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The Story so far…

A year has past since Felicia Fetters’ captivity at the hands of the dominatrix The Queen. Felicia has retired from law enforcement and now works at a beach cabana bar with her lover Janet. Meanwhile, Gina Dollson is now Sheriff of Marston’s Pointe and oversees the Beach Patrol along with kinky Latina Eva and buxom fitness girl Caitlyn, but trouble is brewing again in their seemingly idyllic beach town…

Tanya Donnelly, the former reporter who smeared Felicia’s name and kidnapped Gina and the other girls has returned to Marston’s Pointe, unable to get over her infatuation with the charming rogue Brad, but there’s another new player in town – the enigmatic and seductive blond Anya. A formidable foe, Anya overcomes Gina and Eva, leaving them bound, gagged, and naked in a locker room before robbing Janet and Felicia at their bar and leaving them similarly tied up in the back room. Who is this mysterious new foe with a penchant for stealing women’s bikinis, and can the girls of the Sheriff’s Department bring her to justice before she strikes again?

1.

Whoever said there's no such thing as bad press never was in law enforcement. Gina thought as she glared at the front page of the newspaper. It took all of her self control not to crumble it up and toss it in the garbage can, but she restrained herself. As Sheriff, she had to remain strong and above it all as an example to the rest of the department, so she kept her face passive.

The front page of the newspaper had two photos, one was of Gina bound and gagged back to back with Eva. Gina's eyes were looking at the camera, wide and pleading, while Eva had her head back and eyes closed in passion. The second photo was of Felicia and Janet, both with their arms suspended above them, bound, gagged, and nude as well. Felicia was glaring at the camera, her eyes full of defiance and fury, while Janet was pleading with her eyes for freedom. Black bars covered all four women's nipples and crotches, and the headline read BIKINI THIEF TERRORIZES BEACH COMMUNITY and underneath that it read LOCAL LAW ENFORCEMENT AND BUSINESS OWNERS AMONG VICTIMS.

Next to the photos of the nude hostages was a paparazzi taken photo of a woman in a skimpy, one-piece swimsuit with long, straight blond hair: the woman who had tied up Gina and Eva, the supposed Bikini Thief. The article identified her as Anya Brona.

Gina was half frustrated, half impressed at the reporting. How did they find out who this woman was already?

Previously, the local paper was run by Tanya Donnelly, until her run ins with the law pushed her out. Now Tanya was back, along with this Anya woman. Gina sighed and set the paper down on her desk and looked out her window onto the almost empty police bullpen. The only other person at the station with her was Caitlyn, who sat at the dispatch station, clad in a black tank top that showed off her plentiful cleavage. Gina had given up telling Caitlyn to wear her uniform. The deputy had flat out refused to wear it, saying that it didn't matter since she was always behind a desk, but that was about to change.

The Sheriff's eyes fell down the front page of the paper again. She had spent the past year attempting to revitalize the image of the local police department, and now... this.

At one point, several younger woman had walked into the changing room and seen Gina and Eva bound back to back. Instead of helping them, the women started laughing and taking pictures with their phones, all the while Gina pleaded through her gag for them to untie her. Unknown to Gina at the time, across the beach, several young men had stopped by Felicia and Janet's bar for a drink and noticed the naked women suspended in the back room and walked back to take photos.

Just the thought of it made Gina's blood boil. Felicia didn't need this, not after all she had endured. She supposed that possibly some of the onlookers had sold their pics to the local paper, but Gina still found it irresponsible of the paper to run the photos.

It's something Tanya would have done. At one point, Tanya ran a photo of Felicia bound and gagged in her underwear as a way of ruining the then new Sheriff's reputation, and it worked. Whoever ran the paper now clearly went to the same school of journalism as Tanya. It saddened Gina, but that cover with Felicia had been the local paper's highest selling issue and went viral. Presumably, this new reporter was chasing that same outcome, and it was working. The picture of the four bound and gagged women was spreading online like wildfire. Gina did her best to avoid the internet that day, but she had a sneaking suspicion that uncensored versions of the photos were floating around the internet as well.

Eventually, a mother and her kids came in and saw Gina and Eva tied up, chased the gawking the girls away, and untied the captives, and even gave them beach towels to cover up with. On the other side of the beach, several knights in shining armor noticed the commotion at the tiki bar and did the same, chasing off the salivating men and freeing Felicia and Janet and giving them towels. Gina hoped that would be the end of their humiliations, but then the newspaper came out.

Doing her best to push down her anger and embarrassment, Gina scanned the rest of the article.

According to the article, Anya Brona was a well known and wanted international thief. She moved along coastlines, hitting up beach communities where all of her victims were women. Breaking and entering, armed robbery, larceny, Anya did it all, and her calling card was unique: not only did she relieve her victims of their money and valuables, but she also robbed them of the bikinis they were wearing at the time, usually leaving them tied up and naked for authorities to find.

Now, she had picked Marston's Pointe. The article stated that Anya usually spent a few weeks in a spot, leaving a trail of naked, embarrassed women in her wake, and then would move on.

After reading the article, Gina had looked Anya up in several law enforcement databases and saw that Anya had quite the rap sheet, and was wanted by several international law enforcement agencies, including INTERPOL.

Gina stared at the photo of the woman on the front page. Anya had picked the wrong town. She had made Gina, and the rest of the Sheriff's Department a laughing stock, and that wouldn't stand.

Gina had to catch her, it was the only way. The Marston's Pointe Sheriff's Department would immediately gain legitimacy again if a photo of Gina dragging Anya away in handcuffs made the front page, but to do that, Gina needed better help.

As if on cue, Gina heard the front door open and looked up to see Eva walk in, clad in black, skin tight jeans and her tan uniform shirt, the top unbuttoned to show off her black bra and mocha cleavage. Eva smiled at Caitlyn, who politely smiled and looked away as the Latina made her way to her desk.

Just as Eva was about to take her seat, Gina called out.

“Eva.” The Latina stopped and looked into Gina's open door. Gina motioned for her to come.

Eva looked around, confused, and then pushed her seat back in and approached the Sheriff's office.

“Close the door.” Gina said when Eva entered. Obediently, Eva shut the door behind her.

Gina sighed. If only Eva was this obedient all the time.

“Have a seat.” Gina motioned to the chair in front of her desk. Eva sat down and folded her hands on her lap.

“Si, Sheriff.” She said, crossing her legs. It struck Gina as odd that Eva was playing things off as if nothing happened. In response, Gina's eyes moved from the newspaper on her desk to Eva.

Eva didn't get it, and flashed Gina a puzzled look.

Once again, Gina's eyes shifted from the paper to Eva.

Eva seemed to get the message this time, and picked up the newspaper. Her eyes lit up at the front page and she looked at Gina.

“Oh, very nice,” She held the paper up for Gina to see. “For me?”

“No.” Gina sighed, snatched the paper from Eva, and held it up.

“You don't find this... embarrassing?” Gina asked, eyes shifting from the photo on the front page to Eva.

Eva shrugged.

“You don't find your conduct... unprofessional.”

Once again, Eva shrugged. Gina sighed and threw the paper down.

“Look, Sheriff, sorry I just got caught up in the moment.” Eva shrugged again.

Gina folded her hands and glared at Eva.

Caught in the moment?

Gina gritted her teeth, and fought the urge to bring up the time that they were bound and gagged in the back of a van and Eva had been “caught in the moment” and groped Gina before shoving her finger up Gina's ass.

But Gina restrained herself and took a breath.

“Caught in the moment?” She asked slowly, between breaths.

Eva nodded.

“Here's the thing Eva,” Gina started, choosing her words carefully and slowly. “This isn't the first time you've been “Caught in the moment.””

Gina realized she was shaking as she spoke, a fountain of frustration and anger welling up inside of her.

“Well Sheriff I'm sorry, I'm a passionate woman.” Eva shrugged again.

Gina glared at her.

“Well, here's the thing, until you can funnel that... passion... into law enforcement or something else less disruptive, I'm going to have to keep you off the street.”

Upon hearing this, Eva took in a sharp breath and sat up, hand flying to her chest.

“Am I... off the force?” She asked, jaw agape.

In the moment, Gina felt almost bad for Eva, but then realized that this was a performance. She was playing off of Gina's sympathy.

“No,” Gina sighed, trying to reign in her emotions. She had forgotten how manipulative Eva could be. “No, just... desk duty... for the foreseeable future.”

“But,” Eva started, shifting uncomfortably in her chair. “You need someone out there with you.”

“Caitlyn will be transitioning from dispatch and you'll take her place.” Gina said coldly.

“But Caitlyn loves dispatch, and I love being out there with you.” Eva whined.

“Look, I'm not crazy about this either. Maybe once I bring on more help you can be back out there with me, but for now, it's dispatch until I know you can be trusted again.” Gina tried to work a hint of apology into her voice.

“But...” Eva stammered. It seemed like this had legitimately caught her off guard. Gina once again fought off a surge of sympathy for her.

“I'm sorry, but that's final.” With that, Gina stood and motioned for the door. Eva remained sitting and looked up at Gina with her almond colored eyes.

Neither moved. Eva's breasts heaved up and down with each breath she took. Finally, Gina sighed and walked past her and opened the door. The Latina still didn't get up.

“I'll give you a minute.” Gina said and stepped out.

She made her way over to the dispatch desk, where Caitlyn sat, scrolling through her phone.

“Caitlyn.” Gina began. The dark haired, muscle bound deputy jumped and quickly slapped a hand over her phone to hide it.

“Tomorrow come in uniform, Eva's taking over dispatch and you'll be out there with me.”

Caitlyn's jaw dropped and she looked past Gina at Eva, still sitting in the office.

“But...” Caitlyn stammered.

“That's final.” Gina spat and strolled away, leaving Caitlyn to watch her, jaw agape. After dealing with Eva, Gina didn't want to have to argue with Caitlyn.

Gina headed for the front door, intending to head out on patrol. Both Tanya and this Anya were running amok in her town, and though she figured that she wouldn't pass them strolling on the street, driving around at least gave her something to do.

She hoped that Felicia and Janet were having a better day.

***

Felicia's boxing glove clad fist connected with the punching bag, except in her mind it wasn't a punching bag: it was Anya, the bikini thief.

Her other fist connected, and this time the punching bag was Tanya.

After that she sent a volley of hits into the center of the bag, the bag changing with each punch she took. For one hit it was Tanya, on the next it was Anya. Sometimes it was Gina, for the hell of it.

A heavy coat of sweat covered Felicia's body as she continued to slam her fists into the bag. Dimly she became aware of a deep ache in her muscles, but she pushed past it and kept on punching. Sweat poured into her eyes, causing a stinging, but she just shook her head and kept on punching.

After a year, all it took was one day for everything to come crashing down. All she had built with Janet, her reputation, everything.

At home, Gina had done her best to make sure Felicia and Janet didn't see the paper, but it had been hard to miss it. The front page was all over town, and all over the internet. Though Gina did her best to hide it, Felicia knew her well enough to know when she was angry. Gina promised that she would bring all parties involved to justice...

But that was if Felicia didn't find them first.

She sent another volley of punches into the bag, her breath coming out in jagged huffs. The edges of her vision turned red. She thought she heard someone calling her name in the distance but she kept on punching.

Anya, this perverted bikini thief, and now Tanya was back. Good, Felicia had unfinished business with Tanya.

There was that voice again calling for her. Felicia shook her head, dismissing it.

Through the boxing gloves, Felicia's fists started to ache.

“Felicia...” The voice called again. Felicia increased the frequency of her punches, determined to leave the punching bag a useless pulp by the time she was done.

“Felicia!” It was Janet, and she was closer. Felicia jumped and spun around, fists up-

-Janet backed away, her arms up in a defensive gesture.

Felicia stopped, lowering her fists, and started to catch her breath.

“Hey, are you okay?” Janet asked, hands still up, looking over Felicia with trepidation.

Felicia nodded and looked around. Every eye in the gym was on her and Janet, and not for the normal reason. Most of them eyed her up with nervousness or outright fear. A few people quickly looked away or pretended to go back to their workouts once they realized that Felicia saw them looking.

Felicia's eyes moved back to Janet. Much like Felicia, Janet was covered in a thick coat of sweat, though the spinning cycles were her preferred method of working out. Janet was clad in a skin tight, pink tank top, her glistening breasts heaving up and down under the thin garment, and she wore small, blue workout shorts.

Both women's eyes met for a second and Felicia nodded that she was okay. Janet seemed unconvinced.

“Hey, why don't we get out of here.” She said, noticing the eyes on them. Felicia nodded in agreement.

Janet turned away and Felicia's eyes drifted to Janet's amazing, tight ass in her small shorts. As the older woman walked, her shorts rode further and further up her crack, exposing the barest hint of cheek from the bottom. Felicia watched as Janet reached the far wall of the gym and bent over to grab her bag, causing the shorts to ride up even further-

-Felicia turned to see most of the men in the gym quickly avert their eyes. Most of them didn't know whether to be turned on or scared, especially by Felicia. As soon as she walked into the gym, she felt all of the men salivating over her because all she wore was a black sports bra and a black, skin tight shorts that barely came past her shapely ass, but after her display with the punching bag, most men kept their distance

Janet though, they considered open game.

“Hey, let's go.” Felicia flinched as she felt an arm on her shoulder, then realized it was Janet, gym bag slung over her shoulder.

Janet jumped back, still clearly concerned. Felicia relaxed and fell in, following her lover out of the gym.

***

“Want to talk about it?” Janet asked as she closed the trunk of the car and picked up two bulging white laundry bags.

“Not really.” Felicia grunted, and took one of the bags from Janet. Both women slung their respective bag over their shoulder and started the walk from the gym parking lot to the laundromat across the street.

The sun was high in the sky, and a warm breeze blew over them as they walked, but it did little for Felicia's mood. Their usual Monday routine was gym, and then laundromat. Usually, Felicia and Janet would go grab lunch somewhere while they waited for their laundry, it was a nice, relaxing way to spend the day.

Except the gym did little to relax Felicia, and a dark cloud still hung over her head. Maybe a few drinks over lunch would help with that. As they walked, Felicia could feel Janet's concerned eyes on her.

“You know, if this upsets you so much, you can talk to Gina-” Janet began.

“No.” Felicia cut her off.

“You didn't even know what I was going to say.” Janet retorted.

“You were going to say that I should rejoin the police force.” Felicia met Janet's gaze and watched as her brow furrowed and she turned away.

Felicia allowed herself a satisfied smile. Janet had been on that since last night, and Felicia had been shooting her down since.

“I'm just saying, if this has you so worked up, the best way you could do something about it-”

“I'm not going back on the police force.” Felicia said, her voice flat and icy.

“And why not?”

“Because... last time I was just... a damsel... all I did was get tied up and humiliated.”

“And look what happened yesterday.” Janet met her gaze again.

“Yesterday was a fluke.”

“And what about today? You practically tore apart that punching bag.”

“I'm sorry, am I not allowed to work out some stress? How about you on that cycle? You reek of BO.” Felicia snapped, and Janet quickly pulled away and quickened her pace.

Immediately, Felicia regretted her quip. Janet meant well, she knew, and Felicia was sure that she wasn't smelling the best herself.

“Here's the laundromat.” Janet said, changing the subject.

The laundromat sat at the edge of a strip mall along the main street, and Felicia quickened her pace to match Janet's.

“You know, you don't smell the best right now either.” Janet quipped. Involuntarily, Felicia sniffed her armpit and wrinkled her nose.

Maybe both of them should skip lunch and get a shower, but then it occurred to Felicia that their gym clothes, which were just as smelly and sweat coated, were the only clothes they had since it was laundry day. A wave of self consciousness suddenly came over Felicia, and she started to worry about if the laundromat were busy and she had to sit there, sweaty and smelly, next to other people.

A voice in the back of her mind told her that being smelly was nothing next to having a nude photo published in the local newspaper, but Felicia couldn't fight the swell of shame that was overcoming her at the moment.

There wasn't much to be done, and at the moment Janet was currently opening the door to the laundromat. Felicia paused for a moment, hesitant to step in.

Why am I suddenly self conscious? She thought, still standing outside the laundromat. It occurred to Felicia that she had suffered a humiliation the previous day, and was probably still suffering from the after effects of it.

Just relax, you do this every week. It will be fine.

Janet noticed that Felicia wasn't following, and waited, door held open for her. Felicia shook her head and followed Janet inside.

She let out an involuntary sigh of relief when she saw that the laundromat was empty. Somewhere, a washing machine rumbled, telling Felicia that there was at least one customer inside.

“Everything okay?” Janet asked as the door closed behind them.

“What?” Felicia snapped her attention over to Janet, who was looking at her with concern.

“Yeah, I'm fine.” Felicia nodded, though she could tell that Janet was unconvinced.

“Look, let's drop this and go get lunch, maybe a few drinks, okay? I think we both could use it.” Janet suggested.

“Yeah, sounds good.” Felicia followed as Janet headed over towards a change machine on a far wall. As they walked, Felicia's eyes scanned over the laundromat, looking for the other occupant.

Maybe they didn't wait around for their laundry.

Part of her breathed a sigh of relief at the thought of her and Janet having the place to themselves, and she realized how tense she had been the moment they entered the building.

Come on, relax! It's just laundry!

They came to the back corner of the laundromatwhere the change machines were, and as Janet made her way over to one, Felicia turned and focused on a line of chairs on the opposite side of the laundromat.

A woman sat, legs crossed, her face buried in the day's newspaper, and Felicia felt her blood boil. There, right on the front page, was the photos of Felicia, Janet, Gina, and Eva naked, bound and gagged, with black bars covering their private areas. There was also the photo of Anya, the blond “bikini thief” as the paper had labeled her. Felicia balled her fists, and felt the urge swell up in her to storm over and rip the paper out of the woman's hands, but all that would do would escalate the situation.

Just relax, just stay calm. This will all blow over. Felicia tried to pull her eyes away, but they zeroed in on the photo of her glaring at the photographer.

Then the woman lowered the paper and flipped the page, and Felicia's blood turned to ice in her veins. She recognized the straight long blond hair and the pronounced nose.

Anya.

The bikini thief didn't look up, but sat crossed legged as she flipped the page and read the paper. She looked relaxed, almost... normal. Instead of the pink g-string that she wore the previous day, she wore tight jeans and flip flops, but a pink tank top accentuated her perky, large breasts.

Here she was, the woman who had robbed and humiliated them, just relaxing and doing laundry like it was nothing.

A thousand thoughts drifted through Felicia's mind. The rational side of her brain told her to leave, to call Gina and leave it to her.

But what if Anya leaves, then you'll be back to square one!

Here was Anya with her guard down. Felicia could easily restrain her here until Gina arrived.

Plus, it gave Felicia some “alone time” with Anya. The thought of getting her hands on the bikini thief brought a smile to Felicia's face.

Before she could have second thoughts, she dropped her laundry bag by her feet and placed one foot in front of the other. Just like that Felicia was off, storming clear across the laundromat towards the woman who had caused her so much trouble.

Her eyes were laser focused on Anya, who didn't look up from the paper. Good, she was still relaxed. Felicia took big breathes as she approached, her hands still balled into fists. This woman would regret the day she set foot in Marston's Pointe.

Then Felicia was on top of Anya, extending a fist towards her-

-It all happened so fast, Felicia barely had time to register. One moment, her fist was flying towards Anya, and the next, Anya was up, grabbing and twisting Felicia's wrist. All Felicia could do was cry out as Anya twisted her arm behind her back.

Anya wrapped her other arm around Felicia's neck and twisted her to face Janet. Instinctively, Felicia's hand shot up in an attempt to pry Anya's arm away from her neck, but the woman's grip was like a vice. Felicia grunted and tugged and pulled, but she was exhausted from her work out earlier and her muscles felt like jelly.

At the other end of the laundromat, Janet stood with her jaw agape, cell phone in hand. Felicia cried out again and tried to twist out of Anya's grip.

“Ohh shhh! Please, do you think you could sneak up on me? I smelled you as soon as you walked in.” Anya gloated in Felicia's ear.

“Felicia!” Janet called, taking a few steps forward.

“Janet, call Gina!” Felicia grunted, still struggling against Anya's grip.

“Put the phone down.” Anya said coldly.

“Call Gina!” Felicia cried again.

“Put the phone down or I'll-” Anya twisted Felicia's arm further back, causing Felicia to cry out in pain.

Janet listened, and dropped her cell phone and threw her hands up.

“Okay, just don't hurt her.” Janet said, eyes wide.

Felicia grunted and hissed through a haze of pain.

“Well, well, well. I didn't think I'd be seeing you two again.” Anya chuckled, still keeping a tight grip on Felicia.

“You'll be seeing a lot of us from the other side of a jail cell.” Felicia hissed, and Anya responded by tightening her grip around Felicia's neck, causing her to choke.

“Please,” Janet stepped forward, then stopped, arms still up. “Take whatever just don't hurt her.”

Anya relaxed her grip on Felicia's throat, and the former sheriff took in a big gulp of air.

“Well, what am I to do with you two?” Anya pondered.

“Just, take our wallets or whatever. Please.” Janet pleaded.

“Hmm...” Anya thought, still keeping a tight hold on Felicia. “You two may be more of a problem than I thought.”

“You have no idea.” Felicia gasped, and Anya tightened her arm around Felicia's throat again. The edges of Felicia's vision grew black and she gasped.

A second later, Anya relaxed her grip again.

“You know what, go over and lock the door.” Anya ordered Janet.

Janet hesitated, her gaze shifting between Anya and Felicia.

“Don't listen to her Ja-”Felicia was cut off by Anya wrapping her arm around her throat again.

“Lock the door, now.” Anya ordered, keeping the pressure on Felicia's windpipe. Felicia wheezed and gasped, her vision darkening.

“Okay, Okay.” Janet shouted, and moved over towards the door, hands still up.

Anya loosened her hold, and Felicia once again gasped and took in a big breath of air. As she sputtered for breath, Felicia turned her head and watched as Janet reached the front door and turned the latch, locking it.

Then, Anya relaxed her hold and Felicia was stumbling forward. She took a few shaky steps forward and grabbed her wrist, which was pulsating with pain. As she started to rub it, she noticed red hand prints left from Anya.

Felicia spun around to face the bikini thief, and saw that Anya now had her gun out and aimed at Felicia.

Where did she pull that from?

“Come back over, join your friend.” Anya motioned with the gun for Janet to stand next to Felicia. Obediently, Janet took her place next to the still gasping Felicia.

“I don't know what you're planning, but you'll-” Felicia started.

“Oh shut up.” Anya spat, leveling the gun at Felicia. Felicia stood, hands up in the air, and glared at the blond woman.

Anya took a few steps back, gun still trained on her beautiful hostages. Felicia realized that her heart was pounding in her chest, and her whole body had broken out in a cold, clammy sweat. Their blond captor regarded them both with quizzical eyes, and then cocked her head, like a professor presented a particularly challenging problem.

“What to do with you...” She murmured, cocking her head to the other side.

“Look, you're in enough trouble already. Just let us go and-” Janet began, before Anya's head snapped up and she leveled the gun right at Janet's head.

“You know, you two talk too much.” Anya spat.

“I swear, if you-” Felicia started, but then the gaping, open end of the gun switched to her, and she shut up.

“Your clothes, take them off.” Anya ordered, gun drifting between both hostages.

“What?” Felicia stammered.

“Wait, let's-” Janet began.

“Now!” Anya shouted through gritted teeth.

Felicia and Janet shut up and exchanged a wary look, and then back to their captor. Anya's eyes were cold steel, full of resolve and grim determination, and a little... amusement.

“I'm waiting.” Anya cocked a smile, and for effect, pulled back the hammer on her gun.

Felicia's shaky hands fell to the bottom of her sports bra and started to lift, but then she hesitated, realizing that if she did take it off, she would be completely topless.

Why didn't I wear a shirt over this today? She mentally cursed herself for being in a bad mood this morning and not feeling like putting on an extra layer.

Her hands clasped the bottom of her sports bra and lifted. She felt the cold air conditioned environment of the laundromat hit the underside of her breasts and let out an involuntary shiver. Felicia stopped with her sports bra lifted halfway up, exposing the bottom of her breasts but just below her nipples, and instead lowered her hands and grabbed the waist band of her skin tight workout shorts. As she did, she looked over at Janet to see her lifting her shirt over her head, exposing her large, tan breasts underneath a white sports bra. Even while under duress, Felicia had to admire just how amazing her lover's chest was.

Then, Felicia snapped out of it and started to shimmy her work out shorts down her hips. As the skintight black shorts lowered, they exposed the tiny, white, g-string panties Felicia wore underneath it. Once again, she mentally cursed herself for wearing something so skimpy, but even though she was in a terrible mood this morning, she was still conscious about showing panty lines.

Besides, it not like I expected to be stripped at gun point. She thought, pushing her shorts further down to her thighs.

Her shorts fell around her thighs, and Felicia stepped out of them and started to stand upright when Anya leveled the gun at her again.

“Shoe and socks please.” Anya said with an arched eyebrow.

Felicia glared at her and squatted down to untie her shoes. Once again, she glanced over at Janet, who was pushing down her workout shorts, exposing a matching pair of tiny, white g-string panties. Janet's underwear seemed even smaller set against her stark white tan line in the shape of a somewhat bigger thong bikini. Usually, Felicia would find that sight arousing, but not now given the circumstances.

Felicia quickly untied her shoes and kicked them off, and then pulled off her socks. Next to her, Janet kicked away her shorts and did the same. Once both women were barefoot, they stood straight, clad in their panties and sports bras.

“Tops too.” Anya smiled.

“Come on, we're already...” Felicia trailed off, watching as the look on Anya's face went from one of amusement to one of harsh warning.

Felicia's wary hands went to her own sports bra and started to lift. She felt her bare breasts fall free as the undergarment came up. A moment later, Felicia lifted her sports bra over her head and tossed it aside with the rest of her clothes. Instinctively, her hands fell over her bare breasts, but then she caught the stern look Anya gave her and instead raised her hands over her head. Next to her, Janet lifted off her sports bra and dropped it, exposing her large, bare breasts. Like the rest of Janet, they were deeply tan, except for the tell tale bikini tan lines running up and over her shoulders and around her nipples. Janet too kept her hands raised. Both Felicia and Janet now stood there, completely helpless, naked except for their tiny g-strings. Sadly, for Felicia, this wasn't the first time she was in a situation like this, and she remembered her first night on the job as Sheriff and how Ace's man, Jack, had forced her to strip at gun point in front of all his men. At the time, Felicia had never been so humiliated in her life, but a lot had happened since then.

Anya took a step back and looked both women over, leering at their nude bodies under the merciless fluorescent lights of the laundromat.

“Panties too.” Anya smiled, and Felicia's blood boiled.

“Hey come on! Isn't this enough!” Felicia cried in rage.

“Felicia, calm down.” Janet pleaded.

“No! She's humiliated us enough!” Felicia turned to Janet, realizing that even though she was practically naked, she still had her glasses on.

For Felicia, there was something more... intimate about this than the time on the docks. Both her and Janet were locked in here, alone with this woman, at her mercy, and that scared Felicia somehow more than that night with Jack and his men. Maybe it was because that night Felicia knew that help was on the way, or that Jack had only made her strip to her underwear. All things considered, Jack had shown mercy that night, and ended up binding and gagging her and shoving her in a box, telling her that wherever that box ended up would be her new home, and not to come back. It was a rather extreme way of Jack letting her off with a warning, a warning she failed to heed.

Today though, no help was coming, and Felicia didn't think Anya was letting them off with a warning.

“Panties, now.” Anya ordered. Felicia looked over to see Janet shimmying out of her tiny undergarments, and Felicia begrudgingly followed suit, turning to glare at Anya as she pulled down the tiny g-string.

Felicia felt the skimpy underwear fall around her ankles and she stepped out of them, standing now in front of Anya completely nude. Her anger masked her feeling of exposure and helplessness, and she glared at the blond woman. Unconsciously, her hands drifted over her bare crotch to cover it.

“Uh, uh, uh, hands up.” Anya's gaze shifted between both women and Felicia saw that Janet was doing the same.

“I swear, I'm going to get you when I get out of this.” Felicia grunted, lifting her hands while squeezing her legs together at the thigh in a pitiful attempt to hide her nudity.

“You have such a mouth on you,” Anya smiled, taking a step forward. “Let's do something about that.”

“Don't you dare.” Felicia hissed. She felt like a cobra, coiled and ready to strike. Every muscle in her body was tensed, and she felt the urge rise to jump across the room and tackle Anya, to let loose and pound her beautiful face with her fists.

Except she knew it wouldn't happen. Anya had the gun, and would shoot Felicia down well before she got to her, or worse, shoot Janet.

Anya knew this, and smiled, then turned to Janet.

“Your panties, pick them up.”

Janet's jaw dropped, and her gaze shifted from Anya to Felicia.

“I said pick them up.”

“Do as she says Janet.” Felicia said, not taking her eyes off of Anya.

Janet bent down, retrieved her discarded underwear, and stood back up, her nervous eyes never leaving Anya.

“Now,” Anya shifted the gun to Felicia. “Shove them in her mouth.”

Felicia turned to face Janet, who's jaw had dropped.

“Come on! That's disgusting!” Felicia screamed, backing up slightly.

“Shove them in her mouth. Now.” Anya said through gritted teeth, gun shifting between both hostages.

“Hey, wait, let's talk this out.” Felicia backed up, hands out in a gesture of peace and calm.

“Hands up, mouth open.” Anya ordered, pointing the gun at Felicia.

Felicia stopped, raising her hands and turned her head to face Janet, who approached her, panties held out in both hands and a look of apology on her face.

“You don't have to do this.” Felicia pleaded.

“Shut her up.” Anya ordered.

Then Felicia's mouth was filled with Janet's panties. She gagged on the soft cotton and the taste of sweat.

“Ugggg...mfff...ulllummm...” Felicia moaned, involuntarily trying to spit them out, the taste and smell of sweat becoming overpowering for her.

“Hold them in her mouth.” Anya ordered.

“Mffff!” Felicia moaned as Janet clamped a hand over her mouth, clamping the smelly panties in place. Janet looked away as Felicia pleaded with her eyes.

This pair of underwear had been wedged between Janet's beautiful butt cheeks all morning while she had worked out and sweated, and now they were being used to stifle Felicia.

“Now, grab one of your socks.” Anya ordered.

“Hmmm?” Felicia questioned, Janet's hand still pressed over her mouth. Janet turned and looked at their blond captor.

“Now.” Anya ordered.

Janet's hand came away from from Felicia's mouth and she hurried to her discarded clothes on the floor.

“Ugggll.... mmfffl....” Felicia gagged and coughed, causing the straps of the panties to hang from her mouth.

“Oh no, don't think about spitting those out.” Anya warned, and Felicia's hands clamped over her mouth and shoved the panties back in.

“Uffffmmm.... uggglllbbbllmmm...”

Janet rose with one of her socks held outstretched in her hands.

“Why don't you go wrap that around her mouth so those panties stay nice and secure.” Anya motioned to Felicia with the gun.

“Hfffllbbl?” Felicia questioned, and watched as Janet gave Anya an unsure look.

“Go!” Anya ordered, and Janet scurried over to Felicia.

Both women locked eyes, Janet giving her a look of apology as she held the sock outstretched in her hands.

“Offfll...gllummbll... mmmbbll...” Felicia moaned.

“I'm sorry Felicia.” Janet shrugged and pressed the sock over Felicia's lips.

“Offf...ugggll...” Felicia gagged again. The sock smelled worse than the panties. It was nothing but sweat and body odor compounded into one vessel, and now pressed over Felicia's face.

Felicia swayed, the stench and taste of hours of sweat and exercise almost too much for her, but steadied herself and took a deep breath through her nose. Janet wrapped the sock around her mouth and tied it at the back of her neck. Despite her attempts at self control, Felicia gagged into the nauseating sock the whole time.

“Ufffl...gglll... mmfffull...”

Janet finished tying the gag and stepped away, the look on her face still apologetic.

“Now,” Anya began. “Get your other sock and use that to tie her hands.” At this Janet started and turned to face the gun toting woman.

“Wfff...” Felicia moaned, hands still up above her head.

“You,” Anya turned the gun on Felicia. “hands behind your back.”

Felicia obeyed, and looked at Janet, who hadn't moved.

“You,” Anya turned the gun on Janet. “Tie her hands with your sock.”

Janet lowered her head and bent over her pile of clothes, giving Felicia a great view of the white tan line just above her ass crack, the crack where the smelly panties that filled Felicia's mouth had just been all morning.

Janet retrieved a sock and rose to face Felicia, who couldn't hide the wide eyed, pleading gaze she had on her face.

“Nooomm.... pllffff... mmmmoomm mmooo!”

“Oh shush,” Anya chided Felicia. “Now, tie her hands, and tight.”

Janet lowered her head obediently and approached Felicia. A moment later, Felicia felt Janet start to tie the sock around her hands, securing them behind her back. As she felt Janet tie her hands, Felicia couldn't help but think that both her and Janet had done something like this dozens of times, hell Felicia had let Janet gag her with her own panties and bikini bottoms before, but that had felt exciting and intimate, now it felt... invasive... not to mention that during those times Felicia's panties hadn't been soaked with sweat.

As Janet tied Felicia's hands, Anya stepped behind the bound and gagged girl to watch.

“Tight now, I don't want her escaping.”

“Mrfffffmmm bfff...” Felicia mumbled, followed by a moan into her gag as she felt her sock tighten around her wrists. Janet knew how to tie a knot, and a tight one.

Once Janet finished, she stepped away and Felicia felt Anya tug on her bonds to insure their tightness. Satisfied, Anya stepped in front of Felicia and trained the gun on Janet.

“Your turn,” She smiled. “Pick up her panties and shove them in your mouth.”

“Wfff!” Felicia moaned.

“What?” Janet stammered.

Anya only smiled and kept the gun on Janet.

“Her panties, your mouth. Now.”

Felicia watched as Janet clenched her jaw and then bent over and retrieved Felicia's discarded panties from the floor. Then, she shut her eyes and shoved the dirty, sweaty pair of underwear into her mouth. Janet cringed, wrinkled her nose, and gagged as the taste of Felicia's panties filled her mouth.

“Uggggm...bllmm...” She gagged, using all of her self control to keep the panties in her mouth. After a moment, she opened her eyes, which were now watery, and looked at Anya.

Felicia couldn't help but feel embarrassed and a little hurt. Did her panties really smell and taste that bad?

Of course they did, she realized, remembering how hard and how fast she went at the punching bag. For how bad Janet's panties were, Felicia's were probably ten times worse.

“Now her sock, wrap it around your mouth, now!” Anya ordered. Her voice was hard and firm despite the sadistic smile on her face.

“Gllubbmm... mllbbb...” Janet stammered, and then bent over and retrieved Felicia's sock.

Janet held the sock outstretched between her hands and gave Anya a hesitant look. The bikini thief's hard face and trained gun told Janet that she meant business, so the naked captive raised the sock up to her face. She held the sock just below her chin and wrinkled her nose and recoiled from the smell, gagging on Felicia's panties.

“Ullgggllddd....”

“Come on, hurry on up.” Anya ordered.

Janet swallowed, and her bare breasts, once heaving up and down, went still, telling Felicia that she was holding her breath, and then she pulled Felicia's sock over her mouth and tied it at the back of her neck. A second later Janet let out a breath and then several muffled gasps.

“Ooofff... ullbbbm.. mmmmbbbl...” The tensed muscles of her arms told Felicia that she she was resisting pulling the sock down to get a breath of fresh air.

How bad do my socks smell? Felicia wondered, fighting a wave of shame and... offense? It was strange that she was taking offense at something like this, but she was.

“Okay, now back up, both of you.” Anya ordered, and both women obeyed, taking several steps straight back.

“Okay stop,” Anya ordered, and the gagged prisoners obeyed. Once they stopped, Anya stooped down, picked up one of Felicia's socks, and stood back up. “Now turn around.”

Both Janet and Felicia exchanged a look and then turned around. While Felicia's hands were secured behind her back, Janet still had hers raised.

“Hands behind your back.” Anya ordered Janet, and the nude, gagged woman obeyed. Despite their dire situation, Felicia couldn't help but think that despite being a dominant in the bed room, Janet was quite good at being submissive.

Felicia turned her head and watched as Anya approached, holding Felicia's sock in one hand and the gun in the other. As she reached Janet, she shoved the gun in the waste band of her pants.

Felicia's heart skipped a beat. She had to put the gun away to secure Janet's hands! That meat there were a few moments where she was unarmed! That meant-

Anya though, saw Felicia watching and gave her a stern look of warning.

“I see your eyes, don't think of trying anything or-” For emphasis, she twisted Janet's wrist, causing Janet to moan into her gag.

“Ufff!”

“Mmmm bbbbfff!” Felicia cried, biting down into her gag. Anya only smiled back at her.

Felicia got the warning though, and clenched her fists, watching as Anya's quick, deft hands used her sock to bind Janet's arms behind her back. In a matter of seconds, Anya had the gun back in her hand and stepped in front of her bound and gagged hostages.

“Okay, now what to do with you two...” She pondered, looking them over.

Janet and Felicia, naked, bound, gagged, and helpless, could only watch their captor and hang on her every word, awaiting their fate.

“Neither of you seem to enjoy being gagged with the other's underwear. They must be dirty.” Anya giggled.

“Mmfffll ubbbmmm!”

“Mmmmph bbbbmmm ummm!”

“And what happens to dirty things? They get washed.” Anya giggled again.

Both Janet and Felicia turned to each other, eyes wide. Felicia had an idea of what was coming next but hoped and prayed that she was wrong, and judging from Janet's face, she too had the same thought.

Anya back towards a wall covered with silver, industrial sized front loading washing machines. She motioned with the gun for her captives to follow her.

“Oh yes, a good washing, that's what we'll give you two.” She smiled as she backed towards the machines.

“Mmmmooo...”

“Pffff... mooo...”

But their muffled pleas fell on deaf ears. Anya reached the machines, and keeping the gun trained on Felicia and Janet, reached behind her and opened two of them, side by side. The gaping maw of the machines looked like the mouths of some hungry animal, yearning for the succulent, fresh meat of Felicia and Janet's nude bodies.

“In ya go.” She stepped aside and motioned to the open porthole like washing machine doors.

Janet and Felicia exchanged a look and then looked at Anya and shook their heads.

“Mmmm mmooo...”

“Ufffmmm mmmoo!”

Anya's face hardened. “That wasn't a request, it was an order.”

“Hlllp! Hllllpp pffff! Hlllp!” Janet moaned, and Felicia joined in.

“Hlllp! Hlllpp mmsssss! Ppffffff!”

“Ladies, ladies,” Anya began. “Nobody can hear you, nobody is coming.”

“Urrrmmm mffff!”

“Mmmmph!”

“In, now!” Anya shouted, her accented voice, harsh and firm, cold like the metal of the gun she had trained on them, filled the laundromat. Her shout was like a bullet, penetrating Felicia's skin and hitting her right in the heart. She stopped, frozen, and Janet froze as well.

“Inside!” Anya shouted again, and then, like putting a mask on, her playful smile returned.

“Urrfff!” Both Felicia and Janet cried, and hurried over the gaping washing machine entrances. Anya stepped aside as they both stopped in front of the doors and stooped over.

“In!” She shouted, and Felicia felt Anya kick her bare ass to hurry her in.

“Mrrrf!” Felicia cried, and looked over to see Anya kick Janet's bare behind as well.

“Mmmmmfff... ufffm... mmmm...” Felicia huffed, using her feet to push her upper body inside. Her bare breasts touched the cold metal of the inside of the machine, and a moment later she felt Anya's shoe once again pressing on her bare ass cheek.

“Mmmmff mmmo!” Felicia moaned, and a moment later felt pressure as Anya pushed, using her foot to shove Felicia inside.

It was cold, wet, and cramped inside the washing machine, and Felicia had to bunch her legs up and bend the upper half of her body to fit in. Once her legs were inside, she turned to face her captor but was greeted with the plexiglass washing machine door being slammed shut.

“Mmmmo! Mmmfff!” Felicia shouted, and kicked at the door. It shuttered slightly but stayed closed.

She peered forward, trying to see out in the laundromat beyond, but could only really see what was directly ahead of her. Felicia could only presume that Anya had closed Janet into her washing machine like she had Felicia. A second later, Felicia saw through her porthole Anya step away from the machine next to Felicia's, and turn a corner and out of sight.

Felicia allowed herself a sigh of relief. Was Anya leaving? Maybe Anya was just going to leave them, bound, gagged, and naked for someone to find like she had on the beach.

That wouldn't be so bad. It was better than the alternative that Felicia imagined.

But a moment later Felicia's worst fears were confirmed when Anya came around the corner again and approached her washing machine, a bottle of laundry detergent in her hand. Felicia's eyes widened and her heart started doing somersaults.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoo! Hlllp!” Felicia moaned and started kicking at the porthole door. It shook slightly but the lock held.

This isn't going to work! Felicia thought, and frantically tried to come up with a new plan.

What else is there to do? She was naked and tied up in a washing machine, she didn't have many options available to her.

With no other options available, Felicia shifted so that her back was pressed against the rear of the washing machine and kicked out with both feet against the door.

“Mmmmp! Ummmfff! Mmmmo!” She moaned with each kick. Her muscles, sore from the work out in the morning, screamed at her in protest.

Come on! This is what all that working out was for!

Felica kicked and kicked but the door held tight, and then Anya was there, right in front of the door. Just her being there, her mere presence, infuriated Felicia, and her struggles increased in frequency.

“Mrrrrf! Bffff! Mfff mmmo!” Felicia cried, her feet getting sore from all the kicking. Above her, she heard a scraping, and realized it was the sliding drawer where the detergent was poured.

A second later, the small drawer was closed and blue, sweet chemical smelling laundry detergent flowed down over Felicia's kicking feet. Outside the washing machine, Anya bent over and looked in at the bound and gagged Felicia, who halted her struggles.

Anya smiled and waved, and then stood back up.

“Urrrrff! Mmmmph! Mmmmo!” Felicia moaned, and started kicking again.

Then she heard a loud, sharp click as the door locked, followed by another click as the washing machine sprang to life around her.

Oh no... She froze.

Then the cold metal of the machine shifted under her, and she was spun onto her side as the machine turned.

“Ummmfff!” She barely had time to adjust herself before the machine shifted again, tossing her onto her other side.

A second later, Felicia heard running water all around her, and barely had time to process what that meant until a steady stream of cold water showered over her face.

“Uffff ffffllbb!” She moaned, moving her head. The water stopped, and the machine spun again, once again shifting Felicia onto her back.

Another heavy stream of cold water poured over her face.

“Mmmllbbb bbbllbbb gggllbbb...” She blubbered, trying to move her head. The machine did it for her, spinning again. Cold water cascaded over her bare crotch, sending jolts of cold blue electricity through her body.

“Mmmfff... mmmmm!” She moaned as she was spun again.

Then the machine went into a spin cycle, and Felicia was thrown up and down, over and over, and over.

“Mmmm... urrrfff... mmmm...bll...” She moaned as she was constantly tossed head over heels for seemed to be an eternity. Water sprayed, soaking her whole body in suds thanks to the detergent.

“Urrrgg...mmmrrrgggll!” She moaned as sudsy water splashed over her face, filling her nostrils with the tangy smell of detergent. Her gag was soaked through, replacing the taste of sweat and body over with the chemical taste of detergent.

Felicia gagged on the new taste and smell, and was tossed once again as the machine went into another spin cycle.

Janet! She thought, realizing that Janet was undergoing the same ordeal. How was she holding up?

The machine spun again, tossing Felicia on her back. She stared up at the metal, dotted cylinder of the machine above her and straightened out, planting her feet against the side of the machine. Felicia pressed her back against the cold, slick metal of the washing machine and used all of her remaining strength to hold herself in place.

Maybe I can hold this position until the cycle is done? It wasn't the best plan, but it was the only one she had, just hold out until the washer was finished, however long that was.

How long were the cycles? Felicia realized that all depended on what was picked, and she presumed that Anya wouldn't pick a short cycle. What about Janet? Would she be able to hold out?

The washer spun again, and despite her attempts at staying still, Felicia was tossed free from her position. More freezing water cascaded over her body as she was spun and tossed around the inside of the washing machine.

“Urff.. mffllbbblll...” Her muffled cries turned into gurgles as water splashed over her face. The machine spun again, tossing Felicia. Her head bounced off of the plexiglass door, and she realized that she didn't know if that caused everything to go blurry or if her eyes were blurry because of the water.

Another splash hit her in the face, the detergent causing her eyes to sting. Felicia gasped, taking in a nose full of sudsy water, and felt a burning in her nose while she gaped into her gag.

“Ugggll.. mmmullggg...” She choked into the pair of panties gagging her.

Then the machine spun again, tossing her to the other side. Felicia gasped again and tried to sit up, her breath ragged, chest burning. She blinked, trying to do away with the stinging, burning sensation in her eyes.

Then she was spinning again, up and down, round and round. Felicia gasped and choked into her gag, her feet grasping at the slick metal sides of the washing machine. The burning in her chest felt like a full on wildfire inside of her.

I need to... need to... need... Her thoughts were coming in fragments, like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle that didn't match.

Janet...

Felicia let out a sharp wince as she was spun again and and a sharp pain ran through her back as she was slammed against the back of the washing machine. She let out a gasp and ended up taking in a mouthful of water.

“Urrrggg... mmrgg...” she choked as she was tossed again. Felicia opened her stinging eyes and saw darkness creeping in around the edges of her vision.

It dawned on her that despite all she had been through, this is how it would end for her, naked, gagged with panties in a laundromat.

She only hoped Janet was faring better than her.

The machine spun again, taking Felicia with it, and leaving her laying on her back, feet curled above her and coughing into her gag.

Then the machine went still and all she heard was a loud, ear splitting buzzing sound.

What...

The machine settled around her. Felicia opened her eyes and blinked. That buzzing... it meant...

That the machine is done?

A second later, the door opened and cool air blasted against Felicia's naked, soaked flesh. Her skin raised in gooseflesh. Then she felt soft, feminine hands grab her head and lift.

Janet? Yes that's her Janet! Janet had found a way to escape, and was now rescuing Felicia. That's her girl, always finding a way out.

Felicia's head was pulled out of the washing machine, and then she felt the gag pulled down from around her mouth. Not missing a beat, Felicia spit out the now soaked panties and started gasping and choking for air. As Felicia caught her breath, she felt the soft but firm hands pull her out of the machine and set her on the cool tile of the laundromat floor.

She choked and coughed the whole time, her chest on fire. Meanwhile, her rescuer untied her hands. As soon as her hands were free Felicia started to wipe at her stinging eyes.

“Ja.. Janet...” Felicia gasped, and looked over through bleary, red eyes.

“She's fine.” Said a voice. Not Janet's voice.

Gina.

Felicia underwent another coughing fit and looked over to see Janet, nude and equally water logged, sitting in front of her washing machine. Like Felicia, Janet was choking and gasping.

Gina, clad in her Sheriff's uniform, knelt down in front of Janet.

“Are you okay?” She asked, grasping Janet's arm. Janet nodded while coughing.

“How...” Felicia gasped. Just uttering that one word caused fresh flames to erupt in her chest.

“Janet texted me, said that Anya was here. I came as fast as I could.”

Janet... texted... how...

Then Felicia realized that when she saw Anya, Janet must have too. Except unlike Felicia, who went for direct confrontation, Janet covertly texted Gina while Felicia went to face Anya.

It saved both their lives.

Felicia finished her coughing fit and wiped her eyes again. She met Gina's concerned gaze.

“You still... have an opening in the Sheriff's Department?” Felicia gasped, and started choking again.

2.

I have to give it to Felicia Fetters, she has excellent taste in bikinis. Anya thought as she inhaled the musk of thong bikini bottoms that she had ripped off of the former Sheriff the other day, leaving her strung up and nude next to her lover. The bikini smelled sweet, tender, and a little rough, the smell of salt from the sea air and sweat tinged in with the smell of the fabric. Anya crossed her arms over her bare breasts and buried her face in the bikini bottoms while she crossed her legs over Felicia's bikini top, which was lying over her bare, waxed crotch.

Anya felt her nipples go erect against the skin of her arm as she imagined this bikini, so tiny, so revealing, yet covering all that needed to be covered, wedged up between those beautiful ass cheeks of Felicia's. It was the only thing that kept the woman from nudity and humiliation, and Anya had taken that from her. A vision danced through Anya's head of Felicia standing in front of a mirror and pulling the tiny bikini bottoms up between her legs, and then turning to admire her beautiful, bare ass cheeks in the tiny thong. The bikini thief couldn't blame Felicia for wearing such revealing swimwear, with an ass like that, she had a duty to flaunt it for all to see.

Felicia's bikini gave her power. It gave her power over men's minds and actions. They saw Felicia in her thong bikini and wanted her, and would do anything for her. It gave her power over women, who saw what Felicia possessed and desired it for themselves, they wanted the power that she held over men.

And Anya could easily take that power. That was what she loved about bikinis, they were intimate, yet outgoing. Bikinis could be empowering when worn, but if you take them away, then you have a scared, vulnerable woman with no power. Anya enjoyed taking that power away because after that was nothing but intimacy.

With one hand, Anya held Felicia's bikini bottoms over her face, and with the other started to rub the bikini top over her wet crotch, causing a fresh rush of arousal to course through her body. A sigh escaped Anya's lips as she flashed back to pulling the bikini bottoms away, exposing Felicia's delicious, bare behind...

Oh Felicia... It was a shame, what Anya had to do to her and Janet really, locking them in the washing machines. Though Anya didn't show it, she was just as surprised to see them at the laundromat as she was sure they were to see her.

Somehow, Anya suspected that wasn't the last she would see of them. After she left the laundromat, she kept a close eye on the news and papers, figuring that two dead women stuffed inside washing machines would make the news. Evening came and went though, and Anya didn't hear a peep, and even drove by the laundromat to check on things and it seemed to be operating as usual. Either Felicia and Janet's bodies hadn't been discovered yet, which was unlikely, or they had escaped or been rescued. Part of Anya was bitter that they had gotten away, but she excited as well because it meant she could play with them more in the future.

Of course, this trip to Marston's Pointe wasn't all play. Anya had to do some work too.

Anya intended to get to work of course, but after she was finished with Felicia's bikini. She snapped back to the moment, and rubbed the bikini slightly faster against her vagina, sending small tingles of electricity through her pelvic area.

Thunder clapped overhead. Anya jumped, taken off guard, dropping both the bikini bottoms and top.

Grey clouds loomed over her head. She sighed and sat up, a cool breeze rolling off of the ocean and hitting her flat in the chest. Anya folded her arms to cover her breasts, not out of self consciousness but to block the cool wind.

She looked out across the desolate stretch of beach she had been reclining on, past the blue waves crashing against the sand, and out to a dark, almost black front of clouds. It blotted out the entire horizon, filling her vision, and was moving towards her fast.

Damn. Anya sighed, this would have to be continued.

Before she stood, she turned slightly, surveying the beach around her, and saw that she still had it all to herself.

Good.

She stood, arms still covering her breasts, and looked out again at the quickly approaching storm. Weathermen had been calling for the storm all day, which is why Anya picked this day and this time to come to the beach. There was nothing she enjoyed more than reclining on a beach, enjoying the spoils of a bikini raid, with just her, her naked body, and her thoughts. Anya had hoped that she would be able to do her business before the storm came in, but she had no such luck.

I guess I can continue at my hotel room. She sighed, it would be such a boring place to pleasure herself. Maybe the hotel pool would be empty?

Anya bent over and retrieved Felicia's bikini bottoms and started to step into them. A tingle of excitement ran through her body as she pulled them up her legs, and thoughts of how Felicia had done the same sent fresh waves of excitement through her body. The same waves of arousal had ran through Anya's body when she got dressed in the bikini earlier to go out, and there were times she felt that she could barely contain herself on the way to the beach.

Now she wasn't sure if she could contain herself on the way back to the hotel.

The back of the thong bikini came up between Anya's exquisite ass cheeks and she sighed, her whole body quivering with the thought that this bikini had previously been up the ass crack of Felicia Fetters, former bikini model and former Sheriff, now bartender.

Anya pulled the bikini bottoms all the way up and shuddered, allowing herself a moment to feel the thong run through her ass and to press against her wet, aroused vagina. It felt magnificent, angelic.

Another, louder thunderclap hit overhead, reminding Anya that she had to move.

Fighting her own arousal, Anya bent over and picked up Felicia's bikini top and started to tie it in place. She was thankful that she and Felicia had similar measurements, it made wearing this bikini easy. She enjoyed the police bikinis, but Gina's breasts were too big, and same with Janet's.

But Felicia's, that was just right.

Anya tied the bikini top in place and took a moment to adjust her breasts inside. Once she was satisfied with the amount of cleavage showing, she retrieved the towel she had been lying on and took off across the beach. As she made her way towards the ramp leading off the beach, she noticed the showers, a large, cement enclosed stall at the edge of the beach with multiple shower heads looming from the top. She considered bypassing the showers, given the quickly approaching storm, but reconsidered when she looked down at her bare legs and feet, which were completely coated with sand.

This stuff gets everywhere! She grumbled, deciding that she didn't want to have to clean sand out of her rental car.

Just a quick rinse before the storm hits, and then I'll be off.

Thunder hit overhead again, and Anya quickened her pace. Within moments she was across the beach and at the cement enclosure holding the showers. She hung her towel over a bench outside and stepped inside, turning the single handle under the closest shower head. A steady stream of frigid water shot out, causing Anya to let out an involuntary high pitched squeal.

“Christ!” She exclaimed, stepping back and allowing the cold water to rush over her sand covered feet.

Any feelings of arousal Anya had were quickly extinguished by the hard, chilled water that came out of the beach shower, and she wrapped her hands around her chest to keep warm from the cold water and chilly breeze coming in from the beach.

Maybe I'll take a nice, hot bath when I get back to the hotel. Yes, that would be a good way to relax and get back in the mood, a nice bath with just her and her newly “acquired” bikinis...

More thunder.

Satisfied that her feet were sufficiently washed, Anya extended a hand to turn off the stream of frigid water. Her hand passed under the cascading wall of ice water and caused her to exclaim again and jump back.

Fuck it! It's just staying on.

Anya tightened the grip her arms had on her chest, willing herself to stay warm, and started to head out of the shower stall when the sound of a raised voice caused her to pause. She cocked her head, every muscle in her shivering body on edge, ready to run... or fight.

Another raised voice. She scanned the beach ahead of her, looking for the source of the voices but saw nothing but beach, ocean, and the black, ominous storm clouds, now almost overhead. Years of being on the run had conditioned Anya to perk up whenever she heard raised voices, assuming that they were law enforcement chasing her.

But no uniformed cops or blaring red and blue lights appeared. The voices continued though, several male voices, exchanging in a very loud, very spirited conversation. She relaxed and sighed.

Men.

It was a good thing she had decided to leave, the last thing she wanted was a group of testosterone fueled primates leering at her nude body as she tried to relax on the the beach.

This was strange though, what were they doing on the beach now, as a major storm was about to come in? Did they have a death wish? Were they drunk?

Or worse, a bunch of guys who thought they were invincible, that thought that “a little rain” wouldn't hurt them. If so, then if they saw her, a lone woman in a bikini, trying to leave the beach, they may prove to be trouble, and she wasn't in the mood for that.

Anya waited and listened, listening to the voices of the men. They seemed close.

She approached the wall of the shower stall, straining her ears to listen past the screaming jet of cool water coming from the shower head. It was probably best for her to assess this situation before heading to her car.

“The plan doesn't change.”

“What about the weather?”

“Davis isn't some rookie, he knows how to fly.”

Anya heard the voices coming from the other side of the cement. What were they talking about? A plan?

Her curiosity piqued, she pressed her ear against the wall of the stall.

“I mean... aren't you worried? This could get dangerous.”

“Aw, I'm sorry Darren. Did you forget your galoshes?”

“Fuck you Brad.”

“I'm sure that when we split the money you can use your share to buy some rain boots.”

“Fuck you Brad!”

Anya stepped back and licked her lips. A share of money?

Something told her that these men were up to no good.

There was no way she could go back to her car now.

They continued to talk, their voices trailing in and out over the sound of the shower and the thunder over head.

I need to get closer.

No, that would be a risk. If these guys were really up to something then her snooping would put her at greater risk.

“I'm just saying, can't he land somewhere else?”

“Lets just call him and tell him to land at the nearest airport and unload several hundred million in stolen cash right out in the open-”

Anya had to cover her mouth to stifle a gasp. A plane, filled with several hundred million in stolen cash, was landing here!

Suddenly she forgot the storm, and the cold. Her blood turned to fire and her heart pounded in her chest, the excitement at the prospect of a heist filled every fiber of her being.

Plus she still had her gun in her bag in the car, she just had to figure out a plan, and first she had to figure out how many of these men there were, and what exactly their plan was.

And she couldn't find that out by cowering in a shower.

As much as she hated it, she had to get closer and gather as much intel as she could.

Anya hurried to the entrance to the shower stall and peered out and around the corner. She saw nothing but a garbage can at the rear of the stall, past that was the sand dunes, and beyond the dunes was the walkway. The voices were much louder and more distinct though. She pressed herself against the cement wall and slunk down toward the end of the stall, thankful for the sand that hid the sound of her footsteps.

Anya reached the edge of the wall and stopped, her thonged ass cheeks pressing against the cold cement as she held herself flat against the wall, listening.

“Ace spent a lot of time and money on this job, and he wants to see a return.” The voice she had identified as Brad said.

“And what will he say if it's all lost in a storm?” The one called Darren goaded.

“You know what Darren, why don't you go back and explain to Ace why you decided not to help with the biggest heist ever pulled off? I'm sure Ace would love to hear it.”

“Guys, please.” A third voice interjected.

How many were there? If she was going to pull a blitz on these guys, she needed to know how many she was up against, and how many were on the plane. She had to find out, and that meant taking a look.

Damn. She would have to peek around the side of the showers, and that meant risking exposure. If these guys saw her then they most likely wouldn't send her off with a stern warning.

Please, I'll just play dumb blond. Anya smiled. They were men, she would just play dumb blond tourist that got lost on the beach and flash her tits at them, and then they would salivate over her and let her go on her way. That was the one thing she liked about men, they were easy.

Smile still on her face, Anya peeked out from around her corner. She saw a group of men dressed in dark colors standing in a circle. Their conversation was lively and animated, all their voices raised. Anya pressed forward, trying to count how many there were while also listening to their conversation.

Unfortunately, she forgot about the garbage can until her knee knocked into it. Time seemed to freeze, and then everything unfolded in slow motion. The can rattled, the cold, metallic sound seemed deafening, drowning out the thunder, wind, shower, and roar of the ocean. She watched, frozen, as the can wobbled and teetered, the contents inside rattling around and echoing like thunder. Panicked, Anya leaned over to steady the can, but her knee, which had started this all by knocking the can, hit it again, and this time it sent the teetering can tipping over completely.

Anya stood frozen, stooped over, watching in slow motion as the garbage can fell over onto it's side. An eternity passed, and finally the can hit the white sand of the beach. The sand should have cushioned it, softened the sound of the can falling, but instead, the resulting crash was the loudest thing Anya had ever head. It was a sound louder and angrier than every rock concert or dance club she had ever been too. Her hands clutched her ears, which started ringing from the clatter of the toppling can.

Time caught up, and Anya gasped, her heart kicking into overdrive. She turned and pressed herself flat against the cement shower stall. Her hand flew to her mouth to stifle her gasps and she waited, heart thudding against her chest.

She was like a statue, pinned against the wall, staring at the toppled garbage can, its contents spilled out over the beach like vomit. Anya half expected to hear the sound of the can falling to be echoing all around her, but there was only the wind. Anya realized that the can spilling over was nowhere near as loud as her imagination made it to be. The thief strained her ears, listening for the startled voices of the men she had been spying on.

They'll assume it was just the wind. Yes, a storm's coming in, they'll think the wind knocked the can over.

Anya listened, hearing the men talk, but in hushed, cautious tones.

That was her cue to leave.

But what about the plane full of money?

Figure out a back up plan, but for now, get out of here!

If these men were criminals worth their salt, they would still investigate the fallen can anyway just to be safe, which meant that she had to be far away.

She removed her hand from her mouth and started backing down the stall towards the beach, eyes still on the fallen garbage can.

Get far away, that was the plan. Get far away, let the men lower their and guard, and then regroup.

Her plan, as flimsy and vague as it was, came to a halt when she backed into the thick, muscle bound chest of a large, hulking man standing right behind her. Anya froze and gasped. She barely had time to put on her “dumb blond” act before she tried to turn and face him. The man was anticipating this, and reached around grabbed both of her arms and pinned them down in front of her.

“Hey! Wait! What are you doing!” Anya screamed, kicking her feet. The man wrapped his large, bear like arms around her and lifted, her feet wailing and kicking in the air helplessly.

This was her new plan: play the damsel. After all, she was just a dumb blond, lost on the beach.

Anya continued to kick and scream as the huge, bear man carried her forward to the fallen garbage can, the architect of her undoing. She looked up and saw two other men step around the corner and eye her up with both amusement and suspicion. One of the men had thick, dark hair, a leather jacket over a v-neck t-shirt, and tight jeans, stepped forward.

Anya took one look at him and increased her faux struggle, inferring him to be the lead, Brad.

“Well, well, well. What do we have here?” Brad asked, eying her up like she was a piece of prime rib, something to be savored before being devoured whole.

Anya stopped her kicking and stared at him. Brad's eyes moved up and down her body, the hunger in them growing by the minute.

“Look at you, all alone and no place to go.”

“Hola, please let me go. I... I think I'm looking for the... how do you say... changing... place?” Anya stammered, laying on her accent nice and thick.

Yes, she was just a dumb tourist, she barely spoke English.

The man next to Brad shot him a questioning look.

“Is that so?” Brad cocked his head, amused.

“Yes, me... lost? Yes, that is word.”

“Funny, I could have sworn you were eavesdropping on our conversation... Anya.” Brad chuckled.

Anya's blood ran cold. She glared at him.

“Anya... who is...” She stammered. It was a Hail Mary, but maybe if she played dumb...

“Don't play dumb with me. I saw you in the papers, I admire your work actually.” Brad smiled.

Anya pulled against the bear man holding her, but his grip was strong and held firm.

“What you did to those girls... just art.” Brad smiled.

“Why thank you.” Anya smiled, deciding to switch to flattery seeing how she had been found out.

“The thing is we got a pretty big operation going on here. We can't have any flies in our ointment.” Brad's hungry eyes fell right to Anya's heaving breasts as he spoke.

“I'm much more than a fly, I'm a spider.” Anya spat.

“Right now, you seem more like a fly, and do you know what happens to pesky flies that get caught in a web?” Brad asked, eyes lighting up.

“I'm sure you would love to tell me.” Anya dared. She was done playing with this fool. Once she got free he was dead.

“They get wrapped up.” Brad gestured to his friend, who had a duffle bag in hand. How had Anya missed that?

The man next to Brad opened up the bag, revealing several lengths of rope, and clothes.

“No! No!” Anya resumed her kicking and struggling. Brad caught her feet as she did, crossing them at the ankle.

“Hey, get off me!” Anya screamed, but they were tough, and strong. The man behind her pulled her arms behind her back and crossed them at the wrist.

She looked at her feet to see Brad hold them while the other guy started to secure them together with rope.

“Hey! Stop! Come on!” She screamed, kicking and fighting, but it was all for naught. Soon they had her feet tied together at the ankle.

Once her feet were secure, they stood her up. Anya wobbled and glared at Brad as the other goon moved towards her back to secure her hands with more rope. Brad's eyes moved over her body again.

“Nice bikini, who did you take that one from?” He chuckled.

“When I get free, you're all dead.” She spat.

Brad smiled and stepped forward. As he did, she felt the other man tying her hands behind her back.

“Here's the thing,” Brad began. “You've had your fun, this is Ace's turf, and nothing goes on in this town without Ace knowing. Sooner or later, Ace would have put a stop to you, but up until now, your antics kept Ace amused.”

“Tell Ace that he'll regret this.” Anya sneered.

Brad only smiled. Anya opened her mouth to say something else, but realized all too late that was what Brad was waiting for, because when she did he stuffed a thick, white cloth in her gaping mouth.

“Ufrrff! Mmmmffffrrr urfffrrr!” Anya moaned, and prepared to spit the cloth out before Brad pressed another thick cloth over her full, bulging mouth. The goon behind her grabbed the edges of the cloth from Brad and secured it at the back of her neck, effectively gagging her.

“Urrfff mmmm! Urrrfflll!” Anya twisted her head, trying to shake off the gag, but it was secured tightly.

Brad stepped back and eyed up his now bound and gagged hostage. One goon held her by the arm while the other stepped over with Brad.

“So uhh, what do we do with her?” He asked.

“Mmmmph!”

“I'm thinking...” Brad stroked his chin while eying up his captive.

“Lllfff mmmeee mmoo!” Anya squirmed and struggled, but the bonds held tight.

“Normally, I would want to have some fun, but we're a bit pressed for time and-” Brad was cut off by a loud thunder clap, accompanied by a blinding flash of lighting.

The thunder shook the beach around them, and Anya could feel her chest shudder. She blinked from the blinding flash of lightning and looked to see Brad looking at the darkened sky above them and smiling. Small droplets of rain started to pelt her face. Brad's eyes turned to lighting up with child like exuberance.

“We'll just let the storm here wash our friend out to sea.” He smiled.

Anya's eyes went wide. Were they going to stake her out on the beach and let the storm rip her out to the ocean?

“Mmmmo! Mmmm! Ulllummm gglllm!” She moaned, pulling against her captor. He shifted her grip from one arm to holding both of her arms by the bicep.

“What do you mean?” One of the goons asked.

“Let's...” Brad trailed off, looking around the beach for something.

“There!” He exclaimed and pointed.

Anya turned and saw that he was pointing to an old, dilapidated outhouse sitting on the edge of the beach just before the sand dunes started. As Anya watched, the outhouse rattled and shook in the wind.

There was no way that thing would survive the storm.

The rain picked up in intensity, cold droplets starting to pelt their faces with more frequency.

“Lets help the lady to the rest room, shall we?” Brad asked, and bent to grab Anya's feet.

“Mmmo! Mmmph! Urrgggh! Mmmph!” She moaned, kicking and shaking her head. The goon behind her wrapped his massive bear arms around her waisted and hoisted her off the ground as Brad grabbed her bound feet.

“Urffff! Mmmmrrff! Mmmmph!” She twisted and struggled in their grasps as they carried her struggling form over to the rotting structure.

As they carried her, she twisted her head to look over at the looming outhouse and saw the door drifting open in the wind. That was a good sign. Maybe once they left her she could get the door open and hop to shelter somewhere.

In another minute they were at the rickety structure that would become her tomb. The rain was heavy now, Anya's half naked body was starting to get soaked. As they stood outside the old outhouse, a fetid, rotted smell wafted out from inside.

“Urrff...” Anya wrinkled her nose and gagged on the cloth muffling her. Brad too, gagged and wrinkled his nose.

“Woof, what a pleasant aroma.” He shook his head and looked down at his captive.

“Enjoy that smell, it will be the last thing you experience.” He smiled.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmlllbbbll bblllb!” She moaned, and then they were carrying her inside.

Both men started coughing and gasping. The stench was overpowering inside.

“God, when was the last time they cleaned this thing?” The one behind her asked.

“Who cares, lets just drop her and get out.” Brad said.

They plopped the bound and gagged Anya ass first on the toilet seat. Anya raised her head and saw that both men hurried out of the reeking outhouse, coughing and retching, and slammed the door behind them.

“Urrrggg... ffff...” She moaned, the nauseating smell of the outhouse hitting her nostrils like a fist. She stood on her bound feet, and the smell hit her harder, causing her to plop back down on the toilet seat.

Anya realized that whatever was sitting in the tank below the toilet seat had been left forgotten to fester and rot, probably all summer, in the heat and humidity. It was a smell of a thousand different people's bodily functions compounded on top of each other, and now seeking to punish any unsuspecting soul that came across this monstrosity of stink.

Worse off, she realized, that her plump ass covering the gaping maw of the toilet seat was the only thing keeping the stench at bay, from completely overpowering her.

Great... she huffed into her gag. Anya knew that she couldn't wait here forever, with her ass acting as a plug to keep an awful smell at bay.

Water pelted her face and she realized that the water probably should have stopped when she was brought into the outhouse. Looking up, she saw several large, jagged holes in the wooden roof. All she could see out of it was gray sky and water pouring in.

More thunder overhead, followed by something else. Anya strained to hear over the wind and the rain. It was a metallic sound, almost like...

Chains!

Her eyes widened. It was chains grating against wood! They were wrapping chains around the door to keep it shut!

“Mmmmrooo!” She moaned and rose off the toilet seat, teetering on her bound feet, and tackled the door. The whole outhouse shuddered, and she heard chains rattle as she hit the door, but it held fast.

No!

Anya started to shoulder the door, the chains shaking and rattling with each impact, but the door held tight.

Then the smell hit her. It was the ancient, fetid, rotted smell from deep underneath the outhouse, the smell that her large, muscular ass had kept at bay.

“Gllubbb...mmm..bbbblubbb...” Anya coughed and collapsed against the door. She knew that right now a bad smell was the least of her worries, but this was... overpowering.

As she leaned against the door, she could hear the rain coming down in sheets now against the rotting wood. The chains rattled on the other side, and the wind howled. Just beyond, she could hear the angry cry of the ocean waves stirring in the storm. She looked up and saw streams of water coming in from the holes in the roof. Her wet hair plastered against her face in the torrential down pour, and her whole bikini clad body was soaked.

Think Anya! Think!

But she couldn't focus with that aroma coming from the bowels of the outhouse, like an ancient creature awoken from it's slumber.

First, get untied! A voice called from the back of her head.

Yes, she would have to get free first. Thankfully, Anya had spent sometime working on her escape skills, anticipating times such as these where she would get tied up.

Anya held her breath, trying to keep the smell at bay, and started wriggling her bound wrists, trying to find slack to work with. The ropes were tight and secure, and she had to give props to Brad and his men for knowing how to secure a lady.

Her nails worked against the rope, finding the end of it and started pull and work away at the knot. As she did, she let out a breath and was once again hit by the nauseating smell.

“Ggffff... ufff..” She huffed, fighting back the urge to dry heave into her gag.

Her fingers worked away at the knot faster, thankful for water to lubricate the rope.

A massive thunder clap hit. The ground shook, so did the outhouse. Then wind and rain pelted the side of the rotting structure. Anya teetered, trying her best to keep her balance, but the outhouse shook again and she lost her balance and stumbled to the floor, falling hard on her thonged ass.

“Urrff...” She moaned, the rain pelting her hard from above. Outside, the wind continued to hammer away at her wooden prison.

As Anya groaned into her gag, she heard the wood groan around her as well. She looked around and even though she couldn't see the wood start to splinter, she could feel it...

And hear it.

She looked up and watched as the roof and walls swayed around her and groaned in the wind. The old outhouse was like a fighter on his last legs, and any minute now he would go down.

She had to hurry.

Her finger went back to working away at the knot securing her hands. As they did, she did her best to put the stench out of her mind, but it was there, like a beast breathing it's hot, fetid breath in her face.

Then she felt the ropes loosen, and her eyes widened.

Yes!

Her hands worked away faster at it and she let out an involuntary squeak of excitement in her gag.

If these guys thought some ropes and a little rain were going to keep her down, they were sorely mistaken.

Outside, the wind and the rain continued their assault on the ancient structure. The wood screamed in defiance but started to buckle under the onslaught of the elements.

The ropes around her wrists slackened more and more, and finally she pulled her hands free and let out a sigh of relief through the gag. Then she pulled down the cloth from around her mouth and spit out the wadded cloth. Involuntarily, she gasped, taking in a mouthful of the toxic smelling air, prompting her to gag and cough.

I need to get out of here!

Anya held her breath and undid the ropes around her ankles, and then stood ran over to the door, The chains still held tight, and Anya pounded on it with all of her might.

That was a mistake.

The wood shook and splintered, but so did the whole outhouse around her. Anya stopped her pounding and looked over her wooden prison, watching as it swayed and shook around her.

It was going to come down, and it was going to come down right on top of her.

She raised her hand to pound on the door again, but realized that if she did then she could be the one to cause the outhouse to come down. Anya could only laugh at the irony, in her attempt to escape, she would bring her own doom upon herself.

While she pondered the death trap she found herself in, Anya realized that she temporarily ignored the stench coming from deep inside the outhouse.

Then an idea occurred to her.

Oh no...

Anya turned and regarded the toilet seat and the deep, sewage filled pit beneath it. It would be a tight squeeze, but she could fit in it.

No Anya! Don't think about it!

There had to be another way, right?

Then the entire outhouse shook. The wooden planks that made it up screamed in pain, a death throe.

Anya looked at the toilet. It was that, or death. There was no other choice.

She took a breath and then raised the cloth that had been used to gag her up over her mouth and nose, hoping that would filter out some of the smell.

Anya didn't stop to think or have second thoughts, she just charged the toilet seat, placed both hands on either side, and started to lower herself down feet first.

Above her head, one of the beams of the roof fell in. Anya let go of the toilet seat and dropped in.

The smell enveloped her, seeped through every pour of her skin. She gagged and coughed and choked into the cloth covering her face. Her feet planted in something wet and soft and she dry heaved, doubling over and clutching her stomach.

Anya squatted down under the toilet seat, now completely in the tank under the outhouse, and no sooner had she squatted down then the entire roof caved in, leaving Anya in darkness.

Above her it sounded like the sky was falling as the entire outhouse caved in after the roof.

***

Anya's muscles strained and screamed as she pushed on the wooden beam. For as old and rotted as it was, the wood put up a fight, doing it's best to remain rooted over the toilet seat.

But Anya's will was greater, and she refused to spend the rest of her days covered in shit, buried underneath an outhouse on a beach.

Not when there was a plane full of money that just landed.

Anya planted her feet in the soft, disgusting substance beneath her and gritted her teeth, pushing with every muscle in her body. A growl started to build from deep inside her. All around her, the smell of the tank enveloped her in a toxic embrace, refusing to let her go free. She feared that this smell would follow her for the rest of her days.

“Grrrr...gaaahh!” The scream was primal and angry, welling up from the deepest, darkest pit of her being.

The wooden beam gave and started to move. Anya used that to fuel her, and continued to scream and push with everything she had.

She had no idea how long she had been under the remains of the outhouse. At least a few hours, at least. The storm had lasted most of the night. Once she heard the rain stop, she got to work on digging herself free.

As she pushed, she saw the beam lift away and yellow sunlight pour down into the pit that had been her home for the evening. Anya wanted to laugh, or cry, but that would wait.

“Aarrrrgh!” She screamed, digging her feet in and pushing. Her chest burned, but the wood rose up. Anya stood at her full height and tossed the beam aside.

She could see blue sky, and the salty smell of the ocean greeted her, inviting her to join it. This time Anya did start laughing, a shaky, delirious laugh. Her hands gripped the sides of the toilet seat above her and she heaved herself up and out.

Fresh, sea air blasted her in the face. Once her upper torso was out of the ditch she pulled down the cloth from her face and gasped, taking in deep, gulps of air.

She made it, she survived.

Anya took in a few breaths of fresh air and then looked around.

The beach had filled up. People were milling about, swimming, tanning, jogging...

And now they all were staring at her, slack jawed. Anya couldn't blame them, it wasn't every day that a beautiful woman crawled out from under a shit house.

She hoisted herself up and out from the toilet and stood, looking down at herself.

She was filthy, and didn't even want to know what she was covered in.

Anya didn't even turn to look at the people gawking at her, and started to jog straight ahead towards the cool, cleansing, inviting waters of the ocean.

She ran at full speed and a wave hit her just as she reached the water. Anya laughed and fell back, allowing the water to completely submerge her.

The wave receded and Anya stood, feeling refreshed. She was sure that she still smelled disgusting, and figured that she was due for a long, hot shower back at her hotel.

Anya wiped her eyes and let another wave splash over her. Something soft hit her in the face and she reached up and pulled it away. Once she blinked away the water she saw that it was a wet, soggy wad of hundred dollar bills in her hand.

What?

Anya held the wet money and looked out over the ocean.

More hundred dollar bills were washing up on the beach around her. She looked around to see more money floating in the waves, surrounding her.

She heard several startled voices and turned to see people rushing into the water, grasping at the wet money coming in with the tide.

Anya turned and looked out over the ocean, and she had a sneaking suspicion that the plane full of money didn't make it through the storm.

But she had made it through the storm, despite Brad's attempts to kill her, and that plane was out there now.

And it would be hers.

To be continued...
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