmmph!” Tanya moaned with each thrust, allowing herself to become an extension of Brad. She moved when he moved, feeling as his oiled up penis slid back and forth inside of her, each movement bringing equal pain and pleasure.

“Mmmph! Umm! Gllllumm!” Tanya moaned, hearing the sound of her skin slapping against his as they moved back and forth. It was probably a good thing she still had her gag on or else the whole house would probably hear her screaming over the music.

As Brad moved back and forth inside of her, she could feel something welling up in her crouch like water building up behind a dam... and the dam couldn't hold for much longer.

“Grrrmm! Hurrrm!” She cried as Brad thrust faster and faster. A dull, deep pain started to grow around her asshole, but it was nothing compared to the arousal she was feeling. In the morning, she would probably be sore, but it was worth it.

As Brad moved, she could feel his penis throbbing with even greater intensity. He was close.

“Hrrrrumm! Umm!” She cried and started to move her hips faster, feeling the sharp pain of the inside of her asshole riding along his massive penis.

Cracks were forming in the dam.

“I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum” Brad sighed, and she felt him starting to pull out.

No!

“Mmmoo!” She moaned, and slid back against him, standing up straight as best she could. As she did so, she lifted her head to nuzzle him, all the while wiggling her ass back and forth along his penis.

“Umm!” She moaned, beckoning for Brad to stay with her. More and more cracks were forming in the dam, water was starting to seep out.

Brad kept her upright and wrapped each of his massive palms around her breasts and started to massage them. He was thrusting even harder now.

Her asshole felt like it was on fire, but she kept with it.

“Ummm... mmmm...” Brad moved one of his hands down along her midsection, causing even more cracks to appear in the dam.

“Ummmfff...” She was jelly, every muscle in her body ready to go limp.

Then his finger ran down past her navel and between her legs. Tanya took a breath.

One of Brad's finger traced her clit and the dam broke.

“Mmmmm!” Tanya sighed, her legs quivering as she came. She pitched forward, losing all voluntary control of her muscles. Brad caught her by the hips and thrust, and she felt him cum inside of her.

He held her close, pulling her up and wrapping his arms around her as he finished. They stayed like that for a moment before he fell back into her beach chair, arms still wrapped around Tanya.

“Ummm...” She sighed, feeling a few aftershocks from both her orgasm and Brad's. He was still inside of her, and she was fine with that.

To be continued...
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